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HEAD TO HEAD


Liam has spent three years gathering the courage to ask Emily out on a date. Now prom is just two weeks away and it’s Liam’s last chance. When he finally walks up to her and opens his mouth, he hears a voice behind him asking the question he was going to ask: “Emily, will you go to prom with me?” Standing behind him is his best friend, Kyle.

Liam makes it clear to Emily that he is willing to do anything to take her to prom. Kyle says the same thing, and he’s not willing to stand down. Now, the boys are stuck in a stalemate. So Emily gives the boys one week to win her over, and before the games begin, she makes it known that she likes her boys more on the sissy side.


CHAPTER 1
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Emily Browning was the girl of my dreams. She had big, stunning eyes, the cutest button nose, and a laugh that made my heart swell with joy every time I heard it. Her long brown hair looked so soft—I’m not sure how she managed to braid it every day before school—how it didn’t just slip away between her fingers in its weightlessness.

I’d known Emily for three years, but I’d never once spoken to her.

I planned to talk to her every single day, but I always ended up chickening out. I would start walking towards her, then her beauty would become overwhelming, making my joints lock and scrambling the words up in my head. Sometimes she would look over at me as I moved towards her, and her piercing gaze would render my body completely numb. No matter how hard I tried to commit, as soon as I was within ten feet of her, I would veer off in another direction, as if I was just on my way to my next class. I once got within five feet of her, and then I smelled her perfume, which made my knees tremble.

Life is hard as a teenaged boy. Girls have the power to turn boys into puddles of nothing, and they don’t even know it.

Emily was beautiful, but I was pretty sure that I was the only one who thought that she was the most beautiful girl in the entire school. She never came up when the guys talked about who they were hoping to smash. She rarely made top ten lists, and as far as I knew, she wasn’t being considered as prom date—at least not by any of my friends. Occasionally one of my buddies would say something like, “That Emily girl is kind of cute. I wonder if she puts out,” and my body would fill with the strangest jealous rage—but I would just force a smile and shrug my shoulders, careful not to give away the fact that I’d been crushing on her for three long years: a lifetime to a teenager.

She was a bit on the thicker end—by no means fat, but surely curvy, with thick thighs and a plump ass. She always had dark circles around her eyes, which gave her a sort of Twilight look that some guys apparently found unattractive (it drove me wild). Her teeth certainly weren’t perfect—her two front teeth had a measurable gap, giving her a sort of mousy look—but that only made her more beautiful as far as I was concerned. She never dressed for attention like the traditional hotties in the school: no dresses, no skin-tight tops. She sometimes wore tight leggings, and maybe the rare skirt, but she usually stuck to jeans and hoodies, which I admired. She didn’t have to try to be sexy—it came naturally to her.

I wanted her to be mine. I knew I had a good chance if I could just man up and confront her. I just needed to ask her on a date. She had no boyfriend—at least that’s what Facebook told me; her status was set to single, which to me meant that she was hoping someone would ask her out. If she wanted to be left alone, surely she would have left that relationship status blank, right? And I wasn’t such a bad candidate. Sure, I was on the shorter end (maybe even shorter than her), and I was skinny (definitely skinnier than her), but that wouldn’t disqualify me—or would it? In junior high, I was told that two girls had crushes on me, though I never found out which girls. Or maybe that was just girls messing with me…

Prom was two weeks away now, and I wanted Emily to be my date. I wanted to make her my summer girlfriend, and then maybe we could become serious going into college. She was going to the same college as me—I knew because I always tried to sit within earshot of her during class, and we had every class together (I picked home economics and art as my electives because I knew that she picked the same). At times I felt like somewhat of a stalker, especially when I lied to the vice-principal about being bullied so that I could have my locker moved to the other hallway, where her locker was—or when I lied to my gym teacher about having hurdle experience, so I could be on the track and field team with her.

And I certainly felt like a stalker now as I followed her through the halls, trying to build up that last speck of courage that I needed to talk to her. My heart was pounding and my hands were shaking, but I wasn’t going to turn around. I had to commit. I had to make her my prom date before someone beat me to the punch. My body felt cold. I got a bit closer—within fifteen now. The strong urge to turn around and run away filled my whole body. I squirmed but I fought that urge away. I sped up my pace, getting within ten feet. I was close to my record.

I started running through opening lines. ‘Hey Emily, can I talk to you for a second?’ That was the line I’d decided was best after days of careful planning. But now I wasn’t so sure. What if she didn’t have a second? Maybe I just needed to cut right to the chase: ‘Emily, will you be my prom date?’ But what if she didn’t know who the hell I was? Sure—for three years we’d been in all of the same classes, but we’d never talked. In fact, I couldn’t think of a single time she acknowledged my existence. ‘Hey Emily, I’ve had a crush on you for years.’ Would that be romantic or just downright creepy?

What if I ended up being rejected? Would the next two weeks be absolute torture? Would she tell all of her friends that I asked her out like an oblivious moron? Would the whole school mock me? And if she said no, that meant it was all over. At least now I had a little bit of hope; there was a possibility she could become my girlfriend. I’d been cherishing that possibility for years now. If she rejected me, it would be gone, and then I would have nothing but an emptiness that would probably never be filled.

I was close now—almost close enough that I could reach out and tap her on the shoulder. She was reaching for the back door of the school, with her bag secured tightly on her back. There was nobody in front of her and nobody behind me. I had her all alone. But was that a good thing? Or was it just creepy? She pushed the door open and I followed her. Then I realized I was being disturbingly quiet: stepping down carefully with each step, matching her gait so that she wouldn’t hear me. Now surely that was creepy…

We were outside now. I didn’t need to be any closer—I just needed to open my mouth and start a conversation: the first conversation of our not-yet-existing relationship.

My heart fluttered and the trembling in my hands worsened. I hadn’t masturbated in over a month—I told myself that I wouldn’t touch myself until I asked her out. It was the only bartering chip that I had with myself, and to be honest, it worked pretty well. I was pretty sure I couldn’t go another night without a good wank, so I needed to ask her out.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My teeth were trembling and almost rattling as if I was stuck on top of Everest without a coat. “Hey Emily,” I finally said, after three years of trying. My heart jumped up into my throat.

But there was something weird about my voice. I could almost hear an echo of my words, but it seemed like they were coming from behind me.

Emily stopped and turned around. She had a cute and casual smile on her face. She looked at me and then she looked behind me. “Hey guys,” she said. Guys? I narrowed my eyes and then I could suddenly feel a presence behind me. I turned around and saw Kyle, standing just over my shoulder. He looked at me with a strange look—maybe he was also taken by surprise by our synchronized greeting.

We stared at each other for a long moment, and then Emily broke the silence. “Do you guys need something?”

There was a desperate glimmer in Kyle’s eyes, and I realized in that moment that he was there to ask Emily out for prom.


CHAPTER 2
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Kyle was probably a better catch than me. He was taller, his skin was clearer, and he had long hair that gave him a sort of male model look. But like me, he was cursed with a youthful face; we were both eighteen, but we looked fifteen. And a beautiful girl like Emily probably didn’t want people thinking she was dating a little kid.

Kyle turned to look at Emily. I watched his lips begin to part, and I knew I had to beat him to the punch if I was going to have any chance whatsoever. So I quickly turned my head and tried to get those words out first. “Do you want to go to prom with me?” I asked—and he asked the exact same question at almost the exact same moment. It was hard to tell who said it first.

Emily’s eyes became wide. She didn’t answer. Instead, she just stared at the two of us for a long, horrible moment. Then, she finally ended that awful silence. “You guys want me to go with both of you? I think that might be weird.”

“No—just me,” Kyle said without missing a beat. “I meant to ask you earlier.”

Then Emily looked at me, as if she wanted me to confirm Kyle’s piece. I opened my mouth, but it took a moment for words to come out. “I was actually hoping you would, uh, go with me. I didn’t know Kyle was behind me.”

She looked back at Kyle, and then back at me. “Well I can’t go with both of you,” she said. Her cheeks were turning a shade of pink, and I wondered if it was because of me or because of Kyle. I was about to find out. She looked down at the ground with a smile, and then she looked back up, gently biting her bottom lip. My God, she looked so cute. I wasn’t ready for the rejection. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to handle it. My stomach groaned and I squirmed in my place. Then she said, “Maybe you guys can decide.”

There was a short silence, which Kyle ended suddenly. “Decide what?”

“Who will take me to prom,” she said.

“I’ll take you,” he said.

“Wait—that’s not fair. I’ve been meaning to ask for a long time,” I said. My heart was pounding ferociously now—maybe even harder than when I was walking behind her, trying to build up the courage to make my proposal.

“I’ve been meaning to ask for longer—trust me,” Kyle said with a little grin. But his face was dark red—probably the same colour as my face.

“How would you know?” I said.

“How would you know?” he said.

Kyle was my friend—at least I’d considered him my friend until that moment. We ate lunch together, we drew comics together, we partnered up for assignments together—but now I only saw him as a competitor. I wanted to grab him and throttle him. Maybe we could settle this over a fight. I’d never been in a fight before, but I knew I could win. I could get scrappy and use my nails. I wasn’t afraid to bite a man if I had to.

“You guys talk it over, then tomorrow after school, come and tell me who’s going to take me.”

“I’ll save you the time and tell you now,” Kyle said. “I’ll take you.” He made a big smile, which made me want to hit him even more, but I resisted the urge.

“Emily,” I said, “I know we’ve never really talked before, but—um—I really like you, and I’ve, uh, always really liked you.” I felt stupider and stupider with each word that came out of my mouth. “I would really like it if you would go to prom with me. I think you would, uh, have a really good time. You’re very pretty and I—”

Kyle scoffed. “Why don’t you just pick?” he said to Emily. “Right now—just pick who you would rather go to prom with. Don’t let us pick because we’re not going to come to any sort of conclusion. So just say it—who’s it going to be?”

Emily stared at Kyle for a moment, and then she turned to look at me. For the first time ever, she looked right into my eyes. Her gaze was overwhelming, making my body ache and tremble. I quickly looked away—though I tried my hardest not to. I tried to look back, but that fear had consumed me.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t know either of you very well.”

“Well let me take you out for a coffee now, so we can get to know each other.”

Emily blushed, and I knew I had no chance. Kyle was more outgoing than me. He was far less bashful—and he was probably more handsome as well. So was there really any point in trying to compete? He’d probably only been interested in Emily for a few days—maybe a few weeks at the most. He had no idea that he was standing next to a guy who hadn’t gone a day in three years without fantasizing about Emily. He probably had no idea how hard it was for me to build up the courage needed just to say hello.

I should have asked her out one day sooner. Hell, I should have asked her one minute sooner, before Kyle appeared behind me.

“I don’t know if that would be fair,” Emily said to Kyle. I suddenly perked up with a glimmer of hope. “I might need a bit of time to decide which one of you is a better fit. But I’m really flattered that you both asked me. Seriously—that’s really so cute.” She made a big smile.

I shook my head. “No,” I said, suddenly overwhelmed with a peculiar frustration. “I can’t wait a few days. I’ve been waiting so long for this moment, and now I just need to know. Just be honest—I can handle it. At least I think I can handle it. I like you, Emily. I’ve liked you for a really long time. It took everything I had in me to come up to you today. So please—just put my mind at ease. If I really have a chance, please just be honest with me.”

She stared into my eyes again. This time I didn’t look away. I stared into those beautiful eyes and found myself regretting my horrible timing. I had three years to ask her out, so I couldn’t be mad. I had literally hundreds of opportunities—and now the universe was punishing me for being such a pussy.

“Look,” she said, looking away. “I’m flattered that you guys like me—at least, you think you like me. But you guys don’t even really know me. You don’t know what I like and you don’t know what kind of things I’m into. So how can you really know that you want to go to prom with me?”

Kyle and I were both silent. We looked at each other and then we looked back at her. “What are you into?” Kyle asked.

“Well, I really like movies. And I really like books. My favourite author is Kurt Vonnegut.”

“Vonnegut? I love Vonnegut. He’s my favourite too!” Kyle said.

“Really?” Emily asked with glowing eyes. I felt that strong wave of defeat once again. “What your favourite Vonnegut book?”

Kyle was silent for a moment. “How can you even choose?” he said with an awkward laugh. And it was suddenly obvious that he didn’t know anything about Kurt Vonnegut—but I didn’t either. At least I didn’t try lying about it.

“Can you name a book?” she asked with a cute little laugh. Apparently she wasn’t too offended that he tried to lie. In fact, she seemed flattered by his foolish attempt.

Kyle bit his lip and laughed awkwardly, admitting to lying without saying a word.

“What movies do you like?” I asked.

“Oh, I like lots of movies, but my favourite director is Jim Jarmusch. Do you know him?”

We were both silent. This time, Kyle knew better than to lie.

“He’s an acquired taste,” she said. I had a feeling this head-to-head contest would be decided by who could read the most Vonnegut and watch the most Jarmusch overnight. Thankfully, there was a library on my way home, which was stocked with many DVDs.

Kyle shook his head. “Look—there must be a way for me to show you now how serious I am about wanting to take you to prom. What can I do now?” he asked.

Emily bit her bottom lip again. “Well…” she said, looking around as she thought. “There is one kind of weird thing that I’m into—and it might be a deal breaker for both of you.”

“What is it?” I asked eagerly.

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” she said.

“Just say it, and I bet you anything I’ll be into it too,” Kyle said with a strange amount of confidence.

“I kind of want a guy who can be… girly,” she said.

Now we were both silent. I slowly looked over at Kyle and he slowly looked at me. When our eyes met, we both looked away swiftly, back at Emily, who was now blushing and looking down at her feet. The air was silent, and it was starting to feel cold, even though it was a warm June morning.

Did I hear her right? Did she say that she wanted a girly boy? What did that even mean? Did she want me to put on a dress, or did she just want me to watch cheesy romance movies with her and wear facemasks?

“W—What exactly do you mean?” Kyle asked. “Because I can be girly. I think I’m in touch with my feminine side.”

I looked over at him, narrowing my eyes to let him know that I was not impressed by how fake he was acting. Kyle wasn’t girly. Kyle loved sports and violent video games—he didn’t love romance movies and spa treatments.

Emily shrugged. Her cheeks were still that shade of dark red. “I don’t know,” she said. “I like a guy who can be… girly.” She said it again as if it would make more sense this time. “It sounds weird—I know—but I always imagined myself with a guy who wore panties instead of boxers. Maybe when we go shopping together, he tries on dresses with me—that kind of thing.”

The air was silent again. I had a feeling my face was whiter than bleached bone. Was she just screwing with us? Or was she serious? How could we know for sure?

Kyle’s lips were parted. He looked like he wanted to lie again, to tell her that he loved to wear panties instead of boxers, but his ego wasn’t allowing him to speak. He just remained silent—and I did the same.

“Look—I’ll let you guys think about it, and if you’re still interested, come and ask me tomorrow after school,” she said with a cute smile. “I need to get home. Bye!” She turned around and continued towards the street, leaving us pale and speechless.

Kyle looked at me and I looked at Kyle. We only stared at each other for a moment before looking away. Then we lingered for a moment longer before I said, “Well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yep. See you tomorrow,” he said. And we turned and walked away in different directions—not even daring to address the insanity that just came out of Emily Browning’s mouth.


CHAPTER 3
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My heart didn’t stop pounding once I was home, and my hands didn’t stop shaking. I had adrenaline pumping through my system. I had to sit down in order to catch my breath, but even then, I wasn’t able to collect my racing thoughts. I’d waited years for that moment, and it was a complete disaster. It could not have gone worse—but still, I had a chance to get with her.

Her strange little quirk—wanting a girly boy—maybe wasn’t as weird as it first seemed. She was basically saying that she wanted her boyfriend to partake in her girly interests. The panties thing seemed a bit strange, but was it really a deal breaker? Was it not worth getting the girl of my dreams? Sure, the thought of wearing panties was kind of odd, but honestly: what’s the difference between panties and a pair of undies? They’re tighter and smaller. Otherwise, it’s just fabric. And again with the whole trying on dresses thing—it’s just fabric, right?

It seemed worth trying. If it was too embarrassing to handle, then I could always back out—but I would never know if the sacrifice was worthwhile if I didn’t give it a try. I’d spent years building up the confidence to ask her out, and I couldn’t just back down now because of one silly little request.

It was 4:00 PM. I had one hour before my parents were home from work—one hour to track down a pair of panties, so I could prove to Emily that I was serious about dating her. I opened up my piggy bank and took out twenty bucks. I had no idea how much a pair of panties would run me, but I couldn’t imagine a tiny piece of fabric could cost more than twenty bucks.

I took off for the nearby mall, which was right between my house and the school. My heart rate increased with every step I took. I had the image of Emily in my mind, constantly reminding me why I was going to the mall to buy women’s underwear. It wasn’t until the mall was in sight that I considered the possibility that Emily was playing a prank to see if she could get me to wear a pair of women’s underwear to school. And how did I plan to show her what I was wearing without humiliating myself completely?

I just had to try. I wasn’t sure how this plan was going to work, but I knew it wouldn’t work without a pair of panties.

I entered the mall and found myself standing in front of the lingerie store. The walls were painted pink and black, and smell of sex seemed to bellow out from the shop, trying to scare my innocent little self away. I clenched my hand into a tight ball, digging my fingernails into my palms. I had to do it. I had to bite my tongue and move forward.

I stepped into the store and I headed straight to the panty selection—past the intimate lingerie and past the lacy bras. I felt the gazes of the employees turning towards me: girls only a few years older than me—girls who could spot a virgin from five miles away. I could feel the colour draining from my face as I quickly scanned the options. I saw the sign on top of the impressive panty mountain: ‘FIVE FOR FIFTEEN’. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of the employees lean over and whisper something into the ear of another. Then one of them started walking towards me.

She was dark-skinned, with curly black hair. She was calm and relaxed, making my nervous trembling even more obvious. It didn’t help that she was taller than me by at least six inches—being helped by her tall heels. “Can I help you find something?” she asked with a jazzy voice.

“My girlfriend asked her to buy some panties,” I said. It was the phrase I’d planned to say from the beginning—but now it just sounded strange and awkward. Who buys panties for their girlfriend? Maybe some married husband for his wife—but an eighteen-year-old for his high school girlfriend?

I watched as her lips curled into a smile, almost as if she was trying not to laugh—as if she knew the panties were really for me. “Well you came at the right time. We’re having a sale: five for fifteen—that goes for all the styles you see here. Is she a small, medium, or large?”

I had no idea what size I was as a woman. I was smaller than most of the girls in my school, so I could only assume that I was a small. But looking at the panties, I had a hard time believing any of them would fit on my body. They were hardly bigger than the elastic bands that held the morning newspaper together. “I guess a small,” I said.

“This side is small,” she said. “Lots of styles to choose from.”

“Thank you,” I said, hoping she would leave me alone so the humiliation would end. She took a step back, but she continued to watch me, standing by as if she was thrilled by the horrible embarrassment that was probably obvious on my face.

There were too many options. I didn’t want to be standing in that store for any longer than absolutely necessary. So I just reached out and grabbed the first five pairs I could get my hands on. I scrunched them into a tight ball in one hand and then I zipped over to the cash register. I dropped them down and tried my best not to squirm, like a toddler trying hard not to pee in his pants.

The same dark-skinned woman slipped slowly behind the counter and started to scan each pair of panties: one by one, slowly and meticulously. I felt sick. My head was throbbing and my lips were suddenly dry. I tried to force a smile, but I had a feeling there was no smile on my face. “That’ll be fifteen dollars and seventy five cents,” she said.

I handed her the twenty and then I grabbed the bright pink shopping bag. I was already planning on ditching the bag in the nearby mall bathroom. I could stuff the panties into my hoodie pocket so that I didn’t look like a crazy pervert on my way back home.

She was slow to fetch my change. I was tempted to leave without it. She slid it carefully across the counter before saying, “Enjoy.” Her lips curled again into that sly smirk, making me feel small and pathetic. But it didn’t matter—I got what I came for. I had more than enough to prove to Emily that I was really serious about making her my prom date. Now I just had to build up the courage to put the panties on under my jeans—and somehow find a way to show her.


CHAPTER 4
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Iclosed my door while I was getting dressed the next morning. But closing the door didn’t seem like enough privacy, so I pulled my desk chair in front of the door, leaning it over to tuck the head of the chair underneath the doorknob, just in case my mother decided to enter without a warning.

I dug out my panty selection from underneath my mattress. I had two red pairs, two black pairs, and a white pair. I thought the white would be the most inconspicuous, until I held them up and realized it was a thong. “Shit,” I muttered. I couldn’t wear a thong to school! I couldn’t spend the whole day with a thin string tucked between my butt cheeks.

I certainly wasn’t going to wear a red pair of panties, so that only left the two black options: one was satin and the other was lace. The lacy pair was high waisted, which seemed risky, as my jeans weren’t high waisted, even when my belt was cinched as tight as it could go. So I was left with the black satin panties with the tiny pink bow that sat on my pubic bone.

I made sure my curtains were closed completely before stepping into the undies, then I carefully pulled them up, worried they would rip if I tugged them too hard. They were tight, and it wasn’t easy to adjust my cock and ball sack so that they were being confidently held in place. I was going to have to be careful not to make any sudden movements—particularly during gym class, in my little pair of gym shorts.

I felt a bit of relief once I had my jeans on, covering up the embarrassing panties—but a part of me was worried that people would somehow be able to tell that I was wearing women’s underwear. I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself from multiple angles to ensure that my panties weren’t showing, even when my shirt rode up and I was bending over. It seemed okay, though my heart refused to stop pounding.

I ended up wearing my baggiest hoodie, just so I could be sure that my waistline was covered in the rare event that my panties rode up above my jeans. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.

I felt stiff as I walked to school, but that stiffness reached its climax as I stepped through the school’s front doors and I found myself surrounded by my peers.

Every time someone looked in my direction, my heart would throb and my joints would lock. I hadn’t even made it to my locker yet and I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. Was I making a huge mistake?

I moved towards my locker, and then I saw Emily at her locker, digging out her textbook for her first period—which was also my first period. And when would I go up to her and tell her that I was wearing panties, like she liked? Should I tell her quickly, before Kyle had a chance to make another move? Or was it better to wait until school was finished, and the hallways were clear in case Emily decided to turn around and announce my embarrassing secret to everyone?

She looked over at me as I cautiously approached my locker. She smiled and I returned the smile. I was shocked that I didn’t immediately look away like I always had before. Maybe I was making a bit of progress. Or maybe I was putting a little bit too much faith in this whole panties business.

She went off to class. I grabbed my textbook and then I did the same. I was happy to see that the seats around her were all taken. I wasn’t ready to sit right next to her yet. I certainly didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, even though she’d made me more uncomfortable than I’d ever been in my life. As I sat down, I felt the thin strip of black satin fabric nestle between my butt cheeks. The panties were suddenly tight, squashing my package firmly against my body. I wanted to reach down to pull out the wedgie, but knew better than to make such a foolish move.

For the second half of the period, the teacher let us all study for the upcoming final exam. The class was quiet as everyone flipped open their books. I looked around the room before opening my book, and that’s when I noticed Emily was looking at me. She had a little smile on her face, and it almost seemed as though she knew I was packing a pair of panties underneath my jeans. I returned the smile and she bit her bottom lip gently before looking down at her textbook.

My heart swelled. Maybe I really did have a shot! Maybe she really did like me enough to let me take her to prom. I found myself sitting with an awkward smile on my face. Butterflies fluttered through my chest. Maybe I didn’t even have to tell her about the panties, and I could just toss my haul into the garbage and pretend like that whole embarrassment never happened.

Then it was time for gym class. I was running a bit late as I forgot to grab my uniform from my locker, so I had to double back. When I walked into the changing room, the other guys were already undressed. I carefully moved towards the back corner of the room. Normally, I would just undress with all the other guys—but now, that was obviously not in the cards. So I took my uniform over to the little bathroom stall. It was being used. Class was about to start. I had perfect attendance for all of my classes and I didn’t want that streak to end—but keeping that streak wasn’t worth showing all of my friends that I was wearing a pair of black satin panties with a tiny pink bow.

My heart pounded, and then that bathroom stall door opened. Kyle came out. He looked at me and then he paused for a moment. There was a long silence between us before he simply said, “Hey.” Then he skirted off. I noticed he had his school clothes wrapped in a tight ball in his hand. Did he just change in the bathroom stall? He didn’t normally change in the stall—was he wearing panties as well?

I slipped into the stall and got changed. Now I had two problems on my hands: the potential humiliation of being caught wearing panties, and Kyle’s fierce competition. If he was willing to put on a pair of his sister’s undies, then maybe he really was serious about taking Emily to prom. Maybe she wasn’t just one of many on a long list. Maybe I really had some serious competition.

I tied my shorts up high, to ensure they would keep my panties covered in case they decided to ride up during gym class. But now my thighs were mostly exposed, and if someone got beneath me, they would possibly be able to see my secret. I was going to have to be careful, which wasn’t going to be easy, seeing as our gym teacher had an obstacle course set up, which included the climbing rope. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I saw the extravagant course.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I looked across the gymnasium and saw Emily looking my way again. She had that cute smile on, reminding me that I wasn’t risking everything for nothing. Then I watched as she turned to look at Kyle. Kyle was staring at her with a big smile. “Son of a bitch,” I muttered under my breath.

I knew I had to do something to edge him out. I had to travel way outside of my comfort zone (which I was already pretty far outside of now). I had to put everything on the line. I had to show Emily just how serious I was about making her mine.

And the perfect opportunity came up ten minutes later. Kyle was halfway through the obstacle course, on the other end of the gym, when Emily walked over to the gym teacher and asked if she could be excused to use the bathroom. As soon as she was ten steps away, I hurried over to the gym teacher. “Can I use the bathroom too? I really have to go.”

“Sure—but be quick,” he said. So I ran off to catch up with Emily. I managed to stop her right before she went into the girl’s bathroom.

“Hey Emily,” I said. “Hold on.”

She turned to me with a smile on her face. “What is it, Liam?” she asked. My whole body turned cold and all of my muscles tensed up. I could even feel my eyes strangely swelling in my head as my vision began to blur. Was I about to pass out? Was the anxiety just too much to handle?

I reached down and grabbed the waistband of my gym shorts. Then I gently pulled down, showing her the waistband of my panties, complete with little pink bow. I would have pulled down further, but the terror had now consumed my body completely. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was still beating—but I was sure that I wasn’t breathing.

Her eyes lit up and her lips curled into a smile. She looked up into my eyes slowly, and then she said, “Do you like them?”

The lump in my throat was thick, but somehow I was able to say, “It feels different.”

“Don’t you like how tight they are?” she asked, still with that little grin.

I remained frozen for a moment, and then I managed to shrug my shoulders. “I guess it feels kind of nice,” I said.

“Cool,” she said, nodding her head. “They look really good on you.” She reached out and grabbed my hand. She looked around, checking the empty hallways before pulling me into the girl’s bathroom. Now I was sure my heart was beating because it was ruthlessly pounding against my ribcage. What was happening? Were we about to get sexual?

She reached past me to lock the door once we were inside. Then she motioned towards my crotch and said, “Take the shorts off so I can see.”

I bent over slowly and carefully, trying to force my joints to unlock as if I was a very old man. I gently tugged down my gym shorts until they were around my thighs. Now she could see everything: my bulge tucked awkwardly in my tight panties and my hairy thighs.

“When you get home tonight, you should shave,” she said.

“Shave?” I asked. I’d never touched a razor in my life. I didn’t have the slighting touch of facial hair, and I never saw a point in removing my pubic hair.

“Yeah,” she said. “Your crotch and your legs—and maybe your armpits too. I think it would look really cute.” She reached forward and grabbed the waistband of my panties. Her fingers brushed my skin and my body perked up as I realized she was touching me for the first time ever. She gently pulled my panties down, exposing my pubic hair and the base of my shaft. I felt my face turning red. I wanted to tell her that my cock was normally bigger, but now it wasn’t so big because it had been squashed in a pair of tight panties for hours. “Yeah—you should definitely shave,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Cool,” she said with a big smile. “Thanks for showing me.” She leaned forward suddenly and planted an unexpected kiss on my cheek. My mind swirled and my vision flashed. No woman had ever kissed me before—my mother aside. I’d never felt the lips of a woman my age on my skin. All of my panty regret instantly washed away. I suddenly couldn’t wait to get home so I could shave away my body hair. I couldn’t wait to show Emily how good I could look for her, and just how much I was willing to do. Hell—in that moment, I was pretty sure that I would wear a dress to school if I could get another kiss.

And for the first time since my head-to-head with Kyle had started, I felt like I was in the lead. If Emily was going to pick anyone, it was going to be me.

“See you back out there,” I said to her with a smile before slipping out from the girl’s bathroom. I could feel my body glowing bright. I felt taller than ever before, and I was ready to easily conquer the gymnasium obstacle course. Emily was going to be my prom date, and then she was going to be my girlfriend—somehow I just knew it.


CHAPTER 5
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My future girlfriend had a strange fetish, but I didn’t mind. Everyone has a strange fetish. Whenever I watched porn (when my parents were out of the house), I always tried to find videos where the girls were hairy between the thighs. So really, Emily asking me to wear panties was no different than me asking her to stop shaving her crotch—right? Though I was so obsessed with Emily that I would have taken her with or without pubic hair… Maybe one day, years into our relationship, I could ask her to try growing things out.

But now, I had to shave. As soon as I got home I went straight to the bathroom. I locked the door and ran a warm tub. I used my mother’s pink razor to carefully strip away my leg hair first. I was terrified of cutting myself, so I moved as slowly and meticulously as I could. I must have sat in that tub for over an hour.

Shaving my pubic hair wasn’t quite as easy as my legs (which were hardly hairy to begin with). My pubic hair was thick and dense. I ended up retrieving a small pair of scissors to trim my bush away before using the razor to clean up the rest. It took a good twenty minutes just to clean up my ball sack.

Once I was finished, I stood naked in front of the mirror. I hardly recognized my body. I already had the problem of looking younger than I was. Now, I looked like a prepubescent boy. It didn’t seem like the most flattering look, but I wasn’t trying to look that way for myself—I was doing it for Emily.

I went to my bedroom and locked the door. Then I retrieved a red thong from underneath my mattress. I yanked off the tag and then I slid the little undergarment up my legs. It was a tight fit; the small patch of fabric just barely kept my business in place. I turned around to look at my profile in my closet mirror. I used my arm to cover my chest, and then I used my other arm to block out my face. With my top half out of the picture, I actually kind of looked like a girl. My legs weren’t so different from the legs of my female classmates—and my ass was actually better than some of the girls in my school.

I caught myself grinning—then my face turned red. Under all other circumstances, I would have been humiliated and devastated. But this was what Emily wanted, so this is what I was going to give her.

I decided to wear that thong to school the next day. It was a risky move, but I was going to need to play risky moves if I was going to win Emily’s heart. I received the same opportunity as the day before, with Emily excusing herself from gym class to use the potty. I ran after her and managed to catch up to her before she slipped into the girl’s room. “Can I show you?” I said to her, half out of breath.

She smiled, looked around, and then opened the bathroom door for me. “We need to be quick,” she said. Once the bathroom door was locked, I pulled down my gym shorts and showed off my red thong and my clean-shaved crotch and legs. Her smile grew larger. “I noticed the legs when you were running warm up laps,” she said. My stomach clenched. I was worried people would notice, and I wasn’t sure what I was going to say when my freshly shaved legs were pointed out by a classmate.

“You can feel if you want,” I said.

She looked into my eyes as her eyes flashed. Then she sunk down into a squatting position. She reached both hands out and ran them up from my shins to my upper thighs. I watched as she gently bit her bottom lip. “They’re so smooth,” she said. “Turn around.”

I turned around. Then I felt her hands cupping my butt cheeks. My heart stuttered and leapt. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop my body from breaking into a violent tremble. “You’ve got a girly bum,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. The comment was off-putting, but it was exactly what I wanted to hear given her sissy-loving fetish.

She looked up at me with glowing eyes. “Can I feel it?”

I stared down at her in silence for a moment. “Feel what?”

“You know.” She looked at my crotch. My heart fluttered and puttered before soaring up into my throat.

“Oh. Okay. Sure,” I said.

She slowly reached up, slipping her hand over my bulge. Now I couldn’t stop my legs from trembling. She gently squeezed my cock and balls with one hand, and then she used that same hand to reach down my waistband, to feel the smooth skin of my pelvis. Her fingers pushed down either side of my shaft, then she was suddenly cupping my ball sack, which she fondled gently. My cock was throbbing and growing fast.

I could feel the heat in my face. All of my blood seemed to be leaving my brain, making me lightheaded. I stumbled slightly, but I didn’t fall over. Then I started imagining the horrible possibility of passing out, hitting my head, and having to be hauled out of the school in a stretched, with my shorts down at my ankles and my erection pushing out from my red thong. So I reached out and grabbed onto the bathroom counter.

I had a full-blown erection now, and I was almost positive that I was going to get a handjob, if not more. I was trembling with excitement—until she said, “Turn around and bend over for me. And be quick! We should get back to class soon.”

I hesitated briefly, and then I followed her orders, spinning around and bending over that bathroom sink. I watched in the mirror and she stuck her pointer finger into her mouth and sucked. Then she pulled that glistening finger out, leaving a dripping glob of saliva dangling off of her fingertip. She reached that hand down behind me, out of my field of vision—but it wasn’t gone. I could feel it now, pulling my thong out from my ass before returning alone: teasing my butthole.

I clenched and became tense. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax. It’ll be fun,” she said. I could hear the excitement in her voice. I didn’t want to ruin the moment for her. I wanted her to have her fun. I wanted her to know that I was open to whatever it was she was into. I wanted to be her boyfriend, even if that meant letting her stick her finger into my ass.

Besides—how much could it really hurt? It was just a female finger. It wasn’t even long enough to do any damage—right? Women and gay men take big, erect black cocks in their ass all the time and they seem fine. In fact, they seemed to like it—at least from the porn that I’d seen.

So I unclenched, taking a deep breath. Then she pushed that finger into my bum. I shut my eyes and groaned. It was hard not to clench again, but somehow I did it. I let her push that finger in until her knuckles stopped her from going any deeper. Then I let her thrust that finger in and out. I heard her giggle as if she was having the most fun she’d ever had. As I opened my eyes so I could see the joy on her face, she slapped my ass hard. “Ouch!” I said, perking up and clenching on her finger. She giggled as if it was funny.

My heart stuttered. I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t we get back to class?” I asked.

She stopped thrusting. She looked into my eyes through the mirror, and then she pulled her finger out of me. “You’re right,” she said. “Let’s do this again tomorrow—maybe during lunch, when we have more time.”

I stood up and quickly pulled my gym shorts back up—but now my erection was obvious and awkward. I tried to adjust it, but it didn’t seem to matter where I put it. It didn’t help that I only had a thong under my shorts.

Emily moved towards the door. “Wait!” I said. She turned and looked at me with a smile.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Does this mean you’ll go to prom with me?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes for a long moment. Then she shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said casually. Then she slipped out, heading back to class, leaving me alone in the women’s bathroom with a big erection and a lot of confusion.

It was that lunchtime when I secretly followed her from a distance and saw her meeting with Kyle by the old music room. I watched from my safe distance as Kyle unzipped his fly to show Emily what he was wearing underneath. I wondered if he was all shaved too. And then my heart fizzled into my gut as I watched a big smile appear on Emily’s face. Our competition was far from over. I had a feeling it was just getting started.


CHAPTER 6
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Ihad to beat Kyle, which meant I had to take this whole sissy nonsense one step further. As soon as I got home that afternoon, I began pacing my bedroom trying to think of how I could beat Kyle at Emily’s little feminization game. I started coming up with ideas that made my skin crawl with goose bumps. I pushed those ideas away, and then I began to accept the fact that I was going to need to push my comfort zone if I was going to have any chance of beating Kyle. Kyle was a competitor; he was the kind of guy who always got what he wanted. But this time, he wasn’t going to get what he wanted. This time, I was going to win.

So I took all of the money out from my piggy bank: $172.50. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had. It took years to make that money. I didn’t get an allowance and I didn’t have a job, so all I could do was save birthday money and the change that I got when my mom sent me to the grocery store to buy ingredients for dinner. I was hoping to eventually use that money to buy myself a gaming console, but I wanted Emily more than I wanted a video game machine.

I took the money to the mall and I carefully explored all of the shops. In the women’s clothing stores, I could feel the awkward glances of store employees, probably confused as to why a young man was sorting through racks of dresses. I had to use all of my willpower to ignore them. Emily was more important than a bit of embarrassment. I would never see these people again, so they could think whatever they wanted to think.

In Aritzia, I found a soft pink skirt. It was short and a bit skimpy, but my heart told me that it was exactly what I was looking for. It was fifty bucks. It hurt to watch the cashier stuff my money into the cash register, but I knew deep down that I was doing the right thing.

But my outfit wasn’t complete—not even close. For twenty bucks, I found a black top at Forever 21. At the lingerie store where I bought my panties, I bought a padded bra for thirty dollars. I still had about seventy bucks remaining, which I thought was far more than enough, but I’d seriously underestimated how much it costs to be a girl.

I bought the cheapest makeup kit I could find, and it was thirty dollars. Then I bought the cheapest pair of heels that looked half decent, and they were twenty-five dollars. I thought I had more money left in my pocket than I did, so I bought some costume jewellery for ten bucks, then I finished my journey at the wig store and was shocked to see that the cheapest decent wig they had was almost one hundred dollars. I reached into my pocket and counted my remaining change. I had less than five dollars. “Damnit,” I said. But I needed long hair to finish my costume, otherwise all of my purchases were for nothing.

I asked the owner of the wig shop if they had anything for five bucks—even something old that I could wash and stick underneath a toque. He just laughed in my face. “For five bucks you might be able to get a cheap costume wig at Wal-Mart,” he said.

I tried Wal-Mart next, but even the costume wigs were in the twenty-dollar range. So I started looking through my shopping bags, trying to decide what I could return so I could afford something. I could return the heels, but that would only afford me one of the cheap Wal-Mart costume wigs. Was it worth it? What about the makeup kit? Did I even know how to put on makeup? Even if I returned both the heels and the makeup kit, I still wouldn’t have enough for a high quality wig.

Then I noticed the long, blonde braided hair on the mannequin in a nearby store window. It wasn’t perfect, looking a bit puffy on top, but I could make it work with a tongue or a bandana. My heart began racing, and then I did something that I wasn’t terribly proud of: I stole the wig. I waited until the shop owner was looking away, and then I stuffed the wig into one of my shopping bags. Then I awkwardly and shamefully left the store.

I’d committed a real crime for the first time in my life. But I had to do it—I had to beat Kyle, and beating Kyle meant putting in every little shred of effort I could muster up, even if that meant stealing a mannequin’s wig.

That night, I locked myself in my bedroom with my sissy haul and a box of makeup wipes that I stole from my mother’s cupboard in the bathroom. I spent hours in front of the mirror, putting on eyeliner and mascara and eye shadow, and then wiping it all off to do it again. I had to get all of the details right, and I had to figure out how to do it fast. I watched dozens of makeup tutorials on the Internet with my computer’s volume turned down to its lowest setting.

Then, around 1:00 AM, I put on my outfit along with my wig and a black toque to hide the unnatural bulge on the top of the wig, and I stood in front of the mirror. I stared at myself for a long time, turning and trying out different angles. I actually looked like a girl—I even looked a little bit like Emily, and maybe that was because I’d put so much effort into matching her eye-shadow style around my eyes.

“This is going to work,” I said to myself, though I wasn’t sure if I was being confident or if I was just hopelessly trying to convince myself that I wasn’t just wasting all of my time and money on a pointless cause.


CHAPTER 7
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Islipped a note into Emily’s locker before she had even arrived at school. My whole body was trembling with fear and uncertainty. What if the note got lost before she could read it? What if I’d gone too far, even for her little fetish? What if she ended up bringing her friends with her at lunchtime, resulting in my complete public humiliation?

I had to take the risk. The note was simple: ‘Meet me in Mr. Klassen’s room as soon as lunchtime starts.’ I didn’t want to give away the surprise—or maybe I just wanted to have the option to back out of getting dolled up during school hours like a complete buffoon.

I watched Emily carefully during first period. She didn’t look over at me until the class was nearly over. She only gave me a little smile—not enough to let me know that she got my note. What would I do if she didn’t show up at Mr. Klassen’s classroom?

During gym, I thought about approaching her to ask if she got the note, but there wasn’t a good moment. Her friends constantly surrounded her when she wasn’t doing the assigned drills. The last thing I wanted was for her friends to show up at that classroom while I was dressed like one of them. There was only a week and a few days left before graduation—but even that seemed like a lifetime to be surrounded by a crowd of mocking peers.

Halfway through third period, I followed through with the first portion of my plan. I raised my hand and the teacher pointed at me. “Yes, Liam?” he said.

“I’m not feeling well,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment. “What’s wrong?” he said.

“I don’t know. Can I go and see the school nurse?”

He stared at me for another long moment. “Okay, sure,” he said. My horrible anxiety probably helped. My face was probably pale and my eyes were probably sunken—not to mention, it was probably clear on my face that I hardly slept the night before.

Normally students needed to get a hall pass to use the bathroom or to see the nurse, but I had three years of perfect attendance, with no detentions. I knew that the teachers trusted me, and I was relying on that trust to make my plan work.

I also knew that Mr. Klassen didn’t have a third period class, and during the fourth period, after lunch, he taught downstairs in the chemistry lab instead of in his classroom. His classroom was at the end of a long hallway, which didn’t get a lot of traffic—usually none during lunchtime. And I also knew that he left his classroom unlocked during the day, because I would spend my fourth period spare in his classroom, finishing up my homework so I wouldn’t have to take much home.

Now, I was setting up a little station in the back corner of the quiet, empty room. I spread my makeup supplies out on the desk, and then I flipped up the little makeup mirror that I nabbed from my mother’s bathroom cupboard. My heart stammered as I brought the eyeliner pen up to my left eye. In a way, it was the point of no return. I still couldn’t know for sure if Emily got my note or not. I couldn’t even be sure that Mr. Klassen’s classroom wouldn’t be flooded with students as soon as the lunch bell rang; it’s not like I was the only one who knew that classroom was empty through the middle of the day.

But I had to commit. I had to beat Kyle, and I only had twenty minutes until Emily was supposed to be at that classroom door. So I started putting the makeup on my face. I worked quickly, using the techniques I’d practised the night before. My hands were trembling, but somehow I managed to draw straight lines. I didn’t have time to wipe my face and reapply everything, so I had to get it all right the first time. And somehow, I was doing a great job, almost as if the universe was helping to guide my hands as I layered one product over another.

The bell rang while I was finishing my lips with some nude gloss. My heart stammered and I swung my head to look at the clock. My twenty minutes was up and I still wasn’t in my outfit. So I sprung to my feet and quickly started to undress. I dropped my pants to the ground and then I pulled that pink skirt up over my black thong. Then I clipped on my padded bra and I squeezed my body into that tight black top. My heart was racing fast as I wriggled the wig onto my head. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, doing as much as I could to straighten before I was out of time—

And I was out of time. There was a light knock at the door. I could see a figure through the frosted glass, but I had no way of knowing if the figure belonged to Emily or to someone else—maybe even Mr. Klassen himself (and Mr. Klassen curled with my parents on the weekends). My hand was shaking violently as I reached for the doorknob. I closed my eyes and prayed that Emily would be standing on the other side—and that she would approve of the money and effort I spent on satisfying her curious craving.

And to my delight, it was her. Her face lit up at the sight of me. When her lips parted, she gasped. It was a moment before she said, “Look at you!” The biggest wave of relief washed over me when her lips curled into a cute smile.

“Come in,” I said, softening my voice as much as possible. I stepped aside and then I closed the door the moment she was inside. I turned the lock, letting another wave of relief wash over me. I knew I could leave that door locked until my face was cleaned up and I was back in my normal clothes.

Emily scanned my whole body: down and then up again. That smile stayed on her face. “You look so good,” she said, sounding slightly surprised. “What do you think?”

I didn’t want to tell her that the outfit terrified me. I didn’t want her to know that I desperately wanted to take the skimpy clothes off and never wear them again in my life. So I just said, “I like it.” I forced myself to sway from side to side, making the pink skirt dance around me. She reached down and rubbed the soft pink fabric between her thumb and her pointer finger.

“I love this skirt,” she said. I was tempted to tell her she could have it, but I wanted her to think that I was into it as well. Though now, as she stared down at my body, I found myself wondering how long I could go on like this. What if Emily did end up agreeing to be my girlfriend? What if she expected this level of sissification from me every single day? What if she wanted me to go to the mall with her dressed like this? Would I be able to do it? Would I eventually get used to it, or would every day be an anxiety-ridden battle like the past three days had been? “We have forty minutes. What should we do?” she asked.

“Whatever you want to do,” I said. My voice cracked, making me blush. She was feeling my body now with her hands: feeling my curves and cupping my fake tits. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was maybe a lesbian, trying to find a way to satisfy her same-sex cravings with a man. Would I ever be able to make her happy? Was it just a matter of time before she realized that she wanted to be with a real woman, with real breasts and a nice, wet pussy she could play with?

Emily’s face lit up as if she suddenly remembered something very exciting. “I brought something. I found it online. It’s called a Sissy Stick,” she said. “I want you to be the first to try it—I want to see if it actually works.” She reached over into her purse, and then she pulled out a long plastic rod, which was curved with a bulbous head. The sight of the object made my skin crawl with cold goose bumps.

“What does it do?” I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea.

“It’s supposed to stimulate your prostate, to give you the most intense orgasm you’ve ever had,” she said. “Bend over and let’s try it out.” Before I could even turn around, she reached into her purse and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. What concerned me more than anything was that the lubricant had already been opened and the bottle wasn’t quite full, as if she’d already used it on someone else—maybe even Kyle.

And maybe she had used it on Kyle. Maybe she was now comparing who was more open and willing. I didn’t want the Sissy Stick in my ass, but I wanted to beat Kyle in this competition, so I spun around and I bent over the closest desk. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It won’t hurt—as long as you stay relaxed.”

I nodded my head. When I opened my eyes, I saw myself looking back at me in the nearby window reflection. It was a strange sight; I didn’t even recognize myself, with my blonde hair hanging down on that desk. But in a weird way, I looked kind of sexy, especially now as my cheeks flushed and became a shade of red. I blinked, batting my long, dark eyelashes. I had eyelashes that most girls would have killed to have. And my lips were plump: women spend a lot of money having chemicals injected into their lips just to look like me.

I felt the slimy, dull tip of the Sissy Stick pressing between my butt cheeks. My heart leapt. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Just relax,” she said. “Once it’s in, it will feel good.” She started twisting it clockwise and then counter-clockwise—over and over, as if she was trying to make a key fit into a random keyhole. I could feel that slightly pointed tip burrowing into my hole, trying to stretch me wide. And I knew I had to take her advice: I knew I just had to relax—but how can a man relax when he’s dressed up like a little teen slut, while his crush is sticking a dildo into his asshole?

Somehow, I managed to unclench—and I managed to remain unclenched as she pressed that long rod into my tight hole. I groaned. I felt the object twisting into place, and then I felt the sold base pressing up against my ass. I felt fuller than ever, as if her entire forearm was up in my asshole. I groaned again, and then she gently rubbed my back. “It’s in. The worst part is over. Now I just have to turn it on.” I heard her giggle as if this was a big joke to her—and maybe it was. Maybe the entire past week had just been a giant joke to her.

I took a series of deep breaths. Then, I felt her flick a switch. The unit in my ass started buzzing. My legs became tense and I groaned again. The buzzing was intense: far more powerful than I was expecting. I squirmed and tried to fight back the urge to moan. The buzzing did kind of feel good. It was deep inside of me, but somehow it seemed to travel all the way down my cock, directly into my tip. I wasn’t getting hard—but was starting to feel like I had to pee.

She walked around me and then she bent over the desk in front of me, blocking my view of my reflection. Now, I was looking into my long-time crush’s eyes, and she was looking into mine. It was a moment I’d spent so many years dreaming about, but the details were never anything similar to the reality. “How does it feel?” she asked with a big smile.

I nodded my head, unable to reply. I kept looking into her beautiful eyes.

“They say it’s the closest thing a man can feel to a female orgasm,” she said. “Who knows if that’s true though? How could they even know?” I was struggling to pay attention to her, distracted by the pleasure swelling between my legs and mesmerized by her bright, shining eyes.

A moan slipped out from my lips. I tried to catch it, but she noticed. “Is the feeling getting stronger? Do you think it will make you come? It’s supposed to make you come,” she said.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I gripped the edge of the desk and squeezed tightly. The buzzing felt like it was getting stronger, even though she wasn’t behind me pressing any buttons. I had the urge to expel the object from my ass, but when I tried, it didn’t budge. It was designed to sit in place until someone used force to pull it out—and maybe that was for the best. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Tell me if you’re going to come,” she said. “I’ve never seen a boy come before.”

I nodded my head again. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing: that she’d never seen a boy come before. At least that meant she’d never seen Kyle come. At least it meant that I was beating him there, if you could even call this ‘beating’ him.

“I have to admit: I think we would make a cute prom date,” she said. My heart swelled with warm energy.

“Really?” I said.

“I think so. But I still haven’t made my decision yet. How badly do you want to go to prom with me?” She widened her eyes and smiled bigger.

“I really want to go with you,” I said between moans.

“I know—but how badly?” she asked, leaning in closer. “Tell me how badly you want me.”

“I want you so badly. I’ve been dreaming about you for three years,” I said.

“If I had a cock, what would you want me to do to you?” she asked, leaning in even closer. Her lips curled into an even bigger smile. She really was a bit of a pervert. I wasn’t sure if I liked that or not. It was hard to decide with that vibrating Sissy Stick in my asshole.

“I would suck your cock until you came on my face,” I said, biting down hard on my tongue.

“That’s it?” she said.

“When you were ready again, I would let you stick it in my ass. I would let you come bareback in my asshole.” I was clenching my teeth hard now.

“Would you eat your own cum for me?” she asked with glowing eyes.

I nodded my head. “I would eat your cum out from my own asshole.”

“Right—but what about your cum. Would you eat your cum for me?”

I nodded my head again.

“Are you about to come?” she asked.

I nodded my head, unable to speak. I could feel my face becoming red hot. I felt like I had to pee—like I was about to burst, even though I went to the bathroom before getting dolled up. I looked down at my crotch—at my erection crammed into my thong—and then I groaned loudly. Suddenly, a big wet spot started to grow around the tip of my penis. “Oh God,” I said, thinking I was peeing. But a moment later, thick white goo started to ooze down my leg. It wasn’t pee at all—it was cum.

“Now take off your panties and lick it up,” she said with a face of amazement.

I felt humiliated and overwhelmed, but I still followed her command. I carefully stepped out from my soiled panties and then I brought them to my face. I began to lick my warm cum, which tasted like raw pancake batter. It wasn’t the worst flavour in the world at least.

“Get some on your tongue and hold it there,” she said. So that’s what I did. I scooped a thick glob of white cum onto my tongue and then I showed it to her. Then she walked around the desk and sat down gently on my lap. She leaned in and our lips locked. We were making out. Her tongue pressed into my mouth and it wrapped around my tongue. Did she want to make out with me or did she just want to taste my ejaculation?

When she pulled her head away, a long strand of white goo connected our lips. She looked into my eyes, making my heart melt, and then she said, “Let’s just say you’re definitely in the running.” She giggled and then she hopped off of my lap. Her thigh was now slick with my cum, which she’d sat on, but she didn’t seem to mind. She didn’t even bother wiping it off before heading to the door to leave. “I’ll see you in class,” she said, waving cutely before taking off.

I looked up at the clock. I had ten minutes to do quite a bit of cleaning before my next class.


CHAPTER 8
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After school, with my bag packed full on my back, I followed Emily again—keeping my distance as I tried to figure out if I really was in the running to be her prom date. After she left her locker, she didn’t head towards the school’s back entrance, where she normally left after school. Instead, she was headed down towards the school’s east wing, where the old music room was—and where she’d met up with Kyle before.

Now, she was being extra cautious, looking back often to ensure she wasn’t being watched or followed. I had to act quickly a number of times, spinning around suddenly to pretend like I was a random student casually headed in the other direction. After a particularly close call, I ended up letting the distance grow between us. I would wait around corners until she turned around the next corner, and then I would run to try and see where she was going before she got too far away.

When I peeked down that final hallway, she was gone—but I had a feeling she was in that old music room with Kyle. So I crept up quietly, staying close to the wall, moving quickly between doors in case I needed to dive into a classroom.

I reached that door. The hallway was quiet now as all of the students were gone for the day—and many of the teachers as well. I stared down at the door handle. I wanted to throw the door open, so I could catch them before they had a chance to stop what they were doing, but at the same time, I wanted to remain inconspicuous. I didn’t want Emily to know that I was practically stalking her—and I certainly didn’t want to humiliate her just a week before prom.

So I figured I would open the door quietly and slowly, just enough to peek my head in for a brief second. I grabbed the handle and started to turn, but the door was locked. I wasn’t sure why I was surprised. Locking the door would have been my first move as well.

I could tell from the glowing frosted window that the room was bright with natural inside, which meant the curtains were open. Unfortunately, the windows around the school were all raised up higher than I could stand, unless I could find a ladder.

I slipped outside and looked up at the old music room’s window. I knew they were inside, but how could I know what they were up to? I looked around for a ladder or even a large box I could stand up on, but there was nothing except for an old tree about twenty yards away from the school. Maybe I could climb the tree and see into the room from up high.

The tree wasn’t in great shape. Leaves hadn’t grown on it in well over a decade, and bark was peeling off in long, rotten sheets. The branches weren’t very thick—probably not thick enough to hold the weight of a human—but I didn’t have any other ideas so I jumped up and grabbed onto the closest branch. A second later, as I tried to pull myself up, the branch came crashing down on my head. Thankfully, the tree was so dry and rotten that the branch hardly weighed anything at all.

And now I had another idea. I took out my cellphone and a roll of masking tape I had in my bag thanks to an art class project I was supposed to finish at home. I taped my phone to the top of the long branch and then I pressed record before lifting it up carefully towards the window. I looked around as I held the phone to the glass, to make sure people weren’t watching my borderline psychotic antics.

I held the phone for a minute, scanning slowly to the left and slowly to the right to ensure I was recording the whole room. Then I carefully brought my phone down so I could watch whatever it was I recorded. After peeling the masking tape off of my screen, I pressed play on my video.

It took my phone a moment to adjust to the light of the old music room once it was pressed against the glass—and then it took a moment for the focus to adjust from the glass to the subjects inside of the room. But once everything was adjusted, I could see them.

Emily was in the music room with another woman. She had long brown hair and she was wearing a tight black skirted romper, with knee-high black boots. She was on her knees, sucking the tip of a strap-on dildo, which Emily had secured around her hips.

Once the initial shock of the sight wore off, I was able to zoom in on the video to take a closer look at the strange woman. Before I was even finished zooming, I realized I was staring at Kyle. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who went the extra mile in trying to sweep Emily off of her feet. Kyle was in it to win it—ready to match whatever I could come up with, and maybe even willing to go an extra step further.

Before I pulled the phone back down to end the recording, Emily reached out and sunk her fingers into Kyle’s long hair—which was his own hair that he’d straightened with a straighter that was now visible in the back of the room.

I wrapped my phone around the branch again and I carefully hoisted it up so I could record more of the scene. I looked around once more, to make sure that I was still alone. I didn’t want to end up being suspended for being a peeping Tom, just one week before prom. Thankfully, I was still alone—so I kept recording.

I held that phone up until my arms were too sore to continue. Then, I spent the next few minutes watching my footage. Emily got Kyle to bend over, with his romper pulled to the side to expose his asshole. She pushed that saliva-slicked dildo into his ass and she fucked him like a cheap slut. Before my footage came to an end, Kyle was clutching the edges of the desk and moaning loud enough that my phone picked some of the audio up through the thick glass.

I had to admit: Kyle looked pretty good as a chick. He was lucky because he had long hair, so he didn’t have to wear a wig. But I never realized how slender his frame was—or how wide his hips were. He seemed to have no problem standing upright in those tall-heeled boots, even with his legs spread wide while bent over. I probably didn’t look quite as graceful while Emily’s Sissy Stick was stimulating me.

I thought of all the nasty things I could do with that video. I could blackmail Kyle out of pursuing Emily: threated to release that footage to the whole school so that Emily was only left with me as an option. But that wouldn’t be fair to Emily. If I was going to win her heart, then I needed to prove to her that I was the better candidate, not just the meanest competitor. So after some hesitation, I deleted those videos off of my phone. I went home with a feeling of defeat swirling deep in my gut. Was I the loser of this competition? Was Kyle the lucky one who would take Emily to prom—even after all of the work I’d put in and money I’d spent.

I had to figure out a way to win Emily over. I had to go further than Kyle was willing to go. I had to go way out of my comfort zone, and I had to do it before the idea even crossed Kyle’s mind.


CHAPTER 9
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It was Friday morning, and I had a feeling I was making the biggest mistake of my life. I was certain that it would be the longest Friday of my life, and I hadn’t even stepped foot in the school yet.

I was walking slowly, struggling to stay upright in my high heels, which I’d hardly had any time to practise walking in. My classmates were passing me on my left and on my right, heading towards the school, not quite realizing they were walking past Liam and not some girl they just hadn’t noticed before. No one had looked back at me yet, but it was only a matter of time before someone looked at my face and realized who was hiding behind that thin layer of makeup.

I reached down and gave my pink skirt a tug as I felt a cool breeze drifting up my legs. I was worried it was riding up and showing my tush off to all of the students behind me. It was bad enough that they were seeing me dressed up like a girl—they didn’t need to see my thong-clad ass on top of it.

I was walking down the hallway towards my locker when I got my first glance: a quick little head turn from one of the boys in my art class. He looked at my face and then he looked down at my body before looking away quickly. I don’t think he realized he was looking at a dude—his glance was just a second or two too short.

Then, as I walked up to my locker, I could feel the gazes of a number of nearby students turning my way. I could feel their eyes tickling my back as I gently bent over to grab my first period textbook. I was too terrified to look back. I didn’t want them to see my face, even though it was inevitable. I had to spend seven more hours in that student prison—it was only a matter of time before I became the topic of the day.

Emily was to my right, about twenty yards away, chatting with a friend. I wanted her to look over at me, to see what I was doing for her, but I wasn’t about to make a scene to make it happen. Her seeing me was just as inevitable as everyone else—maybe even more so because we had every single class together.

So with my face pointed at the ground, I quickly darted towards my first class. Now I could see faces turning towards me through my peripheral vision. I refused to look over and meet their gazes. I looked up as I came close to my first class, and I saw the teacher standing at the door, staring right into my eyes. His eyes narrowed as I slipped by him with a pounding heart. I took a seat in a back corner desk, and then I looked up at him again. He was still staring at me with those narrowed eyes, as if he was trying to figure out who the hell I was. Then I watched as those eyes grew and he looked away swiftly: the moment he put it all together.

He was a teacher; he wasn’t going to be the catalyst for my humiliation. But now there were other students looking my way, trying to figure out what the teacher just figured out. The room became strangely quiet, and then the whispering started. The ones who figured me out were now passing the info along to the ones who couldn’t quite put their finger on what was off about me. Suddenly, the room became completely silent, and I could feel all of the gazes burning through me.

The silent classroom door opened and Emily walked in. “Sorry I’m a bit late,” she said to the teacher.

Then Emily looked around the room, probably confused as to why it was so quiet. She scanned around and then her gaze landed on me. Her eyes widened the same way the teachers did. I forced a smile, letting her know that I was dolled up for her. But she didn’t smile back. Instead, she looked away quickly and took a seat on the other side of the room, close to the door.

And in that moment, my heart stopped beating. My mind began spinning and regret became heavy in my gut. Was this all a big mistake? I didn’t just shoot myself in the foot—I shot myself in the head! I heard a snicker from one side of the room, and then I heard a snicker from the other side. I sunk into my seat and tried to start counting down the seconds before the school day was up. Maybe I could just skip the last week of class: call in sick a few times and then accept the absents for whatever was left. Sure, my grade would drop, but at least I wouldn’t have to suffer the torment of my fellow classmates.

I was so desperate to one-up Kyle that I never even considered the possibility that I could be humiliating Emily in the process. She probably didn’t want the whole school knowing about her little fetish. Of course she didn’t want that—nobody would want that! Now, she was probably regretting having ever told me that she likes sissy boys.

I didn’t have a change of clothes. I didn’t come with any sort of backup plan. I was all-in, and I had four periods and a forty-five minute lunch break left to suffer through.

I remained in my seat after that first class ended. I waited until all of my classmates were gone before I even started to pack up my things. My plan was to zip over to my next period quickly, so I could avoid the horrible hallways filled with gossiping teenagers. I kept my head down once I was on my feet. I moved swiftly, with a pounding heart. Emily was already in class when I showed up. She looked at me quickly, looking down at her desk before our eyes could properly meet. I took that as my cue to find a seat as far away as possible, so that’s what I did.

Then I had to suffer through the same torment: students pouring into the room, looking at me strangely, whispering, and then becoming silent for a moment before the orchestra of snickering began. Thankfully, none of my teachers called on me to answer questions or to read chapters aloud.

I did the same thing after the bell rang: I waited for everyone to leave before I started to gather my things. But this time, I had to get changed for gym. I had to brave the boys’ changing room, which seemed like an impossible feat. Maybe I could just get changed in one of the bathrooms—or an empty classroom, so I could avoid the changing room completely. So that’s what I did.

I felt like a complete idiot in my gym outfit, combined with my wig and makeup. I thought about washing the makeup off and staying in my gym outfit for the rest of the day, but the damage was already done. I’d already noticed a number of students snapping pictures of me with their phones—and I’d already been seen by at least half of the school. And a part of me—maybe the stupid part—thought that I could still woo Emily. Maybe she just needed a bit longer to appreciate my sacrifice for her.

So I left the makeup on, along with the wig and the padded bra. I stepped into that gym class and then I suffered through that familiar routine: my classmates all stared at me and then whispered to one another once they figured me out.

Amanda Stevens walked up to me. I was ready for her to say something mean or to laugh in my face—so I was surprised when she said, “You have to show me how you did your eye-shadow like that. I’ve been trying to get my shadow to blend like that for the past six months.”

I was silent, not sure if I was being set up for some sort of prank. I stared into her eyes and then I looked around her. A few of the girls were staring at me, as if they were waiting for my response. So I carefully opened my mouth and said, “I used a little foam brush. I saw it done on a YouTube tutorial.” They all nodded as if they were happy with my answer.

Then I noticed Kyle across the gymnasium. He was staring at me with a pale face and wide eyes. Unlike the others, he didn’t look away the moment I looked towards him. He kept staring as if he needed a little bit more time than everyone else to process what he was seeing.

That shocked look remained on his face for the rest of that gym class. Then, when the bell rang, ushering in lunchtime, he was the first one gone—zipping off as if he just remembered he had an important assignment that needed to be finished, and he hadn’t even started.

I was walking quickly with my head down, on my way towards the bathroom I got changed in, when someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around reluctantly to see Emily staring at me. She didn’t say anything at first. Instead, she just looked up and down my body. “I did this for you,” I said. “I wasn’t trying to embarrass you.”

She nodded her head. “You look so good,” she said. “To be honest, I’m a little bit intimidated.”

“You like it?” I asked. My chest swelled and I perked up.

She nodded her head with a cute smile. “You have a spare fourth period, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“We should hang out.”

“Totally,” I said, trying not to burst into a victory dance. There was no way Kyle could compete with me now. There was no way Kyle would sacrifice his social status for a prom date. I was the winner. After three years, I finally had the girl of my dreams.

At least that’s what I thought, until lunchtime was halfway through and I saw Kyle emerge from the boy’s changing room dressed in that same skimpy black romper that he wore with Emily the afternoon before. He stopped when he saw me looking his way, and then our gazes locked. For a moment, I felt like I was starring in an old western movie, about to have a showdown with the evil cowboy. But this wasn’t a movie, and I certainly wasn’t Clint Eastwood.


CHAPTER 10
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Lunch wasn’t quite over yet when I stepped into Mr. Klassen’s empty classroom, where Emily and I had agreed to meet. She hadn’t showed up just yet, giving me some time to figure out a plan. Kyle had math after lunch, and then he had physics. I had a spare with Emily, and then we both had our art class—so I had two hours to figure out an action plan, to get her to agree to go to prom with me before she even realized Kyle was wearing one of his sister’s sluttiest outfits.

But what could I say? Would begging work? Could I demand an answer before the end of the school day? What if it was already too late? What if Kyle had already found Emily and he was already demanding an answer? My heart fluttered and stammered, so I took a seat before my legs gave out on me. I took a series of long deep breaths. I needed to win Emily. After all of this humiliation, I couldn’t walk away empty handed.

The door opened. I jumped to my feet, ready to see the beautiful face of the woman I’d spent so long swooning over. But Emily wasn’t the girl who walked into that room. Instead, I was staring at Kyle.

“What are you doing here?” I asked. “Don’t you have math this period?”

He stared at me. He was wearing his eyeliner thick and his eye shadow dark. “I’m skipping,” he said. “What are you doing here?”

“I’ve got a spare. This is where I spend my spares.”

He looked around, and then he looked back at me. “Did Emily tell you to come here?”

“No,” I said—I wasn’t entirely telling the truth, though I wasn’t sure why. “I come here all the time.”

And once again, we were standing off, twenty feet away, as if we were about to draw pistols. Then, the door opened. This time Emily was the girl coming through the doorway. She smiled at me and then she smiled at Kyle before turning around to lock the door. I cracked a smile—she smiled at me first, which surely meant something, right?

“You girls look so pretty,” she said, hopping up onto one of the desks, letting her feet dangle over the edge playfully.

“Enough of this,” Kyle said. “The weekend starts in a few hours. I can’t go into the weekend not knowing if you’re going to be my prom date—so just tell me—tell us—who’s it going to be?”

Emily shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said, eliciting a groan out of Kyle. I was tempted to groan as well, but I didn’t want Emily thinking that I was fed up with her fetish. Maybe I was smarter than Kyle. If I could make Emily really think that I was into her little game, then surely I was a shoe in.

“How can I prove to you that I’m the better date?” I said.

“Well—I’ve got one idea, but it might be kind of embarrassing,” she said with rosy cheeks.

Kyle scoffed. “More embarrassing than this?” he said.

“Are you embarrassed?” Emily asked, widening her eyes as she looked at him.

Kyle perked up and shook his head. “No—not with you,” he said. “I like being your girlfriend. But the students in this school aren’t exactly… accepting.” He was a terrible liar, but Emily seemed to be satisfied with his little bullshit response.

Emily started kicking her legs playfully again. “So, a good girl knows how to get a boy off. If you girls want to prove to me that you’re the better girl, then you need to prove to me that you can be a really good girl.”

We both just stared at her. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I could tell that I wasn’t going to like it. “Huh?” Kyle said.

“Sixty-nine,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Whoever gets off first, loses. Whoever gets the a warm facial first, wins. It’s a simple little contest.”

“Sixty-nine? With who?” I said. My heart was bouncing around ruthlessly in my chest.

She laughed. “Who do you think?” she said, motioning towards Kyle.

Now the room was silent. She wanted me to suck Kyle’s cock? I couldn’t do that! I wasn’t gay! I wanted to be with Emily, not Kyle.

Kyle shook his head. “No way—I’m not doing that. That’s disgusting,” he said defiantly.

And I saw my opportunity to win Emily over. “I’ll do it,” I said, knowing that I wouldn’t have to as long as Kyle was completely opposed. “But I guess there’s nothing I can do if he won’t participate.”

Kyle spun around and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You liar!” he said. Then he turned back to Emily. “Don’t listen to him. He’s lying. There’s no way he would suck my cock.”

“I would so—and I would probably get you off in under a minute,” I said nervously. My voice cracked slightly—enough to make my face turn red.

“Okay—prove it,” Emily said. “Suck his cock, and I’ll go to prom with you.”

Kyle shook his head. “I’m not letting him near my cock if you’re just going to go to prom with him,” he said, placing himself in an awkward stalemate. I don’t think he fully realized how badly he’d cornered himself.

Emily turned to look at me. She stared into my eyes with a slight smile—and in that moment, I knew that I’d won. My heart leapt with joy, but I remained calm, resisting the urge to run over to her to give her a big kiss.

“Fine—I’ll do it,” Kyle said. Emily and I both looked at him quickly.

“What?” I said.

“I’ll do it. I’ll do the sixty-nine competition, and I’ll win. I’ve already come this far, there’s no way I’m backing down now.” He looked at me. “Do you want top or bottom? Because I don’t care either way.”

My skin was suddenly cold all over. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. Was he serious, or was he just bluffing like me? “O—Okay.”

“I asked a question: top or bottom?” he said.

I couldn’t even process the question. I just stared blankly at him in my state of horror. How far would this bluff go? Was I going to end up with a cock in my mouth?

“Okay then, you’ll go on the bottom. Lay down and let’s do this.” He stood up and he pointed down at the floor. Then, after a long moment of hesitation, I stood up. I took a slow step forward, and then I lowered myself down. There was no way he was going to follow through with this. There was no way he would let me touch his cock, and there was no way he was going to touch mine. I flattened myself on my back, and then he lowered himself down on top of me, planting his knees next to my shoulders. His crotch was hovering over my head. Up close, I could see the bulge of his cock in his romper.

He lifted up my skirt.

“May the best girl win,” Emily said, watching from her perch with a big smile on her face.

But we were frozen now. Neither of us wanted to make the first move in case the other was bluffing—and surely, we were both bluffing. But this wouldn’t end until someone tapped out—and it wasn’t going to be me. And as long as we were just holding still, it wasn’t going to be him either. So I made the first move; I dug my fingers into his romper and I slipped my fingers around his cock. I pulled his warm shaft out and let it dangle in front of my face. I looked up at Emily to make sure that she noticed my effort. She was still smiling, still waiting for the game to commence.

If I was going to impress her, I needed to go the extra mile. I had to prove to her that I was serious. So I grabbed that dangling cock firmly and I brought it down to my lips. I closed my eyes and then I sunk the cock into my mouth. I heard Kyle gasp as I began to suck. At least it didn’t taste gross. In fact, it didn’t taste like anything. Kyle was clean, and he even smelled like perfume, which helped my cause.

But apparently he wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I felt him pulling my panties aside. Then a moment later, I felt his warm fingers curled around my shaft. He massaged me for a moment, and then I felt the wet embrace of his mouth. He was sucking my cock. We were really having a sixty-nine competition.

It was no longer a battle to see who would fold first. Now, it was a battle to see who would come first, so I had to put in everything I had. I sucked hard, massaging his ball sack with my fingers. I could feel his shaft growing in my mouth, letting me know that I was doing something right. Unfortunately, his mouth felt so good that I couldn’t stop my own cock from hardening in his mouth.

But I was sure that I had the edge on him. I had a little secret: moaning. After watching porn for nearly a decade, I knew that I would come faster when the girls in the videos moaned loudly. It was always harder to get off to porn that was muted. So I could only assume that I could get Kyle to come faster by letting a few sexy moans slip out from my lips. I let out my first moan while letting his throbbing tip rest on my bottom lip. Then I gently tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue before plunging him back into my mouth. I felt his cock twitch and harden even further. I had a feeling my plan was working.

But he had an idea of his own: a trick that he probably got from Emily. He used his mouth to wet one of his fingers, and then he pressed that finger into my asshole. He curled it down until it was pressed against my prostate, then he started to thrust in and out, stimulating that amazing sweet spot. My body became tense with pleasure, even though my head was racing with humiliation. I was being sucked off and penetrated by one of my best friends! It just wasn’t right.

“Come for me, baby,” he said with a surprisingly feminine voice. That voice took me off-guard. Had he been practising? Why didn’t I practise a voice? Maybe he really was serious about liking Emily. Maybe he’d spent three years fantasizing about her as well.

He kept sucking, bobbing his head and slurping. I did the same. I tried to let another moan slip, but this time, I just ended up turning myself on. I kind of liked the way his cock felt in my mouth: throbbing and rigid as it slid along my tongue. It was nice to know that he was hard for me—that I could turn a man on. In my entire life, I was pretty sure that I’d never turned a woman on. Was I starting to like being a sissy? Was I possibly starting to realize that I was gay?

I pressed my lips hard around his girth and I began bobbing my head quickly, straining my neck to put in everything I had. “Oh, fuck!” Kyle moaned. I could feel his body tensing up. His thighs were flexed next to my head and his cock was harder than ever. Was he about to come? Was I about to win the challenge?

Nothing came out—not just yet. And now I had a problem: my cock was starting to tingle with an amazing euphoria. He had his finger pressed perfectly against the right spot. It felt so good—so much better than any masturbation session I’d ever had. I groaned and squirmed, but I just couldn’t hold back. “Shit!” I muttered, and then I let go. I came in his mouth.

And he came in mine. I pulled him out quickly, so that Emily could see it—and hopefully she would see his cum before she saw mine. I let him coat my face with his hot load, keeping my eyes closed tight. I made sure every last drop was on me before I released his shaft. Then he crawled off of me and stood up. I wiped the cum off of my eyelids so that I could look up at him. He had a goopy face, just like me.

“He came first,” Kyle said, wiping his face with the edge of his hand.

“That’s not true,” I said. “You saw it, Emily—you saw him coming first. Right?”

She had a red-cheeked smile on her face. She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “I couldn’t tell who came first. I guess it’s a draw.”

I fell back into the closest chair, feeling completely defeated. I wasn’t sure how much more humiliation I could handle. “A draw?” I said. “So what does that mean?”

“I don’t know yet. I guess the competition continues.”

Kyle groaned and then he fell down into a chair of his own. “It’s not fair. He got a head start,” he said.

“You could have started whenever you wanted,” I said. “You chose to wait for me to suck first.”

“That’s not how I remember it happening,” he said defiantly.

“Girls,” Emily said. “No fighting. Don’t worry—we’ll figure this thing out. Let’s just recharge and then we’ll meet up after school today for one last competition.”

The room became silent. I stared at Emily for a moment and then I looked over at Kyle. He had fear on his face, and I’m sure it was on my face as well. Then, Emily left, leaving me alone with Kyle.

The tension in the room was thick. Kyle wiped his face and then he started to get undressed. He seemed strangely deflated. I was used to seeing him full of energy and teeming with confidence, but now, he was seemingly struggling to get by. “You okay?” I asked.

He looked at me in silence for a moment. “I’ve liked Emily for a long time,” he said. “But until this week, I never really talked to her.”

I nodded my head. “Same.”

He sat down and then he started pulling off his tight knee-high boots. He grunted as he slipped out his first foot. The boots were tight. “I guess I just had this idea in my mind of who she was. But now I’m starting to realize that I don’t really know her at all—and maybe we don’t have as much in common as I hoped.”

I fought the urge to smile. I felt the warm swell of approaching victory in my chest… Or was this just part of his scheme? Was he trying to get me to let my guard down, so that he could swoop in and win this competition? Or was he really over Emily?

He stared into my eyes. “Is she what you thought she was?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise. Was she what I thought she would be? Not at all. But what did I think she would be? I always assumed she would just be a classic girlfriend: a girl who likes to watch movies and cuddle on the couch; a girl who wants to go camping on the weekends; a girl who wants to bake cookies for the guys on game night. But Emily was none of those things. She didn’t want a boyfriend—she wanted a girlfriend.

A part of me was starting to like the idea of being a girlfriend—certainly when it came to sex. But I liked being a guy too. I liked watching sports and playing video games with the guys. I liked action movies and I couldn’t stand the thought of sitting through a romantic drama.

So where did that leave me? Did I still like Emily, or was in the same boat as Kyle? I certainly liked getting dolled up more than Kyle. He seemed to hate it. He couldn’t get out of those knee-high boots fast enough, and I just wanted to try them on.

“Can I ask a favour?” he said.

“What is it?”

“Can I tell people that I just dressed up to poke fun at you? It’s nothing personal—there’s just no sense in both of us getting burned over this. And no offense, but you’ve already made your bed here.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “But only if I can have those boots.”

He looked down at them. “They’re my sister’s—but I doubt she’ll notice them missing. So go ahead.”

He walked the boots over to me. As he handed them to me, he paused, looking into my eyes. “You kind of have her eyes,” he said. “Is that just the makeup?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.” My heart fluttered. He was still staring into my eyes. But why?

He reached forward suddenly and wiped a bit of cum off of my cheek. “You missed a spot,” he said. Then he turned around and finished getting changed. He seemed happy to be himself again.

Meanwhile, I was starting to lose sight of who I even was. For some strange reason that I couldn’t figure out, I didn’t want to take off my disguise. I didn’t want to wash off my makeup. Maybe I was just afraid of losing the competition, even though Kyle took his makeup and outfit off. Or maybe, I was just really starting to like being a girly boy.


CHAPTER 11
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We all met up after school in that same room. My state of confusion hadn’t gone away. Between my spare and my final class, I received a handful of comments from classmates, ranging from, “Have you lost your mind?” to, “You look so good, girl! Good for you!” I was shocked when a guy I’d never talked to before pulled me aside and said, “Would you go to prom with me? If not, please don’t tell anyone I asked.” I reminded him that I was actually a boy, and he was quick to say, “Yeah, I know. I like that. Please don’t tell anyone about this.”

I had to politely reject him, even though I felt strangely flattered. But his interest in me only added to my confusion. Was his proposal validation that I made a cute and convincing girl, or was it just more reason to ditch that outfit for good, along with the feminine personality that seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. I was even finding myself walking and talking like a girl.

Emily stared at Kyle with narrowed eyes. “What happened to your clothes and your makeup?” she asked, sitting up on her desk.

“I took it off,” he said. I looked over at him and watched him carefully, trying to figure out his plan. Was this even part of his plan, or had he really given up after everything he’d gone through?

“But I’m going to make my decision now. Don’t you think it would help your case if you were still dolled up?” She leaned forward with wide eyes, as if she was a teacher waiting for her student to answer an important question.

Kyle shrugged his shoulders. “Do you like action movies?” he asked.

“Action movies?” Emily said, narrowing her eyes. “No—I hate them.”

“Do you like hockey?”

“Ugh,” Emily said. “I have to leave the room whenever my dad puts it on. It’s so boring.”

“If we went on a date tomorrow, what would you want to do?” he asked.

Emily cutely bit her bottom lip and looked up at the ceiling while she processed an answer. “Well, I would want to go to the mall for sure. We would try on clothes together, and then maybe we could go see that new Nicholas Sparks movie—the one where the guy comes back from the war. And after that, maybe we could meet up with my friends and we could all go get our nails done.”

Kyle nodded his head slowly. Then he looked down at the floor with a look of disappointment on his face. And strangely, I knew exactly how he felt. I liked dressing up like a girl, and I liked having a bit of sissy fun in private—but Emily’s dream date sounded a bit like a nightmare. I liked being a girl, but I wanted to be a boyfriend—not a girlfriend. But did that even make sense? Was that even possible? Or was the fantasy in my head just a bunch of nonsense?

“Yeah, I don’t want to do any of that,” Kyle said. “I guess I’m probably not the guy you want to go to prom with.”

Emily stared at him for a long moment, and then she looked at me with a smile. “I had a whole final competition planned out, but I guess you’re just the winner, Liam,” she said. “Congratulations! We’ll go to prom together: girlfriend and girlfriend. Maybe this weekend we can go and pick out prom dresses together.”

My gut turned. For some strange reason, I liked the idea of going to pick out prom dresses—but I didn’t like the idea of going with Emily. There was something about her that rubbed me the wrong way. I no longer found her attractive the same way that I did before. She was ruthlessly selfish, and when she wasn’t indulging in her sissification fetish, she was terribly boring and predictable. She had a lot of growing up to do, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to commit myself to her while she figured it all out. “I don’t know,” I said.

“What don’t you know?” she asked.

“I don’t know if I want to go to prom with you,” I said.

“What?” Emily said. Her face was suddenly white and her eyes were wide. “Why not?”

“I don’t know. You’re not really my type. We don’t have anything in common.”

“You love dressing up and I love that—what else do we need?” she asked.

“Everything else,” I said.

And then the room became silent. The shock on her face was obvious and hard to handle. She shook her head slowly. “I can’t believe you both wasted my time,” she said.

Kyle scoffed. “Wasted your time?” he said. “This whole week, you knew you were wasting our time. We both devoted our entire week to you, and you could care less.”

“Whatever,” Emily said, hopping to her feet. “If you don’t want to go to prom with me, I’ll find someone who does. God, this is so embarrassing.” She stormed off, leaving us alone in that empty classroom.

And now, I was feeling very stupid in that pink skirt and tight top. I looked down at my smooth, clean-shaven legs, and I wondered if any of it was worth it. Did I learn something about myself? Absolutely. Was it worth sacrificing my social status entirely? Maybe not. Maybe this feminization experiment could have happened two weeks later, when school was over.

“Well?” Kyle said.

“Well what?” I asked.

He was staring at me—directly into my eyes. “Do you want to go to prom with me?”

My heart skipped a beat. “What?” I said.

“I mean—if you like dressing up, maybe you can dress up on prom night, and we can go together.”

My vision flashed and jitters crawled down my skin. “Prom?” I said softly. “Okay.”

“If you need clothes, you can borrow from my sister’s closet. She’s out of town for another two weeks.”

I nodded my head slowly. I wasn’t sure how I felt about going to prom with a boy. Did that make me gay? Would all of my classmates point and call us queers? Did it really matter? Would any of them ever even see us again?

Kyle walked up to me. I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into mine. Then, he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My heart stammered and I kissed back. He put his hands on my sides. He moved them up and down, gently caressing my body.

And at first, the confusion grew stronger. Now I was not only dressed up as a girl and liking it, but I was with a man and liking it. I had no idea what it meant: did it mean that I was gay? Did it mean that I was trans? Did I still like girls? Did I still want to be a man?

Then I let all of those thoughts go. The label didn’t matter: gay, straight, bi, trans—whatever. It was just a label. The label didn’t change the way that I felt, and it probably wouldn’t predict how I would feel in the future. For now, I just wanted to enjoy the moment—and it was one of the better moments of my life, if not the best. I felt so happy and comforted and wanted. It was so nice to be wanted—to be lusted for. I could tell by the way he moved his hands all over my body that he wanted me to be his, and I wanted to be his.

His tongue pierced my lips and I accepted it. I felt his arms and then I wrapped my hands around his back. Suddenly, he lifted me up, supporting me with a single hand under my ass. With his other hand, he fished out his erection, and then he tugged my panties to the side. He brought that hand up to my mouth and said, “Spit.” So I spat. He used my saliva to coat his long, throbbing shaft.

I couldn’t wait. I wanted him inside of me badly. I held on tight to his body, and I used one hand briefly to hold my panties to the side so that he could get in without any barriers. I managed to remain relaxed as his tip pushed into my tight asshole. I groaned and squirmed as he sunk deep. His cock was a lot longer than the Sissy Stick. “It feels good,” I said, now holding onto him with both arms. He had both arms around me now. I was impressed by his strength: holding me up while he fucked me. But I suppose I was considerably lighter than him, and he did work out, unlike me.

He started thrusting. I tilted my head down and we continued to make out while his slick cock slid in and out.

The competition was over: we were both winners. Emily was the only loser, but I had a feeling she would be just fine. She was a cute girl and there were still plenty of guys looking for prom dates.

As for Kyle and me—I knew there would be some awkward moments, like when we stepped into prom. But they would just be moments: temporary periods of time. Once all the awkward stuff was out of the way, there would just be Kyle and me.

I could feel his cock swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned.

“You’re so tight,” he said through clenched teeth. He used his fingers to pry my ass cheeks open while he fucked me and held me up. We wrapped our tongues together again. He was thrusting fast now, piercing me with rapid precision. I could feel my hole stretching wide, and I loved it. “I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come inside of me,” I said—and it probably sounded like I was begging. Maybe I was.

He clenched and squirmed, and then he groaned before letting out a loud cry. Suddenly, I felt the hard gushes of warm goo inside of my body. He was coming in me—filling me with his enormous load. It felt amazing, making my legs tremble. Luckily he was holding me up; otherwise I would have collapsed in my state of pure bliss.

He put me down a moment later, slipping his cock out from my asshole. His creampie fell out with a big splat on the floor. “That felt so good,” he said.

I nodded my head in agreement as I stared into his eyes.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together.”

I smiled, biting gently on my bottom lip. Then we kissed again. I had a feeling he was right.

THE END
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HIS SECRET LIFE


Pete has secretly been taking hormone pills for eight years, since he was a young child. Now, he’s got a curvy female body that no one, not even his parents, know about. After the school bell rings, he’s going to take his feminine persona out into public and see what it’s really like to be a woman, though there might be a price to pay in order to keep his secret life a secret.


CHAPTER 1
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When I was eleven years old, my friend told me about the dark web. Kenneth Myers, who was two grades above me, showed me on his home computer: it looked a lot like eBay, except it was a hub of illegal weapons and drugs and other questionable content. Kenneth’s parents weren’t home very often, and when they were, they weren’t exactly present—not that mine were much better. Kenneth told me that his mother often told him he was an ‘unhappy accident’. It didn’t surprise me that Kenneth knew about stuff like the dark web.

He only showed me because he knew that I got an allowance, and he didn’t. “Let’s buy something. It’s your money, you pick,” he said. I didn’t know what anything was, and it all scared the shit out of me. All I knew about drugs was that it messed people up. When I was six or seven, when we were visiting family in Vancouver, my dad took me down to East Hastings to show me the down and out crack addicts. A haggard looking woman stumbled in front of our car and showed us her jangly tits. Those were the first tits I ever saw. Maybe that’s why I wasn’t interested in girls like all the other kids in my class.

Somehow Kenneth convinced me to buy a small bag of marijuana. He brought me downtown to a little convenience store that had a Bitcoin ATM. My money went in and then it told me that I had 0.1 Bitcoins in my account. We wrote down my account number and then returned to his home. We bought the marijuana, and two weeks later, Kenneth told me it had come in the mail. I went to his house and together we figured out how to smoke it. We didn’t have any rolling paper, so Kenneth stole a cigarette from his parents’ bedroom and he emptied the tobacco out of it, replacing it with the pot. We smoked it and got high. It wasn’t nearly as terrifying as I was expecting. It actually felt kind of nice, but it seemed terribly expensive and terribly inconvenient (on my five dollar a week allowance).

Kenneth was caught trying to sell the rest of our pot to a kid at school, and the next week he was sent off to military school. I never saw him again, but his damage had already been done. I was an eleven year old boy who wanted to try more drugs—not exactly any parent’s dream. I scrolled through the different options. I couldn’t afford much besides pot. I bought some Adderall, but it didn’t do much for me. It just made my brain quiet, which I found boring.

After watching Scarface at a friend’s house, I wanted to try cocaine, but it was way too expensive. It would have taken me two months to save up for the smallest amount you could buy. I started saving up, but when I finally had enough, the deal was gone and the price had gone up. And then I meandered into the miscellaneous drugs section of the dark web website that Kenneth had introduced me to. I hadn’t heard of anything, so I started looking it all up. There were tons of prescription meds that I couldn’t understand why anyone would use recreationally. Maybe they were cheaper on the dark web than from doctors?

I looked up one of the cheaper drugs, which was in my price range: estrogen. It was a female hormone. Why would anyone want such a thing in drug format? Then I looked up another inexpensive item: antiandrogens. Wikipedia said they were used to block male hormones. And then I looked up another: progestogens. Again, a female hormone. I didn’t really know what hormones were, but I’d heard my dad talking about testosterone before, and according to the internet, that was a male hormone. If you took the opposite sex’s hormones, did you get high? If you suppressed your own hormones, could that get you baked?

And then I stumbled onto a site that explained it all: the drugs were for turning men into women. I can’t quite recall what exactly was going through my head, seeing as I was an eleven year old boy, but something about the idea intrigued me. On the site, it said that, if taken before puberty, a male can develop into a convincing female, minus the female sex organs and the ability to have babies. I didn’t want to have babies anyway (what eleven year old boy does?), but for some reason, I was curious.

Maybe it was all of the user comments on that website. “I wish my parents had let me start therapy before I hit puberty,” one person said. The website claimed that hormone therapy was the most effective when taken during a child’s pre-pubescent years.

That night, my parents were watching some news special on some old guy who had decided to become a woman in his fifties. He was wearing a dress and talking with a weird voice, but he certainly did not look or sound like a woman. I thought to myself, He should have started before puberty. And then I thought, What if I turned fifty and suddenly I decided I wanted to be a woman? Would I end up looking like that?

That night I found myself back on my computer, getting deeper into my research. I wanted to know what happened to people who started hormone therapy young and then regretted it later. I found a news article and some pictures of someone who had done just that. “Once I stopped taking the hormones, I went through puberty. It was weird, going through puberty in my thirties,” they said to the reporter. The guy looked normal enough. He even had facial hair, though not nearly as much as my dad. But so what? It was better to end up like that than to end up like the guy on the TV special, who looked like a second-rate drag queen.

So when I went onto the dark web and ordered those drugs, I justified it by telling myself it was simply a precautionary measure. I wanted to leave my options open, and that seemed like the best way.

There was a girl in my class, Kathy Summers, who looked like a boy. Her hair was short and she dressed in boys’ clothing. Substitute teachers always called her, “young man” and everyone in the class would laugh. She would get upset every time. It was her own fault though. If she wanted people to think she was a girl, she should have grown out her hair and she should have stopped wearing her brother’s clothes to school.

I figured that if the drugs changed me into a girl, I could easily continue on pretending to be a boy, keeping my hair short, wearing boy clothes, and no one would know the difference. But my not-so-smart eleven year old brain didn’t understand what puberty was or how it worked. I didn’t realize that the changes would be gradual—or that the worry wasn’t that I would suddenly look like a girl, but that I would stop looking and sounding like the other boys once everyone started going through their own changes.

Taking the pills became habit. I kept them in a box under my bed and I used all of my allowance to replenish my stock. They did nothing, but the image of that old transgender man stuck in my brain and haunted my nightmares. I kept taking those pills hoping they would stop me from becoming that.

I was terrified of regret—again, thanks to a TV special my parents had watched on television, titled, ‘Regret’. An interviewer spoke with a number of people on their deathbeds, and they all said the things that they regretted. They all looked so sad and so scared and I lost plenty of sleep over the thought of being one of them one day. I didn’t want to be a girl, but I wasn’t positive about that yet. I didn’t like girls like the other boys (I didn’t like boys, either), but my dad always said that one day I would wake up and be obsessed with girls. But I’d seen stories on TV where the opposite happens—men saying that they never liked girls, that they were suddenly interested in boys when their friends were all out chasing tail. Again, I thought of that old man in that dress and I thought about regret. Better to keep my doors open…

I started being made fun a lot of when I was fourteen. “When’s your voice going to drop, Pete? You sound like a chipmunk!” At first, I didn’t connect the fact that I was behind the other boys in development to the pills I was buying off of the black market. My mom always told me, “You’re just a late bloomer. Your day will come. I promise.”

My day wasn’t coming and even my parents were becoming concerned. When I was sixteen, they took me to see a doctor, who looked at me, asked me a few basic questions, and then dismissed me. “He’s just a late bloomer. I see it all the time,” the doctor said, echoing my mother. Looking back on it, he was probably the most incompetent doctor alive. Had he taken a blood sample or even asked me to take my shirt off, he would have seen that there was something irregular going on.

Because it was around that time that I started to develop breasts, and it seemed to happen over night. I was getting undressed to get into the shower, and I looked in the mirror and there they were: two soft lumps on my chest. I held them and squeezed them and they sure didn’t feel like pecs. I stood frozen for a few minutes, staring at myself, and that was when I realized my lack of development—and now the start of my development—was because of those pills. I was terrified, worried I’d messed with my body, that I’d permanently screwed everything up.

But I continued taking the pills. Not only had it become a mundane habit after five years, but now I was scared of what would happen if I stopped. I was going through female puberty, and I didn’t exactly want to stop it and start going through male puberty. What if there was so much estrogen in my system that I ended up going through both male and female puberty? Would I end up looking like some circus freak? Still, I didn’t have a firm grasp on how the body worked—so I kept taking the pills.

Now I had to keep my hair short, and I had to wear boy clothes. My body was changing and it was changing fast. My breasts were getting bigger and harder to hide, my skin was becoming softer, my eyelashes were growing in thicker, and my hips were becoming wider. When I stood naked in front of the mirror, I was staring at a woman, who had a cock between her legs.

Had my parents seen me, they would have disowned me. They would have thought I was an abomination and they would have tossed me out.

We went back to that same doctor a few times, but he kept saying the same thing. “I’ve seen boys who didn’t start puberty until they were nineteen. It’s unusual, but it happens.” Maybe the boys he was seeing were secretly taking hormone pills, too.

When I was seventeen, I went into a women’s clothing store to buy a sports bra. My heart raced and pounded the whole time I was in the store, but I needed the bra. I’d been using old shirts to keep my breasts down and hidden, but my breasts were getting too big to hide. The cashier gave me a strange look as I checked out. I kept my gaze down, away from her. It was the first time I’d ever done something as a woman in public, even though I wasn’t really doing anything as a woman at all. As far as she knew, I was a man buying the bra for my girlfriend, but I couldn’t see it like that no matter how hard I tried.

The tight, ultra-supportive sports bra did help though. I took a little getting used to, because it was so restrictive, but soon enough, putting it on just became part of my life, just like taking those pills every morning.


CHAPTER 2
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When I was eighteen, in my senior year of high-school, I started to do some serious research into what I’d done to myself—what I’d been doing to myself for nearly a decade. I’d fully accepted that my lack of development was my own doing, and I started to wonder if it might be best to start the puberty process late—get it over with sooner rather than later. I knew it meant a few rough years, but I wasn’t entirely sure why.

The other guys in my classes all had deep voices, some could grow facial hair, and they were all at least a few inches taller than me, with far more muscle mass. They still accepted me, only teasing me occasionally for my small size and high-pitched voice. After years of teasing, they’d gotten over it. It wasn’t funny or interesting to them anymore.

I wanted to be normal, and I hated that I’d screwed myself up. In trying to avoid regret, I ended up creating it. I couldn’t begin to understand my original reasoning for buying those pills and taking them daily. I remembered why I did it, but I couldn’t understand why I did it. I suppose there’s a reason they don’t let kids make life-changing decisions like that—there’s a reason the only way an eleven year old can get hormone therapy drugs is illegally.

The decision would keep me up at night, staring at my pill bottles as I lay in bed. I got almost no sleep when my bottles were running low and it was time to go online and place another order. Every time, I felt like I was a little bit closer to saying ‘screw it’ and stopping the self-medication. So you’ll spend your early twenties going through puberty—big deal. It’s better than never… But I couldn’t bring myself to stop. Old habits die hard. I’d been taking those pills for nearly half of my life, and I was terrified of what would happen if I stopped.

I was invited to my first party a few weeks before graduation. It was at Jimmy Wallace’s house, not too far from my own house. I showed up at nine, and everyone was already drunk. I looked around for my friends, but I couldn’t find anyone I was close with. So I ended standing by the wall, waiting for someone I knew to show up. I considered leaving.

I had a few drinks and felt the effects of the alcohol quickly. I was hoping the alcohol would help me cut loose a little bit, but it ended up having a very different effect on me. I started feeling depressed, filled with anxiety and regret, watching my classmates having a good time together. Just a few feet away from me was a couple making out. They were there for a while before they disappeared into one of the empty bedrooms. Some drunk guy ran into the middle of the room and announced that he had just lost his virginity. The group of girls next to me chatted about the boys they liked, and when I migrated over to the next room, there was a group of boys chatting about the girls they liked. I felt left out—not just left out of the party and my classmates, but left out of society. I wandered from group to group, but I didn’t fit in anywhere. I related to no one.

I was at the fridge when a man came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. “Hey baby, mind grabbing me one?” he said. He moved his hands gently up and down my sides. I was too embarrassed to turn around and show him that I was a man. I bit my tongue and forced myself to turn around. It happened slowly. He looked at me, and then said, “Well, darling?” Even looking at my face he couldn’t tell the difference.

He wasn’t one of my classmates. He was the only person at the party who I’d never seen before—probably someone’s brother or friend from another school. I passed him a beer. “Thanks, sweetheart,” he said. He winked at me and walked away.

I had thoughts of ending it all—going home, taking a handful of pills. My mother had a bottle of prescription sleeping pills that she left out on the bathroom vanity. It would have been easy, and probably painless too. I tried to snap myself out of my depression, reminding myself all the reasons I had to live, but I could think of none. I had nothing to look forward to, no reason I carry on my suffering. I hated myself for taking those pills. I knew life would have been so much different had I not found that dark web website, had I just carried on with life as a normal boy. I would have been a man, but instead, I didn’t know what I was. Was I a woman? Was I a boy? Was I something stuck in-between?

I had the sudden urge to cry. It happened from time to time—sometimes for seemingly no reason at all. That night I had a reason. I went and found an empty bedroom, I locked the door, and I cried. I cried for nearly an hour before I was able to pull myself together.

I was in a girl’s bedroom. The walls were a muted pink, there were teddy bears on the bed, and the walls were covered in posters of musician boys. By looking around the room, I somehow knew the room’s owner was happy. There was no gender confusion with this girl. She knew she was a girl and she embraced it and it probably felt natural—the way it should be, the way I should have been and maybe would have been had I not made the mistake of self-medicating.

I went to her closet and opened it up. There was a big dresser squashed between racks of clothes, with various perfumes on top. I sprayed one of the perfumes on my wrist. It smelled nice, like flowers and tea and a little hint of cinnamon. I looked through the drawers. The top drawer was filled with panties. Until that moment, I’d never actually seen a pair of girls’ panties up close. It sounds so absurd, but when would I have had the chance? I didn’t even know where my mother kept her panties.

I held up a pair of the panties. I couldn’t believe how small and light it was, nothing more than a tiny strip of soft fabric. All of the clothes in that dresser were so tiny and soft, but they belonged to someone my age. The girl in all of the photos in the room was about my age, give or take a year or two.

One of the drawers had a number of bras in it. I held one up. It was a push-up bra—again, something I’d never seen before. For years I’d been wearing a bra to squish down my tits; I couldn’t even imagine wearing something to pronounce them. There was a whole drawer of skirts and another of tiny little shorts. The only jeans she owned were so small, they must have been skin tight, and the only other pants she owned were leggings. Everything she had was designed to show off her assets, and that seemed so foreign to me, having spent my whole teen life hiding my assets.

There was a bag on the floor of the closet. I filled it up, stuffing it with a few pairs of panties, a bra, some tops, some skirts, some shorts, a couple of dresses. I felt bad stealing all of her things, but I was being driven by a profound curiosity, and I was still tipsy from the beers. I had to know what I was missing out on. I’d spent nearly eight years meaninglessly becoming a woman because I was worried one day it would be something I wanted—so why not see if it was something I could even pull off?

I snuck out of that party with that bag on my back. No one saw me leave, and if they had, it wouldn’t have mattered. They were all too drunk to remember.

My parents were asleep when I got home and snuck up to my room. I locked my door and I opened up my new stash. My heart stuttered. For some reason, I felt so naughty, like I was indulging in something so off-limits and so taboo. But I couldn’t help it—I needed to know. Taking those hormones since childhood may have been a huge mistake, but now I had an opportunity that so many men in the world probably wished they had: the opportunity to be a woman. Maybe my eleven-year old brain did have some logic to it after all, even if it was terribly misguided. I had the opportunity to be the most convincing woman a man could be, and I had the opportunity to stop taking the pills and go into late puberty.

I stripped down and then I pulled out a pair of panties. They were pink, like a lot of the clothes I’d stuffed into that bag. I’d never worn anything pink before. I’d always avoided it, scared it would make people think I was too effeminate for a boy. I slipped them on. They were tight, but comfortable. I thought it was strange that they didn’t even cover my whole bum, hardly more than my bum crack and my crotch.

Next I slipped into a little black skirt. It also hardly covered my ass. My legs had never been so exposed before. I looked in the mirror. I had long legs, but I’d never really realized it. They were embarrassingly hairy.

I put on the push-up bra. I pulled on the straps and watched my tits bounce. The bra did nothing to hide my cleavage. In fact, it was cut in a way to ensure my cleavage was out and squashed together so my tits would look huge. And they did look huge.

I slipped into a pink tank top. It took a good tug to get it over my bust, and it was tight on my body. I wasn’t used to tight. Everything I’d ever worn was loose and baggy. Now, I felt like I was wearing spandex. When I moved, my tits would bounce slightly and there was nothing hiding them. I stared at myself in the mirror. I really did have a woman’s body—there was no question about it. And it was all-natural. My tits were real and my hips were real, and my figure was even better than most of the girls in my school.

It was 2:00 AM, but I was far from tired. I wanted to see how far I could go with this—just how much progress had I made in eight years of hormone therapy? I snuck out from my room and I raided the bathroom, snagging my mother’s makeup supplies. I took careful note of where everything was, so I could ensure I put it back in its proper place. Before leaving the bathroom, I quickly shaved my legs. I’d never shaved anything before, so naturally I cut myself a few times, but even with a few snags, my legs looked smooth and very, very feminine.

I went back to my room—with the door securely locked—and I started to do my makeup. I drew on the eyeliner, brushed on the eye-shadow, rolled on the mascara, drew on the lipstick. There was a good deal of trial and error, but the end product wasn’t half bad. I wanted to pluck my eyebrows, but I wasn’t sure how I could do it without raising some red flags with my parents or my friends at school, so I left them—okay, maybe I didn’t leave them, but I was careful not to overdo it, thinning them out just a little bit and giving them a little bit of shape.

I stepped back to look at the final product and then my heart sunk into my gut. Until that moment, I’d thought my hormone pills hadn’t been doing much aside from stopping puberty and some breast development. Now, I realized they really had been turning me into a woman. I’d just gotten so good at hiding from the changes that I never even noticed. I didn’t have the body of a pre-pubescent boy—I had the body of a girl—of a woman. I was just a pussy away from being the real thing.

But aside from when I was locked in my bedroom, I couldn’t actually be a woman. I couldn’t go to school as a woman, and I sure as hell couldn’t be a woman in front of my family—but I was a woman, there was no question about it. If it looks like a duck, swims like a duck, and quacks like a duck...


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Idecided to give the whole woman thing a go the next night. Before leaving that morning, I told my parents I would be going over to a friend’s to study after school. I packed a little outfit and some makeup supplies in a little grocery bag, which I stuffed into my backpack, under my textbooks. My heart was pounding all day long as I sat through my classes. I wasn’t able to focus, knowing that once that school bell rang, I would be going out into the world as a woman for the first time.

I went through waves of indecisiveness, convincing myself one moment that I was making a huge mistake, and then convincing myself the opposite a moment later. What if you get caught? What if people can tell that you aren’t really a woman? That all sounded terrible, but what if I ended up living out my whole life without knowing what could have been? I needed to at least give it a try. I had nearly a decade of female development under my belt, after all.

When the school bell finally rang, my heart really started pounding. I felt light headed. Maybe I should do this another time, I told myself. But I knew it would make no difference. There was no way to mentally prepare for what I was about to do.

I wasn’t even sure what I was afraid of. Sure, I was afraid of running into friends or worse, my parents’ friends, but more than anything, I think I was afraid that I would like it.

And as I stood in front of the mirror in that locked park bathroom, my fears started to become a reality. I wasn’t enjoying myself, but I was excited. As I applied my makeup, I remembered the night before, how good I was able to look. I was terrified and excited to see the reactions of others, whether they would truly accept me as a woman, or if I was just delusional.

I felt naughty stripping down to nothing in that public bathroom, even though the door was shut and locked, and the park I’d chosen was desolate. I felt even naughtier when I slipped into the little pink panties I brought with me. Was I cross-dressing? Is it considered cross-dressing when you’ve had female hormones flowing through your veins for half of your life?

I slipped a little white skirt over the panties, put on my push-up bra, and then I slipped on a black tank top with thin spaghetti straps. The outfit made me look so small and cutesy. I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, watching my skirt lift gently into the air before settling back into place. I looked good. I was as ready as I was going to be—ready to try out my new potential self. But I couldn’t bring myself to open the bathroom door. I just stood in front of it, staring at the handle, trying to settle my racing heart rate.

If my trial run went well, then what? Would I commit to the full transition? What would my friends say? What would my parents say? I cringed at the thought of telling my parents. There was no way that would end well…

I took another deep breath and tried to will myself to open that bathroom door. How bad could it be out there? Even if people thought I looked off, what difference did it make? They weren’t going to hurt me or mock me openly. Most likely, they would just look at me for a moment trying to figure out what was off about me, and then they would be on their way, going about their own business.

I opened the door, letting the bright light from outside into the bathroom. I stepped out. My heart was pounding but I knew that no amount of delaying would help in that department.

I took a few steps out and looked around. The park was still empty. There was a cool breeze on my exposed skin. I wasn’t used to having so much of my skin exposed to the fresh air. I got goose bumps down my arms, and my nipples perked out, pushing against my thin top. I wasn’t sure what to do about them. They’d always remained hidden under my tight sports bra—I’d never had to deal with them before. I decided to leave them

I started walking towards downtown. My plan was to simply be around people, to try to get an idea of how I was perceived. Maybe, if the opportunity arose and I was feeling comfortable, I would strike up a conversation with someone. Aside from that, I had no plans. I was just winging it.

My bouncing tits were slightly uncomfortable. I had to step more gently so that they wouldn’t come down hard. I tried to think if I’d ever let them bounce before, but I could think of no instances. They were quite possibly bouncing for the first time ever. I couldn’t decide whether it was freeing or irritating. I was sure I would get used to it.

My first human contact was with a man sitting on a park bench near the edge of the park. He was texting or surfing the web on his cellphone, slouched deeply into the bench. He looked over his phone at me, stared at me for a moment, and then smiled. I forced a smile back. I had to concentrate on walking, worried my body would shut down if I stopped thinking about each motion, worried the stranger would watch me fall to the ground. Walking is a very complex function, but I never really realized it until I broke it down in my head.

I looked back at the man, to make sure he wasn’t taking a photo of me to send to his buddies; ‘Look at this wacko dressed like a girl!’. He was looking my way, smiling handsomely. I looked away quickly, feeling suddenly self-conscious. Could he tell? Was he just being polite, trying not to hurt my feelings? Was that smile genuine or was it rooted in pity? I kept walking, trying not to think too much into it. I looked good—I had to keep reminding myself. Whenever possible, I looked into a storefront window reflection, or a car window reflection.

I shouldn’t have been the least bit concerned. I looked more like a woman in that makeup and those clothes than I looked like a man without them. And each glance into a reflection just confirmed that. Every passer-by that smiled at me confirmed that. No one had ever smiled at me before—at least not with the genuine warmth I was getting now, as I walked down a popular street.

It wasn’t all smiles though. I caught a few glances wandering down to my chest. I couldn’t blame them—my cleavage was prominent, my nipples were perky, and my tits were bouncing. Some people looked away quickly when I caught them checking out my body, and some continued to stare blatantly. One guy, when he finally looked up from my rack, winked with a creepy smile on his face. It was slightly disturbing to think someone could be so forward and blunt around strangers, but at the same time, it was nice to know I was passing the test—a test I’d never passed before in my life, even as a man.


CHAPTER 4
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My evening out as a woman was too successful. As I stood on a street corner, waiting for the light to change, a man came up to me and told me how nice my outfit looked. It happened again a few street corners later, this time complimenting my short hair. “Not too many girls can pull off short hair like that,” the man said. I thought I was being pranked, that they were all secretly making fun of me—maybe a group of buddies who noticed me walking and decided to play a cruel joke.

But then it happened a third time, from an older man. “You look lovely, and so vibrant,” he said.

“Really?” I said.

He looked at me strangely as if I’d said something weird, as if I should have known I looked great, and it wasn’t even up for questioning.

I didn’t know how to take a compliment. In my eighteen years, I couldn’t think of one time I’d received a compliment that wasn’t from my own parents—and even those compliments never seemed genuine. My mom once told me I did great after my soccer team lost 13-0.

I decided to stop for a coffee at a little café on the corner of two popular streets. I took a table on the patio and I looked around. The number of glances what were thrown my way made me question my whole life. Was this what I was supposed to be? Was this the universe telling me to follow this path? I’d never really believed in fate, though my dad always said, “Everything happens for a reason. Everything.” I’d always just thought that was a tired saying, but now it was starting to make sense. Maybe there was a reason that I was friends with Kenneth during the short period of time we went to the same school. Maybe there was a reason I stumbled onto those hormone pills, and maybe there was a reason I took them daily for eight years. Maybe it wasn’t some strange eleven year-old logic making me take those pills, but the guiding hand of destiny.

For that short afternoon, everything made a little bit of sense, which was a little bit more than I was used to.

I packed my bag with another little outfit the next day. This time, my heart was pounding with excitement as I waited for the school bell to ring, and I couldn’t get down to that public park fast enough. Once again, I had no idea what I wanted to accomplish—I just wanted to be out as a woman. I wanted to feel that satisfying justification again—see the smiles, hear the compliments. For once, people weren’t looking at me as if there was something wrong with me, as if my life was somehow unfortunate.

But I was torn. The only reason I looked great as a woman was because of what I’d done to myself. The reason people looked at me funny when I was out as a man was the same reason they looked at me warmly when I was a woman. Thinking about it filled me with a peculiar dread, so I did my best not to think about it—but that didn’t stop the thoughts from creeping in regardless.

When I was walking back to that bathroom to get changed back into my male clothes so I could head back home, I came face to face with someone from school. I was standing at a crosswalk waiting for the light to change when we both turned to face one another. I’d never talked to him before, but I recognized him instantly, and the pause he made had me think he recognized me as well—though it looked as though he couldn’t quite place me.

His name was Dennis. He was in my grade, but he was in none of my classes. He had an olive complexion and he was one of the few kids who could grow a decent amount of facial hair. He was on the football team but I have no idea what position he played.

I looked away quickly, but he continued to look at me, looking away for a moment and then looking back again, trying hard to place me. I couldn’t wait for the light to change. I thought about running across, taking my chance and hoping cars would stop for me. I almost ran when there was a short silence between passing cars, but I stopped myself when I realized that would just make me look suspicious. I was better off standing there casually, pretending like nothing was awry, like I didn’t recognize the fellow next to me and I didn’t notice him staring at me. When the light changed, I started walking quickly—but not so quickly that I would look suspicious. Somehow I knew he was following me. I could feel his gaze still glued to my back.

I tried my best not to look back, but I failed when I was across the street from the park. He was there, half a block behind. I don’t know if he was actually following me or just heading in the same direction. I turned off of the path and headed towards a little wooded area of the park. I figured I could lose him. I got to the treeline, stepped past the first tree, and then looked back. Now I couldn’t see him. He must have carried on down the sidewalk, passing the park. I waited a few minutes before emerging from the trees and heading to the bathroom to change. I made sure no one was watching when I slipped into the bathroom.

I cleaned off my makeup, got changed, and ruffled up my hair. Then, when I emerged from the bathroom, there he was, sitting on a park bench. He was looking down at his cellphone, but he looked up at me for a moment—a moment that lasted a few seconds too long for my comfort level. He looked back down at his phone. My heart was pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. My God, how long had he been sitting there? How much did he see? Could he tell I was the same person he saw on the street corner?

I walked in the other direction, taking an especially long route home. I was looking over my shoulder constantly, but I never saw him again that evening. When I got home, I went up to my room and locked the door. I needed to give my anxiety a rest, but it refused to calm down. My secret life as a woman was about to be revealed. If Dennis was able to put the pieces together, then I was certainly doomed. The last thing I wanted was to have the other kids suddenly wondering why I avoided the showers after gym, why I was shorter than the other boys, why my voice had never dropped. Dennis saw my cleavage—there was no question about it. I watched him look right at it.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas purposefully late going to school the next day. I didn’t want to have an awkward run in with Dennis in the halls and I figured if I arrived when he was already in class, I wouldn’t have to risk it. My teacher marked me as late, but I didn’t mind. It was only a little nick off of my grade (it wouldn’t have been had I not already used up my warning). I also planned on leaving early at the end of the day—asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the end of class, and then sneaking out before the bell rang and the halls filled with students.

My plan worked and I managed to avoid seeing Dennis all day, but it was just a temporary solution to a bigger problem. When I woke up the next morning, I knew I was going to be able to do it every single day. Every time a student was late, Mr. Brenham took 0.5% off of their final grade. I was hardly passing his class as it was—and my final period teacher would catch on sooner or later if I kept asking to use the bathroom ten minutes before the bell.

So I came in seconds before the morning bell and I went straight for Mr. Brenham’s class, not even stashing my bag away in my locker. My locker was too close to Dennis’s locker, so I needed to avoid it whenever possible. When the final bell rang at the end of the day, I went straight for the exit. I knew Dennis had gym last every day, so I made sure to use the exit on the other side of the school from the gym. I went a few days without seeing Dennis. Whenever someone stopped to talk to me in the halls, I would lie about being in a rush, and then I would retreat to an empty classroom until it was time to make my move to my next class.

I was hoping Dennis would forget our run-in. There was nothing else I could do but hope—hope that he would forget, or hope that he never really recognized me at all and it was just a big misunderstanding. I knew it wasn’t. I could still remember his eyes when he looked at me. Those weren’t just casual glancing eyes—those eyes knew. Those eyes recognized. I was lucky word hadn’t already gotten around the school.

It was the next week when one of my friends said to me, “Hey, do you have a sister?”

My heart stuttered. I knew it was related to my going out as a woman. “No,” I said.

“Oh, weird,” they said.

“Why? Who said I had a sister?” I said. “Why does it matter?”

He looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You alright?” he said. “My little sister’s soccer team is short a player and I just thought I remembered you telling me you had a little sister. I must be thinking about someone else.” It took a few minutes before my heart calmed down. He gave me another strange look with narrowed eyes and then he walked away.

It had been a week since I’d last gone out as a woman, and I was starting to miss it. I missed everything about it, now that I knew what there was to miss. I liked doing my makeup and looking sexy. I liked feeling like a normal person for once in my life, feeling like I was finally what I was meant to be. I started convincing myself that Dennis hadn’t really recognized me, that my memories couldn’t be trusted because they’d been infected with anxiety. So I decided to pack another little outfit into my bag, and after school, I went back to that park to get changed.

I slipped into the bathroom, locked the door, and then I started to get dolled up. Finally, I was escaping the shackles of my nervousness and I was free. I didn’t have to hide my body and I didn’t have to worry about people staring at me funny. I liked seeing my cleavage out. I liked showing off my smooth legs. I liked the tight hug of my panties and I liked the feeling the fresh air gently flowing up my skirt. Everything about it just felt right.

I stepped out from the bathroom, and then I saw him sitting on that same bench across the park. He looked up at me and then I looked away too quickly to see what he would do next. I started walking in the other direction. A voice in my head was saying, This was a mistake, over and over.

Why was I bothering trying to indulge in being a woman if I knew I could never really be a woman? I was just getting my hopes up, setting myself up for disappointment. Of course I would never be able to out myself to my classmates and my family members, and unless I came out to everyone, then I would never be able to actually enjoy being a woman. I would constantly be living in fear that I would be seen—just like I was now as I walked quickly away from that park.

I looked over my shoulder. He wasn’t following me, but somehow I knew he was watching. Had he followed me from school? Had he been waiting in that park every day after school, hoping to catch me in the act? Was he trying to film me, so he could prove himself to all of his friends?

I found myself at a little café. I ordered a coffee and then I looked around to make sure none of the patrons were also my classmates. I didn’t recognize anyone, but every time the door opened and the little bell chimed, my heart skipped a beat. I felt like a soldier with PTSD, and every little jingle was the sound of a deafening gunshot.

The café was busy, but I managed to find myself a little table in the corner. I was there for about five minutes when a man came up to me. “Excuse me, do you mind if I sit here?” he asked.

“By all means,” I said.

He smiled and took the seat across from me. “I’m just waiting for a friend. I shouldn’t be here long.”

“My table is your table,” I said.

“Do you mind if I ask, is that your natural hair colour?” he said.

“It is,” I said.

“Wow, it really suits you—I hope you don’t mind my saying so.”

“Awe, thanks,” I said, running my fingers through my hair. It seemed so cruel that I couldn’t just remain a woman. I wished I could just go home and throw away all of my male clothes, forget that I was ever a man. It seemed so obvious that I was meant to be a woman—it was fate that brought me to those hormone pills at such a young age—but I was stuck a man.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “You look down.”

I forced a smile. “Nothing, just thinking about homework,” I said, lying. I was really thinking about my hormone pills. It was time to throw them out and put them behind me. It was time to start allowing my body to change and fill with testosterone. The more I indulged in being a woman, and the more I indulged in feeling sexy, getting compliments, being noticed, the harder it was going to be to leave it all behind. A drug addict who tells himself, ‘Just one more hit,’ never gets better. Being a woman was teaching me how nice it felt to be normal—and I was never going to be able to truly be a woman, so I may as well start the process of becoming a man.
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For the first time in over eight years, I didn’t take my pills when I woke up in the morning. Instead, I took the whole box and I brought it outside to the trash bin. It was hard to watch them go, especially now that I knew how fun life was as a lady. But I consoled myself with the thought that life would be just as good as a man, once my hormones rebalanced and my delayed puberty ran its course.

I searched around on the internet to see how long the changes would take. One site said it would be two months before my body started to produce testosterone again, and a bit longer before the female hormones had worked their way out of my system. Then, it would take the better part of the next decade before I was a man. It felt oddly like a prison sentence and I wasn’t looking forward to it.

I looked in the mirror, naked, and I felt like I was taking the last look at my female body. I cupped my breasts and gave them a little lift. I was going to miss them, even though they only ever saw the sun three times in the entirety of their existence, even though they were more of a nuisance than anything. According to the internet, it would take a few years for them to disappear, likewise with the curviness of my hips.

I put on my old, tight sports bra and then I slipped into a loose-fitted t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I was wearing my male clothes, but still, I couldn’t help but see a female in my reflection. I saw a girl wearing men’s clothes. How long would it be before I saw a man? The internet didn’t even know how to begin answering that question.

I put on a ball cap and headed off for school.

Things were different. Whenever someone looked my way, my body would tense up. I wondered if they were seeing me the way I saw myself in the mirror that morning: like a cowardly little boy stuck in a girl’s body. I felt like the opposite. I felt like a girl wishing she wasn’t born a girl.

I started getting used to the strange looks again after a few days. If you expose yourself to the same thing over and over and over again, you’re bound to get used to it. I’d been getting those strange look for the better half of my life.

I was still afraid to face Dennis, especially now that he’d seen me a second time in a little skirt. So I continued my little strategy—showing up at the last second for class, and leaving as soon as the teacher opened that classroom door. It wasn’t a perfect system and I knew we were bound to cross paths sooner or later. I just wish we didn’t end up crossing paths the way that we did.

It was the end of first period and my second period class was just across the hallway. Sometimes I would run across the hall and find myself a seat in the back corner of the classroom, but sometimes, if our first period was late being released, I would wait until the bell rang and then I would make my move at the last second—with both ways I avoided the dreaded hallway and the potential interaction with Dennis. That day, we were late being released and the halls were already crammed with students when the teacher opened that classroom door. I decided to wait, pretending to organize my binder while the classroom emptied out. That classroom remained empty until the third period, so I knew I could take as long as I needed. Once the teacher packed up his lesson plan and took off for the teacher’s lounge, I had the whole room to myself.

But that day, I didn’t have that whole room to myself. A few minutes after all of my classmates had filtered out, someone else came in: Dennis. He had a stack of textbooks and homework in his arms. It took him a few seconds before he noticed me sitting there, and when he did, he paused. He stared at me for a second then looked away quickly, taking the seat closest to him. The room became silent.

He was sitting three rows ahead of me and he kept looking back at me. I did my best in pretending to ignore him, but it was difficult. I wanted to just get up and beg him to keep my secret safe. I wanted to lie to him and tell him that I had a very similar looking cousin who happened to be a female. But instead I remained silent. I started to quietly collect my books so I could make my move to my next class. And then he said, “Hey.” He was looking over his shoulder at me.

“Hi,” I said, and then I continued gathering my things to make my escape.

I got up, tossed my bag over my shoulder, and then started for the door. I was just a few steps away when he said, “Close that door.”

“What?” I said.

“Close the door. I want to ask you something.”

My heart was aflutter. I could feel a cool sweat forming on the back of my neck and the backs of my legs. He was staring at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to look into his eyes.

“I need to be getting to my next period,” I said.

“Just close the door.”

I felt a tremble crossing through my body. I closed the door.

“That was you at the park the other day, right? And that was you down on 17th Street?

I bit the edge of my tongue. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“C’mon, just tell me. I saw you go into that bathroom and then I saw you come out twenty minutes later. It was you—I know it was you.”

“Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I have to—”

“—Lift up your shirt and prove it,” he said.

“Do what?” My head was spinning. I felt like I was about to fall over.

“Just lift up your shirt and prove that you’re not a chick.”

“I don’t want to,” I said. I started turning back to the door.

“I’ll tell everyone,” he said, and then I paused. I should have never gone out in public as a woman. Hell, I should have never considered the thought of becoming a woman. I felt so stupid. I was so angry at my eleven year-old self. Why couldn’t I just have avoided those godforsaken pills? Why couldn’t I just be a normal kid, like every other guy in the school?

“Okay, fine, you saw me. Please don’t tell anyone. I’ll do anything,” I said.

“Lift up your shirt,” he said.

“Why does it matter?”

“Because I don’t believe you.”

“I told you it was me,” I said.

“Yeah, I don’t believe you either way. I need to know for sure.”

I lifted up my shirt, showing him my tight black sports bra. “Happy?” I said.

“So you’re a chick?” he said with a smile on his face. “Why do you pretend to be a guy?”

“I am a guy. I don’t pretend. I mean—it’s complicated. Just promise me you won’t tell anyone.”

“Take off that bra,” he said.

“What?”

“Take it off. Show me your tits.”

“I won’t.”

“Then I’m telling everyone you’re actually a chick.”

I looked around. I couldn’t have that happen. I couldn’t let word get back to my parents. It wouldn’t take long before one of the teachers caught wind of my secret and told the counsellor, who picked up the phone and called my dad. I lifted up my shirt and then I unclipped my bra. I showed the little pervert my tits.

“Holy shit, you’ve got a great rack,” he said. He got up and walked up to me. “Can I touch them?” he said. “I mean, if you don’t want me to tell anyone…” He wasn’t exactly giving me the choice. He reached up and cupped my tits in his hands. He gave them a firm squeeze. I realized he was the first person to ever see them, the first person to ever touch them. “Why do you want to be a boy so badly?” I have to admit, him massaging my tits actually felt surprisingly nice.

“I am a boy, okay?”

“Boys don’t have tits, lady. Boys have cocks.”

“I have a cock.”

The room became silent for a moment, and then the bell rang, but neither of us moved. “You what?” he said.

“I said I have a cock. It’s a long story and I don’t expect you to understand—but I’m begging you to keep this a secret.”

“Prove it,” he said, and the room became silent again.

“No,” I said.

“Because you’re a liar. You’re just trying to embarrass me.”

“I’m not a liar,” I said. “And if you want to talk about being embarrassed…”

“Then show me your dick. I’ll tell you what: if you aren’t lying, I won’t tell anyone. It can be our secret. Scout’s honour. But if you are lying, I’m telling everyone.”

I felt so foolish reaching down and undoing my belt. He stared down at my crotch with a reserved look on his face. He probably wasn’t going to be happy when he realized he’d just fondled a man’s tits. I showed him my cock for a few seconds—long enough for him to realize I wasn’t full of shit, and then I covered up. “Happy?” I said. “I told you it was complicated. Now you promised not to tell anyone—I hope you weren’t lying.”

It took him a moment to reply. “I won’t tell anyone—like I said.” His lips remained parted. I fixed my belt and my shirt. “Wait,” he said before I walked towards the door.

“What now?” I said.

“Can I squeeze your tits again? If you’re a guy, you don’t care, right?” There was another uncomfortable silence.

“If I say no, you’re still going to keep your promise right?” I said.

“I said I wouldn’t tell anyone, I won’t tell anyone,” he said. “Scout’s honour.” I had no idea whether he was really part of the Scouts or not.

But I didn’t want to piss him off. I didn’t want to give him any reason to go around blabbing my secret around the school. “Fine,” I said, and then I lifted up my shirt and undid my bra again. He reached forward and began to fondle my tits. Again, it felt kind of nice, but horribly awkward.

“They feel so real,” he said.

“They are real.”

“They’re big,” he said.

“I know.” He began to fondle my nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers. I bit the corner of my lip. “I really need to be getting to class. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell them that you tried to suck my dick.”

“For the last time, I said I wasn’t going to tell anyone. So you’re transitioning into a woman, right?” he said.

“No, this was all just a mistake. I’m getting rid of them, but that’s none of your business.”

“If you’re not becoming a woman, why did I see you walking around all dolled up?” he asked.

“It’s none of your business,” I said.

“Can I suck your nipples?” he asked.

“No,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon. I bet you’ll like it. You clearly like it when I rub your tits,” he said. My face must have been so red. I did like it when he rubbed my tits. It was the strangest euphoria I’d ever felt. My whole body trembled.

“Fine,” I said, “But like I said, if you tell anyone about this, I’ll tell everyone you tried to suck my dick.”

He cupped my tits, bent forward, and he began to suck on my nipples. And shit, did it feel good.


CHAPTER 7
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He sucked my nipples for a few minutes. My body became warmer and lighter with each passing second. I’d never felt anything like it, and I had no idea why I was letting it happen. Okay, maybe I had a bit of an idea. I knew I didn’t have my female body for much longer, and I knew it would be a shame to lose it having never played around with it. I couldn’t move on with my life without feeling the firm grasp of a man squeezing my breasts. I knew it was something I would regret later in life.

“I really need to be going to class,” I said without much conviction.

He just laughed and continued playing with my tits. “Are you gay?” he asked.

“No,” I said.

“So you’re straight? You like girls?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. I knew that I would like girls once the hormone blockers worked their way out of my system—at least I assumed I would. All of my friends started liking girls when they went through puberty, so it only made sense to assume that I would like girls once my delayed puberty was underway.

I liked guys. I was turned on by guys with thick muscles and chiselled features. Sometimes I would get hard in gym class, watching the guys in my class getting all sweaty. I rarely got hard—very rarely. Again, I assumed it was just a consequence of lack of testosterone—that things would balance themselves out once my development was back on track.

“Have you ever been fucked by a guy?” Dennis asked.

“No.”

“Do you want to be?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know.” The answer I wanted to say was yes, but I was terrified—terrified of admitting it out loud, and terrified of the act itself. I’d never been penetrated before, but I often fantasized about it. Those few afternoons that I got dolled up, all I could think when I stared at myself in the mirror was whether or not guys would want to fuck me. I kept those thoughts suppressed, but they were always there.

“Bend over,” he said, so I did. I placed the palms of my hands on the desk. He undid my belt and then he pulled down my pants, along with my boxers. “Hide your little dick,” he said, “I don’t want to see it.” I reached down and pulled my cock and balls forward, keeping my legs closed to hold my package from his line of sight. He ran his hands down my hips, onto my butt, sending a warm shiver through my body. “You’ve got a hot body,” he said. “It would be a damn shame to waste it.”

“Really?” I said. My head was spinning. I felt like I’d lost control of myself and I was now acting on impulse.

“Yeah,” he said. He slid the tip of his thumb down to my butthole and then he drew little circles around the stretchy skin of my anus. He pushed the tip of his thumb in. It felt weird, but strangely arousing.

“Why don’t you become a woman instead of a man?” he asked.

“I don’t know. My parents would kill me,” I said.

“Fuck ‘em,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his big, throbbing cock. His pants were down around his ankles and he was now sliding his cock into position, lining it up with my tiny hole. I felt his warm saliva fall onto my butt cheek. He used his cock to spread it down to my asshole. He coated his cock in it.

My heart was pounding. I don’t know why I was letting him do it—I don’t know why I was letting myself do it. But I wanted it—so badly. I knew it was probably my one and only chance to experience sex as a woman, even if I wasn’t technically a woman—it was as close as I’d ever be.

He pushed in. It hurt a little bit, my anus stretching wide, but the pain was tolerable, and it faded quickly. I could feel every inch of his throbbing rod as he sunk in deep. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. His hands continued to move up and down my thighs, hips, and sides. He liked my curves, and I liked him exploring my body. “That’s deep enough,” I said as soon as it started to hurt. “For now.” It felt like he’d shoved an entire broomstick up my ass, as if it was about to push out through my mouth. He started thrusting. I let my forehead fall gently against the desk. After just a few thrusts, I was starting to feel weak, my legs trembling.

“God, you’re so tight,” he said. I could feel the veins of his rod throbbing inside of me. It was the strangest feeling. “Tell me how much you like my dick,” he said.

“I like your dick,” I said.

“Better than that.”

“God, I fucking love your dick.” He slid in deeper but I didn’t mind. The pain was almost completely gone now, replaced by a pulsing euphoria.

I could hear his pelvis slapping into my bum. I could hear his saliva gushing between his rod and my tight hole. I didn’t even mind his nails digging into my skin—I kind of liked it. It was nice being dominated, being submissive for a man.

He was right—it was a shame I couldn’t be a woman. It was a shame my perfect female body was going to go to waste. As a child, I was so afraid of living my life with regret, and now I’d guaranteed it: there was going to be plenty of regret in my life—regret that I didn’t have the balls to come out to my friends and my family. That was all that needed to happen—one little sentence and I could have been a woman forever without fear or anxiety.

He bent over me as he continued to fuck me, and he grabbed my tits. He squeezed them hard, eliciting more warm pulses of energy through my body. “I’m going to come, baby,” he said. He didn’t have to tell me; I could feel his rod bloating up, throbbing intensely, getting ready to burst a hot load in my ass. I couldn’t wait. I wanted it so badly.

He came. I moaned and squirmed but he held me in place. When his load had finally finished filling me up, I said, “You promise not to tell anyone?”

“Promise,” he said, and then we both got dressed and we made our way to our second period classes.

I felt like I was glowing, like I’d experienced joy for the first time in my life, but lingering in the back of my mind was that realization that it was soon to be over, that I would never experience it again in my life. When I got home, I intended to throw away all of my female clothes, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I looked around my bedroom. There was nothing else that I owned that ever brought me more joy than those clothes did for that short period of time—no more joy than my tits brought me during my romp with Dennis. I left the clothes hidden in a bag, deep in my closet.

And then at dinner, as I was staring down at my plate of food, unable to eat because of a turning in my gut, I finally gathered the confidence to come out. “Mom, dad, I want to be a woman,” I said quickly. I said it so quickly, I wasn’t sure what I’d said made any sense to them.

“A woman?” my dad said.

“I’m eighteen and I’m old enough to make my own decisions. I don’t want to be a man. I want to be a woman.”

Had I managed to eat anything, I would have thrown it up in that moment. I couldn’t believe what I was saying to my parents. I couldn’t believe what I was putting myself into: my father’s crosshairs. Both of my parents stared at me in silence. “If that’s what you want,” my dad said, and then my mom said, “Are you sure it’s what you want?”

I could tell they were both disappointed, but it wasn’t unbearable. They didn’t throw me out and they didn’t tell me I was a disgrace. I felt so much better having said it out loud. And now I was excited. There was nothing stopping me from committing to becoming a woman—nothing stopping me from experiencing that joy I felt on those warm afternoons every day for the rest of my life. I wouldn’t have to suffer through years of painful delayed puberty.

I could finally start living my life—not my secret life, but my own, real life.

THE END
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PASSING GRADE


Frankie has spent most of his time at photography school slacking off: partying every weekend, missing class, and botching assignments. Now, with just a couple of months left in his course, he’s on the brink of failing, so he needs to ace his latest assignment: a photo shoot with a model he’s required to find himself.

The photography school is right across the road from the local modelling school, so Frankie figures there’s no rush. He leaves the vital assignment to the last minute, and then he finds himself at a loss when all of the local models are busy. Now, if Frankie is going to get a passing grade, he’s going to need to come up with a good idea, and he might just have one that will require a wig and a bit of makeup—and maybe a splash of vodka.


CHAPTER 1
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My go-to excuse for missing class was, “My alarm didn’t go off.” I’m not sure why my instructors continued to believe me—or maybe they didn’t believe me. Maybe they just didn’t care because they already had my money. If I wanted to fail, that was my own issue.

My alarm did go off—it always went off—but it didn’t always wake me up, especially after a long night of drinking and partying. I signed up for that photography school to learn how to take nice photos, but I stayed for the drinking and partying, because the students at that school did a whole lot of it.

It was a warm July morning when I accidentally missed a very important class: the class on how to find and hire professional and amateur models for photo shoots. When I saw the class on the schedule a few days before, I didn’t think it would be very important. I thought it would be an obvious one to miss, seeing as I wanted to be a nature photographer, not a portrait or a fashion photographer. I liked taking pictures of mountains and trees—not people.

But I missed more than just the lesson on how to find and hire models—I also missed the instructions for our latest assignment, which was due in a week: plan and execute a photo-shoot with a model, and then submit fifteen finished, processed photos for review. It wasn’t until the next morning—also a pleasant, warm morning—when I found out about the assignment. But I wasn’t worried. Our school was located just across the street from the local modelling school. I figured it would be simple enough to stroll on over and just ask one of the many girls there if they wanted to pose for me. Unlike many of the guys in my class, I had no fears when it came to chatting up girls. In fact, I was looking forward to the opportunity to possibly wriggle my way into a young model’s panties.

I still had a week, which was loads of time, so I was in no rush. A bunch of my classmates got started right away, but I had no intentions of missing Jenny’s big birthday party, which she was throwing at her parent’s mansion on the North Shore while her parents were out of town.

I’d been to that house before for one of Jenny’s big parties. The house had fifteen bedrooms and two separate swimming pools, one with an amazing view of the shimmering downtown core and the other in the middle of the house, in an open courtyard, totally private from any peeping neighbours.

Jenny would go out and buy thousands of dollars worth of booze as if it was free and she would let the party rage on until the early morning hours. But I wasn’t excited about the amazing house or the pools or the mountain of booze that would be on the kitchen island—I was excited about the girls.

Jenny seemed to know every single young, single woman in town. Her parties were always teeming with drunk, horny girls and only just a few guys. I got to be one of those guys, because I was lucky enough to be the one to help Jenny figure out her first camera on her first day of photography school. When I went over to help her, it wasn’t just because I saw her struggling—it was because she was sexy and I hadn’t had sex in over three months. I figured it was a good chance to get my number in her Pokédex, if you know what I mean. I had no idea at the time that she was the daughter of a multi-millionaire, with hundreds of pretty female friends.

I never did end up fucking Jenny, though I tried for weeks until I found out that I wasn’t her type. I wasn’t too surprised though—I wasn’t the ‘type’ for many girls. It didn’t help that I was shorter than Jenny, or that we weighed about the same. Jenny was into thick hunks with arms like tree trunks and heads like cinderblocks. She liked guys with tribal tattoos and veins that looked like they were about to pop.

But there were lots of girls who were into me, so I wasn’t too worked up about it. I was just happy to be in Jenny’s good books—being invited to all of her female-dominant parties. I think she might have thought that I was gay, but if that’s what she needed to think for me to get laid, then so be it.

I had four days left before my model photography assignment was due when I decided it was time to start getting things together. First, I went about tracking down a location. I knew that all of my classmates would be shooting their models outside, so I wanted to find an excellent indoor location, so my series would stand out.

I went for a walk around town, to find the perfect place to bring the model I didn’t yet have. As I was walking, I came across one of my classmates, in the middle of his shoot with his model. I rolled me eyes and laughed as I saw his girl posing against the stereotypical graffiti wall. The lighting wasn’t even nice—what a waste.

I sauntered into one of the city’s nicer hotels. I admired the big marble pillars and the series of large fireplaces scattered throughout the grand lobby. The room was filled with large leather couches and golden lamps placed on side tables. The room glittered with amazing natural light. So I approached the woman standing behind the counter. “Can I help you?” she asked, looking me up and down. She didn’t even bother to ask if I was checking in—probably because I didn’t look rich like the people who normally stayed at the hotel.

“I was just wondering: is there a manager in? I’d like to ask about doing a photo shoot in your amazing location.” I made a big, charming smile.

“Oh, I’m sorry—we don’t allow photographers to shoot in here. We sometimes allow it for weddings, but you need to be a guest here and you need to apply for a permit.”

“Right,” I said. “But maybe I can talk about it with your manager.”

“I am the manager,” the woman said.

“Right—but you have a boss. Unless you’re telling me that you own this place…”

She smiled in a terribly condescending way. “My boss isn’t in, but you’re welcome to leave a message for him.” She slid a notepad towards me. I knew that she was lying and I knew that my note would just be tossed in the trash as soon as I turned my back, but I left a note anyway, and then I went on to find another location.

Then I stopped for a bite to eat. After the food settled in my stomach, I felt like getting a drink. By the time I was finished my drink, it was dark and time to start getting ready for Jenny’s party. That’s when I had the great idea to ask Jenny if I could use her impressive mansion for my model photo shoot.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas already a little bit drunk when I walked up to Jenny’s very large mansion. I perked up with excitement as soon as I saw the many girls through the many windows of the house. The music was loud and the liquor was flowing liberally. As I walked through the doors, all of the girls looked at me with glowing eyes. It was nice being one of a dozen guys at a party with over one hundred girls. Thanks to the lack of masculinity, the girls’ standards were lowered down to my level.

But I figured it would be a good idea to find Jenny and say hello before I got started on her friends—just to make sure I stayed in her good books, so that I would still be invited to future parties. I went from room to room, casually asking the party guests if they’d seen Jenny. I was surprised by how many times I heard, “Who’s Jenny?” Who were these chicks if they weren’t Jenny’s friends?

Finally, I found one girl who said, “She’s upstairs in the master bedroom.” I figured she was still doing her makeup or something, so I casually sauntered up the two flights of stairs and down the long hallway towards the mansion’s main master bedroom. I gently knocked on the door.

“Who is it?” Jenny called out.

“It’s me—Frankie,” I said.

“Come in!”

So I let myself in, but I only got two steps before I froze. There was a beautiful, naked blonde on the bed, with a ruffled blanket hiding her pussy and a her thin forearm hiding her tits. She looked at me with flashing eyes and smiled. “H—Hello,” I said. The girl had large breasts that her arm could hardly cover. She had a cute Indian-looking tattoo between her perfect boobies.

“Look this way,” Jenny said. So I looked to my side to see Jenny holding a camera. But she wasn’t talking to me; she was talking to her model. Her model looked over at her and continued to pose. I watched from the sidelines as Jenny got down low for some more artsy angles. “Great. Now slip your fingers into your hair,” Jenny said.

I watched as the model let her large breasts fall into the open. She had big nipples and big areolas. One of her breasts was slightly larger than the other, which somehow only made her rack even more mesmerizing.

“What’s up, Frankie?” Jenny asked.

And now I couldn’t remember what I wanted to ask her. “I just thought I would come say hi,” I said.

“That’s nice,” she said with a warm smile. Then she turned back to her model. “Now just cover one of your breasts and leave the other one out. Squeeze it, as if you’re having an orgasm.”

The model squeezed her breast while tilting her head back and parting her lips. She used her free hand to reach between her legs, slipping her fingers onto her barely-covered pussy. “Is this for that assignment?” I asked.

“Yeah. Why?”

“Are we allowed to shoot nude models?”

She laughed. “Yeah—Mr. Duncan said it was fine. Remember?”

“I missed the class,” I said. I felt hot sweat forming on the back of my neck, but I did my best to ignore it. I wanted to look at the model so badly, but I suddenly felt so nervous. She was so beautiful and intimidating. I didn’t want her to think that I was a creep, but I also didn’t want her to think that I was a loser. So I would occasionally look over with a casual smile, as if I was just appreciating her work. But even that felt creepy.

“Where did you find your model?” I asked.

“She’s not a model. Just a friend doing me a favour,” Jenny said. “I tried finding a model, but everyone’s booked up. Where did you find your model?”

“I haven’t found one yet,” I said.

Jenny looked over at me with wide eyes. “What? Seriously? The assignment is due in three days. Where’s your shoot? Maybe Danica here can be your model as well.”

“I don’t mind,” said Danica, the hot naked model with a smile that made my legs tremble slightly.

I looked away from Danica quickly as my heart fluttered. I took a deep breath and smiled. “No, that’s okay. I have it all under control. I was just curious—that’s all.” And then I remembered why I was trying to find Jenny: to ask if I could use her house for my shoot. I knew she would say yes, but now I didn’t want to use her place. I didn’t want to feel like I was copying her. I wanted my project to stand out. I wanted the instructors to see my work and say, ‘Wow! How original!’ But it was starting to look like the instructors were going to say, ‘Where the hell is your project?’

“Anyway,” I said, “good luck with the rest of your shoot. When you’re done, we should have a drink together.”

“Certainly!” Jenny said. Then she turned back to her friend and continued taking pictures. She asked Danica to get up on her knees, with her butt facing the camera. Before I slipped out I took one last look back, just in time to see Danica’s hairless pussy, slightly agape and wet as if she really did slip a couple of fingers into it during the previous ‘orgasmic’ pose. I also couldn’t help but notice the half empty bottle of vodka on the ground. Did Jenny get her friend drunk before convincing her to take off her clothes? If any man in our class did that, he would have been kicked out of school. My cock started to throb and I knew it was time to get out of there. So I went back down to the party.

I poured myself a stiff drink down in the kitchen, and then I looked around, hoping to spot a straggler. I didn’t know anyone at the party—and I never knew anyone at Jenny’s parties—but I was always able to find a girl who also knew no one. I spotted a little brunette chick standing at the back of the room where everyone was dancing. She was just leaning against the wall, sipping her drink. I moved in.

“Hi!” I said, raising the volume of my voice above the volume of the music. “I’m Frankie. What’s your name?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “Tae,” she said.

“Nice to meet you Tae. Are you watching your friends dance? Don’t you like to dance?”

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

We talked for a few minutes, then I started to pretend like I couldn’t hear her, so that I could say, “Want to talk in another room where the music isn’t so loud?” She smiled and nodded her head, so I brought her over to the kitchen where I poured a few shots for us to do together.

And then I found myself staring at her body, wondering if she would make a good model. I didn’t know much about models, aside from the fact that they were all thin and usually tall. Tae certainly wasn’t tall, and she wasn’t very thin, especially in her legs. She had thick thighs and a big ass that jiggled slightly with every step she took. She had small breasts, which she had pushed up with a push-up bra, and she had an unflattering flower tattoo on her shoulder, which looked like something a sixteen-year-old would get without her parents’ permission—and that’s probably exactly when and how she got it.

So maybe she wouldn’t have been a great model, but I wasn’t schmoozing her up to be my model. I just wanted to fuck her. I wanted to bury my face in her jiggly butt cheeks and I wanted to unload my thick cock in her tight cunt.

But now, I found myself with Jenny’s voice echoing in my head. “I tried finding a model, but everyone’s booked up.” What did she mean by that? Did she not try going over to the modelling school across the street? How could all of those girls be booked up? We were in Vancouver—one of the biggest cities in the country. Half of the girls in that thriving metropolis were aspiring models, so how hard could it be?

“Are you okay? You seem distracted,” Tae said. I pulled my attention back towards her. Was I acting distracted? I suppose I was distracted by this upcoming assignment. I probably wouldn’t have been do distracted had I just been at that class where the instructors told us how to find and hire models. Because now I was worried. What if I reached out to some models and they were all busy? Where would I find girls? And how much money was I supposed to pay them? What if Jenny was right? What if everyone was just booked up?

I had three days left to complete the assignment, but now I was worried that wasn’t enough time. I still had to find a girl, book her, shoot her, and then I had to process fifteen images. Just the processing alone would take at least an entire afternoon—longer if I didn’t want to half-ass it.

“Have you ever modelled?” I asked Tae.

Her cheeks turned red. “I don’t think I would be a good model,” she said with a coy voice.

“Why not? You’re pretty. You could do—I don’t know—swimsuit modelling.”

“I don’t really like wearing swimsuits, never mind having my picture taken in a swimsuit.”

“Or even fashion—what about a nice dress?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t really like being in front of the camera, to be honest,” she said.

“You should try it. It’s fun. Here—follow me.” I knew where Jenny kept her camera gear—she had a whole gear room next to her dark room—all separate from her bedroom. She had a number of cameras: expensive Christmas gifts from rich relatives. Some of them were still in their boxes. I picked up a Canon that I was familiar with and then I grabbed a 50mm lens.

“Is all of this yours?” Tae asked with a rosy cheeks.

“It’s Jenny’s. She won’t mind me using it,” I said.

“Who’s Jenny?”

I laughed. Apparently no one at that party knew who Jenny was. I couldn’t help but wonder if Jenny just had other people use her house to throw parties, but she called them her own to benefit her own ego. “So there’s a really nice bedroom upstairs with colonial mouldings—I think that would be a really great room for this.”

Tae’s face became redder. She bit down on her lip and then she said, “I really don’t think I would be a very good model.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said. Though she was right—she wasn’t going to be a great model, especially with her lack of confidence. But I needed something, at least as a backup in case I couldn’t find an actual model and an actual location. So I brought Tae up to that guest bedroom with the white walls and white picture frame mouldings. The bed was nicely made. I went over to the closet and started digging through clothes. I had no idea whose clothes I was searching through. “What about this?” I said, pulling out a long white ball gown.

Tae’s eyes flashed and her lips parted. “That’s a Marchesa gown,” she said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“It’s worth fifteen grand. We did a whole class on Marchesa.”

“What kind of class?” I asked.

“I told you downstairs—I’m taking a fashion class.” But I hadn’t been fully listening to her downstairs, trying to figure out in my head how I was going to finish this damned assignment. And I wouldn’t have cared so much about this model assignment had I not nearly failed my last two assignments for various reasons relating to prioritizing parties like Jenny’s.

“So you’re taking a fashion class—you must know how to model,” I said.

“I know how to sew a dress. But I don’t wear the dresses. I mean—sometimes I’ll put one on for the other girls, so they can see their work on a person.”

“So in other words, you’re basically a model,” I said. And then her cheeks turned red all over again. “Go ahead. Put on the dress. We’ll get some photos.”

“We should ask whoever owns this dress. I wouldn’t want to ruin it.”

“You aren’t going to ruin it,” I said. “We’re just going to have some fun. Go ahead.”

She took the dress and walked slowly towards the en-suite bathroom. She stopped in the doorway and then looked back at me. “Are you really sure this is a good idea?”

“Yeah—totally. It will be fun,” I said. She went into the bathroom and then I found myself alone in that bedroom, holding that camera. I didn’t have any lights or even a tripod. I didn’t even grab another lens from Jenny’s gear room—just that 50mm. And in case my lack of gear wasn’t bad enough, my model was untrained and probably a bit too chunky in her lower half to really pass as a model. But I needed something—at least a passing grade.

It was ten minutes later when she came out, still totally red in the face, wearing that long white ball gown. It had a long slit up the side, exposing one of her thick thighs. It also had a long slit down the front, exposing her supple cleavage, right down to her bellybutton. And in case that wasn’t enough skin, it was also open at the back. “How do I look?” she asked.

“You look amazing,” I said. “Strike a pose for me.” I lifted up my camera, and she just became frozen.

“How?” she said.

“I don’t know. Just put your hands on your head,” I said. “And push your hips out to one side—like you see models do on TV.”

She was slow to lift up her hands, and even slower to shift her bodyweight to the side, to pop out her hip. I framed her up and snapped my first picture. Her frightened face was actually kind of cute. “Now slowly run one hand down your body—very slowly.” She took her left hand and pressed it on the centre of her chest. Then she started to slide it down. I snapped a series of photos. “And feel free to smile for some shots—not all the shots—just some of them.” She cracked a small smile, and then she let an embarrassed giggle slip. She covered her mouth as if she was embarrassed about her teeth, which were a bit big, but in a cute way.

“Now lift up the skirt of the dress, as if you’re teasing me,” I said.

“Teasing you?” she asked.

“Like—as if you’re about to show me your ass.”

She giggled again. She was so tense and so nervous—it was hard to get her to change up her pose. But I kept trying. I only needed fifteen great photos, and so far, I only had one half-decent one.

She teased a bit of her bum, but now she couldn’t stop laughing. It was nervous laughter. I wanted to ask her to stop, as she was showing a bit too much gum for the photos to be flattering, but I didn’t want to be rude. I just hoped that she would stop. But she wasn’t stopping. I told her to rest for a moment while I played with the room’s lights. I thought it would give her a chance to shake some of her nerves, but the moment that camera was up again, she started laughing nervously.

I needed a new strategy.

I was familiar with that nervous laughter she was making; shy girls always laughed like that when they stripped down before sex. But they would stop laughing as soon as I got my cock inside of them. And although I did plan on fucking Tae, I needed some photos first. So I looked around the room. I spotted the nightstand and zipped over. I dug through, and sure enough, I found exactly what I was looking for: a little vibrator. It was purple with a gold handle, and it was fully changed. “Voila!” I said as I lifted it up.

She covered her mouth and laughed into her hand. “Whose is that? What are you doing with it?”

“I don’t know whose it is. But I want you to use it. Stick it in your panties.”

“Are you nuts? I don’t even know whose it is!” she said.

“So give it a rinse in the bathroom,” I said.

“You’re kidding, right?” she said.

“I’m not kidding. It’ll make the photos better—trust me.”

“How will it make the photos better?” she asked. I fought back the urge to sigh. I remembered that bottle of vodka next to the bed where Danica was modelling. I needed that. I needed Tae to be looser. But I knew I couldn’t force her to drink half a bottle of vodka. If the school found out I was even thinking about it, they would certainly toss me out.

“Just trust me,” I said, giving her my most charming smile. I handed her the vibrator and she looked at it. She took a deep breath and then she walked over to the bathroom.

“I’ll be right back,” she said. She closed the door and I heard the tap running for a moment. I took a deep breath of my own. If this didn’t work, then this was all just an embarrassing waste of time. Though if she was willing to stick a vibrator in her panties for me, she would probably be willing to put out for me—so maybe it wasn’t a complete waste of time.

She came out looking tenser than ever. “Okay—so how is this supposed to make the pictures better?” she asked.

“Get on the bed—on your knees. And put your hands on your hips.”

She followed my orders, getting up on the bed and getting into the pose I asked for. “Good,” I said. “Now change up the pose just a little bit every time you hear the camera snap—nothing crazy. Just move your hand from your hip to your side and then maybe onto your tit or something. Just have fun with it.”

She let one of those nervous laughs slip again, but I pretended like it wasn’t ruining the shots. I just kept shooting. She kept moving her hands—awkwardly at first—but after a couple of minutes, she started to relax a little bit. Her hands started moving with more ease. She would shift her hips from side to side without being asked. And then, after two minutes, she even let a little gasp slip out from her lips. She quickly reached her hand down between her legs, as if in an attempt to stop herself from coming. Her eyes were glowing and she was biting her bottom lip.

And finally, she looked like a model. She did her best to pretend like she wasn’t on the verge of having an orgasm. She was trying to control her breathing with slow, deep breaths. She reached up and grabbed her breast as another little orgasm tickled her pussy. She let a whimper slip out from her lips. “Shit,” I heard her say.

“Everything alright?” I asked.

She pressed her lips thin and nodded her head quickly. “All good,” she said with a high voice. Her face was flushed now. She let a long sigh slip. Apparently the vibrator was working wonders.

“Now start to slip out of the dress. Push the straps over your shoulders.”

“But I’m not wearing a bra,” she said, still while trying to control her breathing.

“So?” I said.

She looked into my eyes and then she slowly reached for the straps of her dress. She pushed them off and the dress began to gently fall off of her. Her breasts stopped it from falling off completely. She did a few poses half-uncovered, and then I said, “Give it a tug.”

“Then I’ll be topless,” she said.

“That’s what I want,” I said.

She bit her bottom lip hard and took a long, elated breath in. She reached for her dress, grabbing it right between her small breasts. Then she tugged it down, exposing her perky nipples. “Please don’t show these pictures to anyone,” I said.

“What if they’re perfect?” I asked. “It would be a shame to keep them a secret.”

She closed her eyes for a moment. “Maybe if they’re perfect—but you have to let me make that decision.”

“Cup your breasts for me,” I said. She followed my command. She squeezed those small titties and let another whimper out from her lips.

“Is the vibrator working?” I asked with a sly grin.

She nodded her head with thin-pressed lips. I snapped a few more pictures. Then I took a moment to look through what I had. The pictures were actually good. Tae looked like a professional model, and her thick thighs were so much hotter than the twig legs that most models had. Maybe I would get a pretty good grade on this assignment after all, I wouldn’t even have to leave Jenny’s party to get it.

I counted my good shots. I had about fifteen—but I wanted a few more to be safe. So I asked her to take the rest of the dress off.

“You want me to be naked?” she asked.

“The most famous models in the world have done nude shoots,” I said. “Consider this your first.”

She surprised me with a smile. Then she reached down and started to take off that fifteen thousand dollar dress. She slipped her fingers down to cover the bulge in her panties—the bulge from the handle of the vibrator. “I should probably take the vibrator out, right?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “And take off the panties as well.”

She stood up on her knees and took her panties with both hands. She started to shimmy them down. The vibrator fell out on its own as her panties came down. She had a lot of pubic hair, as if she hadn’t shaved in a few months—maybe because she had no idea she would be posing nude for a modeling shoot. I got shots of her taking her panties off. She looked right into the lens for one shot—my favourite of the shoot so far.

I got her doing multiple poses, and then I asked her to stroke her slit. She looked embarrassed, but she still reached down and started to rub her beautifully hairy cunt. “That’s perfect,” I said. “Just like that.” She gently slipped two fingers up into her hole and bit down hard on her bottom lip.

“How is this not just pornography?” she asked with a little laugh.

“Because it’s artsy. You’re beautiful,” I said. Now her face was dark red. She stared into my eyes, and then I knew it was time to end the shoot. She was wet and horny and ready for my cock. So I walked forward, still holding the camera. I aimed it down at her and said, “Now take out my cock.”

She didn’t hesitate. She reached for my belt and pulled it away. She unzipped my fly and slipped her fingers through the open slit of my jeans. She gasped as her fingers slipped around my throbbing girth. “You’re already hard,” she said, as if she was surprised.

“Of course I am,” I said.

She pulled out my cock and then moaned at the sight of it. She gently wrapped her fingers around it and squeezed. She started to tug back and forth, pulling my foreskin up and down the length of my shaft. “I can feel it throbbing,” she said with wide eyes.

“It’s throbbing for you, sweet heart,” I said. I snapped a few photos as she looked up at the lens.

Then, as I was snapping a photo, she said, “I’m a virgin. I’ve never done this before.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She seemed so down to fuck, from the moment I asked her if she wanted to find somewhere quieter to talk.

“I’ll be gentle,” I said. Though I didn’t really have any interest in being gentle. With her chubby ass and thick thighs, all I wanted to do was ram her as hard as I could, so I could watch everything bounce and jiggle. But right now, I could let her think that I was going to be nice. I let her take her time with my cock, stroking it and admiring it for a minute before slipping it into her mouth. She had a warm mouth. She was shy with her tongue as I gently stroked my fingers through her hair.

“That feels good,” I said. I took the opportunity to snap another photo. She was using her hand to cradle and massage my ball sack. It felt nice, especially once she started to tease the tip of my cock against the back of her throat. She gagged a little bit, and then she apologized, as if she was worried her gagging would turn me off. But I liked the gagging. I grabbed her head gently and pulled it in towards my pelvis, trying to gag her even more. And I got what I wanted: she coughed and gagged and then some saliva dribbled out the sides of her mouth.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

She mumbled something while nodding her head. I took another photo.

Finally, she spat my cock out and took a deep breath in, as if she’d been holding her breath the whole time. I turned her around and then pushed her down onto the bed, onto that fifteen thousand dollar dress. She was on her stomach, looking back at me with worried and excited eyes. I climbed up on top of her I spanked that jiggly ass and then I spread her cheeks wide, exposing that puckering asshole. I ran my fingertip over it.

“Is it going to hurt?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think so,” I said. “You’ll like it.”

Now I ran my fingers over her wet pussy. I gently tickled her clit, making her squirm. “Oh God,” she moaned, before I was even pressing my tip up to her damp hole.

“Just relax,” I said as I rubbed my tip up and down the length of her slit. It already felt good. I had no idea how I was going to last once I was inside of her. I bent down and licked the length of her warm pussy. It had a sweet taste to it—but a little bit bitter. I didn’t mind. I gave it another lick, eliciting another sweet moan from her lips.

Then, I got my cock back in position, pressing my tip up to her tight hole. I grabbed her hips firmly with both of my hands and I started to press into her. She moaned and clenched but I still managed to penetrate her with just a little bit of pushing.

“Oh my God! You’re inside of me!” she said with a high-pitched voice.

“Just relax,” I said again. I started to sink my cock deeper. I watched as her fingers clutched the white bed sheets. She pulled them close to her and then she grabbed another handful.

“You’re going to deep,” she said.

“I’m not even halfway in. You’re okay. You can do this,” I said. I pushed in deeper. She squirmed and cried a little bit. I held her still. Her vaginal walls squeezed my girth tight. “Ouch!” she screamed.

“Just try to relax. It will feel good if you can relax,” I said. I kept pushing in. I stopped for a moment to let her squirm a little bit, and then I jammed the rest of my cock into her body. She gasped. “That’s it—I’m completely inside of you,” I said. “Not so bad, right?”

She shook her head. “It feels good,” she said.

“Good,” I said. So I started to thrust—slowly at first—but it wasn’t long before I became obsessed with her soft butt cheeks. I slapped them again and then I squeezed them with both of my hands. She groaned as the sexual energy filled my bones. I wanted to ram her hard. I wanted to stretch that pussy wide. I sunk my fingertips into her soft bum and I came down harder. She gasped again, but she wasn’t telling me to stop—so I just kept going: harder and harder and harder. She was moaning loudly, grabbing onto the bed sheets in every direction.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said through clenched teeth.

“It feels so good,” she said. “It feels too good—why does it feel so good?”

I laughed. She was cute. I loved the way each thrust rippled down her thick thighs. I slapped her harder and harder. I was ramming the entire length of my cock into her tight pussy. Warm juice was gushing out every time I pulled back. “What’s happening?” she asked with a sharp gasp.

“You’re coming,” I said. “And I’m about to come too. Are you on the pill?”

“No,” she said. And it was the last thing she was able to say before she started moaning and screaming. I started pumping her quickly, making warm juice squirt out in every direction. She screamed loudly—probably loud enough that the people downstairs could hear. And that was all I could take. I pulled my long cock out from her hole and then I slapped it down against her soft, jiggly tush. I started to come, blasting long streams of jizz across her back.

She was still squirming and moaning, even with my cock no longer in her body. The fifteen thousand dollar dress beneath her was now covered in her warm juice and a few rogue blasts of my hot cum.

Tae sat up slowly once I was on my feet. She looked at the dress and her lips parted in horror. “That’s ruined,” she said. “We just ruined a fifteen thousand dollar dress.”

“Let’s just put it away before anyone notices,” I said. “The cum is white and your squirt is clear—I’m sure no one will notice once it’s dry.”

She looked at me with wide eyes. “You really are nuts,” she said.

We stuffed the dress back into the closet and then we snuck out of that room as if we were never in there. We re-joined the party and then she disappeared. I never saw her again.

And sadly, I never saw those pictures again.


CHAPTER 3
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Igrabbed the SD card out from the camera after we were done the shoot. There were two cards in the camera—and I only grabbed the one in the first slot. We didn’t take nearly enough photos to fill up an entire card. But I didn’t realize that the first card was already full of pictures of buildings that Jenny had taken for a class. I didn’t check the card until the next night—two days before the assignment was due.

I went back over to Jenny’s house the next morning, the day before the assignment was due. I asked her if I could grab a spare card. I lied and said that I’d misplaced all of my cards. I was shocked when she actually believed my lie. She brought me up to her gear room and started digging through a drawer. While she wasn’t looking, I went over to that Canon camera and opened up the SD slot. But the camera had no cards in it. “Where’s the card that was here?” I asked suddenly.

“Card?” she said. “What do you mean?”

“There was a card in this camera. Where did it go?”

“I used that camera this morning,” she said. “I was taking pictures of the sunrise. Why? What’s going on?”

“Did you format it first?” I asked.

“Yeah—of course I did. What’s going on with you?”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. My photos of Tae were gone, erased forever, never to be seen by anyone. And now, I only had twenty-four hours to finish my assignment, which I apparently hadn’t even started yet. “What the hell is wrong with you, Frankie?” Jenny asked.

And I somehow managed to force a smile. “Nothing,” I said as my gut turned and gargled. “I actually think I remember where I left my SD cards. But thanks anyway.” I turned and left without saying a proper goodbye. My mind couldn’t process a proper goodbye.

I didn’t want to fail my photography course, but it was looking like I was on track to fail. This wasn’t my first botched assignment. Just a few weekends before, we were told to go out and take pictures of bridges as part of our composition class, and I left that assignment to the last minute as well. I ended up getting some photos of a single bridge on my way to school the morning the assignment was due. I failed. Then there was the test for our technical class, which I missed because I was in bed with an awful hangover. At the time, I didn’t think it would matter much. The test was only worth ten percent—but now, all of those little percentage points were starting to add up. I probably wasn’t too far away from being completely eliminated from getting my certificate.

After leaving Jenny’s house, I returned to my apartment and went straight to my computer. I looked up the phone number for the modelling school across the street from our school and I made a call. It took a minute before the administrator picked up. “I need a model today,” I said. “I’m not feeling picky—just whoever is available is fine,” I said.

“Sorry, but all of our students are busy with seminars today,” the woman said to me.

“What about afterwards? Can’t you just interrupt a class and ask if any of them would be interested in modelling after school today?”

“Sir, there’s a job board in the lobby of our school—you’re welcome to post something there. Otherwise, you can use our online job board, though before you can post there, your account needs to be approved by an administrator.”

“I don’t have time for that,” I said.

The woman ended up hanging up on me, and I suppose I don’t blame her. I certainly wasn’t coming off as very professional, but I didn’t have time for professionalism. I just needed a girl. So I went onto Craigslist and I made a few posts in a few different sections. I even decided to offer fifty bucks to whoever could save my ass. I would have offered more if I’d had more. But apparently fifty bucks wasn’t enough—though I did get a few e-mails from girls saying, “I’m not available today but I’m available this weekend. Is that okay?” I only had twenty-four hours—less now. I looked at the time and saw that it was already the afternoon. In a few hours, there would be no more daylight. And once daylight returned, the assignment would be due. So it was looking like I was going to need to use lights for my shoot, which meant I couldn’t just choose a random spot on the streets.

I called up Jenny. “Hey Jenny!” I said, forcing a big smile into my voice. “I know that you prefer to be behind the camera, but I was wondering if you might want to model for me.”

“Frankie?” she said. It sounded like she was at a very loud party. “Is that you?”

“Yeah—so do you want to meet up and pose for a few pictures for me?”

“Is this for your assignment? You know that’s due tomorrow, right? It’s worth fifteen percent of our final grade, Frankie!”

I forced a laugh. “No, this isn’t for that. I already did that,” I lied. “I was just hoping to get a bit more practice, and I thought it would be fun to shoot you.” I suddenly felt like I sounded mental. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue, and I knew that she didn’t believe a word I was saying.

“I’m sorry, Frankie, but after you left this morning, I took off for Whistler. I’m here for the next few days for the film festival. I’ve got to go, Frankie. Do you need me to call one of my friends for you?”

I wanted to say yes. I wanted to enlist her help, so that my expensive tuition to that fancy photography school wouldn’t just be flushed directly down the drain. But I had too much stupid pride. “No, no. I’m good. I’ll see you when you’re back. But wait—if you’re in Whistler, how are you going to submit your project? Were you able to get an extension?”

“I submitted it today,” she said. “I dropped the pictures off on my way out of town. Are you sure you don’t need help?”

“Nope, I’m good. I’m actually getting another call, so I’d better go.” I hung up the phone and then I tried to do the math in my head. How many failed assignments and tests did I have? Would this be the one to push me over the edge, or did I still have a bit of wiggle room?

The light in my bedroom was starting to wane. I looked out and saw that the sun was starting to disappear behind the downtown buildings. I only owned a couple of LED lights and a flash—not enough for a professional shoot. I sat down on my couch and stared at the wall. Was it worth it? Were the parties memorable enough? Was the drinking fun enough?

Across from me was a mirror. I found myself staring at my own reflection as I wished I had a model who could drop everything for me. And then I watched as my eyes widened as I had an idea. What if I used myself as a model? There were no rules against shooting a male model, and as far as I was aware, there were no rules against setting the camera up on a tripod and being my own model.

I sprung up to my feet, suddenly excited, suddenly feeling hopeful that my photography school days weren’t quite over yet. Even if I just got a barely-passing grade, it wouldn’t be a flat zero, pulling my entire average to the bottom of the ocean. I could pull off a half-assed shoot with myself as a model and then I could regroup and finish out my course with a bit more focus and a bit less partying.

I ran and grabbed my camera and my tripod. I got my lights on their stands and I set them up around my living room. Then I put on my only suit, which I’d bought for my uncle’s wedding a few years before, and I stood in front of the camera. I had my camera set to take a photo every five seconds, so I started posing. I felt like an idiot, but at least I wasn’t an idiot who was going to fail the school he paid his entire life savings to attend.

After five minutes of posing, I excitedly hopped behind that camera to see my pictures. Then my newfound hope started to dwindle and flicker. The pictures were bad: boring and uninspired and poorly lit—and I was a lousy model. I was trying to look confident and masculine, but I just looked small and fragile in every photo. I had a feeling my instructors would take one look at the photos and know that I left it to the last minute. They would know that I just slapped a shitty shoot together in my apartment, and I would probably just get a zero regardless.

If I just had a model… I didn’t need a great location or great lighting or even great compositions—I just needed a model. At least then, it would look like I put in a bit of effort. The whole point of the exercise was to learn to work with models, after all. But no one was available.

I looked at my crappy photos again. There were a few where my back was to the camera, with my face hidden. I laughed as I had an idea: what if I just put on a disguise? The disguise would have to be good—good enough that no one would think it was me. Maybe I could dress up like a girl—put on a wig and a little dress and then I could make a few changes in Photoshop to hide my more obvious features.

I laughed at the idea, until I had no other ideas. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible idea. Maybe I could pull it off—at least enough to skim past fifty-percent. What did I really have to lose?


CHAPTER 4
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Irang Jenny’s doorbell and waited. The neighbourhood was dark and quiet. I was fairly certain that there was no one home, with Jenny’s parents out of town and Jenny up in Whistler, but I wanted to make sure before I broke into her house with all of my camera gear.

I rang the bell a second time, and then I stepped back to see if any lights had turned on inside—but the house was still dark, which was exactly what I wanted.

I popped open the cover for the keypad and then I punched in the code to unlock the door. I’d seen Jenny punching it in many times before, and it was an easy code to remember, merely because it was so simple: 1-1-2-2.

The lock whirred and then it clicked. I grabbed the handle and gently pushed the door open. I poked my head in and said, “Anyone home?” I didn’t want to take any chances. I knew that Jenny’s father had a very scary rifle collection, and I didn’t want to get blown away for breaking and entering.

The house was quiet and dark. I dragged my camera case into the massive foyer and then I closed the door. I didn’t turn on any lights, in case the neighbours had been informed that the house would be empty while Jenny was gone. I turned on my phone’s flashlight, so that I could find my way to the large staircase. I started my night by closing all of the blinds and curtains. Then, I walked through the house with my flashlight, trying to find the best room for my shoot. But every room had large windows. Even with the blinds closed, I couldn’t set up a whole bunch of lights. Even the rooms in the basement had surprisingly large windows.

But there was one space where I was safe from being seen by the neighbours: by the courtyard pool. In that courtyard, I was completely surrounded by Jenny’s house, free to turn on any lights I wanted. That would be my spot for my photo shoot. So I set up my lights, and then I even went to fetch a few extra lights from Jenny’s gear room. She had large lights that were almost powerful enough to mimic daylight. I put my camera on a tripod and then I moved it around, trying to find the best angle for my first shot. There was a floating blow-up flamingo in the water. I had the fun idea of getting on it and posing, as if I was sun tanning. But first, I needed to get into my disguise.

I made my way up to Jenny’s room. I opened up one of her many closets and started digging through the options. I giggled as I imagined myself wearing her skirts and dresses. I even snorted when I lifted up one of her thongs. “I really hope she doesn’t have cameras,” I said to myself. But I’d been looking around constantly, and I hadn’t spotted any cameras.

I felt like an idiot and a pervert—but I was desperate, and I now only had twelve hours to finish and submit this damned assignment.

I found a bathing suit: a red one piece. I held it up to my body and figured it would fit just fine. I also found a strapless bra in one of Jenny’s top drawers. I already had some double-sided sticky tape inside of it from the last time Jenny used it. I figured it would be perfect for creating a fake bust.

But it wasn’t going to be enough of a disguise. I needed to find a pair of big sunglasses. So I kept searching through closets and drawers. I ended up finding a whole bunch of makeup. I hadn’t originally planned on putting any on, assuming I could find a big pair of sunglasses, but now I was thinking it might be a good idea to put on a bit of lipstick, and maybe some blush, just to make myself a little bit more unrecognizable.

During my search for a big pair of shades, I found a whole drawer of wigs. “Perfect!” I said. My original plan was to slick my hair back and hope that it didn’t look too obvious. But the wigs were high quality, and I knew they would help me get a little bit further from my natural appearance. But I couldn’t find any sunglasses.

But maybe I didn’t need sunglasses. I had all of that makeup—maybe I could just disguise myself with some eyeliner and some eye shadow. When I was a kid, I would watch my older sister do her makeup, so I had a rough idea of how to do it. I took off all of my clothes and then I sat down in front of the mirror in Jenny’s en-suite bathroom. “Here goes nothing,” I said as I looked through the many makeup options before me.

First, I rubbed on some concealer. Then I grabbed the highlight pallet. I remembered watching my sister put on highlight—brushing it on her cheeks and then brushing it with powder until it was blended. It didn’t look hard, and it always made her look like a different person, which was exactly what I wanted now. So I brushed some on, and then I found a little jar that was literally labelled ‘BLENDING FACE POWDER’. I brushed some of that on, until I was satisfied with the look. Then I moved onto my eyes. I started with eyeliner. I drew it on carefully, and then I screwed up. I used a makeup wipe to give myself a clean slate, then I tried again—and again, and again, and then I finally had something that seemed okay. I brushed on a tiny bit of green eye shadow, and then I rolled on a bit of black mascara. I kind of liked the way my eyelashes looked covered in mascara—they looked so long, and made my eyes look so big. I puckered my lips and put on a bit of pink glossy lipstick.

Next, I put on a wig. First, I put on the platinum blonde wig, but that looked way too intense. So I settled with the light brunette wig with the blonde highlights. The hair was soft—I think it was real human hair, meaning it was probably worth over five hundred bucks. The makeup on my face probably wasn’t cheap either, and I’m pretty sure the red one-piece that I was now putting on was designer brand.

It was a snug fit, especially with that strapless bra stuck to my chest. No matter where I positioned my cock, there was a bulge—that was just something I would have to deal with in editing. At least I now looked unrecognizable.

I stepped back and stared at myself in the mirror. I didn’t just look unrecognizable—I actually looked pretty good. I liked the way my long hair rested on my shoulders, and I liked how big and shiny my eyes looked. And hell—my body didn’t look half bad either.

But I wasn’t finished my transformation. I still had my legs covered in hair. So I slipped into Jenny’s bathroom and I ran the tub. I used her pink razor to shave away my hair. I took my time, making sure not to leave any awkward patches that would make my life miserable in editing.

It was awkward shaving my ass, running that razor up and down my butt crack, carefully trying my best not to cut myself. I kept telling myself that I would buy Jenny a new razor—I just wasn’t sure how I was going to do it without outing myself.

Now I looked good. My legs were smooth and my face was pretty. I did a full spin in front of the mirror, and then I noticed the clock on the wall. It was midnight. I’d been in Jenny’s room getting dolled up for over three hours. “Shit!” I muttered. Where had the time gone? Why had I spent so long doing my makeup? I had class in just nine hours, and I still had to get my pictures and edit all of them. I didn’t have time to admire myself in the mirror—I had to get to work.

Before I left Jenny’s room, I grabbed a pair of black strappy heels. I had no idea if they would fit on my feet, but I figured I could use them as set decoration, placing them by the pool as if my ‘model’ took them off before hopping in. But before putting them down next to the pool, I had the sudden urge to see if they would fit my feet, so I tried them on, and sure enough they fit—and they looked super cute, too. I wobbled slightly as I tried to walk in them, and then I decided to leave them on my feet for the photos. Though they didn’t exactly make my life any easier. Getting onto that floating flamingo inflatable wasn’t easy in the heels, but somehow I managed. I had my camera running, taking a shot every five seconds—and the first few dozen shots were hilarious: me wobbling on that flamingo, clutching the edges, terrified it would flip and ruin three hours of makeup work.

But the photos I got once I was settled on my little raft were great—amazing even. I looked surprisingly sexy and confident. At the time, I was grinning because I felt so foolish, but in the photos, that grin looked suggestive and hot. My legs looked amazing, especially with those strappy heels on my feet. I already had so many great shots to work with.

I carefully climbed out of the pool without getting wet, and then I repositioned my camera. I decided to switch from a 50mm lens to an 85mm lens. The shots would be tighter on my face, but I didn’t mind, now that I knew I didn’t look at all like myself. I aimed the camera towards the side of the pool, and I got a series of shots with me dangling my feet in the water. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked in all of the photos.

My next setup had my lower half in the pool, with my elbows up on the side of the pool. Again, the photos were excellent—some of the best I’d ever taken in my life. The shots my camera took of me pulling myself out of the pool were among the best I took that night.

I got many more angles, getting as much as I could while I had myself all dolled up. I knew that I wouldn’t have time to get myself dolled up again once I had myself cleaned up, so I had to make sure that I had everything I needed.

I went to look through my shots to come up with ideas for new shots when I noticed that I had over one thousand pictures already on my SD card. That was more than enough to work with—as long as there was a single good one for every seventy bad ones. But as I looked through the options, once I was on my computer back in Jenny’s room, I realized that there were very few bad photos. It was going to be a challenge to pick the fifteen best for the assignment.

I didn’t get changed out from my wig, makeup, and bathing suit. I wanted to get everything done before I prioritized cleaning myself up. Besides—I knew that house would empty for a few more days still, so I was in no rush to get out. I ended up spending the night, editing those photos on my computer in Jenny’s bedroom. I was up until 5:00 AM, and then I went to sleep in Jenny’s bed with my assignment finished and saved on my hard drive.

I felt silly when I woke up wearing makeup and a wig and a one-piece bathing suit. I stared at myself in the mirror for a few minutes before I got myself cleaned up. Then I got a weird feeling as I stared at my proper self in the mirror. I’d gotten so used to seeing myself all feminine and pretty after spending hours in front of the mirror and then more hours staring at myself on the computer screen. My real self almost seemed unnatural and wrong—but I knew that feeling would just be temporary. I knew that I was just tired because I only slept for a couple of hours. I didn’t actually think that I made a better woman than I did a man. I laughed at the thought, even though the thought sent a tingle down my spine.
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Ihanded my photos in on a little thumb drive. My instructor looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if he was actually surprised that I was handing the assignment in at all. “All fifteen pictures are here?” he asked with a tinge of suspicion in his voice.

“Of course. Why?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I look forward to seeing them,” he said. And apparently that was the state of my reputation at school. People didn’t expect much of me. They probably all thought that I was just some rich kid, who decided to go to photography school on a whim. They probably didn’t even think that I was interested in photography—that I just wanted to party in a city that was notorious for its party scene.

And how had I never noticed before? It wasn’t just the look that the instructor was giving me, but my fellow students were giving me strange looks, as if they were surprised to see me at school on time on a Monday morning. Was this really how low my reputation had sunk? Did my own friends really not expect anything of me?

One of my friends, Jackson, even came up to me and said, “No parties this weekend?”

I forced a smile. “I guess not,” I said. It was a strange feeling. I wanted everyone to think of me as the cool guy—the guy who partied hard and got laid often—but I didn’t want to be the loser. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who didn’t care about anything substantial. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who wasn’t capable of properly finishing a test or an assignment because I was always wasted or hungover, like some blubbering alcoholic. And maybe that’s how they saw me—maybe I wasn’t the cool party guy. Maybe I was just the alcoholic loser who wished he were still in high school.

“Can’t wait to see your pictures,” Jackson said.

“Eh, they aren’t great. I probably won’t put them in my exhibit or anything at the end of the year,” I said. At the end of each year, each student got a space at the exhibition hall to show off his or her best work for a night.

“Well, I still can’t wait to see them now,” he said, just as the instructor stepped up in front of the class. The lights suddenly dimmed and a projector turned on, blasting a white box against the wall above the instructor’s head.

Had I ever been to school on time on an assignment morning, I would have known that the instructors show everyone’s work and the whole class did an open critique. I usually submitted my assignments late, or via e-mail, so that I could rest up after my weekends, seeing as assignments were usually due on Mondays. I always figured that I was paying for class, so I should be able to show up whenever I wanted. Now, that philosophy was about to bite me in the ass. Now, the whole class was going to see me dressed up like a girl, posing like a sissy. I didn’t think that my instructor would recognize me, but what about my friends? Surely one of the people in that classroom would realize they were looking at me in that pool and not some model from across the road.

I sat in agony through my classmate’s photos: photo after photo after photo of models posing in front of brick walls, graffiti walls, and heritage building walls. A few students got their models on the streets, with blurry buildings in their backgrounds. None of the shots were terribly inspiring—three different students even used the same graffiti backdrop for their shoots.

And the instructor kept saying, “The photo is technically fine, but it’s missing a soul.” He said it dozens of times as he scrolled closer and closer to my collection of shots. And I sat there wondering how I could get my pictures back, so they wouldn’t be shown. Maybe a fail wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe failing would be better than being humiliated. I took those photos while I was exhausted. I broke into Jenny’s house and put on her makeup with very little sleep, and I was even more tired when it came to picking the best fifteen of the lot. What if I looked like a complete fool? What if the whole class laughed at me and never let me forget about the time I put on a woman’s bathing suit and posed for a series of photos? I never saw those photos of a big screen. Hell—I never even full-screened them on my computer screen. Maybe I didn’t look as good as I thought I looked.

“Next up, we have Frankie’s photo set,” the instructor said. And then time suddenly started moving very slowly. I watched as the instructor slowly lifted that clicker into the air. His thumb hovered over the button and then slowly came down. I heard the click, and then I watched as the last student’s photo disappeared and mine came on the screen. It was the shot of me on the inflatable flamingo. In the shot, my legs were crossed and I was looking into the camera lens. The classroom was silent, save for my pounding heart. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down.

The instructor stared at my photo for what felt like a lifetime—and there were still fourteen more photos to get through. “Hmm,” he said. His head slowly turned to look at me, and then he looked back at the photo. A few of my classmates also turned to look at me before looking back at my shot. “This is different,” the instructor said.

I opened my mouth in an attempt to beg him to take the photos off the screen, but I wasn’t able to produce any words—not even the slightest sound.

The instructor said nothing else before clicking over to the next shot: a shot of me in the pool, with my elbows up on the deck. It was one of the shots I took on the 85mm lens, framed like a portrait. My eyes were as big as plates on the projector screen, and all of my classmates were staring forward, looking at the mascara on my eyelashes and the eyeliner that flicked out gently to the side. I sunk into my seat, waiting for them all to start laughing. But the classroom remained silent. The instructor went to the next shot: me lying on my side in front of the pool. I’d used Photoshop to remove my cock bulge, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t be enough to stop my classmates from roaring with laughter—but still, they remained silent.

“These photos are…” the instructor said. He paused as if he couldn’t think of the right word. “Perfect,” he said suddenly. “This is the soul that I was talking about. These pictures have so much soul—a word that is so hard to describe, but so easy to identify. Just look at the poses and the compositions. There’s a fluidity to every shot, as if the shoot was so effortless. The little flaws only make the shot better. I love these photos.”

I noticed a few of my classmates nodding their heads, as if they agreed, as if they thought that my photos were amazing. And I was waiting for the instructor to burst into a fit of laughter. I was waiting for him to say, ‘Just kidding!’ but he just kept going through the pictures with wide, impressed eyes. Maybe he really did like it. Maybe the pictures really were good.

His next comment caught me off guard. “And this model—she’s so beautiful. She’s mesmerizing, really. Where did you find this model?”

And now everyone was looking at me, waiting for me to answer. “Huh?” I managed to say. My heart was still pounding quickly, still making me dizzy and nauseous.

“This model—where did you find her? She’s a natural. She was born to be in front of the camera.”

“A—Are you serious?” I asked.

And everyone kept staring at me. Could they really not tell that they were staring at me in those photos? Could they not see it in my eyes now as they really stared at me? Was it not obvious? “Well?” said one of my classmates.

“I found her online—on Facebook,” I said.

“Facebook?” someone asked.

I nodded my head. “I just asked some friends if they knew any models, and someone suggested her.”

“But she is a professional model, yes?” the instructor asked.

I nodded my head. “Um, yeah, I think so.”

“What’s her name?”

I hated that my photo was still up on the screen. My identity was waiting to be revealed at any moment. It would just take one look from one curious student. That mole on my face—I should have edited it out of the photos. Why did I leave that in? How was it possible that no one had noticed it yet in the photos?

“Her name?” I said. “Um—it’s Jill. Her name was Jill. It is Jill. I can’t remember her last name.”

“Well, she’s a natural. If I were you, I would take as many pictures of her as you can before she’s famous. You know—I knew Kate Moss before she was big. I randomly booked her for a shoot when she just signed with her first agency. I knew she was going to be big. And this girl here, in your photos—she’s going to be big, too. I can see it.”

He kept flicking through my photos, admiring each one for an uncomfortably long period of time. I took the deepest breath of my life when he finally clicked over to the next student’s photo set: another tense model standing in front of a wall of graffiti. And I thought that would be the end of it. I thought my torment was over, but it had only just begun. As soon as class was over, two students came up to me. “Can we get a copy of your photos?” they asked. “We want to include them in our study book. You wouldn’t mind would you?”

I forced a smile. “They aren’t really finished yet. That was just what I could get done for the assignment,” I lied. The photos were done. They were going to be deleted off of my hard drive as soon as I was home from school. I never wanted to see them again. I never wanted to hear one of my instructors telling me that I made a better model than I did a photographer.

It was my dream to be a photographer. I wanted to take amazing photos of buildings and scenery. I didn’t want to put on women’s clothing and pose for the camera. I didn’t want my future great-great-grandchildren to hear that their great-great-grandfather was a famous women’s bathing suit model.

Dennis, another student rushed up to me as I was leaving. “Frankie! Wait up! I was wondering if I could get that girl’s contact info. I really want to do a shoot with her.” Dennis was an aspiring fashion photographer. He’d even managed to convince our composition instructor to let him shoot a human model for our bridge assignment. He was allowed to do it, as long as he shot his model on a bridge. He even had an Instagram page with eighty thousand followers, where he posted nothing but model photos.

“Um,” I said as I tried to think of an excuse to get this modelling mistake off of my shoulders. “She’s only in town visiting for a few days. She doesn’t live here. I think she lives in another country—maybe the States.”

“Well then I really want to shoot her before she goes. You don’t mind giving me her number, do you? I really want to shoot her. Please, Frankie?”

My stomach groaned. “I don’t have it on me,” I said. “But I’ll try to dig it up when I get home.”

And that wasn’t even the end of the attention I got after that class. I was only halfway to my next class when one of my classmates hopped in front of me. “Do you have any other shoots coming up with that girl?” she asked.

“No, I don’t—sorry,” I said.

“Well if you book one, can I be your assistant for the shoot? I really want to see how you direct your models. You got her to do so many poses that I couldn’t get my models to do. Your photos were really beautiful by the way,” she said.

“Thanks. I’ll let you know if I book anything,” I said. And then I rushed away. I wanted everyone to forget about the pictures. I felt like I was lucky—like I’d dodged a bullet. I would get my passing grade and no one would know that I got myself dolled up like a lunatic—it was a win-win situation. Now, I just had to focus on my studies for a few months, and then I could start my career as a photographer.
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When I got home that afternoon, I went straight to my computer. My plan was to delete those photos, so that I would never have to think of them again. Sure—they were good photos, but I didn’t need that reminder lingering around on my hard drive—the reminder that I whored myself out for a passing grade. But before I deleted the pictures, I decided to look through them one last time, full-screened and all alone, so I could really critique them.

The photos really were good. The compositions were clean and interesting, and the poses were all captivating. I really loved my eyes: how sharp and big and glimmering they were. It was too bad that I had to delete those photos. It was too bad that they would always remind me of horrible anxiety and a skill that I wish I didn’t have.

I selected all of the photos and was about to click the delete button when there was a loud buzzing in my hallway. I got up and walked over to my buzzer. I pressed the little communication button and said, “Who is it?”

“It’s Quinn—from class,” said a female voice, which I slightly recognized. “Can I come up?”

“What for?” I asked. I hardly knew Quinn, but I figured she wanted the same thing everyone else wanted: my model’s contact info, or maybe a copy of my photos.

“I just want to chat—it won’t take long. I promise!” she said. I decided to buzz her up, only because she was one of the prettier girls in the class. She was a short brunette chick with a thin body. She was always wearing black-framed glasses, even though I don’t think she had poor eyesight, and she often wore collared shirts, buttoned right up to her neck. I guess it was a hip look at the time, though I always thought she would have looked better in a short skirt and a tank top—or something low cut to show off a bit of cleavage. She was still cute, though.

While she was making her way up my elevator, I went to my computer and finished deleting those pictures. I even made sure they were deleted off of my SD card, so that there was no evidence that they ever existed. It was a bittersweet moment. I was already missing them, knowing they were some of the best shots I’d ever taken and now they didn’t exist.

There was a knock at my door. “Come in!” I called out. Quinn slipped into my apartment. She had her backpack on, as if she’d come straight from school. She looked around. “I know it’s messy—I haven’t had a chance to clean up for a few days.”

“It’s so dark in here. You should paint your walls a brighter colour.”

I watched as she wandered into my apartment without an invitation, looking around as if she was scouting it out for a potential photo-shoot location. “Can I do something for you, Quinn? I was just about to hop in the shower.”

She looked at me and paused for a moment. “I actually have the next few hours booked off. I was hoping to do a shoot. There’s a magazine contest I want to enter, and it closes tomorrow at noon.”

“So what—you need to borrow a lens or something? You should go talk to Jenny. She’s got all the gear in the world.”

“No, I want to shoot your model—Jill. I was hoping you could go get her for me. It’s a really important contest. I’ve been entering it for years, but I think my models have been holding me back.”

“Jill?” I said. My heart stuttered. “I’ll tell you what I told everyone else: I don’t really know her. I just booked her through a friend on Facebook, and she’s going back home soon. She might already be back home.”

“She is home,” she said. And I was suddenly at a loss for words. What was Quinn on about? Why was she staring at me with that grin?

It finally clicked. Quinn knew that I was Jill. She wanted me to get dolled up so she could shoot me for her magazine contest. I watched as Quinn slipped her backpack off of her back. She placed it down on the ground, unzipped it, and then she pulled out a little crochet top, a little white skirt, a pair of cute black flats, and a pair of lacy black panties. “The theme is ‘summer casual’,” she said, still with her grin.

“I don’t know what you think, Quinn—but that wasn’t me in those photos,” I said.

She laughed. “Give me a break. I’m not an idiot, Frankie. Maybe no one else noticed, but you’ve still got a bit of mascara on your lashes. Look—I’m not going to tell anyone, as long as you do the shoot for me. I’ll even join in on your little lie. I’ll tell everyone that she went back home. Where are we saying home is? I’m thinking Sweden. Jill looks like she could be Swedish. Are you a Swede, by the way?”

“This isn’t funny,” I said. I walked over to the mirror and saw that she was right—there was still a smudge of mascara on my eyelashes. I wiped it quickly with the side of my hand, but my identity was already compromised. She knew too much.

“Get dressed and let’s shoot,” she said.

I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm my pounding heart, but it didn’t help. “That’s not even enough. I don’t have a wig or makeup.”

“Why not? Where did it go?”

“I got it at Jenny’s house,” I said.

“Isn’t she out of town?”

I sighed. “I broke in. She wouldn’t have minded though—I borrow her stuff all the time. Gear—I borrow her gear all the time.”

Quinn let a little giggle slip. “Well then let’s get over there. Doesn’t she live in a big mansion? Maybe we can use it as a shooting location. Is that where you shot your set? C’mon—let’s go. I’ll drive.” She pulled her keys out from her pocket and started towards the elevator. And I felt like I had no choice but to follow her. I hurried up behind her, praying that she would stick to her word: if I let her shoot me in her skimpy outfit, she wouldn’t tell anyone about my embarrassing secret.
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Jenny’s mansion was still empty and her code was still the same. Apparently, Quinn had never been inside. Her eyes lit up with excitement as she looked around the place. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s a photographer’s wet dream!”

“It’s pretty nice,” I said. She started exploring freely, without even asking me for permission—not that I was in a position to give permission, but some respect would have been nice.

“Look over here!” she said. “It’s the pool where you took your shots!” She said it as if I didn’t know. But she was excited as if my shots were somehow legendary. She disappeared for a minute and then she finally reappeared from the other side of the house. She looked at me with narrowed eyes and said, “Why are you just standing there? Why aren’t you getting ready?”

“I don’t know what you want me to do,” I said.

“Just a summery look—something minimalistic, maybe with some warm hues.”

“I don’t really know what that means. I’ve never really done my makeup before.”

Quinn sighed. “Okay, show me Jenny’s makeup stuff and I’ll help you. But if we’re going to shoot together like this, you need to figure this out.”

I stopped suddenly and looked at her with a dark glare. “I’m never doing this again. You’re lucky you’re even getting me this one time. If you think you can just blackmail me over and over and over, you’re mistaken.”

She grinned. “So what are you going to do to stop me?”

And she made a good point: what was I going to do to stop her? If she asked me to do it again, I would probably do it, as long as she kept threatening to tell everyone in the school. How could I ever break free from her stranglehold?

Suddenly, she started laughing. “Look—I told you I wouldn’t tell anyone if you do this one shoot, and I meant it. But I think you’re going to like my pictures so much that you’ll be begging me to shoot you again after this. And when that happens, you’ll be on the hook for your own makeup. That’s all I’m saying. Now let’s get this show on the road.”

Quinn got me undressed, down to my boxers. Then she sat me down and started putting makeup on my face. My eyes were closed for the most part, but she talked me through everything she was doing, as if she was hoping that I was taking notes. But I was just trying to count down the seconds until this whole embarrassing ordeal was over and done with. I asked the same question a few times: “Are you sure I’m not looking recognizable?”

“As long as you don’t leave any mascara on your face this time,” she replied with a laugh. She got the job done much quicker than I did the night before. It only took her twenty-five minutes, versus my three-hour attempt. And her makeup job was much cleaner. It helped that she had years of practise on her own face.

I leaned in close to the mirror to admire some of her finer techniques. I really liked the way the orange eye shadow blended into my face around my eyes, and I loved the way the eyeliner blended into the orange eye shadow, giving me a sexy smoky look.

“Are you going to stare at yourself all day or are we going to shoot? Go get that wig that you wore for your other shoot.”

I found the wig, right where I left it. I got it snug on my head and I rustled up the hairs to make it look a bit more natural. Then, while Quinn was off setting up lights in one of the mansion’s many bedrooms, I stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t get over how girly I looked. It was an eerie sight, and I wondered: could all men look like this with a bit of makeup and a wig? Or was I some sort of special case?

I didn’t necessarily mind the fact that I looked like a girl, but I did mind the fact that I kind of liked it—especially after watching all of my classmates ogling my pictures, as if I was a famous super model. And then when my instructor compared me to a young Kate Moss—that was a powerful moment. When I was a boy, no one ever compared me to a young anybody. But to be compared to one of the most famous models of all time… Surely that meant something. Surely that wasn’t something any guy could do with a wig and a bit of makeup.

“Are you coming or what?” Quinn called out.

It took me a minute to find her. She’d set up in one of the guest bedrooms. She had the sheers closed and just a couple of flashes set up—she didn’t need anymore than that because the room got so much natural light. She already had her camera around her neck, ready to shoot. “I’m thinking we’ll start by the window,” she said. “Maybe we’ll start in a sitting pose.”

“I don’t think this is a great idea,” I said, standing still in the doorway.

“What? Why not?”

“I don’t really want my picture in a magazine—not like this. I mean—what if my family members see the pictures?”

“Darling—you let the instructor show your pictures to the entire class, and now you’re worried about a magazine you’ve probably never even heard of? Why don’t you just admit that you like the attention and get in front of my camera so we can shoot?”

I bit down on my tongue. That was the problem: I did sort of like the attention. I liked all the compliments—I wasn’t used to getting so many compliments. In fact, I wasn’t used to getting any compliments, except the ones I got from my grandmother whenever I fixed her Internet connection.

“Just sit down already so we can get the show on the road. I still have to edit these pictures, you know,” she said.

So I sat down where she wanted me to sit and then I posed the way she wanted me to pose. “You need to relax,” she said. “You look so tense and awkward. I can’t use any of these shots.”

I closed my eyes and I tried to breathe. I didn’t want the photos to be bad—that was the last thing that I wanted. It would have been a terribly waste of my ego to put on that little outfit and all that makeup, just to look like an idiot. If I was going to get dolled up like a lunatic, then I might as well look good doing it.

“Just think about how hot you are,” Quinn said, taking me off-guard. I looked at her curiously for a moment. She was looking at me with a grin. Behind her was a mirror. And she was kind of right: I was hot. My long legs looked sexy and smooth, and my eyes were particularly stunning. I looked into the lens and then she snapped a photo. “Perfect!” she said, even though I hadn’t done anything other than look into the lens.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She turned her screen towards me so I could see her shot—and she was right: the photo was perfect. My expression was classic: sexy and confident and happy without smiling. It was the perfect model look, the same look I had in my pool photos.

Quinn snapped a few more shots. I remembered my time in front of the camera from the night before, changing my pose every time I heard a few shutter snaps. So I did the same thing now in front of her camera. After a few minutes, she didn’t even need to direct me. The poses were coming naturally, and I felt good. I was in my element.

“You really are a natural,” she said. “And believe me, because I’ve shot over a hundred models before.” I had to strain to keep the smile away.

We were on the bed now. She was standing above me, shooting down. I found myself biting my bottom lip, feeling overwhelmingly sexy. I rubbed my hands gently and slowly up and down my body. She was snapping photos quickly now, as if she didn’t want to miss a single moment. “These are all so great.”

Next I was on my knees on that bed, and Quinn was on her knees next to the bed, getting some low angle shots as I ran my fingers through my hair. I still had that lingering embarrassment in the back of my head, but the strange sense of confidence in my bones was much more powerful. I flipped up my hair and then I cupped my breasts.

“That’s it, baby! Work it!” Quinn said. She turned her camera on its side to get some portrait shots.

Quinn switched her lenses quickly—faster than I’d ever seen a photographer switch lenses. It was as if she really didn’t want to miss a single second of my posing, even though she was getting many, many shots.

We found ourselves in the hallway. She had me walking up and down, one foot in front of the other as if I was on a catwalk. Then, we were back in Jenny’s bedroom, picking out a new outfit. We shot for hours, going from room to room, using all of Quinn’s lenses, and trying on many different outfits. Quinn’s face was bright and glowing. We eventually stopped when she maxed out her second SD card. “I could grab another one from Jenny’s gear room,” I said.

Quinn looked down at her camera. “I’ve got thirty-five hundred shots here,” she said. “That’s probably enough.”

And a part of me was disappointed. We were having so much fun. I’d never felt more confident in my entire life—and now it was over. But that was probably for the best. I probably shouldn’t have been enjoying my time as a sissy so much.

Quinn spent the next ten minutes flicking through her pictures on her camera, admiring her favourites—and there were many favourites. “I really owe you,” she said.

“Just don’t tell anyone about this,” I said.

“No—like, I really owe you. These are the best pictures I’ve ever taken.” She looked up at me with those glowing eyes. “Can I repay you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess, if you really want to.”

And I thought that she was talking about money. I figured she was going to give me fifty bucks for my time. I wasn’t expecting what she really had in store for me.

She walked up to me and sunk down to her knees. She lifted up my skirt and slipped herself underneath. Then, I felt my panties shimmying down. “W—What are you doing?” I asked suddenly.

“Repaying you,” she said. And then I felt the warm wetness of her mouth enveloping my cock. She was sucking me off. I became tense. I reached out suddenly for something to hold onto. I found an antique side table and held on tight.

“Q—Quinn—I don’t think this is a good idea. I mean—you really don’t have to do this.”

She suddenly slipped her head out from under my skirt. She had my cock firmly in her grasp. “You don’t like it?” she asked.

“No—I like it. It feels really good. It’s just. I mean—look at me. I’m all dressed up. Don’t you want me to change first?”

She smiled. “Use a girl voice. Tell me how much you like it in a girl voice.”

“What?”

“Just do it,” she said.

So I cleared my throat and gave a ‘girl voice’ a try. I don’t think I sounded too bad. Her grin grew even bigger and her eyes glowed even brighter. “Keep talking,” she said. “Keep telling me how much you love it when I suck your sissy cock—and keep using that voice.”

“I fucking love the way you suck my cock,” I said.

“Call it your sissy cock,” she said.

“I fucking love it when you suck my sissy cock.”

“That’s better.” She got my cock deep in her throat—so deep that she gagged. Drool ran out of her mouth, dribbling down her cheeks and dripping on the floor. But she wouldn’t spit out my cock. She loved sucking it.

I was hard—as hard as I’d ever been, maybe even harder. She had a few fingers slipped under my ball sack and she was massaging gently. It felt good—too good. I was starting to worry that I would come in her mouth in a matter of seconds. I didn’t want her to think that I was a premature ejaculator—especially while I was all dolled up. The last thing I wanted was for the school to find out that I not only got dolled up for my photo-shoot, but that I also got off very easily while dressed up.

She suddenly spat my cock out and took a deep breath. She sprung to her feet quickly and said, “Come to the bedroom with me.”

“But we’re in a bedroom,” I said.

“Jenny’s bedroom.” She dashed off and I followed awkwardly, with my erection bouncing around under my skirt. When I finally caught up to her in Jenny’s room, she was rifling through dresser drawers.

“What are you looking for?” I asked.

She suddenly pulled a long dildo out from a bottom drawer. “Voila!” she exclaimed, holding it high. “Now get on the bed—on your stomach.”

“You want me to—to do what?” I said. My legs were trembling. But once again, I could see myself in the mirror, and I was completely captivated by how good I looked. I stared at myself for a moment while she repeated herself. My reflection was strangely mesmerizing, and almost hypnotising. I walked over to the bed and I crawled up, on my hands and knees. Quinn crawled up behind me and pushed me down, so that I was flat on my stomach. “What are you doing?” I asked, even though I already knew exactly what she was doing.

She didn’t reply, unless you count the little giggle that slipped out from her lips. I heard her spit. I looked back and saw her glob of saliva slowly running down the tip of the dildo. She brought it down, out of my line of sight, and pressed it between my butt cheeks. I felt the wetness of her spit against my tight hole. She started rubbing.

“I thought you wanted to thank me, not punish me,” I said.

“You will like it,” she said with that grin now in her voice.

She started to push. I closed my eyes and clenched. I took a sharp breath of air in through my nose. “Oh my God, you’re so tight,” she said, as if she was in shock.

“It’s not going to fit,” I told her. But apparently I was wrong. As soon as I said it, the dildo penetrated my asshole. It sunk in deep and I let out a sharp gasp. She paused for a moment, holding that dildo in so that I wouldn’t push it out.

“Just relax,” she said, putting one hand gently on my lower back. I remained clenched and tense. It wasn’t until I started running out of air that I finally took a deep breath. Then, I felt my muscles relax and I felt that dildo sliding in deeper. I had to focus hard to make my body remain relaxed. There was no pain, like I was expecting. It just felt… strange, like something was filling up my insides. I could feel every inch of it, squirming through me, pushing up towards my sternum. I opened my eyes and looked over at the mirror. I was shocked to see that Quinn almost had the whole dildo inside of me.

“That’s a good girl,” she said. Now she was pumping it up and down. I could feel its ribbed texture sliding against my anal walls. It still felt strange and unnatural—but there was still no pain. “We should get a towel under you, in case you come.”

“In case I come?” I said. I couldn’t believe it was a possibility. But Quinn went ahead and grabbed a tower and shoved it under me anyway. Then she continued to pump. After a few penetrations, I could feel that warm tingling: that pleasant euphoria. Maybe I could see why some guys liked taking it in the ass. Maybe there was something to it.

That euphoria started to become stronger. That tingling became more intense—and bigger; I could feel it up in my stomach and down in my legs. I squirmed slightly, trying to fight it back so that I wouldn’t do anything embarrassing, like moaning or screaming out in pleasure. But my attempts to hold the pleasure back only made that pleasure stronger. I ended up moaning.

“She likes it,” Quinn said with a big happy smile. She was pumping faster, making sure to get that whole dildo inside of my body.

“I like it,” I said. Though I don’t know why I said it. She was pumping fast now, using both hands for extra leverage. It felt like she was an Albertan oilrig, trying to find oil: in and out, in and out, in and out. My eyes started to roll into the back of my head. Now I was squirming constantly and I couldn’t stop. The moaning was constant too. “Oh God!” I kept saying, over and over.

I bit down hard on my tongue in a final attempt to push the ecstasy back. But it wasn’t enough. I trembled all over, and then I felt a warm, wet discharge between my legs. I reached down to see what was happening, and I stuck my fingers right into a growing puddle of sticky cum. “Shit,” I groaned, pulling my fingers out to look at my mess. Maybe the towel was a good idea.

Quinn pulled the dildo out from my ass, leaving me feeling empty. She looked at it with wide eyes. “I got this whole thing inside of you!” she said, as if it was some kind of record. I felt my cheeks turning red, but in a weird way, I was kind of impressed with myself—and maybe even a little bit proud.

Quinn helped me clean everything up, and then she brought me back to her apartment, which wasn’t too far away. We looked through the photos together. I asked her to send me the photos—then I was excited when I saw that she had gotten a copy of my pool photos from our instructor. I asked her to send those too. She looked at me with wide eyes when I told her that I deleted them. “How could you delete them? They’re literally perfect!”

Though once I got home, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do with all the photos. Maybe they were better left deleted. Maybe I didn’t need to remember the last two days of utter humiliation.


CHAPTER 8
[image: ]


Igot the best mark in the class for my swimming pool shots: a perfect A+. And I was excited about that for a week, and then I got a call from the school administrator. The school wanted to meet with me in private.

My first thought was: they realized it was me in the photos, and that would somehow disqualify me and leave me with an F when my A+ once was. The whole point of the assignment was to work with models, and I hadn’t worked with one, unless you count Tae—but they didn’t know about Tae, and it was probably best that they didn’t know about Tae.

I made my way over to the school. On my way, I had a more optimistic thought go through my mind: maybe they loved my pictures so much, they wanted to feature them on their website. Maybe they were going to ask if they could use my shots for their marketing. Hell—maybe they were even going to pay me. But why would they bring me in to chat about that? I’m pretty sure I signed a form when I signed up for the school that said they could use any shots I took while I was enrolled without having to ask for permission. But maybe they were just going to be courteous?

I arrived at the office and I was told to wait in the lobby. I took a seat and admired the photos on the wall—all taken by students from previous classes. Some of them were pretty good. There was one particular photo of a model that stuck out to me. She was striking an interesting pose, with her elbows against her sides and her hands in the air. It was a cute shot—and I found myself storing it away in my memory so that I could do a similar pose for my next shoot.

What next shoot? Why was I thinking about doing another shoot as a model? There would be no more modelling—no more getting dolled up. That was all behind me.

“Frankie—they’re ready to see you now,” the secretary said. So I stood up and walked over to the department head’s office. A chill crept down my spine.

Three department heads were sitting in the office, all on one side of a long boardroom table. They told me to sit down, so I sat. “What’s this all about?” I asked.

“We need to talk about your grade, Frankie,” said the lone man of the three. The two women shook their heads in agreement.

“What about it?”

“You’re failing,” he said.

“What? How is that possible? I just got an A+ on the most recent assignment. I can’t be failing.”

He pulled out a folder and held it close to his face. He had old eyes and his vision was poor, even with the spectacles on his face. “You’ve missed forty classes, and you have sixteen lates on your record.”

“Forty?” I said. “I haven’t missed that many.”

“You have four classes each day, and you’ve missed ten days without being excused.”

“But I’m paying to be here. I can miss whatever I want.”

“You get docked a percent for each missed class, and half a percent for each late. That’s forty-eight deductions. So even if you had aced all of your assignments and tests, you would still be failing, seeing as you need a sixty-percent to pass at our school.”

“What? So I basically failed a long time ago—is that what you’re saying? So why haven’t you told me until now? Why have you been wasting my time?”

“Well, like you said: you paid for the school. You paid for the lessons and the access to our equipment and facilities. But you didn’t pay for a certificate. You need to earn a certificate. So basically, you’re welcome to continue attending classes and using our facilities and gear until the end of July—but you won’t be getting a certificate.”

“That’s horseshit! All of my photos are just as good, if not better than the other students. Well—maybe not all of them. I’ve had a few bad assignments—but my good stuff is good. Just ask my instructors! He even compared me to Kate Moss the other day. Well—he didn’t compare me to Kate Moss, but—but you know what I mean.”

“I’m sorry, Frankie,” the woman to the man’s left said.

“There must be something I can do to make up for the missed classes. I mean—if I had known that I was being docked, I wouldn’t have missed any classes—well, I wouldn’t have missed many classes. Not nearly as many as I missed.”

“Well it says here that you missed the class that went over grading,” the man said, as if it was funny.

“Let me make it up. Just tell me what to do.”

The department heads all looked at one another. Then they looked back at me. The woman to the man’s left said, “Well—you mentioned your photo shoot from the other day—the one that got you the A+. We all saw the photos, and we all agree that they are top-notch.”

“Okay. So you want to use them for marketing or something? Go for it. They’re yours. As long as I can graduate.”

“No—we’re already using them. You already gave us those rights when you enrolled. But we were maybe hoping that you could stage a shoot just for our school—perhaps around the campus—making sure to get our buildings and logos in your shots. You know: in that same dreamy style that you shot your swimming pool set.”

“Okay, fine. Consider it done.”

“And we were hoping you could use that same model. We’re all very sure that she’s going to be big one day, so we want to capitalize now, while we have her. You can arrange that, right?”

My heart stuttered. “Um,” I said. “She’s actually gone. She went home. She was only here for a few days. But I’ll find someone else—someone just as good.”

The three of them shook their heads, almost in unison. “No, that won’t work. We were really hoping to get her, so we could sort of make her the face of our 2019 marketing campaign. You don’t think she would come back, do you? It would be a lot of great exposure for her resume.”

My stomach turned. “I don’t know. I don’t think so,” I said. I could feel the defeat seeping into my bones. There was nothing I could do: I was going to fail school. There was no longer any point in attending classes. There were only two weeks left, and the remaining classes were mostly just covering topics like set etiquette and gear maintenance—nothing I didn’t already know. So as soon as I left that administration office, my time at photography school was over. I chose partying over certification. I chose fun over an invaluable piece of my resume. I chose cheap thrills over my professional reputation.

“So there’s no way you can get her, huh?” the man asked. “That’s really a shame. I suppose you can go now.”

My gut swirled. There was still one way to finish school that I could think of, but it meant sacrificing the last of my ego. It meant becoming the laughing stock of the school. But it would only be for a few weeks. Then I could cut off contact with everyone. At least then I would have my certification. I would be able to apply for all of the jobs I wanted to work. I would even have a nice first job on my resume, as the lead photographer for a major photography school’s marketing campaign… And I would also have a line on my resume as the lead model.

“I think I can get her,” I said. Cold nausea filled my gut. But I just had to do it. I had to go through with it. “I’ll do the shoot tomorrow. Is that okay?”

“That sounds perfect!”

I forced a smile, and then I pulled out my phone to send Jenny a text message. “Are you home tomorrow? Can I swing by?” I wrote.

“Sure—what for?” she asked.

And I didn’t have the courage to write up a reply. The whole thing was so humiliating. I still couldn’t believe that I was actually going to do it, out in public where everyone could watch me and laugh at me.


CHAPTER 9
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Ienlisted the help of Quinn the next morning. I had her come with me to Jenny’s house, and then we pretended like we were doing a shoot together. “And Quinn is going to model for you?” Jenny asked with a single raised brow. Quinn wasn’t exactly built like a model, so the story wasn’t exactly believable. But it didn’t need to be believable because within the next twenty-four hours, Jenny and everyone else would know that I was actually Jill.

“That’s right,” Quinn said. “You don’t mind if we borrow a couple outfits and maybe some makeup, do you?”

“No—go right ahead,” Jenny said. And then she followed us as we went up to her bedroom. Quinn picked through Jenny’s makeup, then she started grabbing outfits. “You’re quite a bit taller than me, Quinn,” Jenny said. “I don’t know if any of that will fit.”

“I think it will fit fine,” Quinn said with a smile. My stomach turned. I managed to force a casual smile when Jenny looked over at me.

When Quinn grabbed the wig, Jenny’s eyes narrowed. “What’s the wig for?”

“Just for fun,” Quinn said.

Then Jenny stepped in front of the doorway as we were about to leave. “Okay—what’s really going on here? None of those outfits will fit you, and that wig is shorter than your natural hair. What’s this really about?” She had her hands on her hips, and she wasn’t going to move until we either put everything down or told her the truth.

So I told her my secret. The biggest smile crossed her face and then she said, “That’s you in those pool photos?! Wait—is that my pool?”

I had to awkwardly tell her that I broke into her house to take the shots. But she didn’t seem to care. In fact, she just thought that it was funny. “I thought I recognized that bathing suit!” she said before letting out a roar of laughter. Then she looked into my eyes. “So you’re the next Kate Moss, huh? I always thought the next Kate Moss would have bigger tits.”

“That’s fine—laugh it up. I didn’t want to do it to begin with, and I don’t want to do it now, but if I don’t do it, I’m not graduating. So please just let us borrow this stuff.”

“You can only borrow it if I can help,” she said.

I sighed. “Fine. But no laughing. This is already embarrassing enough.”

She gave me a tilted took with a half-smile. “Why is it embarrassing?” she asked, as if it wasn’t obvious. “If that really is you in those photos, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I bet you every girl in school wishes she could look just like you.”

I wasn’t sure how to take the comment. I felt a warm glowing in my chest and a cool tingle in my spine. “Let’s just get this over with.”

Jenny and Quinn did my makeup together. It took a while, as they constantly deliberated over what would look better: the orange or the blue eye-shadow, thick eyeliner or a minimalist look, lipstick or lip-gloss, hair down or a French braid—it took almost two hours to doll me up. But even I had to admit that I looked stunning. They had me in a little red dress, but they had three other outfits packed for me, along with three pairs of heels. On my legs I had tall black leather boots that were tight to my skin. They actually felt kind of nice, and it was cool feeling like a normal height for once in my life (I was so used to always being the short kid).

We all got into Quinn’s car and made our way over to the campus. It was Saturday and no classes were running, but the campus was still crawling with students using the facilities: the dark rooms, the green screens, and the studios. As we started to set up our cameras and lights and diffusers and reflectors, a small crowd started to form. “Is that Jill—from Frankie’s pool photos?” one of my classmates called out.

Quinn turned and smiled. “This is her,” she called back. But I wished she would have actually said, ‘Screw off while we work!’ I managed to force a smile at my classmate. Then, more students started to migrate over to watch.

We were set up in front of the campus’ sign, by the road. Cars were slowing down to see what we were doing, and men were staring at me, ogling me, admiring my body in that tiny red dress. My heart throbbed, but it was actually a nice feeling.

Quinn and Jenny both had their cameras. They started snapping photos before I was even posing. That crowd of students remained behind them, all watching me as if I was about to perform a miracle. I tried to pose, but my muscles were stiff. I couldn’t even make myself smile, unless I was showing an awkward amount of teeth. I could see the unimpressed faces of my classmates. They were expecting more after seeing my pool photoset. But I didn’t have more to give them. I was terrified and waiting for them to realize who I really was. My moment of humiliation was just seconds away—I could feel it.

“Just relax,” Quinn said. “Just like before.”

“I can’t,” I said with a quiet voice. “There’s too much pressure. This was a bad idea.”

“Try to use your shyness. Give us a few shy poses. Look at us over your shoulder. Tuck your chin down. You can do better than that.” I was doing everything she said, but I still felt tense and awkward. This wasn’t going well.

Finally, Quinn stepped up to me. “What’s going on?” she said.

“What do you think?”

She looked back and saw the crowd. Then she looked back at me. “I have something that will help. Come with me.” She grabbed my hand and led me into the nearest building. We snuck around the corner. She looked around to make sure that no one was watching, and then she reached into her camera bag and pulled out a vibrator. “Bend over,” she said.

“Are you nuts!?” I snapped.

“Just do it! Quick—before someone sees us.”

I looked around. My heart was pounding and my legs were trembling. But I felt like I had no choice. I wanted to pass school, and I’d already humiliated myself this much… I turned around and bent over. She flipped up my skirt and pulled my panties to the side. I heard her spit and then I felt that wet tip pressing up against my hole. “Don’t clench,” she said. Then she pressed it in. I gasped. She pulled up my panties and dropped my skirt. Then I stood up just as Jenny came around the corner. “What’s going on?” she asked.

“Just giving our pretty model a pep talk,” Quinn said with a big smile. Then Quinn pulled a little remote out from her camera bag. “Oh, I’ve been looking for this. It’s the remote shutter for my camera.” She pressed a button, and then I felt the vibrating in my butt. I perked upright and nearly let out a loud gasp, but I managed to hold myself together. “Let’s keep shooting, shall we?” Quinn said with a big grin on her face.

We went back outside. I walked with stiff legs while that vibrator buzzed inside of my body. I stood in front of that sign and then I reassumed a pose. They started snapping. My legs trembled. My knees wanted to buckle. I tried to smile, but I ended up biting my lip. “Great! That’s perfect!” Jenny said. “I don’t know what you told her, Quinn, but it worked!”

That amazing euphoria was slowly growing inside of me. I tried to clench it away, but it just kept coming back stronger. I managed to strike a number of poses. Now the faces in the crowd were brighter and more impressed. I saw heads nodding.

I remembered that pose I saw in the administrator’s office. I mimicked it, getting an audible approval from the crowd. Then we moved over to the next building. The buzzing felt intense now. My cock was throbbing, but luckily it was still flaccid and tucked back in my panties. I had to press my thighs firmly together to stop myself from bursting.

“Shit,” I muttered as that euphoria filled my whole body.

“What was that, Jill?” Jenny asked.

I shook my head quickly. “Nothing,” I said. I bit down hard on my tongue and I took a deep breath. The shoot continued. I listened to those shutters snapping as I changed my pose every few seconds. I was wobbling in my heels, so I decided to sit down. The photographers didn’t mind. They lowered themselves down and got some different angles.

But I wasn’t okay. I could feel things happening between my legs. I squirmed and groaned but managed to keep a half-smile on my face. Then I came. I felt my panties filling up with warm cum. I let a soft sigh slip out from my lips—and the cum wouldn’t stop coming.

Then, I saw the familiar face of the department head walking towards us. He raised his hands in the air with a big smile. “There’s our model!” he said. “So Frankie pulled through after all. But where’s Frankie?”

Everyone looked around. Quinn looked at me with wide eyes as I rose to my feet slowly.

“Frankie was supposed to be the photographer—that was the one condition.” He shook his head. “But once again, it looks like he’s absent—getting his classmates to do his work for him. What a shame.”

Jenny and Quinn were both looking at me. Half of our class was standing there. I was about to humiliate myself in a big, big way. “I’m right here,” I said. But it came out in my girly voice.

Everyone looked at me. “I see that,” the head of department said. “And you’re doing a great job. We really appreciate it. I can’t wait to see the girls’ photos.”

“No—I’m right here. I’m Frankie,” I said. “This is a wig.” I took the wig off to prove it.

Then I heard the gasp in the crowd. The air became silent and that humiliation quickly started to set in. Everyone was staring at me with parted lips.

“I organized the shoot and I’m also modelling—I’m doing everything you asked me to do. So please don’t fail me.”

But the air was still silent. I couldn’t figure out why my classmates weren’t rolling on the floor with laughter. Why weren’t they mocking me? Why weren’t they pulling out their phones to text their friends? What was happening?

“I see,” the head of department said after a long moment of silence. “I suppose you can carry on then.” He stepped to the side, but he kept watching. My classmates also remained in place, still watching me with open mouths.

Quinn and Jenny were slow to hold up their cameras again. They pointed them at me, and then I continued to model. And it was only a minute later when the crowd’s reactions went right back to normal, as if they were watching a real model, as if they never heard me say that I was actually their classmate. They didn’t seem to care. The head of department didn’t seem to care.

And how could they care? How could they make fun of me after ogling me for weeks? If they made fun of me, they would also be making fun of themselves.

After the shoot was done, a small crowd formed around me. “Are you free this weekend? Do you want to do a shoot with me? I have a hotel room booked, but my model just cancelled on me. Want to do it?” one student asked.

“On Monday we have a day off. Want to do a shoot at the outdoor swimming pool on Moon Street? It should be empty in the morning. We can do it just like you did in your other pool shoot.”

No one was mocking me. I was more popular than ever. And strangely, I couldn’t wait to do more shoots. I liked modelling. I loved the way people looked at me, as if I was some hidden gem. I loved how perfect every single shot seemed to turn out. Maybe I liked modelling even more than I liked shooting—but I could still do both, right?

Jenny let me keep the wig and a few of the outfits. She even gave me a bag of makeup that she didn’t need. “We can go shopping together later,” she said, as if she knew that I would keep up my feminine persona. And she was right: I did plan to keep it up, but I don’t know how she knew that. Maybe it was the smile on my face that just wouldn’t go away. Maybe it was the way my eyes lit up when I looked at the photos she took.

THE END
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THE LAST DORM


Arthur left booking his dorm to the last minute, so there isn’t anything left for him when he shows up from out of state—at least not in the boys’ dorm room. There’s one room in the girl’s building. It’s a temporary arrangement, until a bed opens up in the boys’ building.

For Arthur, it’s hardly an inconvenience. He can’t wait to be surrounded by young, beautiful college girls. It seems like a blessing until he starts to find himself overwhelmed by nonstop girliness and pushed into reluctant femininity.


CHAPTER 1
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The moral of the story is: don’t procrastinate.

Well, that’s what I thought the moral of the story was when I showed up to move into my dorm and they told me that there was no dorm for me to move into. “We’re complete full,” said the fourth-year-student who had been put in charge of showing new students to their new dorms. “I don’t even have you on my list.”

“I’m on the list. They told me I was on the list this morning. I was on the phone—literally all morning—with admissions. They told me I was on the list.” I was starting to sweat—starting to worry that the girl I spent the morning on the phone with had messed up. I had a feeling she didn’t know what she was doing. She kept stuttering and she kept telling me that it was her first week in the office. She told me that I was on the list, but she didn’t sound so certain. I should have gotten her name. I should have taken down her information. Now, I had nobody to refer back to.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “You’re not on the list, and we’re full. I can try to help you—but not right now. Right now, I need to help these people here.” He pointed at the growing crowd of students at the door, all waiting to be shown to their dorms. Many had parents with them.

“You don’t understand,” I said. “I was on the phone all morning, while I was on the bus. It was a sixteen-hour bus ride. I have nowhere to go. I was told there was a dorm for me.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, brushing past me. I grabbed his arm—gently, but not gently enough to stop him from gasping and pushing me away as if I was attacking him. Maybe in my flustered state I grabbed him a little bit too aggressively. Maybe I didn’t know how tight my grip was. “Don’t touch me!”

“Just check the list again. Please. I was told my name was put on it.”

“It’s not on it! There’s no Arthur Errington on my list. I checked three times. Now I have about a dozen students waiting for me. You’ll have to call admissions and get this figured out.”

“But I tried that. They just put me on hold and no one ever talks to me. It took over an hour to get through to someone this morning.”

“Well then why did you leave this until the last minute? This is our busiest day of the year here. Why would you wait until today to make these arrangements?” He stared into my eyes with a dark, brooding look. He was making me feel stupid, and maybe I was stupid. Maybe it was foolish to wait until the morning of move-in day to make my arrangements. I had three months. I could have done it any day—and I kept meaning to call, but I kept putting it off. My friends kept convincing me to play games with them. They kept convincing me to go to movies with them. I kept convincing myself that sleeping in was worth putting that phone call off another day.

I let the summer break get away from me. I tried so hard not to think at all about school, and now I was screwed. I hadn’t even signed up for classes yet, and classes were due to begin in two days. But my senior year at high school had been so hectic. I hardly managed to get the grades I needed to university. I went into summer needing a break, and I just wasn’t able to let that break go. I held onto that free time like it was the last free time I would ever see in my life—and now I was paying the price.

“Please help me,” I said to the senior student.

“No,” he said bluntly, and then he walked over to the next person in line. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Perry,” the young man said. “Perry Hanson.”

“There you are. You’ll be up on the third floor. Thanks so much for sorting everything out before you arrived.” He looked over at me with a narrowed gaze. I looked away quickly, feeling especially idiotic now. I skirted out the side door to get some fresh air. I didn’t have money for a hotel, or even for a cheap motel. I hardly had enough money for lunch. I wasn’t planning on spending much money at all during my first semester. But now, I was homeless. I had nowhere to go.

I thought about calling my parents, but I hated the idea of admitting to them that I procrastinated and failed to do the one thing that they kept reminding me over and over and over to do. “If you don’t book your dorm, there won’t be anywhere for you to live,” my mom told me a dozen times. I rolled my eyes at her. I’d checked off the ‘dorm’ option on my application form when I applied for school. They told me that I’d been approved for a dorm, but I just had to arrange the details—which I did, that morning.

So surely, there was a dorm with my name on it. Surely, I just needed to talk to the right person to wiggle myself into a room. So I called admissions. I sat out on a bench for the next two hours with a racing heart. The summer sun was warm and even a bit irritating. I watched as students flooded into the dorm building. It seemed hard to believe that there could be an empty dorm in that busy building. But the incompetent girl on the phone promised me that there was something for me.

Finally, I got a response. “Admissions. Can you hold?”

“No,” I said. “This is urgent. I called this morning and was told that there was a dorm for me, and now the guy is telling me that I’m not on the list. The place is filling up. I have nowhere to go.”

“Can you hold?” she said again.

I groaned. It was a different voice—not the girl I dealt with that morning. “Fine!” I said. I bit down on my tongue, and then I spent another hour on hold. My phone battery was dying. I had nowhere to go to charge it. This day was quickly devolving into a nightmare.

“Sorry about the hold. How can I help you?” another new voice asked. Now, the summer sun was inching towards the horizon. It was getting late. There were almost no people left crowding the doors of the dormitory building. The campus was strangely quiet. Almost every single light was turned on inside of that building, and I could see students setting up their rooms. Which room was mine?

I explained my situation. It took me ten minutes to go through all the details. Then, instead of telling me where I was supposed to go or who I was supposed to talk to, the person said, “Why did you leave this until the last minute?”

I wanted to scream, but I bit my tongue. “It was a judgement error,” I said softly, through clenched teeth.

“Well, it was quite the error. I have to dig up your file. Are you sure you were told that you were put on the list? Because I don’t see you on the list.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. I wanted to curl up on that bench to cry. “That’s what I was told,” I said, still trying not to sound completely pathetic.

“Well I’ll pull up your file and see if there’s anything. Can you hold?”

“I—I guess so,” I said. I felt completely hopeless. I was already checking my bank balance to see if I had enough money to pay for a bus back to my parents’ house. They were going to be so ashamed of me. My mother was going to laugh at me. My father was going to scorn me, and he was probably going to make me work at his shop, cleaning bathrooms and scrubbing work buckets. Or maybe I could just get used to being homeless. It wasn’t cold out yet. I could sleep under a bridge until October. That was enough time to find some part-time job—just something that could make enough to pay for a room in some basement suite. I didn’t need much: just a bed and some walls. Or even just walls—I could manage without a bed.

“Are you still there?” the admissions woman asked.

“I’m here,” I said.

“So where are you now?”

“I’m outside the boys’ dorm building,” I said.

“It’s all full—fully booked. There are no rooms in there,” she said.

I felt my legs wobble, even though I was sitting. I was on the verge of throwing up. “Alright,” I said. “So what can I do?”

“It looks like they found you a room in the girls’ dorm,” she said. “It’s going to be a temporary arrangement. It’s technically against the rules, but it’s technically our fault that you don’t have a room in the boys’ dorm. We overbooked. So until we can sort out another arrangement, we have a room waiting for you over at the girls’ dorm. Understand?”

I sat up straight, feeling a tiny glimmer of hope. It wasn’t so much finding out that I had a place to stay as it was finding out that it wasn’t technically my fault… though I wouldn’t have been in this mess had I made the call I was supposed to make a bit sooner. Someone else would have been sitting on that bench, finding out they had to spend time in the girls’ dorm.

But how could I be mad? I’d spent most of that morning ogling the beautiful girls on that campus: all of the young women making their way to their dorms. I was going to be surrounded by beautiful women. I was going to be the only male within five hundred meters of hundreds of girls. They were probably going to end up fighting over me. Maybe they would take turns sneaking into my room to ride on my lap… A boy can dream.

“O—Okay,” I said, almost in disbelief.

“You were put on the girls’ list,” she said. “So head over there now, before they stop admitting students for the night.”

“I’ll go there now. Where is it?” I said, jumping up from the bench with my heavy bag slung over my shoulder.

She directed me to the building. It was a few blocks away, on a much nicer slice of the campus. There was a Starbucks across the street, and a spa next to it. I was twenty meters from the building and I could already smell perfume. Through the windows I could see feminine silhouettes: girls getting ready for bed as the final hours of the day approached.

A peculiar embarrassment began to set in. What if the girls didn’t want me? What if I made them uncomfortable? What if they petitioned to have me kicked out? What if they all hated me for invading their private space? What if I was never able to get a girlfriend because I was forever known as the guy who insisted on staying in the girls’ dorm?

A woman stepped out the front door. She stopped and stared at me. I stared back for a moment before looking away, feeling awkward. Maybe sleeping on the street was a better plan. Maybe it was best to stay out of the girls’ business.

“Are you Arthur?” she called out.

I remained still for a moment. “Yes. That’s my name,” I said.

“Why are you just standing there?” she called out. “Let me show you to your dorm.”

I was hesitant to approach. I didn’t want to be known as the guy who crashed the girls’ dorm. But what other options did I have? And maybe my initial fantasy was a possibility. Maybe the girls would all throw themselves at me, wanting to sleep with me because I was the only available boy in the building.

“Here’s two keys,” she said as I came close to her. “This one is for the front door; this one is for your room.”

The boys’ dorm didn’t have a key to get into the building. “Thanks,” I said softly, still feeling terribly embarrassed.

“Your room is upstairs. It’s actually one of the nicer rooms. We usually keep it reserved for… special students.”

“Special students?” I said.

She smiled and nodded her head. She was a round girl, with a bit of extra body weight, and lots of freckles across her nose and cheeks. “You know…” she said. “When students complain and their parents are especially difficult. Sometimes parents threaten to sue when they find out how small the rooms are. So we keep a bigger room upstairs that we move students to when they become a nuisance.”

“Am I a nuisance?” I asked, only half-joking.

She laughed. “Not yet.”

She started walking into the building. I followed her. A few steps in, I froze at the sight of five girls, wearing nothing but their underwear, prancing from the shared bathroom to one of their rooms. They were all holding Corona beer bottles. They were giggling.

“Are you coming?” my host asked me.

“Are you sure it’s okay that I’m here?” I said. I could feel myself turning red.

“Why?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

I looked around. One of the dorm doors was open and there was a girl inside the room, trying on a dress. I caught a glimpse of the side of her breast before she pulled the dress up.

Then my host giggled. “It’s fine, as long as you aren’t creepy. It’s just temporary. This happens from time to time. We have more rooms in the girls’ dorm than they have over in the boys’ dorm. Last year, we had a guy spend the whole year in that room right there. No one even noticed him there.”

I felt a bit of relief, though I wasn’t sure if she was being honest with me, or if she was just telling me nonsense to make me feel better. “Come on,” she said, so I followed her to the stairs. There was no elevator. On the way up, three girls skipped by us. They were dressed to go out to a party. One of the girls was wearing a skirt that was so short, and her undies were so minimal, I swear I saw her pussy when she was coming down the steps.

Now, that embarrassment was starting to turn into excitement. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe procrastinating was the best thing that I ever did.

One of the passing girls stopped. She was wearing a tight pink outfit, which almost looked like plastic, making her look like a Barbie Doll. She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Hey,” she said.

“Hi,” I said, feeling my skin turning dark red.

Then my host took my wrist. “Come on. Once you’re checked in, I’m done for the night. I’ve been on my feet since five this morning.” She tugged me away. I looked back at the living Barbie Doll and she looked at me with that heart-melting grin.

I was a virgin, but I had a feeling that was going to end in that girls’ dorm… And I was right, just not exactly how I was thinking.


CHAPTER 2
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My room was great. It was the biggest room in the building, with the best view of the campus. It had the biggest bed and the biggest closet (and it was apparently one of three closets in the whole place). It was one of ten rooms that only had one bed, so I didn’t have a roommate.

Once my host was gone, I fell onto my bed, bouncing on that soft mattress. Now, I wanted to call up my mother to laugh at her. She was so worried that I was going to be screwed—but now, I had the best room on the campus.

I closed my eyes and let out a deep sigh of relief. It was a long day.

There was a knock at my door. I sat up. “One second!” I said. I thought it was my host, coming back with something she forgot: maybe a pamphlet or some key to some workout room. Before I reached the door, it opened and two girls stepped into the room.

“Hey neighbor!” the blonde one said with a big smile. Her brunette friend stared at me with a big smile. Now, I was starting to feel like I’d slipped into some sort of fantasy realm. Maybe I passed out at some point and hit my head. Maybe I was in a coma. Maybe I died and this was heaven. I was literally surrounded by pretty, young women. What else could a man ask for?

“Hi there,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red.

“So you got the big room, huh?” said the brunette, looking around. “How did you swing that?”

Before I could answer, the blonde went to my window and said, “Nice view! We’re right next door, but there’s a big tree in front of our window. You’re so lucky.”

“I guess so,” I said with a small laugh. I didn’t want the girls to be too jealous. I didn’t need them lodging a complaint to have me thrown out. “It’s just temporary, until they can find me a dorm in the boys’ building.”

“Why not just stay here? This is where all the fun is,” said the blonde with a large smile. “This is my second year here. Last year was a blast. I was valedictorian at my high school—now I’m hardly passing.”

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to understand how it was a brag. Was she suggesting that they partied so much that she didn’t get any homework done?

Her friend sat down on my bed. “Nice bed,” she said. “It’s so… bouncy.” She had a grin on her face.

The blonde walked up next to me. She grabbed my arm. “This shirt looks so soft. Is it new?”

“Um. No. It’s about a year old,” I said.

Now she was feeling my arm.

I laughed nervously. “What are you doing?”

“Sorry. I got distracted,” she giggled. Were the girls hitting on me, or were they just teasing me? “I’m going out to a party tonight,” the blonde said. “I would invite you, but it’s a private thing. There’s going to be some boys there. Any chance you want to help me pick out a dress?”

“A dress?” I said. I was exhausted from the day, but I wasn’t about to turn down a chance to spend time with a beautiful blonde. Though I was starting to think she thought I was gay.

“I have three dresses and I can’t decide which one to wear. I need a boyfriend, so it only makes sense to have a boy pick out my dress for me.” She looked right into my eyes and smiled.

So I ended up in her dorm room, with her brunette friend sitting next to me. Her leg was pressed up against mine as she typed messages to her friends on Instagram. She kept gently kicking, gently brushing my thigh. I couldn’t tell if she was just oblivious or if she was trying to turn me on. Maybe the girls really were just trying to tease me.

The blonde turned her back to me and took off her top and her leggings. I looked away, afraid to stare at her ass while she bent over to pick up her first dress. My heart was racing.

The first dress was hot, with a long slit down the middle, showing off the middle of her chest, and the inner rounds of her breasts. “So I was thinking this dress, but I have two other good options,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said. My voice cracked embarrassingly.

Next, she tried on a small blue dress, which was cut a bit like it belonged on Sailor Moon. She did a spin in the dress. “I would wear it with those big white boots there. Do you want to see the dress with the boots? I’ll just try them on together so you can see the whole outfit?” She tried on the boots and did a little walk around the room.

Then, she tried on a small black dress: a lot like the first one, but it was velvety black and even shorter, showing off more leg (and more ass). “So which one do you like?” she asked.

“I don’t know. They’re all great,” I said. I had my legs crossed awkwardly, trying to hide the erection that I got from watching a beautiful blonde change multiple times right in front of me. Each time she changed I saw the bulge of her pussy in her panties. I saw her breasts through her nearly translucent bra. I swear I was even able to smell her warm pussy when she was in nothing but her tiny panties.

She rolled her eyes. “Typical boy answer. I need to know! It’s getting late.”

“I guess the blue one,” I said. My voice cracked again.

She giggled. “Really? Okay, if you say so.”

“They’re all fine,” I said.

The girl next to me giggled as well, as if my answer was funny. But I liked the dress. She looked good in it—and the boots were hot too.

She got into the dress and the boots and then she stood in front of me. “You’re picking this?” she asked.

Before I could reply, the brunette girl took me by the hand and pulled, trying to make me stand up. “Come to my room now and help me pick out a dress. Kari’s taken up enough of your time. That’s all she gets.” But I couldn’t stand up because I was still erect. I needed to keep my legs crossed.

“Can’t you try them on in here?” I asked. I felt hot. I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

“Just come,” she said, rolling her eyes.

She pulled me hard, making me stand up. I prayed she wouldn’t notice my erect bulge—and she didn’t… but her friend did.

The blonde laughed and skipped over to me. “Is that for me?” she said, reaching down and touching the tip of my erect penis through my jeans. She giggled and I felt like dying. “So you really do like the blue dress, huh?” The girls laughed at me, humiliating me. I was red all over. I wanted to lock myself in my new dorm room and never come out.

“Don’t be so shy!” the blonde said. “It’s a compliment. You know how hard it was to get my ex up like that? It definitely wasn’t as easy as putting on a few dresses!”

“I’m sorry,” I said, and then they laughed at me again.

“Sorry for what? For thinking I’m hot? Don’t apologize. C’mon. We’re going to be so late.”

So the brunette tried on three or four dresses in her room, making me judge each one. She even made me pick out a set of undies to match. She went into the corner to change her undies. And why were these girls so comfortable around me? Why were they perfectly fine changing in front of me? Were they trying to seduce me, or did they not see me as a threat whatsoever?

I took a deep breath and forced a smile onto my face. “If that’s all, I should be getting some sleep. It’s been a long day,” I said, standing up while I didn’t have an embarrassing erection. The girls giggled. Maybe I was embarrassing myself by leaving. Maybe I was supposed to make some sort of move on one of them. Maybe I was supposed to get into bed with both of them. I’d heard of college threesomes, and maybe that’s what they wanted. But my shy virginity was getting the better of me. I needed to get out of that room so I could breathe. And I was relieved once I was back at my room—and full of regret. I instantly slapped myself across the face. “Why didn’t you make a move!?” I said to myself. I felt so dumb.

But it wasn’t the last chance I was going to get.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwoke up the next morning to the sound of giggling. I rolled over and rubbed my eyes, and then I nearly screamed when I saw half a dozen girls in my dorm room. They were all trying on clothes and whispering to one another, as if there was at least a little bit of effort not to wake me up.

I sat up quickly, pulling my blanket over my bare chest. I wasn’t thrilled to show off my lack of muscle mass. “What—What are you all doing in my room?” I said.

“You have the only closet on the floor,” said one of the girls as she stood in nothing but a pink bra and a pink pair of panties. She turned back to the closet, which was now stuffed with girls’ clothing.

I won’t lie: I was a little bit annoyed. I liked being surrounded by beautiful women—but I also liked my privacy and I appreciated peace and quiet. Now, there was a girl sitting on my legs as she tried to pull stockings up her legs.

One of the girls skipped over to me while I was rubbing more sleep out from my eyes. “You’re a boy,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I have a date with a boy tonight. I really like these brown shoes, but Stacy thinks I should wear the black ones. What do you think of the brown ones?” She lifted her foot and placed it down in front of me. Her bare toes were inches from my face, and I could see right up her skirt.

“I—I like the brown ones just fine,” I said.

“Don’t you think they’re cute?” she asked with glowing eyes.

“Yeah. I guess so,” I said.

“Don’t just guess. I need to know. Are they cute or not?”

Now a few of the girls were staring at me, waiting for me to answer, as if my answer actually mattered. And maybe it did matter. Maybe I needed to seem genuinely interested if I was going to keep getting attention. I liked my privacy, but I wasn’t going to turn down the attention, and I certainly wasn’t going to do anything to stop half-naked girls from entering into my dorm room. So I forced a smile and said, “They’re super cute.”

Her face lit up. She turned to Stacy. “I told you.”

Stacy rolled her eyes. “Whatever. They’re both cute, I guess.”

And then the girls kept trying on clothes. A few other girls came in with piles of outfits. They pushed them into the closet, which was apparently now the communal closet. None of them seemed to care that I was a man. One girl even got completely naked in front of me before putting on a dress.

It was about an hour before I grabbed my laptop and said, “I just have a bit of work to do, ladies. I still have to sign up for classes.” I thought it would be a good way to get the girls to leave, but most of them ignored me. The ones that didn’t ignore me hopped onto my bed and sat next to me, cuddling up to me. “What classes are you going to take?” they asked.

“You should take fashion. I’m majoring in fashion. We can be in the class together!”

“If there’s room in chemistry, you should take chemistry with me. I need it for my degree, but I hate chemistry. I don’t want to do it alone.”

“No, don’t take chemistry! Take film studies. The boys in film studies are the cutest.”

I paused and looked over at the blonde who made the statement. Why would I care about cute boys? I wasn’t gay. Did they think that I was gay? “I’m not really into guys,” I said with an awkward smile.

“Well I’ll be there too,” she said with a small smile, apparently not at all embarrassed by her blunder.

And I wasn’t too upset. I was still surrounded by cute girls.

I went back to my duties, signing up for classes. But there wasn’t much left. Classes were mostly full. I ended up signing up for the few classes that were left: art history, math, astronomy, archaeology, and linguistics. I still didn’t know what I was going to major in, but I had a feeling it wasn’t anything to do with the classes I ended up in.

But the girl next to me, Erin, was in the same morning archaeology class. “We’re going to sit together,” she said with a bright smile. She put her hand on my arm and giggled. “We can pick out outfits together before class.”

“Sure,” I said, looking into her eyes. She was cute. She had bright blue eyes and a thin body, but big breasts. She was now wearing a blouse and a pair of tiny short shorts that were basically just panties. She smelled like flowers and vanilla, and I could already see myself losing my virginity to her. Maybe she was girlfriend material. Was I boyfriend material?

There was a big party across the street at a sorority house that afternoon. It was a girls-only party, so I wasn’t invited, and I ended up being the only person left in that entire dorm building once the party was underway. I could see the party from my window: crowded with girls in slutty outfits. The music was loud and booming. Police cruisers kept making slow passes, making sure things weren’t getting out of hand. Guys kept showing up to get in, but they were all turned away. It was a strict girls-only rule.

It was nice to have some peace and quiet, but it was short lived. As I opened up my computer to chat with some friends from my hometown, my door opened. A girl holding a red Solo cup came in, giggling. “Hey!” she said. I could tell from that one word that she was drunk. She wasn’t slurring, but she was louder than she needed to be.

“Hey there,” I said. I didn’t recognize her, but she seemed to recognize me. I assumed she was there for the closet. And I was right: she had a red stain on her dress.

“I had an accident,” she said. She covered her mouth before giggling.

“It happens,” I said.

She went to the closet and pulled out a dress. Then she wriggled out of her stained dress. She paused suddenly and looked back at me with a grin. I looked away quickly.

“Are you watching me?” she asked.

“What? No? I—I’m just on my computer.”

“You were looking at me,” she said. “It’s okay. I don’t mind. I’m a virgin, you know.”

I froze up. Why was she telling me this, half-naked in my bedroom? “O—Okay,” I said.

“I have a boyfriend,” she said, narrowing her eyes.

“Okay,” I said. “Lucky guy.”

“He is,” she said.

I smiled and nodded my head, and then I turned my attention back to my computer. Then she giggled. “I’ve never given him a blowjob, but I think he wants one.”

I just smiled and nodded, not sure how else to respond.

“Can I practice on you?” she asked.

Then my heart stopped for a moment. My lips parted and a small gasp escaped my lips. “W—What?” I said.

“It’s just practice, so I don’t embarrass myself with my boyfriend. You’re, like, one of the girls—so it’s not weird.” She smiled big with rosy cheeks.

“Um,” I said. My heart throttled hard against my ribcage. Was she serious or was she messing with me?

“Oh c’mon. You aren’t actually turning down a blowjob, are you?”

“No—No, of course not!” I said.

“I have an idea,” she said. “Just to make it less weird. You can put on a dress. Then it will be like you’re just one of the girls, and we’re just messing around—like girlfriends.” She had a big smile. I could feel my face turning white.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“Just put on a cute dress. Then it will be like I’m sucking a strap-on. We did that at a house party last year—we all had to suck a strap-on as a dare. It was just girls messing around.”

She staggered slightly. She really was drunk and she was making very little sense. “I don’t think that’s a great idea,” I said.

“Okay, then no blowjob,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. She rolled her eyes with a big grin on her face. My heart dropped into my stomach. I couldn’t lose out on the blowjob—if she was serious. I wanted that blowjob. I wanted to experience her mouth around my cock. I’d spent at least six years dreaming of the day a girl offered to suck me off.

“Okay, fine. I’ll wear a dress,” I said. “If that’s what you want. But let’s just lock the door, okay?” I got up and went to the door. By the time I flicked the lock, she already had a dress in her hand. She held it up. “Get naked for me and put it on.”

Then she pulled down her bra to show me her tits, as if that would prove to me that she was serious about the offer. She had great breasts. They were round and bouncy and big. I wanted to bury my face in them. Maybe this blowjob could evolve into more. Maybe this could be my way of losing my virginity.

“O—Okay. Whatever,” I said. I jumped to my feet and stripped down. I hesitated before taking off my undies. I was a bit afraid of her seeing my already-erect cock—but she was going to see it eventually. What if she thought I was small? What if the sight of my erection turned her off?

I took a deep breath and then I slid the undies down. She stared between my legs, looking at my throbbing shaft. Her eyes lit up and she bit down on her bottom lip. Then she tossed me the dress. “Put it on,” she said. “Quickly.”

I wriggled into the dress. It was tight, but not too tight. It was short, hardly covering my legs. My cock held up the skirt of the dress, which was a bit embarrassing. She grabbed some bra pads from the communal closet and skipped them over to me. She pressed them into the chest of my dress, and then she stepped back. “You look cute. The dress suits you perfectly,” she said.

“Okay,” I said awkwardly.

She looked into my eyes and smiled. Then she sunk slowly to her knees. “A deal’s a deal,” she said. She reached under my skirt and grabbed onto my cock firmly. I gasped.

“That’s a bit too hard,” I said.

She smiled. “Okay. How’s this?”

“Better,” I said.

“Do you like this?” she asked as she began to stroke my shaft with her clenched grip.

“That’s nice,” I said. My legs were shaking. I felt so stupid in that dress. This wasn’t exactly my dream. I didn’t love that my first blowjob memory would include myself in a dress—but I couldn’t turn down the opportunity. She giggled as she stroked me.

“It’s so hard,” she said. “Are you always this hard when you’re with girls?”

I was in a frozen state of fear, unsure of how to answer the question.

“I can feel it throbbing,” she said with a giggle. She was fascinated by the cock; it was the first one she’d ever been with, supposedly. “I’m going to suck it now.”

“Okay,” I said. My voice cracked. She leaned forward and started sucking. I watched as her head bobbed back and forth. Her plump lips were squished around my girth. I could hear her tongue slurping around my meat. She was pretty good for a first-timer—but then again, I was also a first-timer. Maybe she was only mediocre—or maybe she was trash. I had no point of reference.

“It feels really good,” I said.

She slurped some more and bobbed her head faster. I felt so weird, looking down and seeing myself in that pink dress. It was a weird sight. I hated that the dress fit me just fine. But I couldn’t complain; I was getting a blowjob, after all.

“Just like that. Don’t stop,” I said. Her lips were gliding over the perfect spot, caressing my shaft beautifully.

I groaned. I turned my head to the side, to avoid having to see my dress-clad body, but the side wasn’t any better. There was a mirror on the closet door, so now I was just looking at myself. And from the distance, I looked even more like a girl in that stupid dress. So I closed my eyes.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Look at me.”

I forced my eyes opened and I looked down into her eyes. Now, she was gently licking the tip of my tongue. “Does this feel good?” she asked as the very tip of her tongue teased the small hole on the tip of my erect penis.

I nodded my head. But instead of looking at her amazing tongue, I was looking at my dress. I couldn’t stop looking at it. It was so out of place. It was so hard not to focus on it. I groaned.

“Does it feel really good?” she asked with big, bright eyes.

I nodded my head. Then I let out a loud groan and I came unexpectedly, spewing her face with thick cream. She gasped and turned her face away, leaving my cock completely alone as it came by itself. “I’m so sorry!” I said as my thick, long streaks of cum plastered her hair and visage.

“Ew!” she said, but she wasn’t moving away enough to avoid the blasts. By the time I clued in and grabbed my cock to turn it away, I was already done coming, and her face was already dripping. Her makeup was ruined. “It’s everywhere,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. Was I not supposed to come? Wasn’t that what she wanted? Wasn’t that the proof she needed to know that she was good at sucking cocks? “I’ll help you clean it up.”

“Don’t. I’m fine,” she said, springing to her feet. But I could tell she was angry. I didn’t want her to leave angry. I didn’t want her telling everyone about this. So I followed her. I chased her into the hallway as she went to the bathroom.

“I’m really sorry. I didn’t know that I wasn’t supposed to do that,” I said.

“I said it’s fine!” she said without looking back at me. She went into the communal bathroom where the showers were, and I followed her, feeling like an idiot and a creep at the same time. But I felt like I needed to get one last word in.

I went inside. “It won’t happen again,” I said. “If you want to practice again, I’ll warn you. I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen…” Then I noticed the five girls standing by the mirror, now looking over at me. They were doing their makeup, and now they were staring at me in my dress.

I felt the color wash away from my face. When they started giggling, I almost fainted. I was so humiliated. It wasn’t worth the blowjob. I should have never put on that stupid dress. Now, this was an image none of them would ever forget. And it was a moment I certainly wasn’t ever going to forget.
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My plan was to stay locked in my room, but it was only a couple of hours before girls started knocking at my door, wanting in to get into the closet. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t there, but they were persistent, and it was obvious that I was there. I’m sure they could hear me breathing through the thin dorm walls.

So I let them in. Most of them just went to the closet to conduct their business, but some of them looked at me and giggled, as if I was some sort of freak. I could see them whispering but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I’m sure they were spreading rumors: making up reasons why I was wearing a dress and running around that dorm building. I wanted to stand up on my bed and tell them all that the girl gave me no choice if I wanted a blowjob, but I also didn’t want to sound desperate, and I had a feeling they weren’t going to believe me anyway. So I let them giggle and I let them gossip. I tried to own what happened, pretending like I wasn’t bothered by the giggling and gossiping and the smirking glances.

But things hadn’t really changed. The girls continued asking me what they should wear. They kept changing in front of me. They kept gathering around me when they wanted to know what I thought they should do with their hair before their parties and dates.

And now, they were also doing their makeup in my room. Apparently, it was the most spacious room, and I hadn’t claimed my desk, so my desk became the communal makeup station. The girls would take turns sitting in my chair, getting dolled up. The corner of the room was the hair station. One of the girls brought in a large mirror and propped it against the wall, and they would take turns primping and curling and straightening their hair. The room started getting quite warm from all the bodies and the irons.

It was Sunday night when the girls came into my room and insisted that I do a facemask with them. “We bought you one. You have to do it!” they insisted. I was reluctant, already feeling awkward around them. They were treating me like one of them, and that was losing its appeal. At first, it was fun to be around beautiful women. Now, I just felt like they were sucking something from my soul. They were meddling around in my brain, making me feel even more vulnerable than I felt before I moved into that dorm building.

I put on the facemask and sat with the girls. One of the girls put a romance movie on her laptop, and we all watched it together while the facemask cream deeply moisturized my skin.

Then they put on another movie. We washed off our facemasks and then one of the girls took out a box of Nair hair removal strips. Now it was a waxing party, and the girls were taking turns waxing one another. I was tempted to ask them to leave until one girl slipped down her panties and asked another girl to wax her pussy for her. “Be gentle—please,” she said. And I was left in a state of frozen shock, able to see the girl’s skinny, tight teen pussy. I watched through the corner of my eye as her friend gently pushed little strips around her lips. As she pushed down, those lips gentle spread open, and I swear I could smell the sweet tinge of her vagina for a brief moment. And while the girl pushed the strips down, I swear I heard a moan.

“Can I wax your legs?” one of the girls asked me.

“What? Why?” I said.

“Every guy should wax his legs,” said another girl. “Hairy legs were such a 2010’s thing.”

“It was?” I said. My heart was racing. Were they screwing with me?

“If you don’t like it, the hair grows back,” said one girl as she rolled her eyes. “Just try it.”

Now the girls were all staring at me with their smiling glares, putting pressure on me, making me feel like I had no other option. I stuttered and squirmed. I looked down at my legs.

“I don’t know,” I said. But I wanted to make them happy, and I wanted them to be close to me. I’d already gotten a small taste of what happened when the girls trusted me. I wanted to be their blowjob practice boy. I wanted them to come to me whenever they were unsure if their tits were perfect or not. Just that morning, one of the girls had asked me to squeeze her breasts, to make sure they were soft enough. “I don’t have old lady boobs, do I?” she asked me. And I got to squeeze them for nearly three straight minutes before I made me verdict. Her breasts were perfect.

“C’mon, Arthur. Don’t be a drag!” said a short blonde with big, possibly fake, lips.

So I let them do it; I let them wax my legs. And they didn’t stop at my legs. They did my chest and they did my armpits and they did my ass and then they begged me to do around my cock. Letting them do it was the best thing I ever did, because it turned into a sexual favor. I got a bit hard when they were rubbing their strips around my shaft. One of the girls giggled and grabbed my cock. “I think he likes it!” she announced. The other girls giggled as well. “Do you like it, Arthur?”

“I’m sorry,” I said with red cheeks. I was completely tense, with my cock in the grip of a confident young woman.

“Don’t be sorry. It’s okay to like it,” she said. Then, to my shock, the girls took turns jerking me off, giggling while they did it. Then they pulled off the hair and I screamed—then the jerking started up again.

“I’ve never seen a boy come before,” said the short blonde, leaning in closely.

“Not even in porn?” asked one girl.

“I don’t watch porn!”

“It’s super weird,” said a freckled redhead.

“I dare you to taste it!” said another girl.

They were all fascinated by my throbbing, erect cock. I didn’t stop them from taking turns. I didn’t last long. The second one of the girls leaned in and licked the tip of my cock on a dare, I came. They all winced away as cum blasted up into the air, and then they laughed ferociously as cum began to splatter all over my stomach, chest, and pelvis. Then they all dared the blonde to lick it off of me, and she did it.

I was thrilled. My heart was pounding as the memory played back, over and over in my head. But the night wasn’t over. It was late—just six hours before my first class in the morning—and now the girls wanted to play dress up. They went to the closet and pulled out a bunch of outfits. They started trying them on while I started dozing off. Then a dress was shoved into my arms. “Try it on. I think it would look great on you.”

“I’m not a cross-dresser,” I said, suddenly wide-awake. I could feel myself turning dark red as the memory of that embarrassing bathroom incident came rushing back to me.

“Just try it on! Don’t be a pussy, Arthur!”

The girls made me do it. They pressured me. I didn’t want to let them down. I wanted them to keep coming into my room, using my body as their own personal experimentation doll. So I put on the dress. It fit me just fine. It was short and floral, with puffy sleeves and exposed shoulders. They girls were thrilled, giggling and clapping. Some new girls came into the room to see what the commotion was about. “Oh my gosh, that dress looks so cute on her!”

I was too embarrassed to tell her that I wasn’t a ‘her’. But the girls didn’t seem to care. They just went about their business. I was pushed in front of a mirror and told to look at myself. “You’re so lucky,” a girl said to me.

“Why?” I asked.

“Your body is ideal. It’s, like, made for dresses. Maybe it’s your long legs—or your waist. Gosh, I’m so jealous.”

The girls made me spin, so I could admire my own backside. But I wasn’t in an admiring mood. I was just downright embarrassed. I felt like they were making fun of me. I felt like I was going to spend the rest of my life regretting all of this. Was it worth the odd sexual favor the girls threw my way? I didn’t like being on display. And was the whole university going to find out about this? Was this going to be my reputation?


CHAPTER 5
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My first class of my university experience wouldn’t have been so bad had it not been for the fact that I was wearing panties instead of my boxers underneath my jeans. The girls moved my boxers while putting their own stuff in my closet, and nobody could remember where they put them. “Just wear panties,” said Krissy, as if it was such an obvious solution. And I didn’t have much of an option. I had to wear something underneath my jeans, to keep everything in place, so I wouldn’t get any awkward bulges.

So I was wearing a pair of black lacy panties underneath my jeans. And the jeans felt strange against my bare, waxed legs. At first it was uncomfortable; I was worried that people could tell that I was wearing panties and all of my body hair had been waxed away. But as the day went on, I started to feel more and more comfortable. Nobody was looking at me strangely, and I kind of liked the way the tight panties hugged everything close together while leaving my bum and thighs totally free to breathe.

I got so used to the feeling that I didn’t bother looking for my boxers the next morning. I just grabbed another pair of panties and went about my day as if nothing was unusual. I felt a bit embarrassed with myself, but I didn’t feel like lying to myself: if it was more comfortable, then it was more comfortable. Why fight it?

At the end of that week, they announced a new rule in our dorm building: no sleeping naked. Apparently, there had been a big issue the previous year with a fire drill; dozens of girls ended up standing on the street in the middle of January with no clothes on, almost freezing to death. In case almost freezing to death wasn’t bad enough, a number of older women in the apartment building across the street called the police and insisted that charges be laid against the girls for public indecency.

So we were all told to go out and buy pajamas. I didn’t have money for pajamas, so I just slept in a t-shirt and jeans. I didn’t even have a pair of sweatpants.

I tossed and turned and had a terrible sleep. In the morning, one of the girls asked me why I looked so tired. “I’ve always slept naked,” I said with rosy cheeks. And then I explained to her that I was saving money and couldn’t afford pajamas.

The girl didn’t say anything—not to me, anyway. She went and told the other girls, and then they came in that night with their little nighties. “You can wear this! It’s super comfortable.”

I turned their offers down, but they kept insisting. “Just try it on! It’s just for sleeping. You won’t die from wearing a nightie to sleep.” The insisting continued until I caved. The girls were good at being persistent. So I caved and put on the nightie and had one of the best sleeps of my life, cradled by satin, which was tight in all the right places and flowy in all the right places. Why couldn’t men’s sleepwear be that comfortable?

I wasn’t worried about a fire alarm. Even if there was a raging fire, I would strip down and run out naked before being caught outside of that building in a women’s pink nightie.

And it wasn’t until a few days later before I started feeling awkward about the whole situation. I found myself changing from a nightie into panties so I could go to class. One of the girls even convinced me to try wearing her lace bodysuit instead of panties. “It feels so nice under clothes,” she told me, and she was right: it really felt amazing underneath my jeans and sweater. I loved the way the soft fabric hugged my skin.

That evening, when I returned to my room and finally had that room to myself, I locked the door and took off my jeans and sweater. I looked into the mirror and stared at myself for a long time. My stomach churned as a new sensation washed over me. It wasn’t the embarrassment or the awkwardness; it was something else… I felt sexy in the outfit.

Now, I was looking at my curves. I was admiring my body, which was accentuated by the cute little bodysuit. I put my hands on myself and gently rubbed my own body. I reached down to feel my smooth thighs. Then I reached up to feel my face. After half a dozen facemasks, my visage was starting to feel different—and it was starting to look strangely different. My skin was smoother, making my eyes look somehow bigger. My eyelashes even looked darker, but maybe that was because my complexion was a bit paler.

There was a knock at the door. I jumped and nearly gasped. I quickly put my sweater and jeans back on and then I opened the door. Karli was standing in the hallway. “Sorry to bug you, Arthur. I just need to grab a couple of things from the closet.”

“No problem,” I said with a smile. I could feel that I was blushing, but I don’t think she noticed.

She went to the closet and I sat down on my bed, with my computer on my lap. I tried to mind my business, and then I noticed that she was trying on shoes, trying to pick out the best pair for whatever it was she was going out to do. “Got a date?” I asked.

“Just a little house party with some friends,” she said.

I smiled and looked back at my computer. Then I noticed her pulling out a pair of brown open-toed shoes. For some reason, I found myself staring. I was strangely captivated as she pulled the shoes onto her feet and wiggled her little toes. She had her toenails painted a soft pink color. I watched for a long moment, unable to look away.

Next, she tried on a pair of black strappy heels. Then she tried on a pair of classic red heels. She wasn’t asking for my opinion, but I felt strangely compelled to give it. “I like the brown ones,” I said.

She looked back at me with a soft smile. “You think so?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “They’re cute.”

She smiled bigger. “I like them too,” she said.

Then she started sorting through dresses, and once again, I found myself captivated, watching with great interest. I felt like my eyes were glowing while I watched. I watched how each dress hugged her curves, and it wasn’t until she was settled on a small blue dress that I realized I wasn’t even looking at her naked body in between outfits—I was just looking at the dresses. And it wasn’t until she was gone that I started to imagine myself wearing those same dresses.

I stood up slowly and meandered over to the door. I peeked out into the hallway to make sure no more girls were coming to visit, then I locked the door. I slipped out from my clothes, leaving that tight bodysuit on my body. Then I started trying on the same dresses—and the same pairs of heels, minus the outfit she took with her when she left.

My heart was racing. I felt so wrong—and so naughty. I didn’t want to be caught. I didn’t want anyone to ever find out what I was doing. But I couldn’t help myself—I had to do it. I had to feel those dresses on my body. I had to see how each one looked hugging my skin. And they looked so cute. They all made me look so sexy and so curvy. Why did the dresses fit me so well? Why did I like having them on my body? What was wrong with me?

I couldn’t stop trying outfits on. I would put one on, pose for three minutes in front of the mirror, and then I would move onto the next. And it wasn’t just dresses: I was putting on fishnet stockings, thigh-high socks, panties, lingerie, lacy gloves, chokers, clip-on earrings, and it wasn’t long before I found myself in front of the girls’ makeup desk. With a trembling hand, I put on a bit of mascara. I put some lip-gloss onto my lips. I brushed a bit of blush onto my cheeks. I looked in the mirror and smiled. I almost looked like a girl.

I suddenly heard music. I paused for a moment before walking over to the window. The sorority across the road was having another party. All of the girls from the dorm were flooding into the doors. Men were present at this one as well. Now, I felt even more comfortable, knowing our building was mostly empty. So I kept getting dolled up. I was having fun in a strange way. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding, and I liked it.

I ended up in a tiny black dress, with black lace lingerie underneath and a black choker around my throat. I had strappy black heels on my feet, which looked fantastic. I even found a small bottle of pink nail polish on the desk, but I resisted the urge to put it on my toes.

I looked back down at that party and I thought about going down. I got such a rush out of the idea of showing up. I looked in the mirror. I hardly recognized myself, and I was practically a stranger to everyone in that university. I hadn’t made any friends yet, aside from a few girls in my dorm building. But would they recognize me? I looked around and then I noticed a wisp of hair in the corner of the closet, coming out from a box. I pounced and pulled the box open, and to my delight it was filled with wigs.

I must have tried on eight wigs before I settled on a long brown wig, with blonde highlights. It looked so cute on me, and it gave me that final push into looking convincing as a woman. I looked back out the window. I thought about going down, blending in, seeing if I could pass, seeing if a man would come up and hit on me. Maybe someone would call me sexy and tell me what I already knew.

Then, I froze. Reality finally came rushing back to me. I turned back to that mirror and pulled off that wig. My face was bone-white now. What was I doing? Had I lost my mind? Had I snapped? I took a deep breath and rushed over to the box of makeup wipes. I needed to get cleaned up. I couldn’t let myself cave to these strange desires.

I shoved that outfit back into the closet and I made sure every speck of makeup was off of my face. Then I crawled into my bed and I forced myself to close my eyes, hoping that I would wake up feeling normal. But those new desires didn’t go anywhere.


CHAPTER 6
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Itried so hard to ignore the girls as they came and left my dorm room. I was once again tempted to close my door and tell the girls to find another closet, but I couldn’t just turn them away. There were too many benefits, like the young blonde who came into my room and asked if I would practice kissing with her. We practiced kissing for about ten minutes, and then she went down on me. I went down on her too, and it was the first time my tongue had ever touched a pussy.

When we were finished fooling around, she asked me a strange question. “Have you ever thought about sucking a cock?”

“What?” I said. “Why would you ask me that?” I felt offended. Why did these girls all assume that I was gay? Was it because I was short and thin?

“I’ve thought about going down on girls before,” she said. “Sometimes I wonder if I’m a lesbian. Don’t tell anyone—nobody knows.” Her face turned red. “I’m just wondering if it’s normal for people to fantasize about being with the same sex. So I’m assuming you’ve never thought about sucking a dick then?”

“I haven’t,” I said. “But I don’t think it’s weird that you’ve thought about going down on a girl.” My voice cracked awkwardly.

“When I was kissing you, I was imagining that I was kissing a girl.” She laughed nervously. “I don’t know why I’m telling you all this. I guess I trust you in a weird way. You don’t mind me opening up, do you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t mind.”

She stared into my eyes. “Your lips are really soft—kind of like a girl’s lips. I’ve kissed a girl, at a party. Nobody saw.”

I smiled and nodded awkwardly. Then, a tingling crept deep into my body. I had an idea, but it seemed awkward and embarrassing. “I can put on some lip gloss and we can kiss again, if you want to see how it feels.”

Her eyes lit up, then her cheeks turned dark red. “Really?” she said.

“Sure. I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me.” I was trying to sound cool, but I had a bad feeling that I was just coming off as more in the closet. I went to the desk and grabbed the lip gloss. My heart fluttered. I put some on my lips and then I noticed the mascara. Maybe I could make the experience even better for her, so I put on some mascara, and a quick touch of eyeliner, and a bit of blush. I sprayed a bit of perfume onto the top of my chest. She was looking at me nervously, full of excitement. I paused for a moment. “Want me to put on a dress or something?” I asked.

“You don’t mind?” she asked softly.

I shrugged my shoulders and went to the closet. I grabbed a bra and a little dress. I slipped on a pair of tight panties, so she wouldn’t feel my cock rubbing against her. Finally, I put on that same brunette wig from the other night. Then I walked over to her. She smiled and blushed. I’m sure I was blushing more. I gently put my hands on her sides and we kissed.

Now, she was kissing me with much more passion. I could taste my own cum on her lips from when I finished in her mouth just minutes before. I kind of liked the taste. I’m sure she could taste her own pussy on my lips, and she seemed to like it, even sticking her tongue deep into my mouth. We moved to the bed. We made out for at least twenty minutes. Then she got up, blushing all over, and said, “I’ll be right back.” I assumed she had to use the bathroom, or maybe she was getting her period. I knew almost nothing about women, having grown up in a male household (my mother was hardly ever home, working long hours at the hospital).

The girl came back and we went right back to kissing. We kissed for another ten minutes, and then she rolled me onto my stomach. She gently pulled up my dress, and then she went down, this time to eat out my asshole as if it was a pussy. She licked deep and moaned with delight. I took a series of deep breaths, relaxing into the bed. I’d never had my asshole licked before, but I liked it. I liked it a lot more than I was expecting.

Then she crawled on top of me. She pulled my dress up higher, and then I felt something: something hard and dull sliding up between my butt cheeks. I paused for a long moment before looking back. “What is that?” I asked.

She grinned. “Just relax,” she said softly. And then I felt the tip pressing up between my butt cheeks.

“Why? What is it?” I asked, starting to panic.

“It’ll be fun. Just relax.” Then she pushed in, penetrating me. The object was lubricated, and it was strapped around her waist. The little closet-lesbian had snuck a strap-on back into my dorm room. And now, I was being penetrated, losing my anal virginity. I groaned and clenched and squirmed. She pushed in slowly, gently rubbing my back. I heard her giggle at one point, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the other girls were in on it. Was this some sort of humiliation attempt?

I tried to look back. She was smiling—and glowing all over. She was in her element, doing something she’d clearly been dreaming of doing. Maybe I could endure it. Maybe I could let her have her little moment.

So I bit my tongue and relaxed my anus. I let that cock slip deep into my ass and then I moaned loudly. She pushed that cock all the way into my ass, and then she started to pump. She gripped my hips with both hands and thrusted in and out. Thankfully, it didn’t hurt. I was expecting pain, but instead, there was just a dull emptiness followed by a dull fullness. It was weird, but it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, once I started to relax, it was actually kind of nice. There was a strange tingling between my legs that was a bit pleasant.

And that tingling grew stronger and stronger as she began to thrust harder and harder. I bit down on my pillow and felt my anus stretching out—expanding to accommodate her big strap-on dildo. I clutched the bed sheets with both hands and felt her pelvis slap against my tush. “Shit!” I moaned.

She moaned too. She was loving every second of it. I looked back and saw that she had a hand between her legs. She was rubbing her clit underneath that cock. She was on the verge of an orgasm, and I felt like I was about to orgasm, even though my cock was flaccid and I wasn’t touching it.

She pumped fast and hard, sinking deep. My legs trembled and I let out a cry. Then, cum began to ooze out from my flaccid cock, pooling on the mattress between my legs. I felt embarrassed, but exhilarated at the same time. The euphoria was unreal.

And I felt another sensation: I felt sexy. I curved my back and purred like a kitten. She leaned over me and I turned to make our lips connect. We shared tongues. I felt like a woman, and I liked it.

Her hands caressed my body. She pulled out from my ass and then I rolled onto my back. We pressed ourselves together and continued to make out. She clutched my breasts and squeezed. Then I reached down to finger her pussy under her cock. But my hand ended up finding that shaft. I gripped it and stroked it as if it was real, as if she could feel something. But I could feel something—and I liked it. I liked feeling like a slut. I liked that sexy feeling that was tingling all over.


CHAPTER 7
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The next week was filled with cross-dressing. Each night, after everyone went to sleep, I would lock the door and spend two or three hours trying on clothes and putting on makeup. I was getting pretty good at doing my makeup. I could do a variety of cute looks, and each day I was more convincing.

I discovered that I loved skirts more than anything. I loved short skirts most of all, especially the high-waisted ones with cute pleats. Putting on a skirt put me into another universe. I became a whole different person. I swear I could even talk like a girl when I was wearing a skirt. And I’d started practicing talking like a girl in the mirror, once everyone was asleep.

It was a Tuesday afternoon when I decided to take my female guise out of the dorm building. I took a cute outfit (pink skirt, white blouse, black flats) to one of the university bathrooms, between my classes. I locked myself in a stall and got myself dolled up. It was the biggest rush of my life. My heart was pounding ferociously. I knew that I was probably making a massive mistake, but I couldn’t help it; I had to try it out. Once I was properly dolled up, I snuck out from the bathroom. I went down the long, quiet hallway, and I slipped into a lecture hall. I was surrounded by students, listening to a long lecture. It wasn’t one of my classes. It was a literature class, but I didn’t care about the class. I just wanted to see what would happen; I wanted to see if people would look at me strangely. I wanted to see if I would get called out.

I knew nobody in that class. It was mostly men, mostly second and third-year students. None of them had ever seen me and none of them would ever see me again. I sat down in a middle seat with my pounding heart. I felt a few gazes turning my way. I caught one boy looking at me with a smile. I smiled back. I just sat for an hour and reveled in that airy feeling: those soft clothes, in public, seemingly with no consequences. There would be no consequences as long as I didn’t do anything to compromise my identity.

When the class was over, I kept sitting. I let the place clear out mostly before I stood up. I could still feel a few gazes watching me, enjoying me. They weren’t making fun of me. They didn’t know that I wasn’t really a girl. I didn’t know how I could tell, but I could tell. I was passing, and I liked it.

So I did it again the next day, this time going to another class on the other side of the campus. I just sat down and listened to the lecture between my own classes. This time, a boy sat down next to me and said, “Hey there. I just wanted to say that I really like your outfit. It’s cute.”

I smiled and blushed, but I didn’t respond with words. I was too shy to use my words. I didn’t want to out myself. I knew I couldn’t let myself get carried away, even though that was exactly what I was doing.

I knew I was getting carried away. I knew that I was venturing into taboo territory. I knew that I was setting myself up for a terrible humiliation—and for what? Was it worth it? What exactly was I getting out of this ridiculousness? Why couldn’t I stop myself?

I would change back into my boy clothes in the bathroom, using lots of makeup wipes to clean my face, and then I would head back to the dorm building as a man, to enjoy the company of the girls through the evening, as they filtered in and out of my room, using that closet and changing in front of that mirror.

I had a good thing going—or maybe it was a terrible thing. Each day, I let myself slip a little more. It was happening gradually without me even realizing it. It was an October evening when three of the girls tried on the same dress, unhappy with how it looked on them. “The fit is just off,” one of the girls said.

“Maybe it would fit Arthur,” said one of the girls. They looked at me with grins, as if they were just poking fun at me. I don’t think any of them were expecting what happened next: I stood up, took the dress, went to the corner, slipped out of my clothes, and tried the dress on. I don’t know why I did it. I don’t know what possessed me in that moment. But I put the dress on and I stepped in front of the girls, doing a little twirl. I laughed, as if I was just messing around. They giggled too. It was actually a pretty good move, making them all think that I was completely confident with my masculinity. And it would have been a great move had it stopped there, but then it happened again later that night.

The same girls pulled out a small dress and tried it on. Then they insisted that I also try it on. This was my opportunity to smile and turn down the offer, but instead, I took the dress and tried it on. Then I tried on another, and another.

The next day, the same girls came back and immediately insisted that I try on more outfits with them. My opportunity to play the cross-dressing off as a joke passed. Now, I was just one of them. And with each passing day, it seemed more normal: the girls would come in and we would all try on clothes. The transition was seemingly seamless. More girls got involved, and it wasn’t long before the whole building knew about me.

But nobody ever questioned it. Nobody made fun of me, aside from the odd giggle. Sometimes outfits weren’t so flattering on me, and that would make the girls laugh. But usually, I put on dresses and skirts and bodysuits and blouses that made the girls beam and blush.

I would get texts and phone calls through the day, from girls at malls and thrift stores. They would send me pictures of cute pieces of clothing that they would find. “This would look cute on you.”

And one day, I got a call from an unknown number. I assumed it was one of the girls. “Hello?” I said, answering it, completely oblivious.

“Is this Arthur?” the person asked.

“This is Arthur. What can I do for you?”

“We have an opening for you,” the person said.

I paused for a long moment. “An opening?”

“Yes, an opening—in the boys’ dorm building. You can move in this afternoon. We’ll have someone come and help you with your stuff. Thanks for being so patient over the past six weeks.”

“Six weeks?” I said. Had it really been six weeks? Had I been in that girls’ dorm for six weeks? It felt like it had only been a few days. I didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want to give up this fun new chapter of my life. I knew that I couldn’t keep on cross-dressing in the boys’ dorm. I knew that they would make fun of me. I knew that they would torment me for wanting to dress up. I knew that they would mock the femme out of me. Maybe that’s what I needed, but it isn’t what I wanted.

“I think I’d rather stay, if that’s okay,” I said.

There was a long silence. “You want to stay?” they asked.

“That’s right,” I said with a smile on my face.

“That’s, uh, not an option. We have rules here. Boys can’t stay in the girls’ dorm. We made an exception for the past six weeks, but now we have an opening. You’ll be sharing a room with a student named Xander.”

“Xander?” I said softly. I would be sharing a room? How could I ever try on a piece of clothing with another guy in my room? “But I want to stay where I am.”

The person laughed as if I said something outrageous. “I’m sure you do. It’s the best room on the campus. But we need you to move. We’ve got a girl who is very unhappy with her current arrangement, and her parents are threatening to sue the university. You understand, right? Besides, you’re a man and you should be with the other men. It’s probably not so healthy to have no men around like that. Meet our staff in one hour at your room, and we’ll have everything moved over in no time.”

I was unable to reply with more than a single, soft word: “Okay.”

I felt like my world was crashing around me. I went to the dorm. It seemed like the world was moving in slow-motion. “It’s for the best,” said the man who came to help me move. He was an older man with a big gut and a balding head. “It ain’t good for a young guy to be living in the girls’ dorm.” He could obviously tell that I was devastated.

And maybe he was right: maybe it was for the best. Maybe it wasn’t normal for a guy to be constantly surrounded by so many girly girls. Maybe the damage had already been done; maybe that’s where my weird obsession with women’s clothing came from. But maybe it wasn’t too late to reverse course. Maybe I could get away from the girls and give my brain some time to reset. I’m sure the embarrassment would last years, and maybe a lifetime, but at least the cross-dressing didn’t have to last a lifetime.

So I packed up my bag and hauled my stuff across the campus to the boys’ dorm. My room was on the first floor, near the front door. The whole place smelled like body odour and there was a large crack in my door from repeated body slams. My bed sheets were supposedly clean, but they smelled like a recycling depot.

“This is it?” I said, looking around the small room. My roommate’s bed was only five feet away from mine. It was messy and unmade, and there were candy wrappers scattered on his sheets.

“Not quite as nice as your last room,” the balding man said to me. “But at least you’re with guys now.”

He said it as if it was so obvious: as if being surrounded by men was so much healthier. But was it? The place smelled terrible and felt depressing. I sat down on my bed and felt a strange coolness—and an emptiness. I had the rest of the day off, but now I wasn’t sure what to do. All I wanted to do was try on clothes and hang out with the girls. I thought about hiking back across the campus to get into the girls’ building, but now I didn’t have a key. I would have to ask the girls to let me in. And would that be okay? Or would that just seem desperate? What would the guys think if they found out that I was walking across campus to hang out with the girls? Maybe they would think that I was a player at first, but surely, they would quickly find out that I was just acting like a girl.

So I stayed in my lousy new dorm. It was an hour later when Xander showed up. He was a heftier fellow with a beard that was mostly on his neck. “You the new guy?” he asked with a deep voice.

I forced a smile and nodded my head.

“Alright. Don’t touch my stuff,” he said, as if he had stuff to touch. “Oh, and the lock on the door is finicky. You have to really turn it all the way, or it won’t take.”

“Okay,” I said, dreading the rest of that semester.

It was 6:00 PM when the partying started. It wasn’t like the parties that took place at the girls’ dorm. This one was loud and aggressive. Men were slamming beers and slamming their bodies into things. There was a game where guys would jump down from the second-floor banister in the stairwell, onto an old mattress. The mattress had blood stains on it, presumably from previous games.

And guys kept forcing beers into my hand. They kept insisting that I party with them. They called me a loser when I told them I was tired, so I ended up standing in that stairwell, sipping warm beer while guys took turns jumping. I wasn’t sure what the point of the game was.

The next night was even rowdier. It was Friday night, and the guys wanted to celebrate the end of the week. They jumped from higher up and drank more beer—and more whiskey. There were a few fights. The party kept moving through the building, from room to room, but nowhere was safe. Some of the rougher girls came by to find guys to hook up with. One of the girls came into my room. She was drunk and staggering, and she smelled like a pack of cigarettes. “Want to eat me out?” she asked with a big grin. Then she pulled up her skirt, exposing her pussy; she wasn’t wearing panties. I froze, overwhelmed with terror.

She wasn’t unattractive, but I certainly wasn’t attracted to her. She had nice breasts and a nice, thin body—but somehow, she was so repulsive. Maybe it was her crooked wig. I wasn’t sure why she was wearing a wig or how it ended up crooked on her head. Or maybe it was her bejeweled purse; it looked like something from a gypsy wedding. I found myself inching away from her as she came more into my room. “I’m okay,” I said.

“C’mon, sweetie, just lick my pussy for me.”

I shook my head. “I’ve got the flu,” I said, thinking of the first excuse I could think of. It took a little more to convince her to leave. Finally, she went to the next room, and I heard her ask the same question.

Some guys came in with a beer bong. They insisted I chug from the long tube. I resisted as much as I could, but it wasn’t long before they got more aggressive. “Don’t be a pussy!” they said. “Don’t let us down. Don’t ruin the fun for everyone.”

So I did it. I chugged the beer, and it was a lot of beer. They kept pouring in more until I choked and spat beer out. They laughed, and then they came back a few minutes later with harder liquor. They made me go out with them, telling me that there were hot girls upstairs. The girls weren’t very hot, but I went along for the ride, assuming some exposure to thirsty girls might cure me.

One of the girls wanted to make out with me. I rejected her and the guys all made fun of me, shoving me playfully (and drunkenly), and calling me a ‘fag’. I blushed and tried not to let the insults get to me. Then, they assumed that the problem was that I wasn’t drunk enough. So they poured more liquor into me as they got drunker themselves.

Now, I was staggering. My vision was blurry. Everything made me laugh. I managed to slip away from them and then I tried to find my room, but I couldn’t remember which room was mine. So I started opening doors, staggering down the hallway.

I opened one door and saw the woman who smelled like cigarettes, passed out next to a naked man on a bed. They were both snoring, and the room had a terrible smell, like vomit and hash. I paused for a moment before leaving the room. I noticed something on the ground: her wig, next to her clothes and purse.

I would have been able to restrain myself had it not been for the drunkenness. I found myself grabbing the wig and the skirt and the top. I left the panties. Then, before I left, I took a peek in her purse and was delighted to see some makeup. I took all of it, completely planning on returning it. I rushed to my room and closed the door. I flicked the lock, even though I knew that invited the other boys to break it down. I got dressed up quickly, rushing through my makeup, using the tiny little mirror that was hanging on the back of the door.

I put on that outfit, even though it smelled like cigarettes; it was better than nothing.

Then I stepped back and did a small twirl. I let out a deep sigh of relief, suddenly feeling so in my element. I was happy. I felt right, even though I knew it was wrong.

I ran my hands down my body, feeling my curves and the softness of those beautiful fabrics. It wasn’t my exact style, but it was better than a t-shirt and jeans.

Then I turned around to look at the mirror on the back of the door, and that’s when I found myself staring at a man.

He stared into my eyes as he stood in the open doorway. “Who are you?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. I didn’t want to reveal myself with my voice. If he didn’t recognize me, maybe I could slip away without being recognized by anyone. I forced a smile and then he looked back into the hallway. He closed the door, and now I was trapped in the room with him. He had a grin on his face. Did he recognize me? Who was he? He wasn’t my roommate. He was much thinner than my roommate, and much cleaner.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Aria,” I said softly, thinking of the first name that came to mind.

“You’re cute,” he said. Was he mocking me or was he hitting on me? It was impossible to know with that grin.

He walked over to me and put both of his hands on my shoulders. “You single?” he asked.

I remained frozen in front of him, surrounded by the smell of his cologne. At least it was a nice cologne. At least he was clean and tidy and kind of handsome. I wasn’t into men, but I’d been curious since I started getting dolled up. I’d been curious since I first took that dildo in my rear-end. Now, maybe I could satisfy that curiosity.

“Wait,” I said. I was drunk and acting erratically. I should have told him to leave and I should have changed, but I wanted to play around. I wanted him to verify that I was truly a convincing and beautiful woman. I liked being a beautiful woman.

I went to the door and pulled the lock until I heard it click into place: what I should have done earlier. Then I turned around and he was already close to me. He pushed me playfully against the door, and for some reason I giggled instead of being terrified. His hands moved up my body, pulling up my top, until he was clutching my bare chest, as if I had breasts. He didn’t seem to notice or care that there was nothing there to squeeze.

I let him kiss my neck, and then I let him kiss my lips. He was rubbing himself against me, slowly taking off his clothes without pulling himself away from me. He’d decided that we were going to hook up, and I was apparently fine with it, even though I had so much to lose.

Once he was naked, and his erection was standing up tall, he started working on my clothes. I had to push his hands away to stop him from getting me naked. I wanted to be in those clothes. I wanted to feel those fabrics against my skin while he fucked me.

So I turned around and I reached back, clutching his throbbing meat with my fist. I pulled his shaft up my skirt and then I pressed his tip between my butt cheeks. He groaned into my ear. I worked hard to unclench my hole, and then I pulled his cock into my ass. I gasped as my anus stretched wide to accommodate his thick girth.

He didn’t know that he was in my asshole, or maybe he didn’t care. Maybe he was just as drunk as me. He pushed in deep and I could feel everything: every inch of his throbbing member, pushing deep into my body. I loved the feeling, even though I wasn’t particularly attracted to him. I still liked girls, but I wanted to feel like a girl, and nothing felt more feminine than taking a big cock. I pushed my bum back until it was pressed into his lap, then I let him do the rest. He held me tight and pumped me ruthlessly for ten minutes, and then he came inside of me, filling me with his thick cum. We kissed some more and he caressed my body with his clumsy, drunken hands. Then, he was gone, off to rejoin the party, leaving me alone to clean myself up.

Sure, I was drunk. Sure, sleeping with a man was probably something I was going to regret. But the act made one thing clear in my head: I wanted to be a girl, and I wanted to live in the girls’ dorm.

I had more in common with them. I liked their company better. I liked hanging out with them, trying on dresses, talking about makeup and hair—I didn’t like the rowdy boys’ dorm. I didn’t like the heavy drinking and all of the crude talk about girls. I’d only been there for a few days, but I’d already had enough.

I fell asleep in that skirt and blouse and wig. When I woke up in the morning, my roommate was staring at me with narrowed eyes. “Who are you?” he asked.

“Your roommate,” I said. And strangely, I didn’t feel embarrassed. I didn’t care if he wanted to make fun of me. I didn’t know him and I would never spend any time with him or anyone he associated with, so why would I care what he thought?

“Why are you dressed like that?” he asked.

“Why are you dressed like that?” I asked. He was wearing ripped sweatpants and a stained t-shirt.

He looked down at himself. “What’s wrong with this?” he asked.

“At least I’m not covered in stains and holes.”

He looked at me for a long moment, unsure of how to come back from what I said.

And then I packed up my bag and I left. I went to the admissions building and I stood in the lineup, in that skirt, blouse, and wig. It wasn’t the worst outfit. I kind of liked the skirt, though the blouse was a bit of a funny cut. I definitely planned on wearing cuter outfits in the future.

I got to the front of the line and I told the woman behind the desk that I wanted to be moved back to the girls’ dorm. “What’s your name?” she asked me, turning her computer screen.

“Arthur,” I said.

She looked at me strangely, and it was a moment before she realized I wasn’t actually a woman. “Oh. We, uh, can only let girls live in the girls’ dorm building.”

“I am a girl,” I said with a smile. I heard some giggling behind me, but it didn’t bother me. I knew it was temporary. I knew that there would be a few road bumps, and maybe being a girl wasn’t what I would always want to be—but it was what I wanted to be in that moment. “I read through all of your rules, there’s nothing against trans girls staying in the girls’ dorm. I don’t mind if you put me in a crappy room.”

“O—Okay,” she said. She didn’t want to offend me or get in trouble, so she started the process. I went to sit down while she worked on squeezing me in. I caught a few people looking my way, but I didn’t mind. I smiled back at them and it wasn’t long before they all got over it. It wasn’t long before the girl behind the counter said, “Okay, I think I’ve got a room for you.”

I smiled and stood up. I was tingling with excitement, ready to start the new chapter of my life.

THE END
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TROUBLE MAKER


Devon is a trouble maker, and his stepmother has had enough of his misbehaving. His school is fed up as well, expelling Devon just one semester before graduation.

But Devon gets one last chance at a special boarding school on the other side of the country: The Devonian Academy of Reformed Boys. It’s a peculiar boarding school with a zero-tolerance policy. For the students at the school, it’s a last resort: their last chance to graduate. For Devon’s stepmother, it’s the perfect way to teach Devon a humiliating lesson. It’s a sissification academy, and particularly bad boys like Devon get an extra punishment, locked into chastity for the duration of their stay.


CHAPTER 1
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My situation seemed completely surreal, and extremely stupid. My stepmother, Krista, was going to great lengths to punish me, and all I could do was roll my eyes at the silliness of it all. If anyone was being punished, it was her. I saw how much money she was spending on sending me to that boarding school. The flight alone was almost a thousand bucks. And for what? Did she really think that I was going to be reformed?

I could imagine Krista smirking right now as I slipped into that dress, which was two sizes too big for my body. She probably thought that I was being emasculated and humiliated. She probably thought that I was being so tortured that I would never get into trouble again in my entire life. But I didn’t feel embarrassed putting on the dress; I actually got a kick out of it. It was funny, and I wasn’t the only trouble maker who thought so.

All of the guys were laughing. I could hear them outside of my dorm room door. I cracked the door open and poked my head out. Everyone was red in the face, all looking equally ridiculous. A few of the guys were roaring with laughter. And why should we feel embarrassed? It was going to take a lot more than women’s clothing to rattle this group of trouble makers: boys who had been expelled the maximum number of times, now being given one last chance at the Devonian Academy of Reformed Boys. It was a stupid name, which perfectly suited their stupid ideas.

Two-thousand miles they sent me, and for what? To get me into a dress? To get me into a lame-looking blonde wig?

“Oh darling, that dress looks absolutely fabulous on you!” said one of the boys in the hallway to another boy. He had a hilarious Monty Python voice, which made everyone erupt with laughter. And that’s what the scene looked like: a Monty Python skit. Nobody actually looked like a girl. At best, the dormitory hallway looked like a low-budget amateur drag show.

And to think that I initially felt nervous when they told me that we had to show up for class dressed as girls… That initial shock was probably the closest they came to actually rattling me and making me regret the things I did that got me expelled. For a brief moment, I actually regretted getting convincing the school nurse to give me a handjob. And for a brief moment, I actually regretted breaking into the girl’s changing room right after the girls’ volleyball tournament. Seeing all those pretty, perky tits was absolutely worth the suspension.

One of the men looked at me before I slipped back into my room. “I think that dress is too big on you,” he said in a deep voice.

“You think?” I said, lifting up the skirt of the dress.

He laughed and I laughed. I hadn’t said anything particularly funny, and neither had he—but it was worth the laugh nonetheless. I slipped back into my room—my private room. I looked around and I shook my head with a big grin on my face. I had a room all to myself, with a nice view of a quaint courtyard. I had my own desk and my own closet (which was filled with women’s clothing). It hardly seemed like a punishment. I just couldn’t stop myself from rolling my eyes at the thought of Krista’s satisfied grin.

The Devonian Academy of Reformed Boys was a joke. And when she called to ask me how it was going, would I laugh at her, or would I pretend to be suffering from the worst humiliation of my life? I hated to give her the satisfaction, so I would probably go with the laughter. Krista was a lousy woman and she didn’t deserve any satisfaction. She lured my father away from my mother, and then she spent two years convincing my father to distance himself from me. She demanded all of his time, and whenever he spent time with me, somehow, I found myself getting into trouble: not properly cleaning up after myself, not having good enough grades, not being home at the correct time, even though there had never been an established curfew. It was all nonsense, and it was all about stroking her fragile ego.

And my dad would get in trouble too, if he made the mistake of spending the day with me. Krista would suddenly point out bills that hadn’t been paid, and chores that hadn’t been done. “You said you were going to fix the office door. Why hasn’t that been done yet?” she said to him when he was about to take me out to see a movie. We didn’t end up seeing the movie. Instead, I found myself doing homework while my dad chiseled around the hinge of a door.

It was actually kind of nice to be away from her. She couldn’t even call me, because they took away my phone. If she wanted to talk to me, she had to reach me through the school, and I had a feeling that was something she wouldn’t bother to do because it meant making a long-distance call, and it meant being put on hold, which was certainly too much of an inconvenience. She would eventually call me, surely, just to ensure that I was being properly punished.

“Class starts in ten minutes!” someone shouted in the hallway.

I turned and looked in the mirror. I tried not to smirk too much at the sight of myself. My wig was a bit crooked and my dress was really far too big for my body. It was a terrible green color with long white lacy bits. I’m sure those laces were supposed to be tied up somehow, but I couldn’t be bothered to figure out how. I was a bit hot, with my boxers and t-shirt on underneath the dress, but I was sure that I would get one of the bigger laughs.

So I stretched out my arms, took a big smiling breath in, and then I went to class.

The laughter continued as everyone settled in for their first day of reformation school. First up was math class.

“Let’s say someone put a gun to your head,” said the boy in front of me to the boy in front of him. “And told you to fuck one guy in this room—who would you fuck?” Everyone who heard the hypothetical started laughing, myself included.

The boy in the front looked around the room. His gaze landed on me and then he grinned. “That guy there,” he said.

I felt my cheeks turn a bit red. “What the fuck?” I said. “Go fuck yourself.”

They all laughed, and I laughed with them. “What? You have cute dimples,” he said with a joking wink.

“Settle!” a booming female voice said, and the room suddenly became quiet. A woman was now standing at the front of the room, wearing a dress that didn’t look so different from the one I was wearing. It was the same puke green color, but her lacy bits were done up properly, and her dress actually fit. She was in her fifties, with grey bits of hair between dark brown bits. She had a mean face: a face that had been chipped away by years of trouble makers like myself. Her joyless eyes peered around the room as her lips sunk into a deeper frown.

“Who shit in her Corn Flakes?” someone whispered, and then we all chuckled.

“Silence!” She boomed, but it was hard to take her seriously. She seemed like a character from a children’s novel. “My name is Mrs. Frederick,” she said. “I’m going to be your math teacher for this semester. However, I must say, I’m appalled by your appearance—the lot of you.”

There were many chuckles. I rolled my eyes.

She looked down at one of the boys sitting up front. He was Asian, and dressed in a sort of Gwen Stefani schoolgirl outfit. Mrs. Frederick cringed at the sight of the Asian boy. “What’s the matter? Don’t like my skirt, Ms. Freddy?” he said with a grin, and all the boys laughed.

“Zero strikes—that’s our policy here. And you will soon realize that we mean it,” she said. “I can see that none of you read your manuals. Raise your hand if you read your manual, from cover to cover.” They gave us the manuals the night before: a 100-page document, filled with small print and long words. I would have been shocked if there had been a single person in that room with their hand up. I looked around, and was unsurprised to see no hands in the air.

“That was not optional reading material,” she said. “Tonight, you will read the whole thing, or you will be sent away.”

“Away?” someone said.

“If you read your manual,” said Mrs. Frederick, “you would know that students who break the rules are sent to spend the rest of the semester at the fish processing plant.”

“The what?” someone said.

She was silent at the front of the room for a long moment. “So I assume none of you even read the waivers you all signed with your parents before coming here…”

There was a silence in the room.

“This school is your last chance. You’ve all been expelled the maximum allowed times in your particular states. If you want a high school diploma, this is your last chance. We have a zero-strike policy—not even a one-strike policy. Misbehave and there will be no warnings—you will be sent to work the rest of the year at the fish processing plant. You will work for free, twelve hours per day, sorting fish for processing.”

“That’s the stupidest fucking thing I’ve ever heard,” said the Asian in the skirt up front. People laughed, until Mrs. Frederick pointed at the door.

“You’re expelled. Go,” she said.

The silence in the room was overwhelmed. “W—What?” said the Asian boy.

“Go. Your time in this school is over. You will start working this afternoon at the fish processing plant. Go.”

He laughed nervously. “Alright. I’m sorry. I’ll keep my mouth shut.”

“Zero strikes,” she said. “Now go.” There was another older woman standing by the front door. “Marianne will take you to get ready.”

“You can’t do this!” the boy shouted.

“Yes, we can. You agreed to this. You will not be graduating high school.”

And the room was completely silent as two men came into the room and pulled the Asian boy away. He screamed from the hallway. Then, Mrs. Frederick showed some pictures on a projector: pictures of the fish processing plant. It looked awful. I swear I could smell the rancid place through those photos. And had we really agreed to such an outrageous agreement? Did my stepmother know about the fish processing plant? My heart fluttered.

“We always have to make an example out of a student,” she said. “It’s a shame, but it’s the same every semester: you all laugh and nobody takes this seriously. But I assure you that this is a serious matter. This is your last chance to graduate. Our methods may seem unorthodox, but they work, even on the most stubborn students—and I assure you that I’ve seen more stubborn students than the lot of you.” She glared around the room with those joyless eyes. “Now, starting tomorrow, you will all dress properly. You will put on the makeup provided to you, and you will correctly put on your wigs. If you decide to make this into a joke again tomorrow, then you can go work at the fish plant. It’s an awful place, by the way. I’ve never been able to stand in there for more than ten minutes.”

There were pictures of horrified young men in her slideshow. They were pale in the face, with sunken, lifeless eyes. It was a frightening sight, and it just made this strange situation I’d found myself in even more surreal.

“So remember,” said Mrs. Frederick, “tomorrow, you will dress properly. You will speak properly. You will act properly. You will read your manual. You won’t swear or talk back to your superiors. And if you follow these simple rules, you may just leave here with your high school diploma. Understood?”

The boys in the class all nodded their heads slowly. I wasn’t sure what to think. It all seemed too crazy to be true. It was hard to believe that a group of trouble makers—all expelled two or three times over—could be shocked so easily into submission. It seemed hard to believe that thirty young men—proven to be some of the most stubborn in the country—would show up dressed like proper girls.

And I wasn’t prepared to cave so easily. I wasn’t about to let some nagging old lady destroy my spirit and strip away my masculinity. I simply wasn’t going to bow down so easily.

But I wasn’t about to revolt either—not yet. I needed to toe the boundaries. I needed to see just how serious the teachers were at this school, and I needed to see if this whole fish factory thing was real or just a silly bluff.

I remained quiet for the rest of that day. I sat in my baggy dress with my itchy wig on my head until the final class was over, then, silently, I went with my silent classmates back to our dormitory quarters. We all took off our silly female clothes and then we gathered in the common area at the end of the hall.

And I was about to open my mouth, to express my feelings about the outrageous situation, and then the door at the end of the hallway opened. The Asian boy stepped into the space. His face was pale and his eyes were glazed over. He didn’t look at anyone as he marched towards his room.

“Yo!” yelled one of the guys. “How was it? What’s worse? Getting dolled up or chopping up fish?”

The Asian boy stopped and stared at us. It was like staring at a ghost: lifeless and obsolete. His lips parted and then he took a sudden breath into his lungs. He was about twenty feet away, but I could smell him. We could all smell him. One by one, we covered our noses. The smell was just awful. “I—I need to take a shower,” he said softly.

He went into the bathroom and then we all looked at one another. “I think he’s an actor,” one of the guys said. “They planted him in that room. He’s just here to scare us. I saw a show about this prison where they send kids, to scare ‘em straight or whatever. Apparently, most of the inmates were actually actors. Oldest trick in the book.”

“He’s no actor,” said one of the other boys. “I used to go to the same school as him, in Maine. He really did get expelled. Then I ended up at the same school as him again after I got expelled. I don’t know how he ended up getting expelled, but he really did get expelled.”

“How do we know you’re not an actor?” I said.

“Yeah! Maybe half the guys here are actors,” said another boy with a grin.

“I’m no actor! I’m telling the truth. His name is Simon Liung. Go look him up on the computer in the library tomorrow. He was in the news after he lit the bathroom on fire and the fire almost killed some kids. He had just turned eighteen, so they posted his picture in the paper. I’m not lying.”

“And why did you get expelled?” asked one of the boys.

“Me?” he said. His face started turning red. “That’s not relevant.”

“If you aren’t an actor, then fess up. What’d you do?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Fine, I won’t… Actor.”

“I’m not an actor!” he shouted. “I—I got in trouble. There was a girl in the ninth grade. She was a few years younger than me. I convinced her to have sex with me, and we did it in the teachers’ lounge. Long story short, she ratted on me to her parents. I got her pregnant. It became a big thing, because she was… you know, in the ninth grade. But I was only seventeen. Three-year age difference.”

“So wait. You’re a dad?” I said.

“I don’t know, to be honest. Her parents moved her across the country. I don’t know how to get in touch with her, and to be honest, I don’t know if I want to get in touch with her. I like to think that she never had the baby.”

There was a long silence. “I think he’s full of it,” said another student. “Sounds like an actor to me. I used to be in the drama club, and we would do improvs just like that one. He’s an actor!”

“I’m no actor!” the very young potential-father said. His eyes narrowed. “If you don’t believe me, I couldn’t give less of a shit. Show up tomorrow in your t-shirt and jeans. Call the teacher’s bluff. I don’t give a shit about you, or any of you. I need to graduate or my dad’s going to make me join the army. I ain’t joining the army—look at me. I’ll be the first one dead the second there’s a war. No way. I don’t know what your situation is like, but where I’d from, there’s no work for people who didn’t pass high school.”

I stared into his eyes, trying to decide if he was full of shit or not. The other guys were all shaking their heads and laughing him off. Even if he was a plant—and even if that room was full of plants—that didn’t mean that I was necessarily safe if I decided to fool around. If he was a plant, that didn’t mean the fish factory was fictional. I could still smell the lingering fish odour in that room from the Asian student’s twenty second appearance.

So after hanging out for an hour, I went to my room. I opened my closet and looked at all of the clothing options. My heart skipped a beat. I opened some of the drawers. There was a whole drawer full of panties, and another drawer filled with padded bras. There were corsets and bralettes, little socks and full-length stockings. There was a drawer filled with lingerie and another drawer filled with accessories: clip-on earrings and chokers. There was a big bin of makeup. There was a bottom drawer filled with books on how to be ladylike: guides to making outfits and guides to adjusting one’s voice. On the top of the pile was the manual I was supposed to read.

I flipped it open and sat down on my bed. I hated that I was actually reading it. I felt like I was somehow being beaten. I felt like my stepmother was hovering over me, cackling like a witch as I read through that manual, as if she’d won some sort of battle. Maybe I would play along with the school’s rules, but that didn’t mean that I was being punished. By learning the rules, I wasn’t losing. Ending up in that fish factory: that would have brought a smile to my stepmother’s face, and I wasn’t about to let that happen.


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas up early, and so were many of the other boys. I could hear them in their rooms, shuffling around and getting ready. I had ninety minutes before class. I opened my closet. I looked for a proper dress: one that fit, but also covered most of my body. I was trying to locate the least-embarrassing option.

As I went through the picks, I found a little black corset that had a little skirt. I think it was meant to be lingerie, and I wasn’t sure why there was lingerie in that closet. But I could imagine that outfit on a cute girl, and the mental image was enough to make me erect. I reached down and grabbed my cock, and then I quickly stroked myself off. I came on the black corset outfit, then I did my best to wipe my ejaculate off using tissue paper. I felt myself blush, feeling a bit embarrassed—but I was still a young man; I still had sexual needs.

Then, with a clear mind, I found a pale blue dress. It was simple: a single cut of soft fabric that was a bit tight around the hips and comfortably loose everywhere else. It had thin straps that felt non-existent on my shoulders. I grabbed my boxers to put on underneath the dress, but then I hesitated. I’d worn those boxers two days in a row and the thought of wearing them a third day was a bit nasty. I couldn’t possibly wear them for a whole year without smelling absolutely horrible, so I was stuck wearing panties. I felt so embarrassed as I dug through the different options: mostly cotton and lace. I found a white cotton pair that did a fine job of holding my bulge in place, and stopping it from pushing up against that little pale blue dress.

Then I stood back and looked in the mirror. I still looked ridiculous. Maybe it was the hairy legs and armpits, or maybe it was my slouching posture—or maybe it was the frown on my face, or my messy boyish hair.

I hadn’t peed yet that morning, so I went over to the communal bathroom, in my dress. Some of the guys were goofing around: in their girly outfits, but trying to act as though they weren’t fazed. I smiled at them on my way to the potty, then I noticed their legs. Their legs were hairless: freshly shaved and strangely feminine-looking. I paused and thought for a moment. I went out into the hallway once I’d gone pee, and I noticed the hair missing from most of the legs in that space. Everyone had shaved. Maybe they were all taking this more seriously than they were letting on.

So I went into the bathroom and I shaved my legs. I felt so stupid doing it, but at least I wasn’t alone. I cringed as I watched the hair swirl down into the shower room drain. Shaving the armpits seemed especially humiliating, but it seemed like the other guys were doing it, and I didn’t want to stick out.

“Forty minutes until class!” someone shouted as I was rinsing my razor.

“Shit,” I said. I still hadn’t even started my makeup.

I went back to my room. I sat down at my little desk and I looked at myself in the mirror. Maybe my stepmother was winning. Maybe I was feeling embarrassed. I grabbed a tube of foundation. My manual said to start with an application of foundation.

I groaned as I squirted some foundation onto my finger. Then my door suddenly opened and a girl walked in. She had long brown hair and a band of freckled across her nose. She was wearing thigh-high stockings and a tight, short dress. “I need to borrow your mascara,” she said. “Mine is dry.” Her voice was pretty good, but not good enough. I realized it was one of my male classmates, looking shockingly convincing. She walked up to my desk and reached into my box, digging around for mascara. I felt like my territory was being violated, but I wasn’t sure what to do about it.

I stared at her for a long moment, trying to allow my brain to adapt to what I was seeing. Was this the expected standard? Was Mrs. Frederick expecting us to all look this convincing? And that voice—were we supposed to be that good with our voices?

I looked down her body. She had a good figure, and a perky ass. I caved to the temptation to slap her hard on the bum. She gasped and looked at me with wide eyes. “What the fuck are you doing?” she said, still managing to stay in character.

I grinned. “I couldn’t help it. What can I say? You’ve got a great ass.”

“Keep your hands off of it,” she said. She found the mascara and then she put it on right before me. I watched her carefully. She was being meticulous and precise. She was scaring me. I couldn’t look as good as her. My face wasn’t as naturally feminine as hers. I didn’t know how to do my makeup the way she’d done hers—and I couldn’t figure out how she was able to do it. “You know you actually look like a chick, right?” I said with a laugh, hoping to embarrass her.

“Yeah, that’s the idea, idiot,” she said to me. And suddenly, I was left feeling embarrassed. “You look like shit. Have fun in the fish processing plant.” She dropped my mascara on my desk and left, leaving me with a terrible nausea in my gut.

“Twenty minutes!” someone shouted.

And now I was beginning to panic. What if I didn’t look good enough? I grabbed that mascara and carefully rolled it onto my lashes. I used the eyeliner to draw thin lines around my eyes. I painted a bit of blush on my cheeks, and then a bit of gloss on my lips. I felt stupider and stupider with each application, but I was starting to feel strangely desperate. I kept poking my head into the hallway to see the other students, and most of them looked legitimately like women. Was I going to end up in that fish factory? My heart was racing.

“Five minutes!”

I grabbed that blonde wig. I put it on my head, and it looked like a puffy mushroom. I tried brushing it, but that only made it puffier. Then I found a straightening iron. I quickly plugged it in and started running it down my hair. With each pass, it was looking more passable. And I didn’t look too terrible. My makeup was a bit messy and my hair still looked like a wig—but at least my body looked half decent, thanks to the padded bra I was wearing under my pale blue dress. And my legs looked feminine—frighteningly feminine. So maybe Mrs. Frederick would see the effort and give me a pass. Maybe I could promise her that I would get better.

My heart pounded harder and harder. “Class time!” someone shouted. I dropped the straightener and grabbed my bag. “Damnit,” I said, realizing I never even practiced my voice.

As I rushed to class, a terrible sensation washed over me: it was a realization that I was being defeated. I was caving to the school’s stupid rules. I was letting them humiliate me exactly as they intended. And what could I do about it? How could I fight back? I wanted to graduate. Maybe I really was starting to regret all of the trouble I’d gotten myself into over the years. Maybe I should have just bitten my tongue and fought through the last year of school, instead of getting myself expelled for a third time.

I couldn’t let this embarrassment rattle me. I couldn’t let them get to me. I would play along with their rules, but they weren’t going to break my spirit.

I sat down at my desk and looked around. It was hard to believe that some of my classmates weren’t actually females. The one in the tight dress—the one whose ass I slapped—was probably the best-looking of them all, but there were some ‘girls’ in that room that would have fooled me if I saw them at a house party. And it was scary to think that there were men who could transform so convincingly.

And thankfully, there were men in that room who looked terrible. At least five guys hadn’t tried at all, smearing a bit of lipstick on their lips as a joke, and putting together the most ridiculous possible outfit. I was somewhere in the middle, and that made me feel safe—both from the teachers and from the mockery of my peers. I was sure that we would all be making fun of the ‘try-hards’ later.

Then Mrs. Frederick came into the room. She paused and looked around. Her gaze stopped on the lousy ones: the ones who didn’t put in more than ten minutes of effort. “You, you, you, and you,” she said, pointing at four boys in succession. “Your time here is done.”

“What?” one of them said.

“I’m not going over the rules again. Zero strikes. See your way out.” Two grown men came into the room and stood big and strong, intimidating the newly rejected students. There was a bit of conflict before they were taken out of the room, leaving us all silent and afraid. Were those four boys actors too? Or was it time to accept that this was really happening?

Mrs. Frederick continued to peer around the room, internally criticizing all of us, determining whether we fit the bill. She pointed at another boy, who was dressed like an idiot. “You,” she said to the boy.

“No. Please. I’ll do better tomorrow. I promise!” he said.

She shook her head. “No. You had your chance. Now go with the others, or we’ll have you removed.”

The boy stood up and started crying. The bit of eyeliner he smeared on as a joke was now beginning to drip down his cheekbones.

I felt panic beginning to set in. Would I pass her silent test? Did I look good enough? There were only twenty-two of us left in that room. There wasn’t a single sound coming from anyone: not the tiniest little peep or muscle contraction.

Finally, Mrs. Frederick looked away from us. “Let’s get started with our lesson.”

I let myself relax a little bit. But I knew I wasn’t safe. I knew that I was going to have to do better now that the weeds had been pruned out. The bar would be higher every day.

It was thirty minutes into the class when she called on me to answer the question on the board. I stood up and everyone looked at me. I used both of my hands to tug down the skirt of my pale blue dress. Then I cleared my throat, about to use my unpracticed voice. I softly explained the equation on the board while Mrs. Frederick looked into my eyes. My voice kept trying to slip. I could see now why the student in the tight, short dress was staying in character. That was valuable practice that I was now wishing I had.

I forced a smile and waited for the teacher to reply. “Okay, good,” she said. “Sit down.”

And I knew that she wasn’t testing my math skills. She was testing my voice and my commitment to the school’s insane policy.

During lunch, I went to the bathroom to check my makeup. I was worried that my makeup had faded somewhat, leaving me looking more masculine. I didn’t want to give any of the teachers any excuse to throw me out. I wanted to graduate.

I was still figuring my way around the facility. It was a big place, and it had been around for two-hundred years. The hallways were wide and long, and all of the old oak doors looked the same. Finally, about fifty meters from where my classmates were eating lunch, I found a bathroom.

I went in and saw one of my classmates, in front of the mirror, fixing her makeup. She was one of the better ones: tight dress hugging her feminine curves, and makeup perfectly applied on her shockingly feminine face. I walked up next to her and looked at myself in the mirror—but it was hard not to look at her while she carefully touched up her mascara. “How do you know how to do that?” I asked. “You a crossdresser or something?”

“I have three sisters. I see them do it all the time,” she said without even looking at me.

“Right,” I said.

I tried to focus on my own face. My makeup hadn’t really changed since the morning. There was room for improvement, but I wasn’t sure where to start.

And I was distracted as she leaned over next to me, perking up her big tush. She had a great ass. I grinned, then I gave her a firm spank on the ass.

She looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Do you mind? You’re going to make me fuck up my makeup?”

“I can’t help it,” I said. “Have you seen your own ass?”

She grinned and then she shook her bum. “What? You like it?”

“Sure,” I said. “I can’t pretend like you don’t look like a girl.”

“Well I’m not going to get myself thrown out of here like those other idiots, so I’ll take that as a compliment.”

I walked up behind her and put my hands on her hips. I grinned and looked down at her narrow waist. I moved my hands up her body. “I’d say you look more like a girl than anyone else here,” I said with a laugh. “Including the staff.”

“What’s the matter?” she said, raising one eyebrow. “Am I turning you on?” Her voice was also impressive. I wasn’t even convinced that she wasn’t a proper female.

“Maybe,” I said. I reached around and grabbed her cock, just to make sure I wasn’t going crazy. She gasped.

“What are you doing?” she said, pushing my hand away.

“I thought maybe there was a pussy there,” I said. “Shame—there’s not.”

But I kept my hands on her hips, feeling her smooth curves. Those curves made no sense. How was she a boy?

“If you want to fuck me, just get it over with. I’ve got shit to do.”

I took a deep breath. I was tempted, but I had no idea why. She really was the closest thing to a woman in that school. I wasn’t going to lie to myself: she was indeed hot. She had the curves and the cute face and the petite build. Her outfit was perfect, and her hair looked real. I couldn’t go nearly a year without fucking a girl, so maybe I could make a compromise.

“Don’t tell anyone,” I said.

“Same goes for you,” she said.

So I pulled up her dress and I felt her butt cheeks with both of my hands. Then I picked her panties out from her butt crack and pulled them to the side, uncovering her asshole. It puckered, asking me to penetrate her. I pulled up my dress and nudged my panties over so that my erection could spring out.

I gave it a little tug, making sure it was properly hard. I’d never fucked a man before, but somehow this didn’t feel like I was about to lose that title. She looked and felt like a man.

“Not too hard,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. I spat into my hand and I coated my cock. Then I pressed my tip between her cheeks. And from that angle, she was hotter than any girl I’d ever fucked. She had a better body—and hell, she had a cuter face too. I didn’t feel bad about fucking her. I didn’t feel conflicted or awkward. As far as my senses were concerned, she was a woman. So I pushed into her.

She gasped and gripped the counter. “You fucker!” she said. “I said not too hard!”

“Just shut up,” I said. I pushed my cock deeper and felt her clenching my rod. She groaned as I pushed deep.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “I didn’t think you’d be big.”

“Just admit that you like it,” I said. I pushed a bit deeper, and then my pelvis was comfortably pressed against her ass. I waited a moment until her anus relaxed, and then I started pumping. She let her forehead press against the counter and she moaned. I slid back and forth, gripping her hips firmly with both hands. I looked up in the mirror and paused at the sight of myself, all dolled up, fucking a chick from behind.

She moaned and her cheeks turned a shade of rose. She liked it. She was tight. I pumped a bit faster and gripped her body a bit tighter.

“Don’t get cum on my dress,” she said.

“I’m going to come in you,” I said between breaths.

“Fine—just don’t pull out until I’m ready.”

I pumped harder, slapping her tush with my pelvis. I groaned and strained. The pleasure was intense. I wasn’t used to fucking holes that tight. I kept ramming her.

Then the pleasure reached a climax. I yelled out and then I pushed in deep. She gasped. “Too deep!” she yelled, but I didn’t pull back. I came inside of her, and it felt amazing. “You fucking asshole,” she groaned under her breath. “Don’t pull out—not until I’m ready.” And she wasn’t ready until she had a wad of toilet paper in her hand, inches from her hole. “Okay, now,” she said. I pulled out and she quickly put the toilet paper against her hole, stopping the cum from falling down and compromising her outfit.

I cleaned up my cock and then I looked at her with a grin. “We should do that again sometime,” I said.

“Fuck that,” she said. “I’m not getting kicked out of here because you’re horny. We’re lucky nobody caught us.”

I looked back into the mirror, checking my makeup one last time. “Alright. Well, I’ll see you in class.” I felt satisfied, but strange at the same time. It was a strange encounter, to say the least.

The day got stranger. It was our last class of the day: biology. At least, we all thought it was going to be biology. We walked into class with our biology textbooks, and then we looked around and saw that the room was all pink and adorned with outfits hanging on racks. There was a whole makeup station set up, and a hair styling station next to it. The teacher came in and started pointing at people. “You!” she said. “Sit up straight. Cross your legs. If you wear a skirt like that, you must sit with your legs crossed. And you!”

The tension in the room was overwhelming. Nobody wanted to be the next one sent to that fish factory, so we were all behaving properly. We all sat up straight and we all crossed our legs, and we all properly planted our forearms on our desks and not our elbows, fingers crossed in an elegant sort of way. Then we started doing voice exercises. We all had to repeat after the teacher, and if she noticed us whispering or mouthing the words, she would glare at us with a terrifying look: a look that suggested we would be next to work at that fish factory. I didn’t want to step foot in that rancid place, so I bit my tongue and went along with the program.

Holding a bra over her blouse, she showed us how to properly attach a bra: how to bend the arms, how to respect the integrity of the garment, and how to stand upright in a way that fully captures the elegance of a bust. It wasn’t a biology class: it was a feminization class.

“Tomorrow, we will work on heels,” she said. “You’re all done for the day. Now go.”

In the hallway on the way back to our dorms, a few of the students started expressing their disdain for the program. “Fuck this shit,” said one student, who actually looked impressively feminine in his knee-length black satin dress. “This is such fucking bullshit.” He was using his male voice, and that voice was clearly making the students around him nervous. “I’d rather work in that processing plant for the year. I don’t have the grades for college anyway. I’m done with this bullshit.”

And just then, the door at the end of the hallway opened and the newly expelled students walked in, all with that dead look on their faces. Their eyes were sunken and their bodies smelled of rotten ocean creatures. They didn’t just look traumatized; they looked cold. They looked tired. They looked borderline suicidal. They looked at us with jealousy. One of the boys started crying, and then I felt a little bit better about the humiliation I was enduring.

I had to remind myself that it wasn’t really humiliation. It’s not like I was getting dolled up so everyone could laugh at me. We were all getting dolled up. Those teachers had watched hundreds of students go through the same process. I wasn’t special to them. They wouldn’t remember me. My fellow students were all in the same boat as me, and they were all too preoccupied with their own humiliation to even notice mine.

I went into my room and sat down on my bed. I stared at the mirror. My reflection gave me a bit of a fright. I still wasn’t used to seeing myself in such a way. I really looked like someone else… Maybe not like a girl, but certainly not like myself.

I stood up and walked closer to the mirror. I’d picked up a few tips through the day, from looking at other students, and from our ‘biology’ teacher in our final class. Maybe I did have the potential to pass as a girl. Maybe that thought should have terrified me, but in a way, it was kind of relieving. If I could pass as a girl, then I could pass that semester at that school.

I looked down at my body. As long as I wasn’t looking at my shotty makeup job and my questionable wig, I looked like a chick. And now, I was looking at a chick that I was in control of. I made her reach up and grab her tits. I made her squeeze and then I made her sensually caress her frontside with her hands, pushing them down her abdomen and across her pelvis. I made her moan slightly as her fingertips went over her pussy.

Then I noticed something: the closet door was open. Did I leave it open? I looked at the floor. The floor was clean, but I was sure that I had left a number of outfits on the floor while I was getting dressed.

My heart fluttered. Had the staff been in my room? Did the school hire cleaners?

I didn’t let it bug me. I looked back at the mirror, at myself, at that girl who really looked like a girl as long as I didn’t look at her face. I grabbed my breasts again. I made her squeeze. I made her moan. Then I noticed her throbbing bulge. I giggled, feeling naughty. I grabbed the contour of my cock through my dress. I bit down on my lip. There was something strangely sexy about the sight. Maybe it was just the fact that I’d been without porn for nearly a week. Maybe this was the closest I could get to being able to watch a sexy woman.

I gripped my cock firmly and stroked until I was hard. I let out a whimper, and then I started pulling up my dress.

I looked into my own eyes. Maybe there would be a benefit to improving my look. Maybe if I could be more convincing, I could have a prettier girl to admire while I jerked off. Or maybe I was just starting to lose my mind…

I slipped my erect cock out from my panties. I gripped it firmly and pumped, watching the girl in the mirror. I moaned again, gripping my tip firmly. I knew I wouldn’t last long. I looked down at the girl’s trembling, smooth legs. I looked back at her breasts. I used my free hand to squeeze one tit. I moaned again. Then I looked at my lips, which were still cute and glossy. At least my lips looked feminine. It was really my eyes and hair that were throwing me off, but I didn’t have a problem keeping my gaze down.

I moaned a bit louder. I squeezed my breast a bit harder. I pumped my cock a bit faster. I closed my eyes. I pumped as fast as I could. Then I felt the tingling. I felt that euphoria surging through my shaft. I opened my eyes to watch the aftermath, and then my heart plunged into my stomach.

Two women were standing behind me: older women, dressed in faculty attire. I could feel my skin turning white as cum began to unload onto the mirror in front of me. I couldn’t stop. I tried suddenly to push my dress down, but now cum was just soaking into the thin fabric of the pale blue dress, and my bulge was still obvious.

God, it was so humiliating. Maybe this was the humiliation my stepmother had been looking for all along. I wanted to die. I wanted to run to that fish factory and I never wanted to leave.

I knew that my time at the school was up. I knew that my chances at graduating were over. I knew that I couldn’t bullshit my way out of this one.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


They walked up to me. They had disgusted looks on their faces. “You didn’t read your manual,” one woman said.

“I did. I swear I read it,” I said. “I just—I… I didn’t see anything in the manual about… about masturbating!” I felt so humiliated admitting to it, but they saw everything, so there was nothing to deny.

“The manual is very clear on being a proper woman while you are in attendance here,” she said.

“But I am,” I said. Then I cleared my throat, realizing I wasn’t using the proper voice. “I mean—I am.” Now I was sounding more girly, even using some of the inflection tips we learned in class.

“Women don’t have penises,” said one woman.

I felt my face turn even whiter. “But—But I have one. I can’t do anything about that.” I was terrified now. Were they going to force me to chop my dick off?

“You can refrain from touching it,” she said. “You can act as though nothing is there. That’s our expectation.”

I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out.

“We came into your room earlier and saw that you made a mess of one of your dresses,” she said. And that humiliation grew stronger. Now I felt like falling to the floor and curling into a ball. No man should have to endure what I was enduring. I was on the verge of throwing up. “It’s clear now that you are a sexual deviant. And perhaps it is out of your control.”

“It is,” I said, jumping on the glimmer of an opportunity. “I can’t help it. It’s just the way I am.”

“Take off your dress,” she said.

I stared at her, and then I looked at her partner. “W—Why?” I asked.

“Take off the dress and take off your panties.”

I stared for a moment longer, and then I followed the command. Were they going to give me a pass? If they wanted to send me to the fish factory, surely, they would have done it already—right? I grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it up. I felt the sticky goo on my cock peeling off of my tip. Cum fell to the ground with a loud splat, reminding me to feel as embarrassed as humanly possible. I closed my eyes and cringed.

Then, when I opened my eyes, I saw that one of the women was on her knees, holding a weird contraption. It was pink and made of hard plastic. “What are you doing?” I said.

She reached forward and grabbed my cock. I perked upright, tempted to push her back—but I knew that I was now on thin ice, so I complied. I stood still while she wrangled the weird item over my cock. “What are you doing?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

“This is just to make sure that you don’t fool around inappropriately again,” she said, then she stood up. I looked down at the pink plastic cage that was now around my flaccid cock. There was only a little opening for my tip, so I could pee.

“How do I take it off?” I asked.

“You don’t,” she said. “It will keep you from being bad.”

Then the women stood up properly and left the room, leaving me with that device on my cock. Once the door was closed, I walked to the mirror and reached down, trying to figure out how to open the thing. It was a bit uncomfortable, and there was no opening that I could find, except for a little hole that I figured was for a key. “You have to be fucking kidding me,” I whispered.

The chastity device was inconvenient. I had to sit to pee. I couldn’t sleep on my stomach because the plastic would push into my crotch.

And that horniness came to plague me the next morning, when I went to the shower room and saw a dozen barely-dressed girls putting on makeup. They weren’t really girls—of course I knew that—but they sure looked like girls. They were getting better fast, motivated by fear. Their wigs all looked real and they were being so meticulous and careful with their makeup. And there was something about seeing them that motivated me to try harder (maybe they were feeling the same pressure). Nobody wanted to be the least-convincing girl in the room. Nobody wanted to go to that fish factory.

The fish factory students all left before we woke up in the morning. They worked six days per week, starting at 4:00 AM and working until 5:00 PM, or later. We only saw them at night, and they never wanted to talk to us.

After three days, my horniness was almost uncontrollable. I couldn’t stand seeing girls in their undies. My cock wanted to harden, but that device stopped it from hardening. The sight of those smooth, youthful bums would make me squirm. It was my fourth night when I tried to get that chastity device off of me. I tried for hours to figure it out. I even carefully crammed a pen tip into that small keyhole, trying to unlock it—but it wasn’t easy. I knew I could break it with something heavy, but I knew that was terribly risky. I would end up smashing my cock if I wasn’t careful, so I decided not to try.

I wanted to come so badly.

That same girl even came up to me in my room—the one that I fucked in the bathroom. She whispered into my ear. “Want to come and fuck me again?”

I looked into her eyes. “I—I can’t,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Why not?”

I didn’t tell her. That chastity device was too embarrassing. I didn’t want anyone to know about it. “I just can’t right now,” I said.

“I’ll be extra girly for you,” she said, pitching up her voice slightly and adding a more ditsy inflection. It was tempting, but there was nothing I could do.

“I just can’t right now,” I said.

Then she hopped up on my desk and spread her legs wide. She used her fingertip to pull up her skirt. “Are you sure you don’t want to fuck my little asshole? I’m horny for you.” She smirked and let out a cute moan. She was trying hard to seduce me. She had the itch—and I had it too. But there was nothing I could do.

She sighed. “Don’t make me beg,” she said.

“I have lots of homework to do,” I said, biting down on my tongue. And watching her go sucked. I hated losing out on that opportunity. I hadn’t forgotten how warm and tight her asshole was.

“Shit,” I muttered to myself once she was gone.

And that horniness only got worse. It was especially bad during our feminization classes: watching my classmates putting on heels and walk around the room, watching my classmates try on different pieces of lingerie, and so on. We even had a ‘seduction lesson’, where the teacher taught everyone how to use body language to seduce men. It was all about looking into the eyes, gently biting bottom lips, breathing slowly and gliding hands carefully. It all seemed so silly, until we were paired up and told to practice.

A pretty blonde sat before me, staring into my eyes. “What are you doing tonight?” she asked me with the inflection we were all told to practice. There was something about the tone of her voice—and something about the way she was gazing into my eyes. It was working just as the teacher intended. My cock throbbed in its little cage. I wanted to pin her down and fuck her, but I couldn’t even if she consented and we were alone and free from consequences.

I was relieved when that class was over. I couldn’t take another moment of staring into feminine eyes. I couldn’t stand another gentle touch on the thigh, or a sly smile. I was half convinced that most of my classmates actually wanted to be fucked, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I went back into my room and stared at that horrible chastity device. I tried to get my finger into the little hole. I thought that I could ejaculate if I could just tease my tip—but the hole wasn’t even big enough for my pinky finger. I was trapped, and I still had nearly ten months before the semester was over.

I was on the verge of tears. I had no energy to do my homework. I started to wonder if they would take the device off if I ended up being sent to the fish factory. Maybe that would be better. I could slave away for fourteen hours a day at the factory and then fuck the horny femboys at night.

It was a tempting thought, but I still hadn’t lost hope in getting my high school diploma.

I reluctantly flipped open my homework. We had lots of homework, in all of our classes, including our sissification class. I did my chemistry homework first, and then I did my English homework. I took a ten-minute break before moving onto my sissification homework (the class was called ‘femme’, but we all referred to it as sissification class).

I started reading through the tasks. I had to write a short essay about the information in our newest textbook, which meant I had to read the textbook. Thankfully, it was a short textbook, about female sexualization in men.

And it was on page ten that I learned that a man can have a powerful orgasm without stimulating the penis. I stared at the diagram, which showed an illustrated penis inside of an illustrated butthole. “A prostate-stimulation orgasm can be ten times more powerful than a penile-stimulated orgasm.” It even claimed that a man could be made to ejaculate through anal stimulation. I stared at that image for a long time. Then, it took me a long time to actually write my little essay while thinking about that diagram.

I was so desperate to come. Maybe this was my solution. Though how could I stimulate my prostate? How could I find something that I could fuck myself with?

I searched my room for something phallic. There was nothing. I found a Sharpie and tried using that, but it wasn’t long enough. I groaned, feeling increasingly desperate. I couldn’t think of anything to use—everything was either too hard, too soft, or not the right size. There was only one real option: find another student willing to penetrate me.

The thought terrified me and I pushed it away, rejecting it entirely. But it wasn’t long before that thought started coming back to me. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe it was just a small compromise. I noticed my hands beginning to tremble, merely from the thought of allowing one of my classmates to be inside of me. And that trembling scared me more than anything: it showed me that I was genuinely considering this crazy idea, just so I could get through the year with a bit of sexual satisfaction.


CHAPTER 4
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It was three long days later when our sissification teacher brought in thigh-high boots for everyone to try on. We were learning about how to create outfits with big boots, and there were a surprising number of unwritten rules. For instance, tight tops are generally frowned upon with thigh high boots, and leggings are a rare exception. We spent a long hour trying on various sets of boots: flat boots, heeled boots, boots that laced up, and boots that were skin tight. We had to demonstrate our understanding of the lesson at the end of the class. The teacher took pictures of us and tacked them to a board—something she did every day, to document our ‘progress’.

I took an oversized grey sweater and put it on over nothing but panties. I put on a very tall pair of black leather heeled boots on my legs. The boots were simple: no laces or zippers or buckles, just black leather. The teacher was impressed by the simplicity of my outfit, as all of my classmates went with much more complex arrangements. “See how she draws attention to her legs with the baggy sweater?” the teacher said, pointing my legs out to my fellow students.

I noticed a few slow head nods. Some of my classmates seemed genuinely interested in the topic, as if they were actually starting to care about these sissification classes. A few of my classmates refused to look at me, probably worried they would come off as ‘gay’. But there was one student, Aaron (who now went by Erin), who was looking at me in a peculiar way. Her glowing eyes were drawn to my legs. Her cheeks radiated a pinkish hue. Her eyelashes fluttered and her plump lips parted. She kept looking at me, even once the teacher had moved onto the next student.

She finally noticed me looking at her, and she looked away quickly. I let out a small chuckle at first, realizing she was probably ‘crushing’ on me, or at least fantasizing about me in some capacity. It was a funny feeling, to have a girl admiring me, though I hadn’t forgotten that she wasn’t really a girl.

I noticed her looking over at me a few more times: stealing small glances whenever she thought she was safe to do so. I made an effort not to ‘catch’ her, even though I could see her through the corner of my eye just fine. I didn’t think much of it, until the teacher handed back our freshly marked essays, which we handed in a few days before. My essay, about the ‘sissy orgasm’ got me a B+, and looking at that essay now, I had an idea.

I looked back up at Erin, who looked away quickly from me. Maybe I could get what I needed from her.

So after class, I followed her. I watched her from behind as ideas and anxieties swirled in my mind. I took a deep breath and got closer. She went into her dorm room and I lingered in the common area while my classmates chatted and played cards, staying in their female personas (the only male personas we saw anymore were the ones working in the fish factory).

I waited until my classmates began to settle, then I snuck away. I went to Erin’s door and then I looked back to make sure I wasn’t being watched. I quietly grabbed the handle and pushed the door open, stepping into the room in the same move. As I closed the door behind me, Erin gasped and tried to hide her erection.

I caught her jerking off. She stared at me with big eyes for a long moment. Then, she realized suddenly that there was another piece of incriminating evidence out, so she reached down at her desk and grabbed something: a picture.

“What are you doing?” I said. “What was that?”

“Why are you in my room?” she asked.

“I came to ask you something,” I said. “What was that?”

“Nothing,” she said.

“Show me,” I demanded.

“No.”

“Show me! Or I’ll tell everyone what you were just doing.”

Her face drained of color. Now, she was white and her eyes were almost watering, almost on the verge of tears. She pulled her hand out from behind her back. Her erection was still pressed up against her skirt, making it float in the air in an embarrassing way. But she had a big dick: big enough that even her skirt couldn’t hide it properly.

She held out a photo: a photo of me in my long boots and grey sweater. “It’s—It’s not what you think,” she said.

“What is it then?” I asked.

She stared at me in silence, looking absolutely horrified, as if I was there to take her to an electric chair.

“Don’t tell anyone. Please don’t tell the teachers,” she said.

“Were you imagining me fucking you, or were you imagining fucking me?” I asked.

“Please don’t tell the teachers,” she said again, as if she was worried I hadn’t heard her the first time.

“I’m not going to tell the fucking teachers. Calm down. Just answer my question,” I said.

Her lips parted. Her lips quivered. Then she bit down on her bottom lip and her eyes became even more worried. “What difference does it make?” she said.

“Do you want to fuck me: yes, or not?” I said. My own heart was pounding now, though probably not as hard as hers was.

“I don’t know,” she said.

I rolled my eyes. This was my opportunity and I had to jump on it. I couldn’t stand another day without an orgasm. I needed to feel that ‘sissy orgasm’ that was apparently so amazing. I needed to come. I needed to get the cum out of my body, and her cock was my only option.

So I turned around and bent over her bed, planting my palms on the mattress. I reached back with one hand to pull up my sweater (which I kept on after sissy class), and I pulled my panties down below the cusp of my ass.

She just stood there silently, shaking with fear. “Well?” I said. “Do it then. Hurry up.”

“I—I can’t,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. I’d gone too far. I couldn’t just leave with nothing now. I couldn’t accept rejection. “Why not? Just do it. I won’t tell anyone.” I bit hard on my tongue, trying to stop the urge to just jump on her and force her erection into my asshole.

“I—I’m not gay. I haven’t ever been with a guy.”

“Do I look like a fucking guy to you?” I said. I took the remark as an insult. I’d worked hard over the two weeks I’d been in that facility to make myself as feminine as possible. I’d gotten good at doing my hair and makeup. I’d managed to find outfits that made me look more feminine than most of the girls I went to school with before being expelled.

“No,” she said softly.

“So why can you jerk off to a photo of me but you won’t fuck me?” I said, starting to feel angrier.

She just stood and quivered. I rolled my eyes and realized I was going to have to use other tactics: tactics we learned in class. I walked up to her. I took a deep breath and forced myself to relax. I put a small smile on my face and looked into her eyes. Then I bit down on my bottom lip. “I want your cock, Erin,” I said, squirming slightly. “I want it inside of me.

Her face was red now. Her eyes were flashing and she looked like she was struggling to breathe. I looked down at her crotch. She was still erect. I was so jealous that she could get an erection. That damned chastity device was stopping me from getting hard.

I reached down and ran my fingertip down the length of her erect bulge. “Please, Erin?” I said. Then I curled my fingers around it. It was warm and throbbing hard. I squeezed hard and let out a soft, girly moan. Then I pulled on it, as if it was a leash. She walked forward, so I kept pulling, leading her to her bed. Then I pushed her down onto her back. She looked up at me with horrified eyes. I smiled, trying to keep her relaxed.

“I’m so horny for your big dick,” I said in the sexiest voice I could muster. I pulled up her skirt, exposing that big cock. I grabbed it with my bare hand. I felt awkward, holding a cock, dressed like a slut. I could imagine my stepmother, rolling on her bed in a fit of laughter. This was probably exactly what she wanted. She wanted me to suffer.

But was I suffering? Was this really so horrible? If I forced myself to enjoy it (and the whole point was to achieve satisfaction), then was I really suffering? Was she really getting what she wanted?

I pulled Erin’s foreskin back. I squeezed hard and gently pumped her tip, twisting my wrist and staring into her flashing eyes. “Do you like this, Erin?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said with a small whimper.

I knew that cock wasn’t going into my ass without lubrication. I knew I needed to put the cock into my mouth. So I took a deep breath, bit the inside of my cheek, and then I leaned forward, opening my mouth and closing my eyes. I felt the tip push through my lips. I felt the pulsing veins cruising on my tongue. I tried hard not to gag or to run out of that room.

I wasn’t gay, but this was sure feeling gay. I kept reminding myself that I was doing this for a reason: so that I could finally get off, after what felt like a year of abstinence.

I bobbed my head up and down, massaging the length of that hard cock. She moaned a cute, sissy moan. I tickled her tip with my tongue, making her more aroused, and less likely to turn down my asshole. I squeezed the base of her cock hard with my fist and gave her the odd pump, keeping her optimally aroused.

She moaned again. Now, saliva was dripping down to her ball sack. She was lubricated. So I leaned back and drew a deep breath of air into my lungs.

I looked into her eyes. I bit my lip, staying in that slutty, seductive character. I climbed up on her. I grabbed her cock with my fist, standing it upright. I pushed her tip between my butt cheeks. Now, she wasn’t trying to reject me. But now, I was terrified. I’d never been penetrated before, and Erin had a big cock. What if it hurt? What if she did some permanent damage? What if someone walked in and caught us? What if this was my ticket to working in the fish factory?

I closed my eyes and tried to force myself to relax. I started using gravity to make myself go down. I felt that tip pressing hard against my rim. I forced myself to unclench for just one second, and one second was all it took: her cock pushed into me. I gasped. I felt it throbbing in my anus, stretching out my anal walls.

My body was suddenly filled with regret. This was something I could never take back—and something I would never forget. Was it really worth getting off? Could I not survive for a single year without ejaculation?

I closed my eyes hard and tried to push away the negative thoughts. It was too late to change my mind now. I’d already lost my anal virginity, and now that was gone forever. I had to just go ahead with it: I had to let her fuck my virgin asshole.

So I strained hard to relax my anus and I forced my body to sink down a little bit lower. I moaned and squirmed as I felt his bulbous tip pressing into my body. I let out an awkward sound and then I looked down. I could see about three inches of cock, still in the open—which seemed impossible! It felt like he had eighteen inches inside of me. How could there possibly be more?

I strained hard to go even lower. How low was I expected to go? Was I supposed to take the whole thing?

I pushed a bit lower, and then I just couldn’t take anymore. I put my hand against my lips and I muffled my small scream. Then I felt her hands slide onto my hips. I looked down at her face. At least she was pretty; at least she was feminine. Thank God she didn’t look like a boy. I could at least preserve a tiny fraction of my dignity.

I rose up gently and then fell down slowly. I leaned forward and pressed my hands on her breasts. She then put her hands on top of mine and forced me to squeeze her tits, so I squeezed.

She moaned. She had a cute moan. She was a cute girl: a bit chubby, but I kind of liked the extra softness. I started rising and falling with just my ass, keeping myself planted on her chest. I felt her thick veins rubbing my anal walls. I felt her throbbing. I felt her getting warmer and harder. I closed my eyes and slightly adjusted my angle—by no more than a single degree, but it was enough to find that sweet spot. I gasped suddenly as her tip pressed against some sort of internal button, sending a shockwave of euphoria through me. I rose and fell again, hitting that spot once more. And within an instant, I understood the sissy orgasm. I hadn’t yet experienced it, but I understood it.

I started to hop faster, hitting that button over and over. It felt better and better. Now I was starting to moan. I didn’t want it to end…

And then she came suddenly, groaning loudly and spewing waves of white goo into my anus. I stopped for a moment, shocked and mortified. It hadn’t even been a minute. I wasn’t even close to experiencing that orgasm. It wasn’t fair!

How could she not last longer? How could she allow herself to come before me? “You didn’t just do that,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said, straining as cum continued to pulse out from her dick.

“No,” I said. “That’s not fair. Was that even a minute?”

“I’m sorry,” she said again.

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, then I shook my head. “Just don’t get soft on me,” I said, and then I continued bouncing. I wasn’t about to lose out on my opportunity. I bounced hard and fast, getting faster with each revolution. I planted my hands back on her chest and I closed my eyes, feeling those pulses of euphoria. I could feel her warm goo sloshing inside of me, gushing out of my anus between my rim and her shaft.

I could feel her getting a bit softer. I could hear her groaning, now in discomfort. I opened my eyes and saw that she was cringing. I knew the feeling: it doesn’t feel good to continue pumping after ejaculating—but I needed to come, and she was going to make it happen whether she liked it or not. I kept bouncing.

I felt like I was getting close. The pleasure was intense and surging through my whole body. But she was getting softer, and that cock wasn’t sliding quite as deep. “No, no, no!” I said. I bounced harder and now she was shaking her head.

“I’m sorry,” she said, pushing me back. “I just can’t do it. It doesn’t feel good.”

I sighed and tried not to yell at her. “You just had to hold on,” I said, disappointed. I didn’t get my orgasm. My flaccid cock was tingling inside of my chastity device—but it wasn’t coming. “You just had to hold on for a few minutes.”

“I’m sorry,” she said.

I rolled my eyes. “Thanks for nothing,” I said.

I stood up and walked to the door. That tingling was fading now. I stopped at the door and took a deep breath. I looked back at her and saw that she had a devastated and embarrassed look on her face. I felt her goo rushing to my hole. I knew I had to go straight to the bathroom, but first, I felt like I needed to apologize. “It’s fine,” I said. “It was fun while it lasted.” I gave her a little smile, and then off I went to get myself cleaned up.
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Ispent a good twenty minutes staring at that chastity cage. I hated it. I wanted it gone so I could have my sexuality back. I was starting to notice that many of my classmates were horny, wanting to feel cocks in their asses, and it seemed like none of my classmates wanted to be on top. I would have happily been on top if it hadn’t been for that damned cage.

But now, I was determined to ejaculate. I didn’t take a cock in my ass for nothing. I didn’t spend twenty minutes expelling all of that cum out of my back door for nothing.

So over the next few days, I tried to find someone who could satisfy me. I tried Erin again the next night; I snuck into her room again after curfew and then I sucked her until she was hard and I sat on her cock—but once again, she came in less than a minute. I needed more than a minute to get off. She apologized again, and then I went back to my room, feeling unsatisfied and disappointed.

I looked around my class, trying to make eye contact with a potential mate. I could tell that other students were meeting in secret. I caught them making eye contact with one another, and then I even caught a couple in the bathroom at the end of the hall. I walked in while Georgia had her cock deep inside of Petra’s asshole. Petra had her erection out and she was stroking it with hand, not realizing how lucky she was. They both looked at me with horror. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to tell on you,” I said.

And strangely, I was jealous of both of them. I wanted to be in that position—either position. They were both getting off and feeling orgasms that I hadn’t known in weeks (and maybe they were feeling orgasms that I’d never known). It was a defeating feeling, and I was determined to solve the problem.

I needed to work on seducing the right partner. I’d identified three girls in my class that I considered ‘alphas’: girls who preferred to be on top, who would probably last long enough to get me off. Georgia was the prettiest, with her long black hair and her plump pink lips. Diane was the cutest, standing just above five feet, with her blonde hair and her big front teeth. Then there was Fae, the easiest target. She was a bit plump, but her plumpness worked in her favor. She had the best ass and she was often wearing slutty skirts.

But all three girls had the rest of the class fascinated. Everyone wanted to sit next to them and be their partners for projects. I don’t think I was the prettiest girl in the class—and I don’t even think that I was in the top ten—but I needed to try. I needed to work on myself, so I started paying extra attention during sissy class.

I took notes carefully. I was determined to create the sexiest outfits, and to make my makeup as sensual as possible. I kept my gaze fixed on the teacher as she spoke, and then I would go back to my room after class and practice: practice making outfits, practice makeup techniques, practice voice techniques—and then, of course, I practiced my seduction tactics.

I stood in front of the mirror and stared into my own eyes. I breathed in and plumped up my lips. I bit down on my bottom lip and I squirmed slightly, as if I was trying to stop liquid from oozing out of my pussy. I breathed slowly, heaving my breasts. I tilted my head down and kept that eye contact. I was getting a lot of help from my new makeup style: eyeliner cat-eye, with the perfect amount of faded shadow. I looked a bit like a Victoria’s Secret model. And my hair was getting better still. Now, my wigs looked like the real deal. I was wearing a dark brown wig, with hair that fell down in front of one eye in a sexy sort of way.

And I knew I had to practice on real targets if I was going to have a shot at one of the alpha girls. So that night, near curfew, I went out into the common area. There was one girl sitting there, finishing her homework. I put my book down in front of her and looked into her eyes. “Mind if I sit here?”

She looked up at me with a small smile. “Sure,” she said, looking back down at her homework.

And I started putting my techniques to work. I pulled my feet onto the couch, bringing them up to my bum, making my skirt ride up to expose the lingerie that I was wearing under my outfit. I grabbed my book and made my spine straight. I flipped a few pages and then I caught her stealing a quick glance at my legs.

“Almost done for the night?” I asked, using the inflections that our teacher taught us: soft and high, slow and meticulous.

She looked up at me. “Just finishing up,” she said, still with that small smile.

Another technique we learned: pushing out the bust to ‘present’ the breasts. I was wearing a buttoned blouse now, and the top few buttons were undone, exposing my ‘cleavage’, which was a silicone illusion, but still sexy nonetheless. I saw her throw a glance my way from the other side of my book.

I repositioned myself. “These couches are so uncomfortable,” I said, spreading my legs in front of her for a few seconds as I rolled onto my back, sprawling out across the couch. I stretched my legs out before crossing them. Now, my skirt was hiked up high, exposing all of my legs and bum, and the slight bulge in my panties that was my chastity cage.

I caught her looking again. I noticed that her face was turning a slight shade of red. I was running out of time. I had five minutes to convince her to come to my room.

I noticed she was doing homework that I’d already finished. “Do you want help with that?” I asked softly. “I finished that one.”

She looked at me with fluttering lashes. “Sure. I’m kind of stuck on this, uh, question.”

“I have the finished thing in my room. Come with me and I’ll show you.” We stood up and went to my room. I made sure the door was closed behind her as she walked up to my desk. I pulled out the homework and then I sidled up close to her, making sure she could smell my perfume. I planted my hands down on the desk and pushed my spine straight. I pointed to the question she was struggling with. Then I made sure our thighs were touching.

It wasn’t easy, getting a girl to sleep with you—especially when that girl was actually a boy who didn’t want to do anything ‘gay’. It was much harder than seducing a chick as a guy. But in a way, I liked the challenge.

I pushed myself closer against her, making my desire obvious. She looked over at me, looking afraid. And that fear was just what I wanted. She wasn’t afraid of me; she was afraid of the desire that she was now feeling.

I put my hand down onto her bum. I rubbed gently and looked into her eyes. Then I leaned in, puckering my lips. She closed her eyes. Her face was dark red and her body was trembling with fear—but she still kissed me. She let me put my hands all over her, and she let me lead her to my bed. She let me slip down her panties and she let me suck on her cock until she was rock hard. I was about to mount her, then she rolled me over, onto my stomach. She pushed down on my lower back with one of her hands, and then she used the other to push her cock into me.

I gasped, feeling my hole stretching wide to accommodate her girth. I could still feel her body trembling, even though all I could see was the sheets of my bed. She pushed in deep, groaning loudly. She crawled her legs up, pressing them against mine. I could feel the softness of her black stockings against my smooth, freshly shaved legs.

She pushed deeper and deeper, and then she pumped me until I was moaning loudly.

But she didn’t give me what I wanted. She didn’t even come inside of me. Instead, she pulled out and ruined my outfit with long streaks of shining cum. And instead of feeling any satisfaction, I could only feel jealousy. She got to come, and my cock was still locked in that cage. The frustration was growing, but I felt a bit accomplished. It was valuable practice.

Now, I knew I could seduce someone, and I knew how to get that cock pressed right against my sweet spot. I knew how to focus on that pleasure while it grew. I knew how to get close to that orgasm—and I knew it was inevitable. With each passing day, that orgasm was closer and closer.
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Iwas determined to get better, so I kept doing my homework, and I kept focusing on my sissy classes. I really was getting quite good at doing my makeup and picking out perfect outfits. My classmates were noticing. I was getting lots of questions from classmates: girls asking me how to pull off certain looks. Even the teacher noticed my effort, and allowed me to use her computer to access the internet for one hour each evening, as long as I was only looking up information concerning my sissification.

And I was starting to turn the right heads. I caught Georgia checking me out one afternoon. I smiled at her, but I knew that I wouldn’t get her if I pushed myself too hard on her. I needed her to come to me, so I had to keep working at it.

I had that chastity cage on for a month. Sometimes, when I let Erin fuck me, a drop or two of cum would ooze out of my cock. It felt good, but I wanted more. I was pretty sure that my body was just overloaded with cum and now it was starting to leak out. It had been a long month of no ejaculating, after all.

Other changes were happening to my body. I was fairly certain that the water we were drinking had hormones in it. I swear that I had a real pair of A-cup breasts on my chest, and some of the other girls were talking about strange changes as well. Even my face was starting to look a bit different—even when I wasn’t wearing makeup.

And it was after my sixth week in that school that I realized I’d gone six weeks without getting into trouble. Had I ever gone that long without angering some superior or another? Was I setting some sort of record? Had the school actually set me straight?

Maybe ‘set straight’ wasn’t the right expression for the occasion…

I was starting to realize that I kind of liked getting dolled up. There was a weird satisfaction to seeing my transformed face, and the satisfaction only got better when girls looked at me. The guys who had been expelled early on were even starting to notice a few of us girls. It had seemed like they were immune to our femboys charm, but now that immunity was starting to dissolve. Maybe they were just starting to accept whatever they could get.

It was a late night when the Asian student slipped into my room. He wasn’t wearing a shirt: just his pajama pants. I sprung up, on the verge of falling asleep. “What are you doing?” I said.

“Shh!” he whispered. Then he climbed on top of me. I went submissive, looking up into his eyes. “Nobody finds out about this. Got it?”

“Okay,” I whispered.

Then he slid down my panties along with his own pajama pants. He leaned forward and kissed me—and it was a weird feeling, kissing a boy. I was hesitant at first, and then I relaxed into it. I let him suck on my lips while his shaft grew against my chastity cage. He reached down and grabbed it. “What is this?” he whispered.

“They put it on me,” I said, feeling humiliated. I tried to push that humiliation back. I was still refusing to allow my stepmother to claim that W.

“So you can’t come?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“Shit,” he said. He stared into my eyes for a moment, and then we kissed again. He reached down and put his tip against my hole. He tried pushing in dry, but of course it didn’t work. So I spit into my hand and I coated his cock for him. Then he tried again. This time, he penetrated me. I moaned. He covered my mouth with the palm of his hand and pumped me. I angled myself so he was hitting that sweet spot. I closed my eyes and relaxed into my bed.

He pumped harder and harder and I moaned louder and louder. Then, to stop me from making too much noise, he curled his fingers around my throat and squeezed. “Shh,” he said, and then he pumped me harder. I could feel my face turning dark red. I could hardly breath. I wheezed, but I liked it: the pleasure was immeasurable. I lifted up my knees and I clenched hard and then my body began to tremble. He pumped harder, now grunting with each penetration. I could feel drool escaping the corner of my lips.

Then I felt a burst between my legs. It was an insanely pleasurable feeling that made me scream out. He pushed a hand on my mouth, but I couldn’t stop screaming. Then I felt the warm wetness pooling down my thighs. I was coming! Cum was pouring out from my flaccid, chastity-locked cock.

I wanted to scream out with joy, but I was too busy screaming out with pleasure.

He came inside of me, filling me deep, and then he left me alone, escaping my room quickly before he was embarrassingly caught fucking a biological boy.

I spent the next hour unmoved, staring at my ceiling, more relaxed than I’d ever been in my life. Finally, after six long weeks, I came. I felt like a gigantic weight had been lifted off of me. I felt like my mind was now clearer than ever before. And strangely, there wasn’t an ounce of regret swirling inside of me at all. But why? Why was I okay with being fucked by a guy?

The Asian student wasn’t even dressed up like a girl—and he hadn’t put on a spec of makeup since he’d arrived at the school. He was a boy in every sense possible. Yet I was fine with being with him—so fine that I ejaculated.

And as I started to fall asleep, I imagined my stepmother, laughing with an evil grin on her face. Was this what she wanted all along? Was this the humiliation she was after? Not only had I ceased being a trouble maker, but now I was taking cocks in my ass from both femboys and my male classmates.

That image of my stepmother plagued me over the next few nights, keeping me awake at night, making me question everything. I tried so hard not to let that school get to me—and not to let it change me—and all of my efforts only made the transition inevitable. I couldn’t lie to myself anymore: I liked dressing up like a girl, and I looked forward to it every day.

I would go to bed at night fantasizing about the next morning: the opportunity to do my makeup and pick out a new outfit. For the first time in my life, I was excited to be around people: around my sissification teachers, and around my classmates. I got a strange kick out of those electrifying moments: making eye-contact with a fellow student, having my classmates looking at me with lust and desire. And I got a jolt whenever I looked in the mirror, at my own reflection.

I was sexy and appealing and I didn’t want to go back. But now I was over a month into my semester at the school, and it was starting to seem like time was flying by quickly. Soon, my time at that school would be over. Soon, I would be going back to normal life. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to make the most out of my time at the school. I found myself being so careful not to break any rules, so I wouldn’t miss out on a single second of being feminized. I hardly cared about my high school diploma at all—it wasn’t even something that I ever thought about. All I cared about was pleasing my teachers so that I could continue by sissy journey.

And it was that fierce determination that brought my stay at that boarding school to a sudden end.
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It was a Thursday afternoon when the principal of the school came into our class and asked to see me in her office. She had two other staff members with her, and they all escorted me by forming a circle around me, as if they were worried I was going to run.

“I—I didn’t do anything,” I told them. I tried desperately to think if I’d done anything wrong. Had I broken any rules? I’d slept with many of my classmates—but that wasn’t against any rule, was it?

They said nothing to me until we were all in the principal’s office, up on the second floor, overlooking the trimmed courtyard. “What’s going on?” I said. “I really didn’t do anything. I swear! I’ve followed the rules. I’ve gotten all of my homework done on time. I have the best grades in the class.” And it was true: I hadn’t missed a single deadline. In fact, I was ahead in all of my classes, and I had an A+ average, which was much higher than any average I’d ever had in my academic life. I was shocked that I was being escorted to the principal’s office like common delinquent. “This isn’t fair,” I said.

“Relax, Devon,” said the principal. The use of my real name—my boy name—took me by surprise. I hadn’t heard it used in a long time: at least a month.

I stared into her eyes, feeling a mixture of confusion and relief. I could see on her face that she wasn’t about to scold me. I wasn’t in that office to be punished.

“What’s going on?” I said, looking at her staff members.

“We have good news for you,” said the principal with a warm smile. “Your stepmother reached out to us this morning. You’re going home. Your old school reviewed your grades and has decided to overturn your expulsion.”

“No,” I said, but my voice was hardly a whimper.

“What’s wrong? Now you can go back to your hometown and get your diploma properly. Not that I’m putting down our facility here—I think we do tremendous work—but it’s in your best interest to have a standard high school on your college application. Students leave here with good grades and strong characters, but the school is associated with expelled students and trouble makers. Not many students get the opportunity to go back once they get here.”

“But—But I don’t want to go back,” I said. I was still using my girl voice. I hadn’t used my boy voice in ages.

“I’m sure you’ll miss your friends here,” she said, still with that warm smile. “But once you reconnect with your old friends, I’m sure the sadness with go away. Your performance here has really been quite tremendous. Just be sure to keep it up until graduation. Bring home the lessons you received here: that work ethic will take you a long way. Your stepmother has arranged your flight. You need to be at the airport in one hour, which should be enough time for you to get yourself cleaned up.”

And that’s when I noticed my outfit, cleaned and folded, on her desk. Those were the clothes that I wore when I arrived at the boarding facility.

“If you leave now, you’ll also have time to say goodbye to your friends. So go ahead—go and get ready.” Then her smile grew bigger. “We’re all cheering for you. You’re one of our best success stories yet.”

They were all smiling, as if this was amazing news. But I didn’t want to go home. I didn’t want to take off my lacy red dress. I didn’t want to wash off my makeup.

“Can I please stay?” I begged. “I’m not worried about college. I’ll find a community college. Please just let me stay here for the rest of the year.”

“I’m afraid we can’t do that,” she said, now with a straight face. “It’s simply not an option. Your mother has demanded your return. She’s paid for the flight. She’s received a refund for a portion of your tuition here, and that refund has been fully processed.”

“Please,” I said, almost shedding tears.

Now they were all staring at me as if I was a sad, pathetic loser. And maybe I was. Maybe this was the true humiliation that my stepmother had been after all along: me whimpering and begging to stay at the sissification school.

“Oh, and before we forget,” said the principal. She pointed at one of her staff members. “Take off his chastity cage.”

The woman to my left pulled a small key out from her pocket. I became frozen as she dropped to her knees in front of me. I felt her hand cup my package, and then I kept a tinkering, and then a sudden rush of cool air as my cock was released. I looked down at my freed penis, unsure of what to think. I still wasn’t used to being called ‘he’.

“Well?” said the principal. “Go and get washed up. We’re running out of time.”

The hour went by in a blur. I decided not to say goodbye to my friends. I couldn’t stand the thought of seeing them, all dolled up and happy. I was in enough pain. So I just took a quick shower and I put on my male clothes. I was at the front entrance within fifteen minutes, and then a minute later, I was in a car, destined for the airport. I looked back at the school and my heart fell into my stomach. Maybe I shouldn’t have tried so hard. Maybe I should have let my grades slip a little bit.

I was hardly able to speak, terrified my female voice would come out. I felt like I needed to spend a few hours practicing my male voice, for it to become dominant again. With the flight staff, I was hardly able to whisper. I lied and said that I’d lost my voice, and they seemed to buy the lie. I scared myself when I went into the bathroom and I saw my own male reflection. It was an unusual sight: so bland and lifeless. I couldn’t believe such a great time was coming to such a swift end.

My stepmother was waiting for me at the terminal. She had a big frown on her face as I came down the escalator. “Let’s get going. I don’t want to have to pay for parking. The first thirty minutes is free,” she said. She seemed agitated—maybe because she thought she was going to be without me for a year, and instead she only got two months.

I could tell that she hated that I was home. I was quickly realizing that my return had more to do with my school and my father than my stepmother. She was probably under the impression that I didn’t suffer at all at that school (and I don’t think I did suffer). She probably thought that I avoided the school’s trademarked feminization. She probably thought that I was secretly gloating, and thinking of a way to rub my return in her face.

But really, she’d won. I felt completely defeated inside. I now felt uncomfortable in my own skin. I felt vulnerable and wrong. That boarding school had succeeded in chipping me down and exposing me to myself. I no longer looked at women the same way. Even my own stepmother: I couldn’t see her in the same hellfire light that I used to see her in.

Now, I saw a sad, desperate woman. She wanted so badly to be noticed by my father, but I had always been in the way. I was always frustrating my dad, putting him in a bad mood. I was constantly taking away his time: not because he was taking me out to the movies, but because I was always getting into trouble, which he had to deal with. And my stepmother was just trying to have a relationship with him.

I found myself thinking of the time that I went and smashed my teacher’s windshield. At the time, I thought the teacher deserved it for calling my friend a ‘retard’, but now, in retrospect, I realized that I was just making my dad and his new wife pay. My dad had to pay the two grand to replace the windshield (it was a custom order from Sweden). He had to take extra shifts at work to pay for the replacement, and that took time away from my stepmother.

And it wasn’t an isolated incident. There were all of the days that my dad had to take off work to pick me up from school: all of the suspensions and all of the missed busses because of detentions. He was always working weekends to make up for my bad behavior. There were so many cancelled ‘date nights’. And my poor father would still try to find time to spend with me: quality time, which was time away from my stepmother.

So could I really be angry at her for wanting a bit of revenge? Did she even want revenge, or was that just in my mind? Maybe I was the one who wanted revenge on her, for always being so crabby with me. Maybe I was just projecting my own anger onto her. Maybe she just wanted me gone for a period of time so she could get to have a real relationship with my father. I couldn’t be upset with her for that. Maybe she deserved it.

I looked over at her and saw that she was clutching the steering wheel with clenched fists. Her knuckles were white. Then I looked forward and saw that we weren’t headed home. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“To your school,” she said. “We have to fill out paperwork.”

So we drove to the school and spent an hour in the office, waiting on uncomfortable plastic chairs before having to fill out a bunch of paperwork. I couldn’t help but notice that all the students were wearing school uniforms, even though we never used to have a school uniform.

The errands weren’t done there. “Now where are we going?” I asked.

“To get your homework,” she said. And now we were off to the public board of education office, to pick up all of the homework that I’d missed during my two-month absence. Normally, it would have been at the school, but because my arrival was so abrupt and unexpected, the school didn’t have time to get everything prepared for me. They wanted me ready for class the next day, so strings had to be pulled.

We drove across town and got all of the homework. It all seemed simple enough: easier than the homework I did every night at boarding school.

“Now where are we going?” I asked, noticing that we still weren’t going home.

“School uniform,” she said through clenched teeth. Apparently, my school had introduced a new school uniform that year, and the tailoring company that made it was on the far end of town. We had to wait a long time at the tailor before they found my new uniform in the back. My stepmother made the payment, and then we started towards the next destination.

“Now?” I said.

“Groceries,” she said. “For your lunches.”

So we went grocery shopping. I noticed that my stepmother was driving faster than usual, and she seemed more tense than usual. At first, I assumed that she was just angry that I was home, and she wanted to be done with me as quickly as possible. But I had a hard time believing that she hated me quite that much. “What’s the rush?” I asked as she quickly zipped down the aisles of the grocery store.

“It’s your dad’s only day off,” she said. “And this isn’t how I wanted to spend it.”

Normally, it would have made me angry. I would have typically rolled my eyes at her and maybe laughed at her for being a complainer. But now, I felt guilty. She was spending her whole day off of me, and it was my dad’s day off too. They should have been together. This was exactly why she resented me: I was a constant inconvenience. My trouble making was affecting her maybe more than it was affecting me. She was always picking up my slack.

I looked over at her once we were back in the car. She started the engine. Now, we were low on gas. She sighed and shook her head when the little gas alarm bell chimed. She’d probably used a quarter tank of gas that morning, driving me around so that I could go back to school.

She wasn’t a perfect stepmother, and I certainly wasn’t the perfect stepson. We both had our issues. She had a short fuse and I had a bad attitude. “I’m sorry,” I said.

Then she paused and looked over at me. She looked into my eyes and I looked into hers. She smiled suddenly, taking me by surprise. The tension seemed to disappear from her body. She looked forward again. “It’s fine,” she said softly, and then we were on our way.

THE END
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THE TEAM TRAP


Chris worked all summer to make the school’s tennis team: a team every guy wants to be on: travelling the country and missing school for competitions. Twenty-eight men are trying out for three spots. At tryouts, it’s close between Chris and Ian—a young man who also trained all summer—but Ian stumbles on day one, so Chris makes the team.

The competition isn’t so fierce for the girls: only five girls trying out for three spots. None of the girls are very good—until the final day of the tryouts, when a new girl shows up. She says her name is Crystal, but she looks like she could be Ian’s sister.
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The competition to make the school’s tennis team was fierce—at least for the men. Twenty-eight guys were trying out, and we all had some competitive tennis experience. The girl side of things weren’t quite so competitive.

Four girls were trying out for the team. Only two of them had ever competed before. The other two weren’t even… athletic, if you know what I mean.

But the school needed three men and three women for the team. The six athletes would be sent to a dozen different cities over the course of the three-month season. And if we were good and won enough games, we would get to go to the Junior Canadian Finals in Nova Scotia.

The three-day tryout was surprisingly grueling. The drills were endless and there was a shocking amount of running. They made us do a ‘Beep Test’, which consisted of running back and forth between two lines as a machine beeped faster and faster. The test didn’t end until you couldn’t reach the line anymore. The coach was standing nearby, taking close notes of who lasted longer. I was in the top five—but was that good enough?

As we caught our breath, we watched the girls as they started their test. I lasted one-hundred and twelve beeps. Sandra, the fittest girl, made it to fifty-five. We all snickered from the sidelines. But the reality wasn’t quite so funny. The reality was actually quite sad: this was a free pass for the girls—a pass to travel the country on the school’s dime, and a pass to miss out on tons of boring school days. For the guys, it wasn’t so simple. We were battling each other. We were spending every waking hour thinking about the game. We were practicing hard, and stepping over each other for one of those three glorious spots.

Deep down (and maybe not so deep down for some), we all hated those girls. We hated how easy they had it.

Ian Butler was one of the wild cards. He almost made the team the year before. He was a good tennis player. I’d played him about fifteen times before in competitions, and he beat me seven of those times. I knew that he’d spent the summer training with a private coach. And it was obvious that he was determined to take one of those three spots, even though there were a few guys who were better on paper.

He pushed himself to the limit on the first day, during the Beep Test. He made himself throw up, just to finish fourth. But fourth wasn’t good enough in a top-three situation. At the end of the first day, the coach made us face off against one another. I played Tanner Crinkle, and beat him decisively. Ian got matched with Richard Braun, the previous year’s junior MVP. Everyone stuck around to watch their game—even the girls.

And Ian put up a good fight, with his messy blonde hair flopping from side to side as beads of sweat rolled off of his forehead. I think he gave Richard a good scare. The first half of the game was close, but then Richard’s experience started to push him ahead. He started winning more frames, and he was putting Ian to work, sending him left and right, draining him of the last of his energy. Ian made a big mistake that day by pushing himself so hard in the Beep Test. He used all of his energy in that test, assuming he would get an easy opponent for his first match.

Now, that exhaustion was catching up to him. Even though Ian put on a good show, Richard ending up winning by a significant margin. He fell to the ground and stayed there for a good ten minutes once Richard won. And it was obvious when he peeled himself off the court that he was discouraged. His confidence was shattered. The competition was getting to him.

It was clear that Richard would be taking one of those three spots. Kyle Hanford was going to take another one of those spots, seeing as he spent his summer competing in Switzerland with their Junior National Team. So that left one spot: twenty-six athletic guys competing for a single spot. And Ian had already lost his first match, slimming his chances.

And to make his chances even worse, he didn’t show up for the second day of tryouts. I saw him in school though, with a blank, dead look in his eyes. He’d spent his whole summer preparing for those tryouts, and now he was completely discouraged. I felt bad for him, but I tried not to think too much about him—I had my own tryouts to worry about. I had also spent months training. That final spot on that team was also the only thing that I was thinking about. And with Ian discouraged and ready to tap out, that just made my own chances better.

On that second day, we all had two matches. I played Cory Neufeld, and won, and then I played his brother, George, and won. I was 3-0. With my top five finish in the Beep Test and my three decisive victories, my odds were looking good. The coach seemed to like me. He spent a good deal of the three-hour session watching me specifically.

I was surprised to see that Ian wasn’t even at school the next day, for the final day of tryouts. He usually sat next to me in English class, but he wasn’t there. Apparently, he’d given up entirely. Oh well—that just made my chances better.

And to make my shot even better, Karl Toft hurt his ankle on his way to school, and he was my biggest competition, aside from Richard and Kyle. My heart was racing all day leading up to that final round of tryout matches. I was so excited—so close to being on that tennis team: considered one of the best high school tennis teams in the country. Hell, making that team was one of my biggest dreams. I’d tried out each year and now I was so close.

Couch Douglas posted the matchups on the fence at the very start of the final three-hour session. My heart was still racing. I looked for my name and saw that I would be facing Kyle right after facing Jeremy Preston. Jeremy was a weak opponent who had lost all of his games and finished twentieth in the Beep Test. I knew if I could beat Kyle, my spot on the team was cemented. I took a deep breath in, then I heard one of the girls say, “Who’s Crystal Butler?”

There was a silence. I looked at the girl’s matchups and saw the name: Crystal Butler: a fifth girl trying out for the team.

“New addition,” said Coach Douglas. “She signed up this afternoon.”

“That’s not fair,” Tanya Dotti said, throwing her tennis racket to the ground. Tanya was a lousy player, but she was better than Ellie Stuart, so until that moment, it was looking like she was getting a free Canadian travel pass.

“There’s nothing in the rules about late signups,” said Coach Douglas. “And it’s my job to pick the best people for the team.”

“Will she be running the Beep Test like we had to?” Tanya said.

“She already ran it,” he said, sheepishly looking down at his clipboard. Then he looked up at everyone. “Now listen. Some of you may think that this is unfair. To be honest, I’m not sure how I feel about it, but it’s important that we all create a welcoming, inclusive atmosphere.”

“I’ve never even heard of any Crystal. There’s no Crystal in this school!” said Tanya, who was red in the face.

Coach Douglas took a deep breath. “It’s complicated. And the rules… The rules allow it.” He sighed. Now, everyone was looking at each other, starting to gossip. The whole situation was confusing.

Then, a girl started approaching from the school. She was holding a tennis racket. He long blonde hair was tied into a swaying ponytail. I’d never seen the girl before. Everyone turned to look. The girl reached down to tug on her skirt, as if she wasn’t sure it was long enough. Then she looked up at us. Her cheeks were red as she forced a small smile and a wave.

“Who the fuck is that?” Tanya said.

“I don’t know, but she’s hot,” said one of the guys. Then there was snickering.

Couch Douglas gave us the side-eye—and for good reason. Ellie was the first one to realize who we were looking at. “Oh my God…” she said.

“What?” someone said as the tall blonde stopped right in front of us, cheeks red, smiling awkwardly.

“Oh shit,” someone said.

“Don’t swear,” said Coach Douglas.

Then Tanya clued in. “This isn’t fair! This is horse shit!” she yelled. She picked up her tennis racket and threw it hard against the fence. Then she stormed off the court.

“Tanya!” Coach Douglas called out, but Tanya wasn’t coming back.

I was confused, like many of the boys—but then I figured it out. We weren’t looking at a girl at all.

We were all looking at Ian Butler.
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As we all clued in, outrage erupted. The girls—Tanya in particular—were furious. Most of the guys were outraged, knowing that Ian would make the girls’ squad with no contest. It really didn’t seem fair. Even I had to walk away, shaking my head, trying not to feel overwhelmed with rage. I needed to stay focused. I still had to win my daily matches if I was going to make the team.

“Everyone just relax!” Coach Douglas shouted, bringing us all to silence. “Trans athletes are permitted in the league.”

“But he’s not trans!” said Tanya. “He’s just pretending to be a girl so he can go on all the trips!”

“You don’t know that,” said Coach Douglas. “Crystal has assured me and the staff at the school that she’s serious about her transition. She identifies as a woman, and if you want any shot of staying on this team, you will treat her accordingly.”

“But Coach,” said Tony Francis. “Surely you know this is all a joke, right? I mean—think about it logically. That ‘girl’ there was Ian just yesterday. There is no Crystal. Please tell me that you understand that. You can’t be this delusional.”

Coach Douglas pointed at the school. “Your tryout is over, Tony. Go get changed.”

Tony’s face turned bright white. His eyes became wide. “A—Are you serious?” he asked.

“We have a zero-tolerance policy here when it comes to intolerance.”

Someone giggled at the oxymoron. Coach Douglas swung his head around to see who was laughing, and we all became quiet real fast. It was clear that we weren’t going to get a say in the matter. I certainly wasn’t about to lose my spot on the team over some squabble. It’s not like our female athletes were going to be winning any important games anyway. I felt bad for Tanya, but defending her wasn’t worth losing my own spot.

“Let’s get started with our matchups,” said Coach Douglas.

It only took me twenty minutes to defeat my first opponent. I nearly blanked him—though I did lose a few serves when I saw Ian on the court next to me, bouncing from side to side in his short white skirt. I couldn’t help but notice that he’d shaved his legs, and he was wearing a padded bra underneath his tight top. At least he was putting in a bit of effort; he wasn’t just showing up with some stubble and hairy legs and calling himself a woman.

And the long blonde hair was obviously a wig, but it looked like a high-quality wig—certainly a better product than you would get with a Halloween costume. He was wearing makeup, clip-on earrings, and he even had women’s shoes on his feet. It was a lot of effort to put into a getup—but that didn’t mean he deserved to be called a girl for the sake of making the team.

Ian blanked his first female opponent, and then he blanked his second opponent. There was no question about it: he was going to make the team, and not just because he was better than the other girls. He was going to make the team because Coach Douglas was clearly terrified of being seen as transphobic.

My battle against Kyle gathered a crowd. People lined the fence to watch us go back and forth—and it was a close game. We were both dripping with sweat as we went back and forth, taking the lead from one another. I saw Ian out of the corner of my eye, getting ready for his next match. He was adjusting his skirt: tugging it up and twisting it, exposing his white panties for a brief moment. A tennis ball suddenly struck me in the side of the face and I looked over. “I wasn’t ready!” I said, feeling my cheeks turning a peculiar shade of red.

“That’s not my problem!” Kyle shouted.

He was in the lead. He stayed in the lead for a while, and then I managed to catch him off guard, when Ian stepped onto the court next to us, practicing his serve in his short skirt, long blonde hair now dancing in the gentle breeze.

“Hey!” Kyle shouted as the ball landed inches from his foot.

“Not my problem!” I shouted back.

Ian was a strange distraction. It was hard not to look at him, because he was just such an anomaly. I couldn’t believe how crazy he was. Surely, he knew that the whole school would be making fun of him tomorrow. Was it really worth making the tennis team? Was he really going to put on the outfit for all of his games? And did this mean he had to now put on the outfit until the end of the school year? He couldn’t just show up for school as a guy. He couldn’t just identify as a girl when it came to playing tennis.

The ball hit the ground in front of me while I was zoned out again. “That’s it. I win,” yelled Kyle. He threw his arms into the air. And he was right: he won, conquering me while I was distracted.

I was mad at myself for allowing Ian to distract me. But in the end, it didn’t make a big difference. Instead of claiming the second spot on the team, I ended up with the third spot. I’d made the team, with Richard and Kyle. Ian took the top girls’ spot. Nora took the second spot, and Susan took the third spot. “Go and celebrate,” Coach Douglas said to us after all of the failed contestants had left the courts.

But it wasn’t easy to celebrate. With Ian standing where Tanya should have been, it just seemed awkward and unfair. And even after Coach Douglas walked away, we were all too afraid to confront Ian about what he’d done.

“So we’re all going to Saskatoon next week, huh?” Ian said in a strangely feminine voice. At least he was committed to the role. I’d heard horror stories of guys pretending to be girls before. Over at Xander High School, just down the street, a particularly burly guy pretended to be a woman to make the school’s women’s wrestling team. Apparently, he made all of the women so uncomfortable that they all left the team together, so the big guy was the only person on the girls’ wrestling team.

“Should we go grab milkshakes or something?” Richard suggested.

“Sure,” said Nora, pushing her brunette bangs away from her eyes.

There was a short, awkward silence. Then Richard turned towards the street. “Alright. Let’s go.” I followed from behind. Ian was in front of me, still wearing that shirt and that tight top. It was hard not to look down at his butt while his skirt danced from side to side. I had to hand it to him: he was brave. He was opening himself up to a lot of humiliation. Now, we were going out in public and he was still dressed up. Luckily for him, he actually kind of looked like a girl. He even sounded like a girl, as if he’d been practicing that voice. And his butt looked pretty girly too—especially in that skirt, and above those long, smooth legs.

I pulled my gaze away quickly, reminding myself that I was looking at Ian Butler, and not ‘Crystal’.
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Training was tough leading up to that first competition in Saskatoon. We met every day after school, and Ian continued to show up in his feminine outfit. He even showed up to school in his feminine guise, wearing his sister’s clothes. He was the subject of the gossip, but he didn’t seem to care. He seemed completely uninterested in the fact that everyone was talking about him and what he did to make the tennis team.

But I suppose that was Ian’s personality. He’d always been what we called a ‘shit disturber’. Even as he sat, dressed as a woman, he had a big grin on his face, as if he knew exactly what he was doing, and took pleasure in the fact that it was making so many people angry.

It was the day before we set out for Saskatoon when Coach Douglas put me against Ian in practice. “But she’s on the girls’ team,” I said.

“So what?” said Coach Douglas. “The rules of the game are still the same.”

And I knew he was putting me against Ian because Ian wasn’t getting any real training by stomping the other girls, day after day.

So I faced off against Ian. I tried hard not to look at his legs, or his short skirt (which seemed to be even shorter than the other girls’ skirts). I tried not to look at his long blonde hair or his pink, glossy lips. It was all so distracting. It was so weird, staring at him, and seeing a woman. He put on a convincing guise. He even had his eyelashes meticulously curled and darkened with mascara. Or maybe he was wearing fake eyelashes.

And I swear, when he leaned forward, that I saw some cleavage. I could see a slight gap between two fleshy lumps. Did he have breasts, or was it just an illusion being created by the shadow of his bra? Was it just the way the sun was shining down on the tennis court?

He took the first few points, leaving me feeling embarrassed. I was off my game. I had too much on my mind with the big competition coming up. Now, some of the guys who failed to make the team were at the fence, watching. I felt like I needed to prove that I deserved that spot. I could hear them giggling, as if I was being beaten by a girl. But she wasn’t a girl. She was a boy. She failed to make the guy’s team, just like them.

I cleared my throat and widened my stance. I managed to stop her next cross-court attempt. I lobbed an easy shot for her, and she returned it with a hard hit. Still, I managed to return the shot, and then she hit it into the net. With the serve, I managed to land an ace, and then another. It was ten minutes before I gained the lead.

I started getting my game back. Then she surprised me with another strong cross-court strike. I missed it, and then she pulled an ace off on me. Now a few more people were at the fence watching—and giggling. I wanted to turn to them to remind them that my female opponent wasn’t a female at all. I wanted to remind them that she had been in the running for a real spot on the men’s team. She was better than most of them.

I bit down on my tongue and played hard for the next ten minutes. And narrowly, I managed to win the game. I was dripping with sweat and tingling all over with a peculiar sense of embarrassment. I felt proud of myself, but not too proud. I didn’t want to show that I was proud, so I kept my expression flat and uninterested. I sat down and had a sip of water, and strained so I wouldn’t pant as if I’d been put through the ringer.

But Crystal didn’t look tired at all. She wandered over to the next court and casually watched the game with a smile on her face, as if she’d gone easy on me—as if she’d let me win.

I beat her properly. I beat her in a fair game, and I would have beaten her even more decisively had she been doing the same amount of training as me. Coach Douglas had the boys working hard. The tryouts were grueling, and Crystal missed most of them. The girls hardly had to do anything, because Coach Douglas knew that they weren’t going to be able to compete against the other teams.

Crystal looked over at me with a smile and I looked away quickly, biting down on the edge of my tongue as I tried to settle the anger that was bubbling up inside of me.

-

It was a long bus ride to Saskatoon. We took the school’s small bus, which hardly got any use, so it creaked and clunked the whole way, and it ended up breaking down after about three hours. Luckily, Coach Douglas knew a bit about cars and was able to get the yellow beater back on the road.

I sat with the guys. Kyle was focused hard on his upcoming matches. He kept his eyes closed and he practiced his swing with an imaginary tennis racket. Richard was less focused on the tennis and more focused on Susan, who strangely showed up for that bus ride in a dress and a full face of makeup. They kept looking at each other when they thought nobody else was looking. Clearly, there was some sort of romance brewing between them.

And I couldn’t blame Richard. Susan was cute, always wearing her blonde hair in a pair of pigtails. She often wore short skirts that barely covered her bum, and she had a nice cute pair of B-cup boobs that were never covered up by any bra.

Their little romance inspired Nora, who started looking over at me with a similar gaze. When I turned to look out the window, I heard Nora and Susan whispering. I swear I heard my name mentioned before a bit of giggling.

It wasn’t unheard of for students to ‘hook up’ on these kinds of trips. Benjamin Forester and Sally Clifford supposedly hooked up at the provincial chess tournament the month before, and Sally was way out of Benjamin’s league. Proximity can do peculiar things to people.

I thought about it a little bit. Nora was cute. She was short with big boobs that bounced up and down whenever she played tennis. She had straight cut black bangs that sat perfectly at her dark black eyelashes. She almost looked Persian, but with extremely pale skin. She was also now in a full face of makeup, but that wasn’t unusual for her.

I let a chuckle slip as I thought more about it. If I ended up hooking up with Nora, and Kyle hooked up with Susan, would Richard end up in bed with Crystal? I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from chuckling. “What is it?” Richard asked, now looking at me.

“Nothing,” I said. “I just thought of a joke.”

And the thought of Crystal hooking up with any guy was hilarious. What if one of the guys from one of the other teams found himself fancying her without realizing she wasn’t a she at all? What if someone tried to hit on her between games?

We all knew that she was actually a boy, but nobody else knew. And was it obvious? It had been a week since she ‘came out’ as Crystal, and in that week, she’d gotten a lot better at doing her hair and makeup. Her outfits seemed to be fitting better. Would I be able to tell that she wasn’t a biological woman at a glance? How long would it have taken me to find out if I didn’t know Ian personally before his ‘transformation’?

I looked over at Crystal. She was sitting alone and staring out the window. I looked at her for a long moment, trying to decide if she was convincing or not. It wasn’t so easy to determine objectively. She didn’t have a big Adam’s apple, and her figure was surprisingly curvy, even though she was taller. Now, her wig looked much better. Had I not seen her with shorter hair just a week before, I wouldn’t have known the hair wasn’t real.

So what about her made her obviously male? What were her masculine features? Would it really be so funny if someone hit on her? A cold shiver ran down my spine as I considered the possibility that I’d ogled a trans girl before without realizing it. Crystal was seemingly convincing; what if there were trans girls all around me?

I brushed that thought out from my mind. It was silliness. Crystal wasn’t that convincing. I was probably just getting used to being around her. I had probably just desensitized myself to her usual masculine features, so I wasn’t noticing them now.

I looked back over at the gossiping girls. Nora was looking at me, but she looked away fast as our gazes met. Her pale cheeks turned red. Maybe she would end up sneaking into my room after Coach Douglas went to sleep for the night…


CHAPTER 4
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We all stood outside of the hotel while Coach Douglas went inside to get the room keys. Richard now had his racket out and was lobbing balls off the nearby hotel wall. I stretched out my back. The air in Saskatchewan was drier than I was used to. I nearly coughed. A mosquito landed on my nose, making me swat at my face.

Kyle stood off to the side with Susan. Now, they were flirting. He was looking into her eyes and it seemed like their romance was moving quickly. A part of me wanted to remind Kyle how much he cared about his upcoming tennis games. He was in a lot of trouble if he was going to let this little high school fling get into the way of his performance.

Nora was looking at me with a smile. “Hi,” I said to her, feeling strangely confident. Usually, I was nervous around girls. The normal me would have pretended not to see her, and I probably would have walked away. But now, I was looking into her eyes and smiling. Maybe I was starting to shed my usual shy layer.

She sauntered closer to me. “Excited for the big competition?” she asked. She grabbed a piece of her hair and started twirling it around her finger.

“It should be interesting,” I said with a smile. “What about you?”

“I think it will be fun,” she said.

I smiled and nodded my head and she took another step closer. I looked down at her legs, which were clad with tight black leggings. I could see the bulge of her pussy. I looked up quickly before she decided that I was staring at her cunt. “Susan’s been here before,” she said. “She told me that there’s a little Chinese food restaurant down the road—that way. Maybe later you want to come with me—with us. We can all go together. Like a team thing.” Now she was blushing. Her pale skin did her no favors in hiding her rosy cheeks.

I smiled. “Sure,” I said. I wasn’t used to girls liking me. I’d always been more-or-less invisible to the opposite sex, and that’s what I was used to. So I wasn’t sure how to respond properly to Nora, who clearly liked me—or was at least interested in a road trip romance with me.

Her interest in me wasn’t quite as strange as the fact that I didn’t feel much in return. Sure, she was cute—and that cuteness really should have been enough for me. But for some reason, I just couldn’t convince myself to be excited. I couldn’t get her image into my brain. I wanted to have a crush on her, but mostly just out of convenience. But the reality was that she didn’t make me feel excited. And maybe that was for the best; maybe it was best for me to focus on the tennis that I was there to play, and not on the girl that was trying to flirt with me.

Coach Douglas emerged from the building with three sets of keys. “So here’s the issue,” he said. “I thought we had five rooms, but we only got three, and they’re booked up.”

“We can share a room,” said Susan, stepping close to Kyle.

“Definitely not,” said Coach Douglas, narrowing his eyes. “One of the rooms has two queens, and they’re going to bring a cot. So the girls can have that room. I’ll take the small room with Richard. Kyle and Christopher can take the last room. You don’t mind, do you, Richard?”

Richard shrugged his shoulders.

“Wait,” said Nora, suddenly with wide eyes. “All three of us will share a room?” She looked over at Crystal.

“It’s the biggest room. It’s got two queens and space for a cot.”

“No way,” Susan said, shaking her head suddenly. “I don’t feel comfortable sharing a room with… her.” Now both of the girls were looking at Crystal, who was now red in the face. And I couldn’t blame the girls. Sure, they were fine to play along with Crystal’s little façade while on the tennis courts, but sharing a room with the imposter was crossing a line.

“We have to try to be inclusive,” said Coach Douglas softly.

But the girls continued to shake their heads. “I’m going to call my mom,” said Nora.

“Me too,” said Susan.

“No, no, no,” said Coach Douglas. “Don’t go and do that. We’ll figure this out. Um…” He looked around and thought for a moment. “What if… Okay—how’s this? Susan and Nora can take the two queen beds. I’ll sleep on the cot in the room with Kyle and Richard. Then Christopher… You can…” He kept thinking while staring into my eyes.

“If he doesn’t care, I can share a room with him,” said Crystal in her soft, female voice, which had also gotten better over the past week (or maybe I was just getting used to it).

I looked over at her. My heart fluttered, and I had to remind myself that it wasn’t that weird. She wasn’t a real girl. Sharing a room with her was no different than sharing a room with a guy. And I didn’t want to make the issue any more complicated than it already was. “Sure. I don’t care,” I said.

Coach Douglas was silent for a moment as he tried to process the proposal in his mind. Was it right to put us together? Would the school be mad if they found out?

“You really don’t mind?” Coach Douglas asked. I could see in his eyes that he was nervous about the arrangement. He looked at me. “Chris—we can get another cot and squeeze it into our room, and Crystal can have that room to herself.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I really don’t care.”

There was another long pause. Then Coach Douglas handed me the key. “Okay. Well, if you decide that you feel uncomfortable, let me know and we can, uh, rearrange.”

“Sure thing,” I said. But now, my heart was racing. There really was something awkward about sharing a room with the phony transgender, even though it wouldn’t have seemed awkward at all a week before when Crystal was just Ian.

We went down to our room. Coach Douglas watched us until we were inside. The door closed and the room was quiet. There were two small beds, a small television, and a bathroom. I watched Crystal as she walked over to the far bed and put her suitcase down. I realized it was the first time I’d been alone with her—and maybe it was the first time she’d been alone with any fellow student since her ‘transition’.

“So this is our room then, huh?” I said.

“I guess this is it,” she said, looking back at me with a small smile.

“You don’t have to use the voice with me. I won’t rat you out,” I said.

She just looked at me with a smile, as if there was something funny about what I’d said. “Someone once told me that being a woman is all about being consistent,” she said, still using that feminine voice.

“Right…” I said. “And you think this is all worth getting to go on a few tennis trips? I mean—it’s going to be weird when you actually start beating the girls. They’re not going to be happy.”

“Nobody is happy when they lose,” she said.

“Obviously. But, c’mon. It’s not exactly fair—you know that.”

She hopped onto her bed. She giggled and then she looked at me again. “I didn’t write the rules, Chris,” she said.

“Rules are rules,” I said. “But then there are morals. Do you know what I mean?” I was starting to feel nervous—worried she was going to rat me out to Coach Douglas. I knew it wasn’t a conversation I was allowed to be having. I saw what happened to the last person who dared to question the legitimacy of Crystal’s femininity.

“I’m following the rules,” she said with a smile and shrug. “Do you mind if I take a shower? I need to shave my legs before we go out for dinner. I meant to do it this morning, but I slept in.”

“Go right ahead,” I said, motioning towards the bathroom. And then she sprung to her feet and happily marched into the bathroom. A minute later, I could hear the water running. Steam was seeping out from underneath the door.

I was about to leave the hotel room. I grabbed the door and opened it, and then I paused, realizing I didn’t have the key. I let the door close and then I went back into the room, looking for that key. It wasn’t on the dresser or the shared nightstand. Maybe it was over by the sink, which was next to the bathroom door. I went around the small corner and spotted the key. As I went to grab it, I heard a noise. I paused. It was a soft whimpering, as if Crystal was crying in the shower.

I remained still for a long moment, confused. Why was she crying? I never knew Ian to be the depressed type. He’d always been a grinning fool. Everything had always amused him—even things that weren’t remotely funny. So why was he sad? Did I say something to offend him? Was he upset that I wasn’t taking his little feminine scheme seriously?

My skin tingled. What if he was serious about this transition thing? What if he was sad that people weren’t taking him seriously?

“Hey Crystal—I’m taking the key,” I called out.

I heard her suddenly clear her throat and sniffle. “O—Okay. Sure,” she replied.

And then I left that room feeling more confused than ever—and more awkward. If she really was taking her femininity seriously, then it was especially weird that we were sharing a room.


CHAPTER 5
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We all went out for dinner together. Coach Douglas sat at his own table, far enough that he couldn’t hear us but close enough that he could make sure we weren’t ordering booze or getting into trouble. Crystal sat quietly at the end of the table. When she got up to use the bathroom, the voices of my teammates lowered, to ensure Coach Douglas wouldn’t hear a word.

“I can’t believe he’s actually here,” said Nora. “He’s going to make us all look so bad. Our team is going to be the laughing stock.”

“Just pretend like you have nothing to do with him,” said Susan. “It’s not a team sport, after all. We’re not even competing in the doubles tournament.”

“Do you think he’s going to win?” Kyle asked.

“Probably,” said Richard. “I mean—no offense to the girls, but he’s a guy. He’s way better than any girl I’ve ever seen play at this level. It’s probably going to end up in the news.”

Now my teammates were looking at me, expecting me to chime in. I took a slow glass from my water. They were right: Crystal was going to clean up. She was way better than any high school girl. But I still felt bad for her in a weird way. A part of me was tempted to tell them that I had a feeling she was actually serious about being a woman. But I still didn’t know the answer to that question myself. Was this just about making the team? Did she really want us to call her Crystal and pretend like she’d always been a girl?

“Better be careful what you say to him,” said Kyle to me. “He’s got the coach on a short leash. He could have us all kicked off the team in a second.”

“Right,” I said, nodding my head, trying to look like I agreed with the group.

Then Susan leaned forward before looking around to make sure Coach Douglas was indeed out of earshot. “I have my sister’s fake ID. I can get us booze tonight if you want.”

Kyle smiled and looked at Susan. Nora was looking at me. Even Richard was grinning at the thought of having a little party before our tournament.

“We’ll do it in our room,” said Susan. “Just sneak over twenty minutes after curfew.”

“How is Chris going to get away from Ian?” Nora asked. She was looking into my eyes now.

“I don’t think Ian would tattle on us,” I said.

Now everyone was looking at me. “We don’t want him there. You don’t want him there, do you?”

I felt my muscles tensing up. “What? No, of course not. I’m just saying—to avoid any awkwardness, we could just invite him… it’s just an option. It’s not what I want at all.” I felt my face turning red. Then, I saw Crystal returning from the bathroom. We all perked up and put fake smiles on our faces.

“Teddy Hart apparently missed the tryouts because of an ankle injury,” Kyle said, masterfully changing the subject.

“I heard that,” said Richard. “There’s a good chance one of us could actually place top-three now.”

Crystal took a seat. She was smiling and oblivious. And that strange guilt grew stronger inside of me. I didn’t like talking about her behind her back, even if she had found a loophole in the rules that took advantage of everyone for her own benefit.

That night, after a very awkward two hours alone in the hotel room with Crystal, I snuck out to meet up with the others. I had no idea if Crystal was sleeping or not. She was completely silent and turned the other way, under the covers of her own bed. It took me a good five minutes to step from my bed to the door without making a sound. But if she was awake, then she certainly heard me creeping out of the room.

The others were already a few drinks in and tipsy. Nora was already staggering and giggling. She sat down next to me on the bed. She was carrying a strong perfume smell with her. Kyle had his arm around Susan. Richard was slowly sipping from a full bottle of vodka. He hadn’t done much damage to the bottle yet, yet he still seemed to be drunk.

We didn’t talk much. The energy in the room was awkward. It was an hour before Susan finally said, “Who in this room is a virgin?”

The room was silent. Nobody wanted to admit it, but we all knew that we were all virgins.

Susan looked at Nora. “Aren’t you a virgin, Nora?” she said.

“Me? No,” said Nora, turning dark red before giggling.

“Who have you slept with?” she asked.

“Lots of guys,” Nora said.

“Like who?”

There was another awkward silence. “It’s personal,” she said.

Susan rolled her eyes. Then Nora said, “Well who have you slept with?”

“I’ve slept with guys,” said Susan.

“I’m a virgin,” said Kyle, taking a sip from his beer. His face was dark red.

“Really?” said Susan with beaming eyes. “Me too.”

“You just said you slept with guys!” said Nora.

It was embarrassing and juvenile, but we ended up all admitting that we hadn’t slept with anyone before. We kept drinking. Susan put on the TV and then saw that it had a Bluetooth option. “Want to watch a porno?” she said with a big grin.

The guys all shrugged, trying to act cool (myself included). Nora hopped up and down. “Ooh! This will be fun. Porn is so funny.”

So Susan streamed a porn movie from her phone to the television. The room became silent as soon as the cast members were naked and sucking on each other. I looked away from the screen, trying to look disinterested (or maybe I was trying to avoid getting an erection in front of a girl that liked me).

“I’m feeling tired,” I said awkwardly. Then, on the screen, the well-hung man stuck his erection into the anus of the petite girl. She moaned as the veiny shaft slid into her body. “I think I might head to bed.”

“It’s still so early,” Nora said, gently grabbing my wrist. She looked into my eyes. She wanted me to stay. And for what? Everyone was inching closer together (except for Richard, who was still in the corner, sipping from his bottle of vodka). It seemed like she wanted the night to turn into something. She wanted to rush into this road trip romance. And to be fair, we were only in Saskatchewan for a few days, and our next trip wasn’t for a few more weeks.

My heart started racing when her hand landed on my thigh. It was a few minutes before she took my hand and put it on her thigh, and then she wriggled herself slowly, forcing my hand to slide further up, as if she wanted me to pet her pussy.

A part of me wanted to cave. I wanted to just take her hand and bring her to that bathroom so we could feast on each other’s virginity. I wanted to know what it felt like to push my cock into a tight virgin pussy. I wanted to hear her moan and feel her gush and squirm.

But another part of me wanted to reject her. I’d spent years begging God to give me a woman to strip me of my virginity, but now it just felt wrong. Maybe Nora wasn’t the right girl. Maybe I was better off holding out for someone else. But who? Nora was out of my league. She was only picking me because there weren’t many other options, and she was determined to make this trip into more than just a tennis competition.

I took a big sip from my drink: something that Nora mixed for me. I’d never had liquor before, aside from a few sips of my parents’ wine during holidays—but this didn’t taste like alcohol. It tasted like sugar mixed with soda pop and fruit juice. It was hard to drink because it was so sweet, but drinking something made the situation feel less awkward.

For a while, I wasn’t convinced that it was liquor in that glass, and then I started to feel funny. My fingertips tingled and I began to sway slightly, even though I was sitting. I stood up to use the bathroom and then I almost fell over. Then I started laughing. Everyone stared at me as if I’d lost my mind. Was I drunk? Was I experience my first drunken episode?

I made it to the bathroom and then I sat down to pee, just to ensure that I didn’t make a mess. I closed my eyes for a moment and enjoyed the swaying euphoria that came with the alcohol. Then I suddenly opened my eyes, worrying I’d fallen asleep. I went back into the hotel room, and everyone looked at me. “You’re alive,” said Richard, still sipping from his tall bottle of vodka.

“Huh?” I said, trying not to stagger too much.

“You were in the bathroom for, like, an hour,” said Nora. “Are you okay?”

“I was?” I said.

They all giggled, as if there was something funny.

“Come sit down,” Nora said. So I took the seat next to her. There was a new porn playing on the screen now. Someone had filled my drink, and now Nora was inching it towards me. I didn’t want to have another sip. I didn’t want to go any deeper than I already was. I didn’t like feeling like I wasn’t in control. I didn’t like not having a sense of how much time was passing.

She took my hand and put it on her thigh again. I looked into her eyes for a moment and tried to convince myself that I wanted to fuck her.

“Is Rich okay?” said Susan. I looked over and saw that he was passed out and snoring. His bottle of vodka was tipped over and pooling on the floor, but nobody seemed to care enough to pick it up.

“I think he passed out.”

Another few silent, awkward, drunken minutes went by. “I have to pee,” said Kyle.

“Me too,” said Susan. “I’ll come with you.”

They giggled as they went to the bathroom, presumably to fuck. Now, I was more-or-less alone with Nora. She was looking into my eyes. There was a painfully awkward silence. I wanted to want to kiss her, but I couldn’t muster up those feelings. “Are you, uh, ready for your matches tomorrow?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Sure,” she said. Then she took my hand and pulled it up her thigh, under her skirt, and onto her warm, damp pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties. She looked away from my eyes but kept her hand pressed firmly against mine, so I couldn’t pull away. “Do you like it?” she asked sheepishly.

“L—Like what?” I asked.

“My vagina.”

“Oh,” I said. “Yeah. Sure.” I cleared my throat.

“You can rub it if you want to.”

I tried rubbing it. It felt nice. It was warm and wet and squishy. The little hole was especially wet, and getting wetter. She moaned, and that moan should have made me want to fuck her brains out—but instead I found myself cringing. I had to look away so she wouldn’t see my face.

I liked girls. I’d always liked girls. I even preferred to watch lesbian porn over straight porn, because the sight of a cock usually made me queasy. But now I just wasn’t turned on. I wasn’t attracted to Nora—and maybe it was just Nora. Maybe it had nothing to do with her womanhood. Maybe she just wasn’t my type, even though she was perfectly what I thought my type was.

“W-What time is it?” I asked.

Nora looked over at the clock. “It’s two,” she said. “Put your finger inside of me.”

“I think I need to go,” I said.

“What? Why?” she said, turning white and looking back into my eyes.

“I—I have to sleep before my matches. I need to get some sleep.” I pulled my hand away and I jumped up to my feet. She stared at me as if I’d just murdered both of her parents. “Sorry,” I said, and then I turned to the door and I didn’t look back.

I stumbled down the hotel hallway. My heart was racing. My fingers were still damp from rubbing her wet cunt. Something about it all just didn’t feel right. Something was wrong, but I had no idea what.

It must have taken me fifteen minutes to find my room, and to get into my bed. I slipped under the covers and I closed my eyes, hoping that my sudden exit wouldn’t come back to haunt me. I didn’t want Nora telling all of my friends that I rejected her. Would they assume that I was gay? Why did I reject her? It was the first time anyone had ever offered me sex—and what if it was years before another opportunity came up? Did I just squander the best chance of my life?

I dozed off.

Then, I had one of my recurring dreams, and it wasn’t surprising that it came about. In my dream, I woke up in my bed and rolled over, and there was a woman there. I breathed a deep sigh of relief as I put my hand on her warm, soft skin. I remembered turning down Nora, but now I was sure that the rejection was the dream and this was real. Now, the opportunity was still there and I wasn’t looking down the barrel of years of regret. I slid my hand down her soft body and heard a small whimper escape her lips. She rolled over and her hand gently caressed the side of my face before we kissed. I pushed myself up close to her as our lips locked and our tongues twisted together.

I slid my hand down onto her bum. She was wearing short satin shorts, which were about as soft as her skin. I pushed my fingers under her shorts. I pushed my fingertips into her butt crack and felt her tight butthole. I let another sigh of relief out as I relaxed into her warm embrace.

Then her hand slid down. She grabbed onto my cock and began to tug on it, making it harder, making it longer. I moaned and went limp while she stroked me. “Just like that,” I whispered. I closed my eyes and felt the cool tickle of the air conditioner.

The dream was realistic—more realistic than dreams that I was used to. And the strangest part of the dream was that I could remember getting into bed. I could remember the embarrassing events that led up to me getting into bed. I could remember drinking with the tennis team and I could remember checking into the hotel. Why was the dream so vivid? I tried not to think about it too much, worried the dream would end if I thought too much about reality.

She rolled on top of me. Her body was a bit heavy: curvy and soft, but heavy enough to pin me to the mattress. I could feel an awkward spring in my back, but it didn’t bother me too much. It was a small, vivid detail to belong in a dream.

I reached my hands up and cupped her breasts. They were small, but squishy. I squeezed hard, feeling her erect nipples against the palms of my hands. She moaned. Then she started to grind her bum against my cock. I let out a groan. “Just like that,” I said again. She managed to cradle my cock perfectly between her butt cheeks.

She pulled her pelvis back, arching her back downwards like a cat. I felt something rub against my abdomen before sliding down and rubbing against my cock. It was hard and warm, making me pause. “What is that?” I whispered.

“You got me hard,” she whispered back.

My heart fluttered. I had to remind myself that it was only a dream. And now, this dream was starting to get weird. Maybe it was time to let the dream end. Maybe it was time to remind myself that I really wasn’t in reality so I could wake up. Or maybe I could just let the dream ride out, to see what was going to happen.

I watched her reach down into her satin shorts. She let a small grunt out as she pulled out a thick erection: a throbbing cock. And that’s when I looked up to her face and saw that Crystal was on top of me, looking down at me.

My heart stopped for a moment. My dream was turning quickly into a nightmare. “Wait,” I said. I opened my mouth to say more, but no more words came out. I stuttered and she smiled.

“Just relax,” she said. “I’ll be a perfect girl for you.”

I remained frozen, trying to process the surreal scenario. I was looking at Crystal, who had been Ian just a week before. And maybe she still was Ian. Maybe it was all a rouse. But she was also kind of hot. She had a curvy body and a pretty face. Hell, if she was next to Nora and they were judged by strangers, I bet strangers would have picked Crystal to be the hotter one. But what did that mean? Did it mean anything?

I looked down at that towering erection. She was big—bigger than any girl should have been. Her cock was as thick and long as a summer sausage from the deli. It looked heavy and warm. She grabbed it in her fist and pumped slowly, pulling back her foreskin, exposing that swollen tip.

Then, with her other hand, she grabbed my erection. I jumped when she touched me. I was still frozen, now unable to move a muscle in my body. I was scared. The dream wasn’t ending. Why wouldn’t it end? Was I actually dreaming, or was this real?

She pushed her cock up against mine and then she started pumping them together. I could feel her thick veins throbbing. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. I had a big dick, but her dick made mine look small.

What was I supposed to do? My cock had never touched another cock before. I’d never touched another cock before. Hell, I’d never even been in the same room as another erection before—as far as I knew. I wanted to keep it that way. But now, I felt trapped. I couldn’t move without forcing her off of me. So why wasn’t I forcing her off of me? Why was I just watching while her hand stroked up and down? Did I like the way it felt?

It was just a dream—maybe I just needed to embrace the pleasure of the dream. It probably wasn’t something I was going to remember anyway. I only remembered one out of every ten thousand dreams after all. So what was the harm in indulging in this one?

I let my body relax. I let her stroke my cock. It felt good. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then she spat onto our tips. She used that clenched fist to pull the saliva down, spreading it all over both of our cocks.

I knew it was going to be hard to look Crystal in the eye in the morning, after having a wild sex dream with her as the star. Of course I wouldn’t tell her—or anybody—about the dream.

Though now, as she continued pumping our cocks, I began to hear the hum of the air conditioner again. I heard some distant car honking. I heard the soft hum of the traffic on the nearby highway.

The feeling of her warm skin and the smell of her girly deodorant: it was all just too vivid to be part of a dream. “A—Am I dreaming?” I managed to ask.

She laughed and shook her head. “No, baby,” she said with that girly voice that made me so scared and confused.

Then she took her cock with her fist and slid it down, pushing it under my ball sack and between my butt cheeks. I gasped, feeling her moist, warm throbbing sliding against my tight hole. I clenched hard. She grabbed my wrist with her free hand. “Grab my tits. I liked that,” she said.

I hesitantly held onto her breast, over her satin shirt. I squeezed hard. It felt like a real boob—or at least what I assumed a real boob felt like. I squeezed harder, as if kept me feeling sane. Well, maybe it kept me feeling straight.

I rolled my head over and saw my bed. I was in her bed. Had I gotten into the wrong bed when I returned from the party with the rest of the team? Did I drunkenly stumble under the wrong covers? How long had I been out for? I looked at the clock. It was 3:00 AM now. I was starting to panic. All of these details were real enough that I was now convinced this wasn’t a dream. I was actually making out with Crystal: the school’s phony transgender.

I froze as she began to push her cock into me. “Wait,” I said—or maybe I tried to say it. She didn’t hear me regardless. She pushed hard until her thick tip penetrated my hole. I gasped and grabbed onto the bed sheets with one hand while squeezing her tit with the other.

But if I wasn’t dreaming, then what was I squeezing? Did Crystal have real breasts? How long had she had them? They weren’t big, but I wasn’t squeezing pectoral muscles. And her nipples were bigger than any man’s nipples should have been. She pushed her big cock another inch into me. I gasped and groaned. I tried clenching, but she was too determined to get inside of me.

“It’s so tight,” she whispered in that feminine tone.

“It hurts,” I said.

“It’ll be fine,” she said softly, planting her hand down on my chest to pin me more firmly. I tried to wriggle free, but I didn’t try too hard. She pushed deeper into me. I could feel my hole stretching. I moaned and squirmed and clenched, but she kept pushing her monster cock deeper into my body.

At least she was slow and gentle—at least at first. It took her a good ten minutes to get her whole thirteen-inch snake into my body. Then she waited a moment for me to calm down before pulling it back. I could feel her foreskin tugging over her big tip as she pulled back—and then I felt that foreskin pull back again when she pushed back in. I gasped. I felt like I could feel her all the way up in my lungs. Was I going to be okay? Was I going to need a colostomy bag for the rest of my life?

She pumped a bit faster and a bit harder. I moaned a bit louder. I was now clutching her soft sides with both of my hands. And the worst part of it all was that I was still erect and throbbing. I felt like I was on the verge of coming, and every time she pumped into my body, I was sure that I was going to make a mess all over my own chest.

I tried to clench again, but now I was too stretched out. My hole was her own personal fuck toy and she was using it liberally. She pinned her firmly with both hands and plunged into me with hard thrusts. Each thrust was faster than the one before it.

Then, for some reason, I reached up and pulled her shirt over her head, so I could see her breasts. And they really were breasts: B, or maybe even C-cups. They bounced slightly every time she thrusted into me. But why did she have breasts? She’d only been a chick for a week. Just how devoted was she to being on the girls’ tennis team?

She pumped harder still—and faster. Now I was screaming. She used the palm of her hand to cover my mouth, so I was muffled as I moaned. The pain was gone. Now, there was just a tingling pleasure between my legs, and that pleasure was quickly spreading through my body. I bit down on her hand, but she didn’t mind. She reached down and grabbed my erection with a firm grip. She gently pulled my foreskin back, and that was all I could take. I came all over myself. I shot more white goo than ever before, coating my chest and abdomen with my own thick, sticky substance.

She gasped, and then she giggled. She used the palm of her hand to spread it around. She pushed it up my chest and then she pushed her fingers into my mouth, giving me a taste of my own product.

And then she gasped again. This time, her face turned dark red. Her eyes began to glisten and her eyelashes fluttered. Her breasts heaved, and then I felt a swelling inside of me. I looked down and could see a lump in my stomach: her cock, pushing up against my abdomen from the inside. I stared at it for a moment while it twitched, and then I felt the hot gush. She was coming inside of me. And my God, did it ever feel good! I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head as my legs trembled. My toes curled in and I felt more heavy gushes as that big dick pumped me full of hot semen.

I didn’t feel drunk. I felt completely sober now, and maybe that’s what made the moment feel so awkward. I liked the feeling of being pumped and filled, even though I was of sound mind. It wasn’t right, and now I knew this was something I was going to remember. I wouldn’t just remember it for a few weeks—I would probably remember it for the rest of my life.

I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. She looked just as frightened as me, but there was another look too. She leaned down and we kissed. I kissed back, and even slipped her some tongue. It seemed pointless in making a stink at this point. I’d already indulged this much, so why not enjoy the final moments of our togetherness.

She pulled her cock out of me and then she rolled over, pressing her bum into my lap. Instinctively, I put my arm over her and she snuggled in tight. We pulled the covers back over our bodies and then the room became silent, as if nothing had happened. And had my butt not been throbbing, gaping, and full of cum, I would have been convinced that nothing had happened.

But it all happened. Every second of our fucking was real, and it was something that would weigh over our heads as soon as it was time to see our teammates again.


CHAPTER 6
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We all met for breakfast, and we well all quiet. I had a slight pain in the back of my head, but otherwise I had no hangover symptoms—unlike Kyle, who could barely keep his eyes open—and Nora, who kept running to the bathroom to throw up.

Coach Douglas had a concerned look on his face, and the look became exaggerated when our food came and we all were hardly able to eat anything. “What’s wrong with all of you?” he asked.

“Tired from travelling,” said Richard, who was wearing sunglasses even though we were inside.

“You have your first matches in a few hours,” Coach Douglas said. “And you all look like garbage.” He looked at me. “Chris?”

I looked up at him, confused as to why I was being called out specifically. “What?” I said. And now the others were looking at me with wide eyes, trying to scare me into keeping my mouth shut.

“Why are you so tired?” he said.

“It’s early,” I said. “It was hard to sleep on that hotel bed.”

“Well wake up. Eat some food. If we lose all of our games today, I’m not going to be happy.”

I forced myself to eat despite not having an appetite. Then I drank lots of water, knowing it would make the grogginess go away. And that grogginess did go away after about an hour—but the awkwardness didn’t go away. Nora kept approaching me, as if she wanted to talk to me—which was awkward, but not nearly as awkward as Crystal making brief two-second eye-contacts with me. My butthole still felt stretched out and sore, and the memory of waking up next to her, with her warm body cuddled into me, was still fresh in my mind.

I felt like I needed to talk to her, to tell her that she couldn’t tell anyone about what happened. I wanted to tell her that it was all a mistake, and that I thought I was dreaming, and that I was drunk. But I was terrified of bringing it up at all. A part of me wanted to believe that if I never brought it up, I could convince myself that it never really happened. I figured it wouldn’t be a lasting memory if I made an effort not to think about it at all.

So that’s what I did. I forced myself not to think about it, and I managed to keep those thoughts out of my head until the worst possible moment. I was standing on the court, facing my first opponent of the season, and then I saw Crystal walk up to the fence behind my opponent. She took a seat, and then she smiled and waved at me.

Now, she was wearing a short white skirt. I could see right up that skirt as she sat before me, about eighty feet ahead. I was far away, but I could still make out the bulge in her tight white shorts. “Service!” I heard someone shout, and then I looked around. The ball streaked by and I flinched. “Fifteen, love!”

“Shit,” I said. I got into a proper stance and got ready for the next serve.

The ball came at me and I hit it back. I played a good bout, and won after a short rally. A wave of relief washed over me. Then I heard her cheering. I looked up and saw her clapping and smiling. She had a cute smile. She hopped up and down and waved at me, and I couldn’t help but notice the bounce of her breasts. I never figured out how she managed to grow breasts in such a short period of time.

I served the ball. I hit an impressive shot after the return. Then I heard her cheer. I looked up and saw that cute smile again. No—it wasn’t cute. It belonged to a man. I couldn’t let those thoughts get back into my head. I couldn’t let her infest my mind. But it was too late. Now, I could remember the feeling of that thick snake sliding into my body: all thirteen inches of her throbbing cock, pulsing against my tight anal walls.

The ball whizzed by me. “30-15!”

“Shit,” I muttered again. I was going to lose if I couldn’t figure myself out. I tried hard to focus. I tried to keep my mind straight, and my gaze off of her.

I stumbled but caught myself. He almost aced me, but I recovered. Then I hit a hard cross-court shot and he dove for it, missing. I tied the round.

But she stayed there, watching, smiling, cheering, and distracting. I didn’t want her cheering for me like that. I didn’t want people thinking that we were an item—or that we even knew each other. Sure, nobody had figured out her ‘secret’ yet, but it was bound to come out soon. It wouldn’t be long before that rumor started spreading around the competition like wildfire.

I missed another easy return. “Fuck!” I said to myself. I wanted to walk up to her and tell her to go away. I needed to focus. I couldn’t focus with her there.

“C’mon, Chris!” my coach yelled at me. “Don’t lose these qualifying points! These are easy points.”

I bit down on my tongue and tried hard to focus. But I kept getting schooled by easy lobs. Luckily, my opponent was bad, and kept lobbing balls into the net, keeping the score close to even. I just had to focus a little bit to beat him.

My opponent was one set away from ending me. And losing the first qualifying match was a sure way to ruin the entire trip. We came a long way for that competition.

“Timeout!” my coach yelled at the referee. The referee gave my coach the thumbs up, so I walked over to Coach Douglas. “What the hell is going on with you?” My teammates walked over.

“You okay, Chris?” Kyle said.

“I’m fine!” I said. The frustration was mounting, making my situation even worse. I tried to remember the score, but couldn’t think of anything but Crystal. What were people going to say when they found out about her truth? Was Crystal going to tell people that we had a little fling in the hotel room? Would she drag me down with her, so that she would have someone to split the misery?

“Chris?” said Coach Douglas, and then I realized I was zoned out again. “It wasn’t an easy decision to pick you for the team. Don’t let me down now. You need to get your head in the game. Nothing I can say can do it for you, so you need to figure out how to do it yourself.”

“C’mon already!” my opponent shouted.

I took a deep breath. “Whatever,” I said. “I’m fine. I’ll be fine.” But my heart was racing. I didn’t feel fine. The whole school would mock me if they found out that I slept with Crystal. How could I ever show my face again?

I looked to the side and saw that Crystal was now standing at the fence to my right. She was waving me over. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want anyone seeing me talking to her, but a part of me wanted to tell her to get lost, so I could focus. So I walked over before resuming my match. “What is it?” I said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes. I wanted to tell her to beat it. I wanted to make her promise she wasn’t going to tell anyone about what we did. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t stoop to that level of meanness. “Nothing,” I said.

“Win this game for me,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“If you win, I’ll suck your cock.”

My heart fluttered around in my chest like a fresh butterfly. I felt my eyes widen. I felt adrenaline surging through my veins. “What?” I said.

She smiled and winked, and then she walked away, off to prepare for her first match.

“Can we start already?” my opponent shouted from the other side of the court.

I walked over to my position. I felt tense all over. My hands were jittering. I had no idea how to process Crystal’s offer. I didn’t want to get sexually involved with her again… or did I? What did I have to lose? I’d already messed around with her once. My virginity was already gone. So what did I really have to lose?

The ball came at me and I struck it back with a surprising amount of force. My opponent didn’t see the hard hit coming, and he didn’t move fast enough. Then, with my next serve, I easily aced him. To make it 40-0, I nailed the ball hard, cross-court, making him dive. He grunted as he hit the ground.

I felt strangely energized. I’d never felt so motivated. I ended up schooling my opponent over and over, taking games without giving up points, and taking sets without giving up games. I don’t think he scored a single point before the match was called in my favor.

“This is bullshit,” he said, throwing his racket. Then he looked at me with narrowed eyes. “It’s not cool, man. It’s not cool to screw with someone like that.”

I forced an awkward smile. I wanted to defend myself and tell him that I’d just been distracted by our team’s trap—but I decided to keep my mouth shut instead. “Good game,” I muttered, but he wasn’t impressed.

I sauntered over to watch Crystal’s game after Coach Douglas gave me a firm pat on the back. I took a seat in the stands. The score was already decisive for Crystal: she was up two sets to zero, and quickly taking points.

“Who is that girl?” I heard someone nearby ask. “Was she here last year?”

“I’ve never seen her before. I think she’s from Kingston.”

“She’s good.”

“But where did she come from?”

I felt my face turning red. I hated that she was tied to our team—and it really was a matter of time before everyone realized she wasn’t actually a biological female. I turned my attention to the game. Now, Crystal and her opponent had a good rally going. Every time Crystal swung, her skirt flew up, exposing the tight white short-shorts underneath. I could see her tucked bulge. It didn’t look big, which was impressive, because I knew that it was big.

She let out a cute little whimper every time she struck the ball. I could see the bottom cusp of her bum every time that skirt flew up.

I got up to take a new seat, so I could get a better look under her skirt while she played. Those long smooth legs were hypnotizing. She really did have her feminine mannerisms down well. She played like a girl. Had she always played like that? Or was I just noticing it now because she was wearing a skirt, and her blonde hair was dancing from side to side.

“That girl is hot,” I heard a guy say to his friend. “Who is she?”

“I think she’s from Kingston.”

“She’s got a great ass.”

I smirked at their obliviousness—though I felt like a bit of a hypocrite, because I didn’t think they were wrong. Crystal did have a great ass, and she was kind of hot, especially with that long blonde hair, which was of course a wig.

The sweat on her chest made her white blouse slightly see-thru. Now, I could make out the contour of her small breasts, which weren’t in a bra.

Before the last set, she looked over and saw me in the stands. She smiled and I smiled back. My cheeks turned red as our gazes locked. Then, when she went back to the game, I looked around to make sure nobody had been looking at us. My heart was racing. I felt like I was meandering into taboo territory. I couldn’t be caught with her. Hell—I should have been avoiding her completely, but I couldn’t help myself. Maybe I could allow a small—and very secret—road trip romance.


CHAPTER 7
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We snuck away across the field to a park where there was an unused public bathroom. We went in and locked the door. She giggled and I felt my skin turning dark red. My heart was pounding harder than ever before, knowing there was a possibility someone saw us sneaking away from the tournament.

“My next game is in thirty minutes,” I said.

She giggled. “You won’t last that long.” Then she dropped to her knees and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I took a deep breath in as she slowly pulled down.

“Should we really be doing this?” I asked. My voice cracked.

“I made a deal,” she said. “And now I have to put up my end of the deal.” She looked into my eyes with a big smirk. Then she pulled down my boxers and lifted up my semi-erect penis. She sucked it through her lips. I suddenly stood upright and gasped. She sucked nicely, using her tongue to massage the tip of my penis.

I let my shoulders relax and then I took a deep breath. “Shit,” I said. “That feels good.” She had me hard in no time. Then she started bobbing her head up and down, using her lips to massage every inch of my big cock.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sucking for a perfect minute. And then new thoughts started entering my head. Did this mean that she was gay? I mean—she was a biological male. Had she always been attracted to men? Had she always been attracted to me? I looked down at her. It was hard to imagine her as Ian now. It was hard to see that masculine side that had been her only side just a week before.

She grabbed my thighs with both of her hands. Now that my cock was erect, she had to push my cock down her throat in order to get the whole thing inside of her mouth. It felt good. She gagged a bit, but she managed to truck on.

It was another minute before she leaned back for a deep breath of air. She was about to lean back in, then I stopped her. “Wait,” I said. “Stand up.”

She looked at me for a moment with narrowed eyes. Then she stood up. I dropped down to my knees. I pulled her white shorts down underneath her skirt, exposing her erection, which took a moment to unfold from between her legs. Her ball sack also took a moment to fill back up, since her testes were pushed into her body.

She let out a sigh of relief. It probably didn’t feel very comfortable keeping her big package stuffed in those tight shorts. I grabbed her erection and pulled back her foreskin. Her cock was warm. I smirked and bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. My hands were trembling. My body felt hot and sweaty. My mind was quickly spinning. What was I doing? Why was I allowing myself to do this? Was I gay?

I leaned forward and sunk the gigantic cock into my mouth—as much as I could without gagging. I sucked and bobbed my head. She reached up and pressed her fingers into her own blonde hair. She moaned as I bobbed my head, back and forth, faster and faster. “Oh baby,” she said. “That feels so fucking good, baby.”

I pressed my lips firmly around her tip and tickled her little hole with the tip of my tongue. She giggled and then she moaned. “Make me come, baby,” she said. I grabbed what I couldn’t fit in my mouth with a clenched fist. I pumped her while I sucked her. It wasn’t long before her legs were trembling and her knees were buckling. She moaned louder and louder. My own cock was throbbing hard, desperate to come. So I used my free hand to jerk myself off while I jerked her off and sucked her cock.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “I’m coming. I’m coming, baby.”

I braced myself, using my tongue to block my throat so I wouldn’t choke to death on her thick cum. She blasted the inside of my mouth. The warm, sweet taste put me over the edge and made me cum. I sprayed her smooth, pretty legs while she filled my mouth with her warm substance.

Her big load was too much to keep in my mouth, so I was forced to swallow a big gulp. Then she pulled me up to my feet and we kissed. She got a nice taste of her own load off of my lips. We pressed our foreheads together.

I knew that I’d done something wrong. I knew that this moment was going to come back to haunt me—so I did my best to stay in the moment, to enjoy it before it became a regret.

“You should get ready for your match,” she said.

“Probably,” I said back.

“I need to clean myself up. I’ll see you later.”

I looked into her eyes and smiled. And then I realized I was looking into Ian’s eyes. I still wasn’t sure if this was just a gimmick to make the tennis team or if this was a real transition. Surely it was real, right? Surely, she was taking hormone pills. Surely nobody would subject themselves to this much mockery just to compete at a few tennis tournaments.

I went back to the courts and I stretched for fifteen minutes before I was called to play my next game. I felt relaxed and refreshed when I took to the court. That anxiety was still lingering in the back of my mind, but I no longer felt distracted. I was able to win my match without losing any sets.

Kyle won both of his matches, and Richard won both of his as well. The girls didn’t fare so well—except for Crystal, who won both of her matches. But Nora and Susan didn’t seem to care too much about their losses. They were more interested in bitching about Crystal’s victories.

“Should we all go out for dinner?” Richard suggested while Crystal was in the changing room, packing her bag.

“Not with her,” Susan said, crossing her arms. “I refuse to be around her.”

“Susan,” said Coach Douglas.

“What? Why is this fair? Why does she get to be here? It’s not fair. She’s got an unfair biological advantage. We shouldn’t have to put up with this.”

“You didn’t play her,” I said. Then Susan and Nora both looked at me with dagger stares.

“I—I’m just playing the devil’s advocate. Don’t look at me like that.”

“How would you like it if you were forced to play against someone who had a massive biological advantage?”

“I—I wouldn’t like it,” I said.

“Exactly. It sucks,” Susan said.

“But we have to be inclusive,” said Coach Douglas. “We have to be open and understanding. Transitioning is hard.”

“Fuck that!” said Susan, and now her face was turning dark red.

Crystal started approaching. Susan took a few deep breaths, trying to calm herself down. “Let’s just all be nice. We can all do the best that we can do.”

“I’m just sick of this shit,” Susan muttered.

“What’s going on?” Crystal asked. The girls looked at her and there was an awkward silence.

“We’re just talking about getting dinner. Are you all okay with Boston Pizza?”

There was another long awkward silence before Crystal said, “That’s fine with me.” I forced a smile. Crystal looked at me and I tried hard not to return the look. I was secretly praying that she would look away before my teammates thought that I was any closer to her than they were.

So we went out for a silent dinner. Susan’s face stayed red the whole time.

And I wasn’t sure what to think. I agreed with Susan: it didn’t seem fair. Crystal had a massive physical advantage. Sure, she wasn’t any bigger than any of the other girls, but she still had male bones and male muscles. It really wasn’t fair. But I liked Crystal. She turned me on—and she was kind of fun to be around. And I still hadn’t forgotten the sound of her crying in the shower. If she really was transitioning, and I was believing more and more than she was, then she was really going through a hard time. I couldn’t imagine how tough this was for her.

But if it was so hard, why was she on the tennis team? Why was she turning her transition into public theater? Why didn’t she just choose to transition without making national news?

I didn’t know what to think, but I knew I couldn’t take Crystal’s side publicly without being dragged down with her. Or maybe that would have been the nice thing to do. Maybe it would have been nice to have someone with her while she went through her hard time.

“What’s wrong with you?” Kyle asked, looking at me. “You’re just staring down at the table. Aren’t you happy you’re going onto the quarter finals tomorrow?”

I looked up. “Huh? Yeah. Sure. I mean—I’m just tired. I need to get some proper sleep tonight.” I forced a smile.

“I could use some sleep too,” said Kyle, stretching his arms out. Then Susan looked at him with a smile. “Will you hang out with me first?” Susan asked. Susan had no more matches. After losing two straight in the qualifying round, she was eliminated from the tournament. She didn’t lose to Crystal, but it was obvious that she blamed Crystal.

“Sure thing,” Kyle said, forcing a smile. But it was clear that Kyle was tired and needed rest—and it was clear that Susan was going to be looking for someone to hang out with her for more than just an hour.

Nora looked at me. She was also out of the competition. She smiled and said, “What are you going to do after dinner?” She looked into my eyes. And in her eyes, I could see that she was offering me another chance: another opportunity to have sex—this time with a proper woman. And I knew those chances weren’t going to continue popping up. If I turned her down again, then that was probably it for me. If I turned her down again, she would surely move onto Richard, or pick out one of the many competitors from other cities staying in the same hotel.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I have no plans.”

“We could watch a movie,” she said. Her eyes were gleaming. She really was cute, but I really felt nothing for her. My heart wouldn’t even give a small flutter for her. I forced a smile.

“Sure,” I said. And then I could see the disappointment on Crystal’s face in the corner of my eye. But I couldn’t just turn Nora down in front of everyone, even if I had no plans of sleeping with her. And maybe this was my golden ticket, to jump from the taboo and awkward relationship I had with Crystal, into a relationship with Nora, who was a cute, normal, biological girl. God, life would have been so much simpler and so much less risky. So why didn’t it seem so easy? Why couldn’t I just let go of Crystal, who I could never be in a real relationship with anyway?

“I’m probably going to go to sleep early,” Crystal said. “I have a match super early tomorrow.”

Susan rolled her eyes before putting a bite of mashed potatoes in her mouth. I’m pretty sure I heard her mutter something mean under her breath.

So that night, I watched a movie with Nora. It was some cheap horror movie. It was weird watching it while Kyle and Susan made out on the bed next to us.

Nora kept inching closer to me. She wanted me to put my arm over her, and I eventually did. It didn’t feel right. She pressed herself firmly against my side. Then she started inching her face closer to mine, hoping I would kiss her, so we could catch up with Kyle and Susan. I was pretty sure that Susan was currently jerking Kyle off under their blanket.

And it was a bit tempting. I could feel the inside of a girl’s pussy if I just gave her what she wanted. So why was it so hard to let myself indulge? Why did it seem like it was easier to put out for Crystal?

She pushed her fingers between my fingers and clutched my hand tightly. But still, it all felt so wrong. I wasn’t just unattracted to her—I now felt somehow like I was cheating on Crystal. I knew she would be sad to see me with my arm around Nora. I didn’t owe Crystal anything and I hadn’t even made her any promises—but this still felt wrong.

“I’m pretty tired, Nora,” I said.

“Let’s watch another movie,” she said, as if she couldn’t hear me.

“I think I need to go to bed,” I said.

“Wait,” she said. “We’ll put on a short movie. Look—this one is only an hour and fifteen minutes. It won’t even be midnight when it’s over.”

But I knew that sticking around meant keeping Crystal waiting even longer. Sure, she couldn’t see me with Nora now, but she knew that I was with Nora. She knew that Nora wanted me. I couldn’t stand the thought of her crying in the shower again, for any reason.

“Sorry,” I said. “I have to go to sleep.”

She leaned a bit closer to me, hoping I would plant that kiss on her lips. But I just couldn’t do it. Instead, I stood up and left with a smile. “See you tomorrow.” Then I left back to my room. Crystal was watching TV. She looked at me when I came in.

“How was your little date?” she asked with a small smirk.

“It wasn’t a date,” I said. “We just watched a movie.” I sat down next to Crystal.

“Well maybe it wasn’t a date to you, but I think it was to her.”

“Why do you say that?” I said.

“Because I can smell her perfume on you. She wasn’t wearing perfume at dinner.” She laughed, and I could tell that she was a bit jealous.

I stared into her eyes. “She wanted me to stay,” I said.

“So why didn’t you stay?”

“I wanted to see you,” I said. I bit down on the corner of my lip. And then we kissed. One thing led to another, and we were naked, rolling on top of each other. We were both erect. We both took turns grabbing and sucking each other. It was well past midnight when she finally penetrated me with his enormous erection. This time I managed not to clench as much. She was able to slide in without much resistance. I groaned as she sunk deep, and then I moaned when she started pumping, stretching out my hole with each hard penetration. “Oh God,” I muttered as I looked down and watched her cock sliding in and out. It seemed impossible to get such a massive rod in my body, but she was doing it—over and over and over.

“Come in me,” I begged. She pumped harder, making my body rock back and forth.

I looked to the side, to see us in the mirror. She was still wearing her white tennis skirt, but nothing else. God, she looked so cute. How could anyone see her as a man? How could anyone criticize her?

I felt her burst. I felt the massive blasts of hot goo filling my anal cavity. I gasped and grabbed onto the bed sheets. Her load was massive.

She pulled out before she was done, shooting a few blasts across my chest before falling on top of me and wrapping me in her warm embrace.

We were silent for a while. I felt the exhaustion from the day catching up with me. “Good luck tomorrow,” she said, snuggling into me, rubbing her erection firmly against mine.

“Thanks,” I said. And then we both went to sleep locked together.
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Iwas getting ready for my first match when they called Crystal on the speakers. “Please go to your court for your match.” I looked around, wondering where Crystal was. I saw her that morning, getting dressed for the day. So where was she now? Why wasn’t she at the court for her match?

Coach Douglas came to me five minutes later. “Where’s Crystal?” he said.

I felt tension entering my muscles. My eyes widened. “Why would I know?” I said.

“I don’t know. I can’t find her anywhere, and if she doesn’t show up in five minutes, she’s out of the tournament. They won’t wait any longer.”

“I don’t know where she is,” I said.

“Did she say anything this morning? Was she awake on time?”

“She was up before me,” I said. He looked into my eyes, and for a moment I was worried that he was catching onto me. I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders.

“Goddamnit,” he said.

He stormed off, getting angrier and angrier. He ended up trying to convince the referees to postpone the game.

I began to feel nervous. Crystal went through a lot to be at that competition, and now she was nowhere to be seen. Was she throwing it all away? Was all of that humiliation for nothing?

I walked around, and then I spotted the public bathroom where we fooled around the day before. I went over and grabbed the door. It was locked. So I knocked. “Crystal. You in there?” I said.

It was a moment before I heard the door unlock. Crystal opened the door and looked at me. “What are you doing here?” she said.

“What am I doing here? Your game is starting now. You’re going to be disqualified.”

“Fine,” she said. “I can’t do it anymore. Let them disqualify me.”

“What?” I said. I was confused. Why was she throwing her aspirations in the garbage? “You went through so much to be here. Just go play the game.”

“It’s not fair. I don’t want to play the game.”

“What are you talking about?” I said.

She sighed. “I never wanted to play with the girls. It’s embarrassing. They hate my guts. I’m just ruining it for them.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, staring into her eyes. “What did you think would happen when you tried out for the team?”

“He made me do it,” she said.

“Who?” I said.

She looked into my eyes, looking afraid, as if she wasn’t allowed to say his name. “Coach Douglas,” she said softly.

“He made you do it?”

She nodded her head slowly. “He walked in on me after the first day of tryouts. I was in the bathroom changing. I thought nobody would find me in that bathroom. He saw my bare chest. I tried to cover up, but it was too late.”

“I don’t get it. What are you saying?” I said.

“He wanted to have a star female athlete, and I guess they recently changed the rules to allow trans athletes to compete with the girls. So he told me to try out for the girls’ team.”

“But how did he force you?” I asked.

Her cheeks were dark red. “The pills I have… I’m not supposed to have them. My parents don’t know about them. He told me that he would make sure my parents don’t know that I’m competing as a girl, and he promised he wouldn’t tell my parents that I’ve been taking hormone pills, as long as I competed and won.”

I felt my skin turning white. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“He forced me out of the closet. I had no choice. I can’t just stop taking those pills. I’ll lose all of my progress.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“And I’ve already taken Tanya’s spot on the team, and now I’ve bumped a girl out of the quarter final round. It’s just not fair. I can’t keep ruining the game for these girls. I want to be a girl, but I don’t want to ruin the game for the girls.”

I stared at her for a long moment. Then I hugged her. “So what are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m just not going to play. I guess that means Coach Douglas will tell my parents about the pills, so they’ll take those away, and maybe they’ll send me away for the summer. I don’t really know. It’s my problem to deal with. I’d rather deal with that than deal with everyone hating my guts.”

“You don’t have to deal with it alone,” I said.

“What do you mean?” she asked. Her eyes were starting to water.

“You have me. I’m not going to hide from this anymore. We’re going to go out together, holding hands.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Really?” she said.

I nodded my head. I didn’t know how else to help her, and I felt like I didn’t care what people thought anymore. If they wanted to laugh at me, I would live. If they wanted to spread rumors about me, I would live. If they wanted to push me or be mean to me, I would live. It was worth it if it made Crystal just a little bit happier.

I reached down and took her hand. “Let’s go.”

She smiled. She looked cute in her tennis outfit, even though she was no longer going to play. We went out and walked back to the courts. One of the girls pointed at Crystal. “There she is!” she called out. Then Coach Douglas came running. “Where have you been?” he called out as he ran over. “They’re holding the game! Get out there!”

“No,” Crystal said. “I’m pulling out. Tell them to put someone else in.”

He paused and his lips parted. He stuttered for a moment before shaking his head. “Have you lost your mind? You’re a shoe in for the finals. Go play!”

“No,” she said.

His lips pressed thin. “You know what this means, right?” he said through clenched teeth.

“She knows,” I said. “And I know too. You’re blackmailing her so you can advance your coaching career.”

His eyes widened and he looked around quickly, to make sure nobody was looking. “W—What are you talking about?” he said.

“Crystal told me everything. I’m not playing either—not with you as my coach.”

“Don’t be silly, Christopher. I can remove you from the team and you won’t be able to play at all. You’re here with me. I’m not here with you.”

“Then I won’t play,” I said.

He laughed and looked around again. Now our teammates were coming in to hear what was happening. “You’ll play, Chris. Don’t be an idiot.”

“No,” I said.

“What’s going on?” asked Richard, our team’s best player.

“Nothing,” said Coach Douglas.

“Coach Douglas blackmailed Crystal into coming out of the closet and playing on the girls’ team. She never wanted to, but he made her.”

“What?” Richard said with narrowing eyes.

“He wasn’t there. He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

“He’s telling the truth,” said Crystal with crossed arms.

“Let’s talk about this later. Chris, you have a match in an hour. Rich, you have a match in fifteen minutes. And Crystal, you need to go now or you’re disqualified—and if you don’t go out there, you’re off the team.”

Then, Richard took me by surprised. “I’m not playing either,” he said.

Coach Douglas looked at him with wide, horrified eyes. “What are you talking about?” he said.

“I won’t play. That’s not right, man. You can’t do that to people.”

“If you don’t play, you’re off the team,” Coach Douglas said. Now his hands were starting to tremble. More people were gathering to listen to the argument.

“Okay, so none of us will play.”

“Kyle will play,” he said. Kyle was the only player left. “Where is Kyle?”

“Kyle went with Susan downtown.”

“Downtown?!” Coach Douglas said. “Why the fuck did they do that?”

“She convinced him to play hooky.”

“Why?”

“I tried to talk him out of leaving,” said Richard. “But he really likes Susan, so there wasn’t anything I could say to convince him otherwise.”

Coach Douglas’s face was turning a dark shade of red. “Pick up your rackets and get ready for your games.”

“No,” I said.

“No,” said Crystal.

“I won’t do it,” said Richard.

“Please,” the coach begged, now looking worried and desperate.

“No,” I said. “Not unless you let Crystal walk without outing her to her parents. And then you’ll step down as coach after this.”

“Or what?” he said, muttering through clenched teeth.

“Or this story makes the news—and trust me when I say that won’t be good for your career,” I said.

His face turned white. Everyone was staring now. He stuttered and then he swallowed the thick lump in his throat, which was the last of his pride. “F—Fine,” he said. “I’ll, uh, go tell the ref to put another girl in Crystal’s spot.”

He turned around and walked away, looking like a defeated old dog.

They put someone else in Crystal’s spot. Richard and I both won our next two games, so we faced off in the finals. He beat me, which wasn’t a surprise seeing as he was considered one of the best junior players in the country.

Crystal still rewarded me at the end of the night, as if I had won it all. Let’s just say that my bum was very sore on the bus ride home.

Coach Douglas stepped down as coach of the team. The school brought in a young woman to take his place. And Crystal ended up making the team when the school held another tryout, to replace Kyle’s empty spot. She tried out with the boys and beat everyone. After that, nobody made fun of her. She properly earned her place on the team, and I was thrilled to go on more competition trips with her.

It’s funny: things have a way of working themselves out. Crystal came out to her parents and they took the news surprisingly well. They even travelled to the next competition to watch. She finished in fourth place, which was a big deal for her new community.

I felt a little bit embarrassed when I announced to my friends that I was going to be Crystal’s boyfriend. They all took the news well. I was shocked when one friend even said, “She’s hot. Good job.” Maybe her identity wasn’t as taboo as I thought. Maybe our relationship was perfectly normal. Or maybe it was a bit weird—but that wasn’t anyone’s business but our own. We were happy, and that’s all that mattered.

THE END
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THE SORORITY HOUSE


Jake is bored to death with his job, fixing furnaces and air conditioners. After a long, hot summer, he’s pretty sure that the repetitive job is about to drive him to the brink of insanity. Then he gets called to fix an air conditioner at a sorority house.

The job is normal enough, aside from the few topless girls splashing around in the swimming pool, and the cute girl in the basement who wants nothing more than a man to play with. For once, Jake is having a blast at work. So he decides to sabotage the air conditioner, so he has an excuse to return to the house in a few days. But what he doesn’t realise is that the girls all have big, hard secrets.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas on my way to fix another broken air conditioner. “Another air conditioner?” I said to the dispatch girl on the phone. I rolled my eyes. “You don’t say.”

“Cut the sarcasm, Jake,” she said. “We got two complaints last week about your ‘sense of humour’.”

I was so sick of fixing air conditioners, though it’s not like my job was better in the winter when I was fixing furnaces, and it certainly wasn’t any better when I was cleaning out dusty vents. No matter what the job was, there was always monotony. But air conditioners were the worst. They were noisy. They were a pain in the ass to disassemble. The problem was always obvious: some loose bolt or a tube that needed replaced. The jobs were always quick, and the houses were horrible to work in: hot and stuffy. People always waited until the hottest days before reporting their broken units. Their homes always smelled like hockey locker rooms. And half of the time, the problem had nothing to do with the air conditioner; half of the time, the people just forgot how to turn the unit on after nine months of not using it.

“Did you at least ask them if they turned it on before setting the temperature?” I said.

“It’s not my job to ask those questions,” the dispatch girl said. “I’m serious about those complaints, Jake. Management isn’t happy, and I’m the one who has to take those calls.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes again.

What was I supposed to do? I had to entertain myself somehow. If someone has my drive an hour across town because they don’t remember how to switch the unit on, why can’t I let a snarky comment slip? How else will they learn to solve their own problems? If anything, I’m being helpful; now those people won’t make the same mistake next year, and they won’t waste money on an air conditioner repair call. As soon as I walked through the door, it was an eighty dollar charge, regardless of whether or not anything needed fixed.

“Put on a smile and do the job,” she said, and then she hung up on me.

The address was on the other end of the city, near the university. It was a poorer area, technically on the campus, populated mostly by poor college students and a few poor immigrant families who could only afford poor student prices. I’d done a few jobs in the area already that year, and a few of those jobs refused to pay after I was finished. When the client didn’t pay, I didn’t get paid—so I was already dreading the next few hours, knowing there was a good chance it was going to be a waste of my time.

After driving forty minutes, I parked out front of a tall, old home. The neon pink paint was peeling off of the old wood siding, revealing the old purple paint. The grass clearly hadn’t yet been cut that year, and it was now August. Weeds surrounded old trees and pushed through the rotting deck boards. I sighed and shook my head, knowing this was going to be one of those jobs that didn’t pay.

“What a stupid waste of time,” I groaned. I sat in my car for a while, checking in on my Facebook and my emails and then I looked through Instagram for a while. I knew that if I finished the job quickly, they would just send me out to another job. I got paid by the hour, not by the job, so I was in no rush.

“Are you there yet?” the dispatch girl asked in a text message.

“Almost,” I replied after a few sips from my Coca Cola. I spent another ten minutes playing a flashy game on my phone, and then I stretched my arms and stepped out from the car. I slowly gathered my tools, even though I was fairly sure I wouldn’t need my tools.

I walked up to the front door and looked around. The place seemed desolate. It was almost 1:00 PM—I’d been working for six hours already, but the smell of stale beer in the air made me think that the residents of the house hadn’t even woken up yet. I sighed again before going to ring the doorbell. But the doorbell didn’t work. It was just a button glued to the wall, and it fell down when I pressed on it. I looked down at the button, which was now between my feet. “Alrighty then,” I said. So I knocked on the door.

I took a step back and looked around again, this time noticing the beer cans that were scattered in the tall grass. On the rail next to me was an ashtray filled with blunts. And above me was a dripping, even though it hadn’t rained in weeks. The puddle the drops were dripping into was a dark brown colour, so I assumed there was a spilled beer on the balcony above the door.

“What a dump,” I said.

I knocked again. I technically had to knock three times and then make two phone calls before I was allowed to leave. I was thinking more like two knocks and zero phone calls—I could tell dispatch that I put in more effort than I did.

So I started to turn around to head back to my car. “Can’t say I didn’t try,” I said. I still got paid it nobody answered the door—but I didn’t get paid if I finished the job and the client refused to pay. It was a stupid system, set up by my even stupider boss: a woman named Larissa, who only got the job because she was the only woman working at the head office when the previous boss quit—and the CEO insisted on having female management.

The door opened behind me. “Where are you going?” asked a female voice.

I stopped and bit down on my tongue. My easy escape was thwarted, so I turned around and put a fake smile on my face, so I wouldn’t get another dumb complaint. That’s when my gaze fell upon a gorgeous young woman wearing a skimpy red bikini. “Sorry,” she said, grabbing both of her breasts with both of her hands, adjusting them in her tiny top. “We were in the back yard. I didn’t hear you knocking.”

I tried hard not to look down at those huge tits. “Um,” I said. I was looking at the tits. “It’s okay.”

“You haven’t been waiting here long, have you?” she asked.

“I knocked five or six times,” I lied. “I also tried calling a few times.”

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t hear my phone,” she said. “Come around back. That’s where the AC is.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. I obviously knew where the AC unit was—they were all in the back. It was code to instal them in the back. Every now and then we found them at the side of the house, installed by stupid homeowners who didn’t bother to look up the thousand dollar fine for installing a noisy AC unit near a neighbour.

I followed the girl around the house, through the tall grass. My gaze was glued to her bouncy ass as we walked. Her bikini bottom was up her ass, so it looked like she was wearing nothing at all down there. Maybe this job wasn’t going to be so bad after all.

We came around the corner, through the broken gate, and into the backyard. The yard was filled with beautiful women, all dressed in bikinis. A few of them looked over at me and smiled, while the rest continued what they were doing: drinking, jumping into a small pool, and suntanning. One girl had her top off so she could get some sun on her exposed breasts. I quickly looked down at my feet, feeling strangely overwhelmed. I couldn’t remember the last time I was around a large group of beautiful young women—not since I was in high school, probably.

“There it is,” the girl said to me, pointing to an AC unit surrounded by tall grass. It was almost hard to see through the untrimmed grass.

“Maybe some of your grass got stuck in the fan,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“Really? You think so?”

I tried not to laugh. It was a joke, but she apparently wasn’t quite clever enough to catch on. “Who knows?” I said.

I pushed some grass aside and was thrilled to see that it was a new unit—not even a year old. It was the only thing on the property that was younger than eighteen years old. I looked at the label to make sure it really was brand new—and it was. “This is still under warranty,” I said. “The company will cover this bill for you.”

“Really?” she said, perking up with bright eyes.

I nodded my head. I was relieved. If it wasn’t for that warranty, I probably wouldn’t have gotten a dime from the job. But it was worth it either way: I got to see boobs and asses.

The unit looked fine from the outside. I did a quick scan. Then I noticed a bit of leakage coming down one of the pipes. It wasn’t that interesting, but I wanted to see the girl’s ass. “Look at that,” I said to her. “There’s your issue. See that fluid coming out?”

She stepped over and narrowed her eyes. “Oh yeah,” she said. “Look at that.”

“Look closer—as close as you can.”

She bent over, making her bikini bottoms ride further up her butt crack. Now I could see the rim of her bleached asshole, hardly covered by a tiny strip of fabric. I bit down hard on my tongue. “See how it’s a blue colour?” I asked. “That’s not a good sign.”

She stood up and turned to me. Her breasts had almost fallen out from her top, so she used both of her hands to stuff them back in. “Can you fix it?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “I can fix anything.” I smiled. “But it might take a while. I have to take the whole thing apart. But don’t worry—the warranty will cover everything.”

She wiped her forehead and giggled. “That’s such a relief. Thank you.”

“I’ll get started. Don’t mind me while I work.”

I grabbed my wrench and started to take the unit apart. It was a slow job, especially because I stopped every minute to look over at the girls. Some of them were drinking, some were lounging in the sun, some were swimming, and some were comparing breast sizes. I watched with a pounding heart as two girls stood inches apart, holding their tits up in their little bikinis. Now I was starting to feel hot. I wiped my forehead.

Then I noticed another girl looking at me. As I looked at her, she giggled—she probably noticed me ogling the girls comparing tits. But how was I supposed to keep my eyes away from them? They were gorgeous: young and tight. Some were blonde, some were brunette, and one girl had bright red hair and amazing freckles. I thought for a moment that I was having an amazing dream, and that it would end at any moment with my alarm going off.

But it was real: the girls were real. The job was too good to be true. Finally, I was being given a break. The beautiful girls made the day so much more palatable.

“How’s it going?” one of the beauties asked from across the yard.

“It’s going,” I said.

“Do you want a drink?”

I thought for a moment. I wasn’t allowed to drink on the job, but it wouldn’t have been the first time. “Sure,” I said with a smile. A few of the girls giggled, as if they’d been talking about me. Maybe they had a bet on whether or not I would accept the drink.

It was two minutes later when one of the girls brought me a bright green coloured beverage. It had mint leaves in it, but it wasn’t a mojito. I had no idea what it was, but it was sweet and strong—too strong for 2:00 PM. I didn’t mind. It helped to cut some of the nervousness that I was feeling, being surrounded by almost a dozen beautiful women.

“I need to cut the power to this thing,” I said to the girl who met me at the front door. “Want to show me to your breaker box?”

“I think it’s in the basement,” she said. “It’s like a metal box with little switches in it, right?”

I tried not to laugh at the girl. It was obvious that her parents never made her do chores as a child. “That sounds like it,” I said. So she showed me down to the basement and pointed at the box. “There it is.”

I walked over to it and the girl left me alone. The basement was hot and humid. There were a lot of issues that I could see with the electrical, but that wasn’t my problem. The furnace looked to be forty years old and in desperate need of replacement—but that also wasn’t my problem, at least not today.

I just needed to cut the power to the AC unit. Sadly, nothing on the breaker box was labelled. So I tried to figure out which breaker would do the trick. I started flipping random breakers. I could hear the AC unit humming still, so I knew that I hadn’t found it. I kept flicking switches.

Then someone stepped into that dark basement. I looked back. She was short and blonde, with rosy cheeks and a cute reddened nose. She had her hands clutched at her waist. “Hi there,” I said.

“Hi,” she said with a soft voice. “What are you doing?”

“I’m fixing your AC,” I said.

“Cool,” she said.

“I guess so. That’s the goal, anyway.”

She stared at me, not getting the joke. It wasn’t my best joke.

I turned back to the breaker board, but she continued to stand there, in the middle of the room, as if she had something else to say. I noticed her inching closer to me out of the corner of my eye. My heart skipped a beat. I never liked being alone in a basement with anyone—even eighteen year old girls. I had no idea what people were capable of, and there were tons of stories floating around of serial killers knocking off HVAC people. I had no idea if they were true stories or just industry urban legends.

I looked over at the girl. Now she was just ten feet away. “Can I help you?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“How?” I said. My heart skipped another beat. She had her hands behind her back, as if she was concealing a weapon. I took a deep breath. I don’t know why I was so afraid of a small woman. I knew I could overpower her—unless she had a gun. But why would she kill me?

She looked down at my crotch. “Can I suck it?”

I paused for a long moment. “Excuse me?” I said.

“Your cock—Can I suck it?”

“Are you kidding me?” I said.

She shook her head. She took another step towards me. She was looking into my eyes. She looked nervous. I had a feeling that this was just a joke that her friends came up with. Maybe she was a pledge and they were teasing her. Maybe they just wanted to see if I would say yes. Maybe they were a bunch of crazy feminists and this was their way of taking a man down. So I refused to say ‘yes’, even though I really did want a blowjob.

She was close to me now, just a foot away. She looked down at my crotch again, and then she sunk to her knees. Her hands came up and grabbed at my belt. “I didn’t say yes,” I said, making it clear that I did not ask for a blowjob (just in case this came up in a courtroom).

“Shh,” she hushed, and then she unclipped my belt. She took my fly and unzipped it. I took another big, deep breath. Her fingers slipped into my pants. They fished around for a moment before curling around my shaft. Then I gasped. I looked to the doorway, to make sure that nobody was watching.

“Someone is going to find us down here,” I said.

“Then come quickly,” she said. She pulled my cock out and instantly sucked it up like a spaghetti noodle. Her mouth was warm and wet. She bobbed her head on my flaccid cock, using her hand to massage my ball sack. It felt so good that I only remained flaccid for a few more seconds. Then, before a minute was through, I had a raging erection in her mouth, foreskin stretched back to reveal my throbbing tip.

“Shit,” I muttered. It felt good: too good. I knew I was breaking so many rules, but my God did it ever feel good! She had her lips pressed firmly around my girth, and now she had her fingers curled around the part of my shaft that she couldn’t fit into her mouth.

She bobbed quickly, letting my cock push down her throat. She gagged for a moment but rebounded perfectly. I was tingling all over. My legs were starting to tremble and my knees were starting to buckle.

“Oh God,” I said. “I’m going to come.”

“Come on my face,” she said.

I looked down at her. “Are you sure?”

“Do it. Come on my face.”

She leaned back and clutched my shaft with a tight fist. She pumped quickly, aiming my tip right at her lips. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. I came—but only one shot actually hit her tongue; the rest shot in different directions, streaking her cheek, her chin, her forehead, and even her left eyelid. She closed her eyes and made a big smile as she licked her lips, catching some of my rogue cum. Then she giggled, standing up after squeezing out my last drop.

I quickly put my cock away, in case someone decided to walk into that basement utility room. “Thanks for that,” she said, wiping the cum off of her eyelid so she could open her eyes. She looked into my eyes and smiled.

“Sure,” I said, not sure how to feel about what happened. I didn’t even know her name. Was she really just super horny?

She turned to leave, still with cum all over her face. I wanted to ask her to clean herself up before going upstairs, but she was gone before I could even muster up the mindfulness to open my mouth. “What the fuck?” I said.

I gave my cock a minute to become flaccid again, and then I found the right breaker for the AC unit. I went back outside, still with a spinning head. I noticed a few of the girls looking at me with smirks on their faces. They looked away, making me feel strange. I went to the AC unit and easily fixed the problem. My heart was still pounding.

I was just about to put everything back together, and then I had a curious idea. The machine was under warranty, so the girls could call me back whenever, without worrying about losing money. So what was stopping me from sabotaging the machine, so I could come back again, and possibly get another cheeky basement blowjob?

I bit my lip and fought away the grin. I reached into the machine and found a coil that was known to snap quite easily. I snapped it, and then I glued the coil back together with a bit of mechanical glue. I knew the glue would hold for no longer than a week.

Then I put the unit back together, looking over at the suntanning topless babes one last time. The girl who met me originally came over. “All done?” she asked.

“It should work now,” I said, biting my tongue. “What’s your name, by the way?”

“It’s Katie,” she said.

“Katie. I’m Jake,” I said. “I’ll give you my personal number, in case there’s any other trouble with the unit. That way you won’t have to go through dispatch.”

“Okay,” she said with a big smile. I could see her friends behind her, watching us, smirking as if there was something more going on. The girls made me feel a bit uncomfortable, but that blowjob was out of this world. It was a euphoria I hadn’t experienced with a woman in years. The little blonde with the reddened nose knew how to suck a cock; she knew how to milk the cum right out of me. I wanted more.

“So if anything happens, just give me a call. I’ll be sure to bill the manufacturer for everything: parts and labour—so don’t hesitate to call.”

“I won’t,” she said with a small wink. I didn’t want to leave that house, but it was now 3:45 PM. My shift was done for the day. I packed up my tools and left, looking back at the house from my car. It really did look abandoned. I would have never guessed the house had twelve beautiful young women living inside.

“See you soon,” I said under my breath, and then I drove off with a smirk on my face.


CHAPTER 2
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The next few days were dull: normal jobs, which seemed especially tedious after that amazing day at what I assume was a sorority house. I kept having flashbacks to that sexy property. Whenever I went into a utility room, I found myself looking over at the door constantly, half-hoping that a girl would walk in and ask to give me a blowjob. I knew that it wasn’t going to happen—I’d been fixing furnaces and AC units for a decade, and it had only ever happened once—but I just couldn’t shake that strange excitement.

I went to a house and the homeowner was a single female, living alone. She looked over at me a few times, and I was really hoping that she would make a move on me the way that the girl at the sorority house did—but she didn’t, unsurprisingly. I finished her job and then she told me that she was short on cash. “Can I pay next month? Actually—October will be better, probably. Next month I need to catch up on rent.” A part of me wanted to ask her for a blowjob in lieu of money, but I knew that would get me instantly fired.

“I guess it is what it is,” I said, realising I’d just finished a job that I wouldn’t get paid for.

I was on my way home on a Friday evening when my phone rang. I picked it up, thinking it was dispatch about to ask me to do an emergency job. I got paid double for emergency jobs, but I usually turned them down because I hated working late—especially on Fridays. “What is it now?” I asked.

“Is this Jake?” a feminine voice asked.

“This is Jake. Who’s this?”

“This is Katie, from the house on University Drive. Our AC just cut out. None of us can figure out what’s going on.”

My heart flew up my chest and pounded hard against my ribcage. I felt a smile cross my face. I bit down on my lip.

“Are you there?” she asked.

“Are you girls around now?” I asked. “I’m actually not too far away from your property.”

“We’re all home,” she said.

“I’ll be right there,” I said. I hung up the phone and pulled a U-turn at the next intersection. I drove quickly, biting my lip with anticipation. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I had something to look forward to. I couldn’t wait to do my job, even though I wasn’t exactly excited about doing the actual work part of my job.

I got stuck in some traffic on the way. I tapped nervously on the steering wheel as I wondered if that horny slut was going to be there again. Would I get another blowjob? Could I coax her back into the basement with me?

I pulled up and grabbed my tools and hopped out of the car. I tried to act casual as I approached the house. The doorbell was still on the ground where it fell when I pressed on it the last time. I knocked hard and stepped back to give the door room to open. I only waited ten seconds before stepping down and walking around the side of the house. I had a feeling they were in the yard. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to walk into yards without permission, but I had a feeling the girls didn’t mind. They didn’t care when I saw them all suntanning topless a few days before, so they probably didn’t have very strict boundaries.

I went through that gate, but there was nobody in the yard. “Shit,” I whispered. I went back around to the front and saw that Katie was standing on her rotting porch, looking around. She turned to see me. “Sorry,” I said. “I thought you were in the back again.”

“No, I’m sorry. I should have answered the door quicker,” she said with a small smile. But she answered the door just fine—my giddy eagerness was the real issue.

“I guess I should take a look at that unit, huh? What’s wrong with it?”

“It started clunking last night, and then this morning it just wasn’t working. It won’t even spin when we turn it on.”

“I think I know what’s wrong with it. Sounds like a broken coil. A lot of these new units have cheap coils that can break really easily.” I forced a smile. “Funny that it’s a whole different problem than a few days ago.”

“That’s crazy!” she said, sounding genuinely surprised. She walked with me to the back yard. “Do you need anything from us?”

I looked up at her. “No. I don’t think so.”

She gave me a little smile, and then she turned and went into the house. My gut fluttered with disappointment. It wasn’t ideal: I sabotaged that unit so that I could spend a day staring at beautiful women again. Now, I was alone in a messy backyard, replacing a coil while I could have been home, watching a baseball game, or maybe playing a video game with some buddies online. I had to take the whole unit apart now.

I sighed. Maybe it was karma. I sabotaged the unit and now I was working for free on a Friday evening. I could hear the girls inside of the house, giggling as they ran around. It sounded like they were having a pillow fight—or maybe they were just teasing me, knowing that I longed to be inside with them.

Maybe it was time for me to find a girlfriend. Maybe the strange lust that I had for these girls was a sign that I needed to find my own girl—so I wasn’t going around sabotaging AC units to get closer to young women.

I pulled open the unit and then I remembered I needed to cut the power so I wouldn’t accidentally electrocute myself. I went to the back door and gently pushed it open. “Hey,” I called out. “I’m just going downstairs to cut the power to the AC unit.” Nobody answered, and maybe nobody heard me. There was nobody in sight, but I could hear pattering overhead and giggling from different directions. I went down the stairs and then I stopped as I saw a topless girl at the end of the basement hallway. She was just about to pull on a pyjama top. She was already wearing the matching bottoms. “Sorry,” I said, looking away. She had great tits; they apparently all had great tits.

“It’s fine,” she said with a giggle. “I was just getting changed. I had to run my pyjamas through the wash after last night.”

I turned back to her, now that she was clothed. “What happened last night?” I asked. I could feel myself blushing.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, but it seems to keep happening.”

She brushed by me, giving me a smell of her intoxicating perfume. I bit down on my lip and tried not to let my legs wobble too much. I went to the breaker and flipped off the AC unit so I could work safely. Then I made my way back to the stairs. I paused and looked back into the utility room. The washing machine and dryer were next to the breaker box. A curious part of me wanted to peek inside—or maybe it was the slightly perverted side of me. I approached the dryer and opened it, revealing a pile of panties and lacy pieces of lingerie. I took a deep breath, looking around to make sure nobody was watching me. I reached in and grabbed a lacy one-piece. I felt the soft fabric between my fingers and imagined it tight around the body of one of the girls.

Then I tossed the lingerie back into the dryer and closed the door quietly. I was getting carried away. I was being a creep. I needed to take a step back and control myself.

I went back upstairs, but I didn’t go back outside—not yet. I could still hear them giggling and I wanted to know what they were doing. I quickly thought of a good excuse, and then I started walking into the house. The old floorboards groaned under my feet. The hallways were narrow and there were way more doors in the house than I was expecting. I found myself at the base of the stairs.

I looked up. “Hello?” I called out. It was ten seconds later when two pretty faces poked out from up the stairs. They were giggling and red in the cheeks.

“Can we help you?” they asked without revealing their bodies, as if they were naked.

“Um,” I said. “I’m just wondering if anyone changed any settings on the thermostat. Do you just have the one thermostat in the house?”

“There’s one down by you, and there’s one up here,” one girl said, and then the other girl giggled.

“Right,” I said. “I actually already checked this one, and it looks fine. Mind if I look at the upstairs one?”

The girls looked at each other. “Okay. Come up,” they said, and then they ran off like playful children. My heart fluttered. I had no idea what was happening. I stepped up the stairs and then I reached the top. I looked up and down. The doors were all open but I couldn’t see in the rooms. I saw the thermostat. I approached it. The settings were all normal—which I already knew.

I took a deep breath and waited a moment. I still had no idea what the girls were doing, but I really wanted to know. So I stepped down the hall and poked my head into one of the rooms. Two of the girls were in the room, trying on lingerie. They looked at me.

I backed up. My heart skipped a beat. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” one of the girls called out. “Do you need something?”

“I was just going to ask if you’ve, uh, had any issues with the thermostat.”

“I think it’s been fine,” one of the girls called out. Then a girl suddenly appeared in the doorway, wearing see-thru lingerie. She looked into my eyes with a big smirk. My heart fluttered and I forced a smile. Was I being a creep? Could these girls tell that I was just there try to score some action? Did they all know that I got a blowjob from one of their friends down in the basement? Were they all gossiping about me?

“Alright,” I said. “Sounds good.” I turned around and rushed back down the stairs. I was turning towards the back door when I saw a heart-pounding sight in the corner of my eye. I paused and looked over at a naked girl on the couch, on her stomach. Another girl in a bikini was sitting on her legs, rubbing what appeared to be moisturiser onto her bronzed skin. Both of the girls looked over at me at the same moment, and then I quickly spun away and went outside. I took a deep breath of fresh air as my heart took a moment to calm down.

Maybe this was worth it. Maybe sabotaging that AC unit and working overtime on a Friday was worth seeing some beautiful women.

It took me a moment to remember what I was doing. “The coil,” I said to myself, so I went to replace the coil.

The back door opened as I was finishing up. Two topless girls ran out of the house, giggling. Their tits bounced up and down. They had girly alcoholic drinks in their hands. One of the girls jumped into the pool with a splash, and the other was just about to when she noticed me. She didn’t cover her breasts as our gazes met. “Oh sorry—I didn’t know you were still here,” she said.

I looked at those perfect tits for a long moment before snapping my gaze away in an attempt to be a little bit respectful. “Oh,” I said. “I’m just finishing up. I’ll be out of your way in a minute.”

“Come into the pool with us,” said the other girl from the deep end of the small pool.

I laughed. “I’m on the clock,” I said.

“We won’t tell,” she said with a smile.

I paused. My heart fluttered again. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

She reached down and a moment later, she tossed her tiny bottoms onto the edge of the pool. “You don’t need one,” she said with a wink. Her friend took her bottoms off with her back to me, and then she jumped into the pool.

“Come in,” she said again. “I promise you won’t regret it.”

I looked to the house. My head was spinning and my heart was pounding relentlessly. “I don’t know,” I said. “What would your friends think?”

“They might want to join. Come in. Don’t be a baby.”

I had one last screw to drive in. I did it quickly and then I stuffed my tools into my bag and went over to the pool. I bit down on my lip. “Come in. We’ll have fun,” said the girl with the dark brown eyes. “Take off your clothes.”

I felt like I was being seduced by sirens. I needed someone to tie me to the mast so I wouldn’t throw myself at the girls. But wasn’t this the whole reason I sabotaged that unit? Isn’t this why I came back on a Friday evening? I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. The girls’ faces lit up. I bent over and slid down my pants. I kept my boxers on as I climbed up.

“Take them off,” she said. “No undies in the pool.”

I could see the glimmer of their legs through the glistening water, but it was hard to make out details. I couldn’t turn the girls down. And luckily, I was already a bit aroused, so I knew that my cock was going to look big. I grabbed my boxers and slid them to the ground. I quickly climbed into the pool. The water was warm. The girls giggled. One of them floated onto her back, covering her pussy with her hand as she gently kicked. “You’re cute,” she said.

“Thanks, I guess,” I said.

“Is our AC going to work now?” the other girl asked, wading over to me. Her breasts floated magically in that water; it was impossible not to look at her big, perky nipples.

I tried to look away, and then she giggled. She cupped her breasts with her hands and pulled them up as high as they would go. “You can look at them,” she said. “They’re new. I’m pretty proud of them.”

I smiled and then awkwardly looked down at her breasts. “They’re nice,” I said.

“She has the best tits,” her friend said, swimming around behind her. She reached around and squeezed her friend’s tits, making her friend giggle. “Feel them.”

I paused.

“It’s okay,” she said, swimming closer. “You can feel them. They feel super real.”

I bit hard on my tongue before lifting up my hands. I cupped her breasts and I squeezed. They really did feel real. I couldn’t even see the slightest scars, so it was hard to believe that they were fake. “They’re nice,” I said.

“Let me see if you’re lying,” she said. Then she reached down and grabbed my cock, making me gasp. “You’re not even hard!” she said. Her friend giggled. “If you don’t like them, you can be honest with me.”

“What?” I said, feeling my face turning red. “I’m not lying. I—I’m just a little bit nervous, is all. I mean—I don’t even know your names, and I could get in a lot of trouble if my boss were to find out about this.”

“We won’t tell anyone,” she said, and then she started to massage my cock with her hand. “But only because you’re big.”

“Let me see,” her friend said, swimming up next to her pal. She reached down and grabbed my cock from the other girl. She stroked up and down. “Bigger than me,” she said.

I laughed awkwardly, not really getting the joke.

“He isn’t bigger than me, though,” said the friend.

The girls looked at each other. “You’re probably the same.”

“I’m thicker.”

“What are you talking about?” I said, letting another awkward laugh slip out.

“Feel,” she said, taking my hand. She brought it down between her friend’s legs. I felt something long a thick. It moved as I grazed it. My fingers curiously curled around it, to see what it was. And then my heart stopped beating momentarily as I realised what I was now feeling. I remained frozen for a long moment, unable to let go in my state of shock. I didn’t want to offend her—or maybe I should say him. I was holding a cock. I could feel it throbbing and growing in my hand.

I suddenly came to my senses and let go. “You’re—You’re a transgender?” I said, now feeling my face turning white.

I looked into her eyes, which seemed impossibly female. They were brown and big, and her eyelashes were long and thick. Her cheekbones were high and her lips were plump and full. How could she be a man? Was this some sort of joke?

I looked down and could make out a lump on her throat. Maybe she really was a man. Maybe I was now looking at an Adam’s apple.

“You don’t have a problem with that, do you?” she asked with a little grin.

“Let me guess, you’re one of those guys who thinks trans girls should have small dicks,” her friend said, rolling her eyes.

“What?” I looked from girl to girl. My heart was now pounding faster than ever. I could feel the blood leaving my brain as I became lightheaded. “I don’t discriminate,” I said, sounding stupid even to myself. The girls both giggled.

“Then let’s have some fun,” said the brown-eyed trans chick. She turned around and swam to the edge of the pool. She gripped the edge and looked back at me, over her shoulder. “Put it in me.”

“What?” I said.

“Don’t be shy,” her friend said, taking my arm and pulling me towards the trans girl.

“I don’t know. I—I’m still on the clock.”

“Stop with the clock. We’re not going to get you in trouble.” She reached down and grabbed my cock. She began massaging it, but I was in too much shock to brush that hand away. “Get it up so you can get it in.”

“I really need to be going,” I said as she led me right up to the turned around trans girl. It didn’t help that the pumping was actually getting me hard—I was already almost hard before this whole trans debacle—and the friction wasn’t making my situation any better. I didn’t want to fuck a trans girl. I only fucked real girls. I was straight. I never had any gay thoughts in my head, and that’s the way I liked it. The friend went behind me and pushed me forward, so that my body pressed up against the soft, warm trans body. “Look, ladies. I think there’s been some sort of misunderstanding.”

“That boner speaks for itself,” the trans girl said. My cock was pressed against her bum. “You want it. Don’t over think it. You can have it.” She looked back at me over her shoulder again before pushing her bum back and bending over. Now my erection was cradled between her perky butt cheeks. I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed, letting out a small groan.

“Fuck her brains out,” the friend said, putting her hands on my shoulders and rubbing as if I was a prize fighter.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t like this pressure. I didn’t like that my erection refused to go away. And more than anything, I didn’t like that I was actually considering it. I mean—it’s not like she looked like a man. Her asshole would feel no different than the asshole of a real, biological woman. So what did I have to lose? It would feel good. She smelled good and she looked pretty.

No—she looked like a transgender. I could see it now: the slight Adam’s apple and the slightly broad shoulders. Even her voice had a hint of masculine in it, which I could detect now that I knew the truth. I knew she was a man—so why wasn’t I pulling myself out from that pool? It’s not like the girls were restraining me. It’s not like they were blackmailing me. I was still a free man.

“He needs. bit of help,” the girl said behind me. She reached around and grabbed my erection. She tilted it down, sliding my tip down the trans girl’s crack.

“Right there,” the trans girl said as my tip pressed against her rubbery asshole. Then they began to work together, pushing my cock into that hole as she pushed her bum back into my lap. I groaned and closed my eyes, still trying to muster up the courage to run away. And then I suddenly felt it penetrate: I felt my tip enter into that hole, and then I watched as the trans girl’s body tensed up. Her back curved and a gasp escaped her lips. I was inside of her—only with an inch of my cock, but still inside. I could feel her anal walls tightening around my tip as she clenched. She looked back at me again, looking into my eyes with her stunning brown eyes.

“Fuck me,” she said.

And my reservations suddenly fluttered away. How could I say no? I put my hands on her soft sides and I pushed forward. It was hard to enter her without proper lubrication. The pool water was making it a bit difficult—but it almost felt like there was already some lubricant in her hole. I could feel a slippery squishing, as if she fingered some lube into her hole before jumping into the pool.

The girl behind me swam away, giving us some space. I hardly noticed her, suddenly focussed entirely on my fling. I pushed hard, sliding deeper and deeper. “Put it all in me,” she said. “I want to feel every fucking inch of your thick cock.” So I kept pushing, until my pelvis was pressed hard into her bum and my tip was somewhere in her stomach. She let out a loud moan, then I started pumping.

The water sloshed around us. I gripped her sides hard so she wouldn’t budge out of place. I didn’t stop thrusting. I kept pushing in and pulling out, almost entirely, stretching out her tight hole. “Make me come,” she moaned. And it was a second before I realised again that she wasn’t a woman, and to come for her meant to ejaculate into the pool. The thought was a bit disturbing—thinking of being in a pool with someone else’s cum—but at the same time, I was aroused. My brain wasn’t thinking straight and my priorities were all messed up. I gripped her harder and pumped her faster.

Then the other girl came back up behind me. “Stay still. Don’t freak out on me,” she said, and then I felt something hard press up between my butt cheeks. It was dull and warm and throbbing: another cock. I gasped and looked back at the girl.

“You… You’re one too?” I said.

She giggled. “Yeah,” she said. “Everyone here is.”

“Keep fucking me,” the girl in front of me said. I looked forward, now trying to process everything that was happening. I didn’t want to let my fling down, but I also didn’t want a cock in my ass. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how to process what was happening. Was I going to regret this? Was I making a giant mistake? Was it already too late to do anything about it? I wasn’t far away from coming. My cock was tingling and her asshole felt amazing: tighter and warmer than any pussy I’d ever been inside of.

But I needed to remind myself that I was straight, and that I was only doing this because she looked and felt and smelled like a girl. So I reached around and grabbed both of her breasts. I squeezed them hard, feeling her perky, wet nipples against the palms of my hands.

My own cock was harder than ever before. I was revved up. My blood was pumping so hard that I was worried my veins were going to burst. I wanted to unload my cum into that trans chick, and I was doing my best to ignore the girl behind me, who now had her tip pressed against my asshole; she was using both of her hands to spread my butt cheeks wide.

I tried clenching, but it was hard to stay clenched while I pumped the girl in front of me. I could feel that there was something goopy on her cock: maybe a lubricant that she went to get while I was penetrating her friend. It must have been a lubricant, because she managed to penetrate my hole even though I was clenching.

I groaned, finding myself in the middle of a bisexual orgy—or maybe it was just a gay orgy. We were all technically men—though there were four tits in the mix. I was so confused. I shouldn’t have ever sabotaged that AC unit. Sure, my job would have remained boring, but maybe that’s the way it was supposed to be: boring. I liked boring. I liked predictable. I liked paying the bills and cruising through life. Or did I?

I closed my eyes, feeling that long cock sliding into me. At least it wasn’t too thick—at least it wasn’t stretching me painfully. But it still felt weird; I could feel it throbbing inside of my body. I could feel that swollen tip, pushing through my anal cavern. And I could feel her hands, caressing my sides as I continued to fuck her friend.

“Oh God,” I groaned. I felt embarrassed. I felt like I’d been set up. And now I was realising that I got a blowjob in the basement from one of the girls—and she was probably a trans girl too. I’d already lost my man-on-man virginity before I even realised it.

It was so wrong, but it felt so good. I was pumping her fast now, and she was moaning loudly, bent over the edge of that pool. That cock in my ass was thrusting slowly, but hitting some sort of sweet spot, making my legs wobble and my cock tingle. The stimulation was intense, pulsing all over. My head was spinning and I was losing control of my thoughts. I began to tremble all over. I pulled the brown-eyed trans girl closed to me and I began to fill her hole with cum. And that’s when I noticed the rogue strands of white floating in the water, coming up from the brown-eyed beauty. She already came and now her cum was floating in the pool, slowly making its way to the pool filter.

A big strange clung onto my arm. I tried to wipe it away, but it only spread on my skin.

Then the girl behind me gasped. She thrusted her cock deep, making me tense up. Then I felt her discharging inside of me: filling me with her hot goo. We all came. It was a weird feeling, being able to feel every little pulse and every splash of cum. It was an even weirder feeling when she pulled out and I felt it gush out of me, into that pool. When I stepped back from the brown-eyed girl, I watched as my own cum gushed out from her bum and floated up to the surface.

“Looks like we’ll need to run the pool cleaner,” said the girl behind me with a giggle, as if it was cute or silly. She wasn’t as shocked as me that we’d just had a homosexual three-way. She wasn’t disgusted like me about the fact there was cum floating all around us.

I didn’t know what to say. I felt so ashamed and humiliated. I couldn’t look the girls in the eyes, even though I just had my cock deep in that perky ass.

I climbed out of the pool, feeling more and more embarrassed with each passing moment.

“Don’t you want to hang out with us? We’re throwing a big party tonight,” one of the girls said from the pool.

It was a moment before I was able to look back. “I really need to get going,” I said. I still couldn’t look into their eyes. “Thanks though. Your AC should be working fine now.” And then I remembered that I still needed to turn the power back on to the unit. “I’ll just go power it back up.”

“Okay. Bye.” They both waved at me, and then they giggled once I was halfway to the door, pulling my shirt back on so I wasn’t embarrassingly naked. I was getting my clothes wet. I probably should have asked for a towel, but I was too embarrassed—I just wanted to get out of there.

I went down to the basement and flicked the breaker back on. I waited a moment until I heard the air conditioner humming. I held my hand by the vent until I felt cold air, and then I turned to leave. But I paused, looking over at the furnace.

In about six weeks, the weather would cool off enough that they would need the heat. There was nobody around, and I knew how to easily and quickly break a furnace in a way that it would be easy enough to fix.

I didn’t want to come back to that house. I didn’t want to see those trans girls again. But there was a strange part of me that wanted to have the option. Maybe I was full of shame, but coming in that girl’s tush felt good. It was possibly the most euphoric five minutes of my life. I could always tell the girls that I couldn’t make it if they called me. I could always pass them onto the dispatch girl at the office—or I could answer the call myself. There was no harm in giving myself the option.

So I went to the furnace, popped open the cover, and then I used a screwdriver to loosen the flame sensor. It was the easiest fix in the world, but not one that any normal person would know how to do. It was as simple as popping the sensor back into place, and maybe I would be the one to do it when they called in six to eight weeks.

I packed up my tools and left quietly through the back gate. I moved quickly to my car and then I let out a big, deep breath once I was a block away and around the corner.

I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t believe that I’d had sex with a pair of trans girls. I couldn’t even believe that there was an entire sorority filled with trans girls. It seemed so unreal, yet my bum was perfectly sore to serve as a reminder that it was true.


CHAPTER 3
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The first week after that three-way in the pool was tough. I struggled to sleep and I wrestled with what felt like a mild form of PTSD. Masturbating was difficult. Every session, even when I was watching pornography, included a visit in my mind from those girls. I felt like I could still feel her tight anal walls clenching my cock. And as I stroked myself, I would find myself remembering that sweet spot in my ass. I even caught myself considering prodding myself, just so I could feel that tingling euphoria again.

But I knew it was wrong, so I tried hard to forget about what happened. And as the days went by, I really did forget about that evening in the pool. With each passing day, the memory felt more and more like a dream. After three long weeks, I was almost convinced that it was a dream. It seemed too unreal to be true. How could there really be a sorority house filled with horny, convincing trans girls? It seemed like the fantasy of a very, very special person.

So I did the best to go on with my life. I tried to watch the most vanilla porn that I could find, and I fought away every urge to put things into my bum. It got easier. And one day, I got just what I needed: the perfect reminder that I was straight.

I got called to a house to fix my first furnace of the year. It was the end of September, and I was surprised when I was told that it was a furnace problem, because it was so hot that the province had put out a severe heat warning. I showed up to the house and a sweaty young woman answered the door. Her skin was glistening, and she was wearing nothing but a bra and panties. She covered her chest with her forearm. “The furnace won’t turn off. I have no idea what’s happening.” Her house was insanely hot, like stepping into an oven. I was sweating before I reached her basement stairs.

“Let’s take a look,” I said. She led me down to the basement and then she stood in the room while I popped open the furnace’s panel. She could have easily just shut the power off to the furnace, but I wasn’t surprised that she didn’t think about doing it. She was clearly a renter and renters generally had no idea how to operate a furnace. Hell, homeowners didn’t even have a clue. If the average person knew the first thing about their furnace, I would have been out of a job.

I couldn’t help but look over at her. Her cleavage was glistening with sweat. She had her damp hair slicked back. She was a beautiful woman. The dampness between her legs made her panties slightly see-thru—I don’t think she realised I could pretty much see her entire pussy.

“How long has it been like this?” I asked.

“Days,” she said. She obviously wasn’t terribly bright if her furnace had been pumping heat into her house for days and she never thought to flick the very well labeled power switch right on the front of the unit.

“I can fix it,” I said, flicking that switch. “I’m thinking it’s a problem with your thermostat, not your furnace. Give me a few minutes to poke around.

But she didn’t go away. She stood there and watched. It was something older people occasionally did, to make sure I wasn’t poking around their house and stealings stuff. Nobody ever had anything worth stealing anyway.

It was hard to focus with her there. It was tough to focus being able to see that plump pussy in her damp panties. I didn’t really want to look away from it—it was the perfect reminder that I needed: I was straight.

“You look nice,” I said. I didn’t normally compliment my clients—it was actually against the rules to be flirty with women. Our HR department was terrified of a lawsuit, and rightfully so.

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“I don’t often get to see beautiful women in their underwear while on the job.”

She laughed, sounding flattered and not creeped out—which was nice. I was worried my compliment would freak her out.

I tinkered with her unit, but kept finding my gaze moving back to her.

“Why don’t you come look at this dirt buildup. This might be why your unit won’t turn off,” I said. It wasn’t true; I just wanted her to come closer to me and I wanted to see her bend over. She walked in front of me and bent over. I looked at her ass. She had cute freckles down her back and on her bum.

But as she bent over, I found myself remembering the sight of that trans girl bending over in the pool. My heart fluttered and my stomach churned. I suddenly found myself imagining a cock between the girl’s legs. I knew she didn’t have one, but now my mind was running wild.

She stood up and turned to me. “It does look dirty. I guess I should have been cleaning it. Who knows to do that?” she said.

“Well, not many people sadly,” I said. She was close to me now. I could smell a hint of body odour, which was actually a bit of a turn on. I tried hard not to look down at her glistening tits. “I’ll give it a clean for you. I won’t charge you. Usually it’s a hundred dollar fee.”

“Really?” she said. “That’s so sweet of you.” She gently bit her lip. I wanted to throw myself at her.

“Don’t mention it,” I said. “It’ll take me a minute to clean, then I’ll take a look at your thermostat.”

I turned back to the unit and she kept standing there, as if she was expecting me to say something else. I looked up at her. “You can go relax if you want.”

“I don’t mind watching,” she said with a small grin. “I like to learn.”

“Sure,” I said. So she watched me as I cleaned her furnace with a few old rags. She inched closer to me, bending over me, grazing me with her sweaty skin. I had a feeling she wanted it. She wanted me to bend her over and fuck her. She wanted me to squeeze her tits and slap her sweaty ass.

She bent over next to me. “It looks so much cleaner,” she said, turning to look at me. Then I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. I put my hand on her sweaty thigh.

She recoiled suddenly, gasping and wiping her lips. “What are you doing? Are you nuts? Get out of my house!” She jumped up, leaving me with a horrible sinking feeling. I felt sick. Did I misread her signs?

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Just get out of my house,” she said.

“I still haven’t fixed the furnace. Do you want me to fix it?”

“I said get out!” She pointed to the door, so I packed up my things and I left with my head down and my tail between my legs. I felt so embarrassed. I made a huge fool of myself. Thankfully she didn’t report me. Thankfully I didn’t lose my job over the humiliating incident. And the silver lining was that I was now confident that I was straight. I spent the rest of my day with the image of her damp pussy in my mind and a smirk on my face.


CHAPTER 4
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It was the middle of October when I got the call. I didn’t recognise the number, so I assumed it was a telemarketer. Then they called again. I ignored the second call. Instead of leaving a voice message, they left a text message. “Our furnace isn’t working! Any chance you can come by to fix it for us?” the message read. I spent a few minutes scratching my head, trying to figure out who had my personal number. I never gave it out. Whenever a client asked for it, I always gave them dispatch’s number—or a fake number if I really didn’t like the person.

It finally clicked: the girls from the sorority house were messaging me. I’d forgotten about the sabotaged furnace. I’d scrubbed that strange sorority house from my memory over the couple of months since I’d last visited. Now, my heart was suddenly racing.

I thought about messaging dispatch, and telling them to give the girls a call. Their AC unit was under warranty but their furnace wasn’t. I knew that they were broke, so there didn’t seem like much point in going over there. I didn’t want to pointlessly lose the hours of work because the girls assumed they would get the work done for free—and I didn’t want to get pulled into another shameful and regretful romp with a bunch of a trans girls.

But a part of me was afraid of them reaching out to the head office. I didn’t want them asking about me. I was pretty sure that they wouldn’t rat me out about the three-way in the pool or the blowjob in the basement, but I didn’t need head office knowing that I did a job for the girls without reporting it; I didn’t need my bosses to start asking questions. I was already on thin ice with all of the customer complaints that I was getting on a weekly basis.

I let the message sit unanswered, but I knew I couldn’t let it sit long. I was becoming increasingly paranoid that they would reach out to my boss and ask about me. I didn’t want them asking about me. I didn’t want anyone knowing that they existed; there was a tiny chance that someone might find out that I had a three-way with a pair of biological men. Sure, they were beautiful and convincing, but my coworkers had no way of knowing of believing it.

It was getting colder out. That day was especially cold, with frost sticking around until the middle of the day before forming again late in the evening. It had already snowed a few times and now some of that snow was hanging around in the shadows. Those trans girls were probably desperate for a working furnace.

“I can come later today,” I replied. And then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I knew that I could fix the furnace quickly. I just had to pop open the cover for the flame sensor and click it back into place. I could be in and out in less than five minutes. Maybe I would look weird rushing in and out, but their furnace would work so they probably wouldn’t ask any questions.

I packed up my tools. My stomach groaned. It’s not where I wanted to spend my afternoon, but it had to be done. I had to tie up all of the loose ends. I regretted sabotaging that furnace. I had my out and I should have taken it. Now I had to see those girls one more time.

It was 2:00 PM when I pulled up to their house. I had my window down as I was smoking a cigarette. The air outside was cold, making my fingers tremble—or maybe it was the terror of going inside making them tremble. I tossed out my cigarette and then I looked up at the big, old house. It somehow looked ten years older, as if it was about to topple over. More paint had peeled off the wooden siding, and the shingles were all warped and crumbling. I could see weeds growing in the gutters and in the old flower boxes that probably hadn’t contained flowers for twenty-five years.

I took my tools to the front door. I took another deep breath. That doorbell was still on the ground where it fell after my first visit. The same abandoned cans were scattered in the tall grass, which was now yellow and dead from the frost.

I knocked heavily on the door and took a step back. I waited as a cool breeze whistled around the old home. I looked over at the window to my right, which was cracked and boarded with plywood. It was hard to imagine anyone lived in that house. It seemed abandoned—not even fit for a squatter. Yet somehow a dozen pretty girls lived inside.

I knocked again. My stomach churned again. My heart fluttered again. I took a deep breath again. And then I watched as the door opened. A girl with strawberry blonde bangs poked her head out. “Can I help you?” she asked with a quiet voice.

“I’m here to fix the furnace,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment, looking from my eyes to my crotch and then back to my eyes. Or maybe the crotch glance was just in my head. Maybe my paranoia was just beginning to swirl out of control. I needed to get the job done quickly before I became a complete mess. I knew that I had a tendency for misreading people. In two months, I’d made three awkward blunders: the one with the girl in the bra and panties, and then two more awkward blunders when I asked girls for their phone numbers, thinking that they were into me; they weren’t. One of the girls lied about having a boyfriend (even though I heard her on the phone with her friend, talking about how great it was being single), and the other complained to head office, which was embarrassing.

“Can I show you where to go?” the girl with the bangs asked.

“I know the way. I’ve been here before,” I smiled and skirted past her. Now I was on a mission. I needed to get the job done fast. I went straight down the hallway and turned towards the basement stairs. I saw the door and went straight for it. I grabbed the handle and pulled the door open, stepping towards the steps before I had a chance to realise I was walking into a closet. I knocked over the broom and then I nearly knocked a shelf off the wall. “Shit,” I said as I covered my face when the big bottle of bleach nearly tipped over.

“Are you okay?” the girl with the bangs asked.

“I’m fine. I—I remember the basement stairs being here,” I said. “I guess it’s been a while since I’ve been here.” I forced a small laugh and scratched the back of my neck. I was overwhelmed. Maybe I was just turned around. I’d never entered through the front door before—only the back door. I looked around. The whole house seemed different. Things weren’t where they were supposed to be. Or maybe I was just going insane. Maybe that swimming pool romp never really did happen—and the basement blowjob probably wasn’t real either. “Mind showing me the way?” I said.

So she showed me down two long hallways, to a door that I was certain I’d never seen before. She opened it, revealing the basement stairs. I went down, and even the basement seemed to have a different layout: now just one long hallway with the utility room at the far end. I was sure that the utility room had been an immediate left before. “There it is,” the girl said. “Do you need me to help you with anything?”

“I’m okay,” I said. “I think I’ll be fast. I think I already know what the problem is.”

She stared at me for a long moment, making my skin tingle and turn cold. “How could you know that?” she said with a small laugh.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Just a hunch, I guess.”

“Okay. Well I’ll leave you to it.”

She walked away. I took a deep breath and turned to the unit. I sunk down to my knees. I just needed to be fast. I needed to get out of there before anyone came and tried to seduce me. Or even the thought of seeing one of those girls from the pool again—or the girl from the basement, who gave me the blowjob.

I popped off the cover and quickly located the flame sensor shield. I used my wrench to pull the few little bolts out. I kept looking to the doorway, expecting a naked girl with a big cock to be standing there, smirking at me. But the house was silent. Nobody was coming down to see me. Maybe nobody knew that I was there except for that naive girl with the bangs. Or maybe they were all out at some afternoon party.

I popped the shield off of the flame sensor and I clicked the sensor back into place. I flicked on the machine and watched as the flame lit and stayed lit. I let out a long sigh of relief before putting the guard back into place. I looked back at the doorway, but the place was still empty. I started getting a weird sensation rumbling inside of me. Did the girls move out? If so, who contacted me? And who was the girl with the bangs?

I put the cover back on the furnace and then I walked out to the hallway. I looked around. “I’m all done here,” I called out. “It should be working fine now. Don’t worry about a charge—I’ll just keep this one off the books.”

But there was no response. The house was empty: desolate. I felt like I was going insane. I felt like I just fixed a furnace in a long-abandoned home. Then who was the girl? Was she a ghost?

I walked down the hallway to the stairs. I turned the corner, but there were no stairs there, just an open closet door. I laughed nervously. Was I turned around again? I could feel beads of cold sweat tickling the back of my neck.

“Alright,” I said, turning around. I went to try the other doors in the area. I must have just not been paying very close attention. But the doors all led to their own cold, empty, musty rooms. One room had water dripping from a pipe, splashing on the cold cement floor. Another room had no working lights, so I couldn’t see more than five feet into the large space. Another room was small and empty, with only an old child’s rocking horse in the corner.

I was getting chills. The place wasn’t right. And that staircase was nowhere. “Hello?” I called out. “I’m done! Could someone show me the way out?”

But nobody answered. Now my heart was starting to flutter. I was becoming claustrophobic quickly. I bit down on my tongue and tried to force a smile. Maybe they were messing with me. But how could they be messing with me? How could they make a staircase disappear?

I found a door that I hadn’t yet opened. It actually looked a bit like the door I came in through. It must have been the door to the stairs. I recognised the brass handle. I smiled as I turned the knob and stepped through. But there were no stairs, just a large room with a vintage bed and a small lamp, which was turned on. I paused for a moment, noticing an open closet door. “Hello?” I said.

Then a beautiful woman stepped into the room from that closet. She was wearing lingerie and scrappy high heel shoes. She didn’t look at me, as if she didn’t notice me standing there. She climbed up onto the bed, onto her hands and knees, and then she turned her bum to me. Her body was perfect. She was all dolled up, hair and makeup and all. Her skin appeared to be flawless—but there was something that I couldn’t not see: the bulge between her legs. It was tucked into the small triangle of satin fabric, but it was obvious nonetheless: a long shaft and a pair of balls. She was trans, just like the rest of the girls in the house.

But there were no other girls in the house. Even the girl with the bangs seemed to have vanished from existence.

I cleared my throat as I stared at the girl’s nearly-bare ass. “Um,” I said. “I’m just looking for the exit. I’m all done here.”

She didn’t reply, as if I was a ghost. Was she a ghost? What was happening? Where did the stairway go and why was there a beautiful woman posing for nothing? She reached around back with one of her hands and she gently pulled her bottoms to the side, exposing her asshole and a gleam of her ball sack. She puckered her hole, as if she was inviting me inside of her. Then she tugged her panties more, making her semi-erect shaft fall down. She grabbed it and pulled it downwards, stretching it out, as if she was trying to use it to seduce me.

My body trembled. “Excuse me,” I said. “I’m just looking for the way out.”

She kept stroking herself, making her cock longer and thicker and harder, as if I wasn’t there. Was this a prank? Was I being set up? Or was a really looking at some sort of ghost? I felt like I was in a haunted house—or maybe that hotel in The Shining. Was this girl about to transform into a rotting old woman?

I took a step into the room. Maybe she just couldn’t hear me. Maybe I needed to get her attention. “Hello,” I said. She rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. Now she was looking into my eyes. She waved me over with one finger. “I really need to be going now,” I said. My heart puttered down into my stomach. Her cock was out of her panties, standing tall, throbbing, erect. I took another few steps towards her, now finding myself inside of her perfume bubble. She smelled nice. Her cock was big and veiny. “Can you hear me?” I asked.

“Take off your pants,” she whispered.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I said.

She suddenly stood up and walked towards me. Her hands went right for my belt. I froze. She looked into my eyes the whole time: pulling away my belt, unzipping my fly, and tugging down my pants. Then she stuck two of her fingers into her mouth and sucked them in a sensual way. She reached that same hand around me and pressed the fingers up into my butthole. I gasped and bit down on my tongue. I don’t know why I wasn’t moving. I felt so awkwardly, with her erection just inches from my abdomen, and her wet fingertips pressing into my butthole.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But really—I should be going.”

She nudged my legs wide with her foot, and then she put her hands on my hips. Then she pulled me down with her, onto that bed. I’m not entirely sure how she managed it, getting me on her lap with my knees at her sides. I could feel her big erection pressing up between my legs. She was still looking into my eyes, still smiling in that seductive way. I had no idea if she was real. I felt like I was dreaming. Nothing about this made any sense. It must have been a dream—or something unexplainable: a ghost, a hallucination, or maybe just a mental breakdown.

She found my hole with her throbbing tip. She caressed my sides with her gentle fingers, grazing me with her manicured fingernails. I desperately tried to think of something to say, to get myself out of this romp.

“I’m straight,” I managed to say, and I had no idea why those were the words that came out from my mouth. She just smirked, and then suddenly she pushed inside of me. I gasped, tensing up all over. I could feel her throbbing inside of me: only two inches, but it felt like two feet. I clenched hard and squirmed as I groaned. She just kept smirking as she pulsed inside of my body. Another inch went into me, and then another. She was using her hands to pull my hips down, forcing me down onto her lap. “You’re too big,” I said through clenched teeth, but again she didn’t reply.

It wasn’t long before I could feel her entire length in my body, curving through my cavern and pulsing against my tight anal walls. I let out a loud groan, and then she began thrusting up and out, over and over, holding me still by the hips. I managed to take ten thrusts, then I bent over and went limp. I pressed my face into her shoulder and her arms wrapped around me. She kept thrusting, harder and harder. “Oh God,” I groaned.

Then a set of fingers slipped under my chin. They turned my face to the side, and that’s when I saw the girl with the bangs, now naked, with her small perky tits out along with her long, narrow erection. It was throbbing, curved perfectly like a banana. She pressed her tip to my lips, and for some reason I opened my mouth. She pushed her cock inside of my mouth. Then she started thrusting, and my natural reaction was to suck.

I had two cocks in me: one in my mouth and one in my asshole. They seemed to thrust in sync with each other: one went in as one pulled out. The long banana cock pushed down into my throat and I gagged. She pulled out, showing off that long glistening shaft. Then she walked around behind me. I felt her hands press down on my back, and then I felt the weight of the mattress shift towards the end as she climbed up. She was mounting me, sliding her cock into the mix. Her friend stopped thrusting for a moment as she pushed her tip against the shaft of her friend.

“No,” I said, but my body was doing nothing to fight it. She started pushing in. There was a pain as my hole stretched to accommodate a second cock. I groaned and bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. She pushed harder, and then suddenly she penetrated.

I screamed with two cocks in my ass. I felt all of their hands on me. I didn’t look back, but it felt like more than four hands. The cock started thrusting. My hole kept stretching, painfully at first, and then it went numb. A euphoria swelled inside of me, tingling in the tip of my now-erect penis. I was being fucked by two trans girls at the same time.

The tingling between my legs was strong and getting stronger. I groaned loudly and I tried to clench, to stop them from thrusting so hard and so deep, but my clenching didn’t stop them.

Suddenly, I came. I blasted that beautiful trans girl’s chest with hot cum. It streaked up her body and ruined her cute outfit. It was only a few seconds later when I felt one of them unload in my asshole. She emptied her shaft before pulling out, then the girl behind me fucked my sloppy, stretched hole for another thirty seconds before adding her own goo to the mix. When she pulled out, it all poured out of me. My butthole stung, but the euphoria tingling inside of me was what kept me limp on that bed. The girls rolled me onto my back on that mattress. They both left the room, leaving me alone until I had the energy to pull myself back up. I looked down at the bed and saw the big puddle of cum that had poured out of me.

“Hello?” I called out.

And now the house was silent again. I jumped to my feet and pulled up my pants. That terror and dread was quickly filling my body again. I went into the hallway and I was prepared to break a window to get out, and then I noticed the open door at the end of the hallway, exposing the stairway.

“What the fuck?” I whispered. I went to it and looked up. My heart was pounding. It was the door that I tried first. It was nothing before. That staircase was gone. What was happening? Where did the girls go?

I went upstairs. “Hello?” I called out. Nobody answered. I saw that the front door was hanging open on its hinges, squeaking as the breeze made it sway. I needed to get the hell out of there or I was going to faint from the terror. I ran out with my tools and I got into my car and drove off. There was something wrong about that sorority house. The girls who lived inside weren’t real.

But if they weren’t real, then why was my asshole stretched out, and why was cum still trickling out into my boxers?

I felt sick. Something was wrong. Whatever happened in that house wasn’t supposed to happen—and maybe it didn’t happen. Maybe I really was losing my mind.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas convinced that there was something supernatural and spooky happening in that house. It simply couldn’t be a sorority house filled with trans girls. I lost lots of sleep over the next few days, while my asshole healed from the double pounding I received in that basement.

It seemed impossible to me that there could even be twelve beautiful trans girls attending the same college. I wasn’t a mathematician, but the odds seemed low, seeing as it wasn’t a massive university. But I had an idea. If it really was a sorority, then it should be registered with the school. I decided to make a call. “I’m trying to find out some information on the sorority house on University Drive—the one with the purple paint.

“Do you know what it’s called? There are a few sorority houses on University Drive. It’s the main road through the university,” the woman said on the phone.

“Well, I’m not sure, but the address is 222 University Drive. I don’t know the name.”

“What’s this about?” she asked.

I thought for a moment. I didn’t know how I was going to get any information. “Can you tell me anything about it?”

“Sorry, sir, but what is this about?” she asked.

“I need to, uh, make a complaint,” I said. “A noise complaint. I live in the area, and—uh—they were having a party. It kept me up all night.”

“When was this?” she asked.

I thought for a moment. “Last night.”

“And this was a sorority party, at 222 University Drive?” she said. Why did she sound so strange? Why wasn’t she just giving me some information.

“Well, I don’t know if I want to make a complaint. Maybe you can just give me some information on the sorority. What’s their deal? I don’t mind the odd party, but…” I had no idea where I was going with my plan. I just wanted to hear her say something like, ‘Oh yes, that’s an all-trans sorority house’, and then I could go on with my day, knowing that it was a real place and not just some strange figment of my imagination.

“There is no sorority on 222 University Drive.”

“There isn’t?” I said.

“It’s an abandoned house, sir,” she said. “The property is owned by the university. There have been plans for years to tear it down to turn it into a neighbourhood cafe.”

I froze and bit down on my tongue. I could feel my skin turning cold. Did I have sex with a bunch of ghosts? Was I fixing furnaces in abandoned houses? What was wrong with me? And if it was abandoned, who was calling me to the house? “Are you sure?” I asked.

“Positive. I’m looking at the property information now.”

“I understand,” I said. “Maybe it was just some kids who went in there to party. You’d better go check to make sure they didn’t do any damage.” I forced a laugh, and then I hung up the phone. My heart was pounding now. Ghosts weren’t real and neither were haunted houses. Hell, I didn’t think convincing, beautiful trans girls were real either—but now I really wasn’t so sure. Though maybe they weren’t real. Maybe none of it was real. Maybe the boredom of my repetitive job finally made me crack. Maybe I was living in some sort of fantasy land in my head. But where did the fantasy come from? Since when did I have any interest in trans women?

They were all I could think of now. Ever since that girl plugged me in the swimming pool, the thought had been in the back of my mind. Every single time I looked at a beautiful woman on the street, I found myself imagining a swinging cock under her dress.

That afternoon, after getting off the phone with the university, I drove across town to see that house again. I don’t know what I was expecting—it already looked abandoned. As I pulled up to it, it still looked abandoned, with boards on a few of the windows, shingle crumbling to the ground, and weeds growing in the gutters. I pulled around into the alley and looked at the back of the house. It certainly didn’t look like anyone was living inside. But the pool was filled with water, and aside from a pattering of fallen leaves, it didn’t appear to be too filthy. Someone was keeping that pool relatively tidy—or maybe it just seemed tidy compared to the rest of the house.

I went home, hoping to be satisfied with my investigation. I now knew that the whole thing was in my head, but that didn’t make me feel any better. Now I felt like I had more questions than before—and not only about my sanity. I still didn’t understand who sent me that text message. It was a real text message and it was still on my phone. I even went outside and stopped an old woman on the street. “Can you read this message to me, please?” I said. She stared at me strangely.

“Why can’t you read it?” she asked.

“I forgot my glasses. Please, it’s important.”

She stared at me for another long moment before reading the message from me. “Our furnace isn’t working. Any chance you can come by to fix it for us?” The woman walked away.

Then I went to my computer and I searched the phone number, not sure what I was expecting to find. I had to pay a website a few dollars to track the number for me, and I found out that it belonged to a Roger Steadman. I looked him up. He was just a normal looking young man with a private Facebook page. I struggled to find much info on him, so I decided to ping him a message on Facebook. “Hey Roger, sorry to bug you. Where do you go to school?” I asked.

It was a full day before he replied. “I don’t go to school. I work for my dad. Why? Who are you?”

I knew that he had nothing to do with that strange sorority house, so I left him alone and left his message unanswered.

The next day, I went to see a doctor. I told him that I was worried about my brain. “The last few years have been so… boring. It’s been the same thing over and over—and now I think my brain has—I don’t know—snapped, or something.”

“Are you thinking of killing yourself?” the doctor asked.

“No, it’s nothing like that,” I said. “But—I don’t know—I’m seeing things, and hearing things, and feeling things. I’m having experiences that aren’t actually real.”

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a long moment. “Like what?” he asked.

“Things that are impossible.”

“Tell me about these things.” He leaned closer to me and narrowed his eyes even more.

But I couldn’t tell him—I couldn’t tell him how I’d been having imaginary sex with beautiful trans women. “It’s hard to explain,” I said.

“Well I can’t help you if you’re going to be this vague with me. I know that many young people are into recreational drugs these days, but anti-psychotics won’t be much fun. Popping a Lurasidone isn’t going to get you the same buzz as an Adderall.”

“I don’t want drugs. Well—I don’t know—maybe I need them. I keep seeing these girls. They live in this house, but the house is actually empty.”

“You actually go to this house, or is this house in a dream?” the doctor asked.

“It’s a real house, down on University Drive. I’ve been there a few times now, and I keep seeing these girls.”

“And what are these girls doing? What is so unusual about them? How do you know that they’re imaginary?”

I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I just know. The house should be abandoned—it is abandoned. It’s old and crumbling, but when I go there, there are twelve girls living in it. And they aren’t normal girls—they’re different. They don’t make any sense.”

“So why do you keep going back to this house?” he asked.

“For work—I mean—I think it’s for work. I keep getting called back. But the messages are real.”

Now the doctor was beginning to look legitimately concerned. “I’m going to write you a prescription,” he said. He grabbed his little prescription pad and turned to me. He scribbled for a minute.

“You really think drugs will help me?” I said.

“I think this is all you’ll need,” he said, and then he handed me his little piece of paper. On the paper he’d written, ‘Sleep, eight hours each day. Take more as needed. Do not surpass twelve hours a day.’

“You think I’m just tired?” I said.

“I’ve dealt with psychotic patients before. I’ve seen every form of schizophrenia. This isn’t it. You just need to relax. If these girls are the only out of place thing in your life, the answer seems simple to me: stop going over to that house.”

“Right,” I said, nodding my head and turning my gaze down to my feet. “Makes sense.” I felt embarrassed now, like I’d just wasted the good doctor’s time. But maybe he wasn’t taking me seriously. Maybe he just didn’t believe me. Those girls couldn’t possibly be real. And that basement just couldn’t be explained: one minute there was a staircase through that door and the next minute it was just a closet.

It wasn’t so easy to just forget about the girls and move on. I couldn’t allow the mystery to remain unsolved. I knew it would bother me forever if I didn’t get some sort of answer. Even if I found out that I was a full-blown schizophrenic, that would be better than living a life with that tingling confusion.

So I decided the next night to go to the house, to conduct one final investigation.


CHAPTER 6
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It was late at night—past midnight. The neighbourhood was dark and quiet, but that old crumbling sorority house was alive. Light crept through the boarded windows and the gap underneath the old front door. As I rolled down my car window, I could hear the faint thumping of music coming from inside. The ghost girls were having a party: a small, intimate party, maybe just amongst themselves, or maybe with some other ghosts.

That’s what I assumed they were: ghosts. If the doctor didn’t think that I was crazy, then maybe he was right; maybe I’d just stumbled upon a small little pocket of unexplainable activity. Millions of people claim to have seen ghosts—now I was just one of them. Sure, my experience was a bit more up-close and intimate, but maybe that just made it more legitimate.

I parked my car further down the road in an attempt to look less suspicious. Then I got out of my car and walked around the block, slipping into the alley where I wouldn’t be seen from the front windows of the neighbours.

There was a good chance that teenagers had snuck into the house to have a party—in fact, that theory seemed more likely than a bunch of ghosts having a party. But now that I’d seen the glow and heard the music, I had to find out one way or the other. I couldn’t leave now and spend the rest of my life wondering what was happening inside of those walls.

The fence was tall and the bushes that lined it were taller. It took a minute before I saw an opening between two bushes, in a neighbour’s yard. So I had to climb the neighbour’s fence, lower myself into the neighbour’s yard, and then I had to climb another fence to get into the girls’ yard.

My heart was pounding. I knew there was a solid chance that someone would see me and call the police. I didn’t want to be arrested. I had a perfectly clean record and I wanted it to stay that way.

But now I was trespassing, apparently on university property, where a cafe would one day stand. I crept up to the house and looked at the air conditioner. Why would there be a new air conditioner attached to an old, abandoned house? Who installed it? Who paid for it? Was it just a strange blip in my imagination? If it wasn’t real, why was it so consistent? I ran my fingers along it, and then the back door suddenly opened. I jumped behind it and curled my body into a tight ball. Two girls stumbled out from the house, giggling. One of the girls was topless and her small breasts were bouncing with each step. They made it to the pool and then they jumped in, giggling some more. I kept my body low, terrified that it was only a matter of time before one of them noticed me.

I bit down on my tongue and kept myself pressed firmly against that small unit.

The girls embraced each other, and then they started kissing. I knew that they were drunk because I could smell the vodka when they passed on their way to the pool.

They kissed for a long minute, and then the one girl leaned back against the pool wall, stretching her arms out. The other girl reached down into the water, presumably grabbing her friend’s genitals. She looked into her friend’s eyes as she began to tug. The moaning started a few seconds later. “Am I going to make you come?” the one girl asked with a slightly masculine tone of voice. “Think I can really make you come three times in one night?”

If they were ghosts, would they not know that I was there? Can you evade a ghost?

The girl getting pleasured tilted her head back and closed her eyes as she received her underwater handjob. Now, there were no eyes in my direction. It was my chance to slip through that gate and make a convenient escape. But I still had questions and I still wanted answers. I had no idea how I could get my answers—but I did have an idea.

If I could get inside and steal something: a pair of panties, or even better: an ID card from a purse—then I would have proof that there was something tangible in that house. If I stole something and then that something disappeared, then I would know that I was dealing with ghosts or a mental condition.

So I crept towards the door as the girls continued to be handsy in the pool. I grabbed the handle and took a deep breath. I knew I was doing something incredibly stupid, but my curiosity had grown too strong. I let myself in.

Now I could hear the girls on the other side of the house, in the living room. Their music was loud. I looked to my side and saw the basement stairs, where they were the first and second times that I went into the home. Everything seemed to be in the right place now, making me think that my third visit was just some sort of dream—though the text message that still existed on my phone was still a mystery.

I went down the hall. I peeked into the living room for a split second, fast enough to see about eight girls. A couple were dancing, a couple were lounging on the couch, and the other four were standing and chatting. Some were in cute dresses, some were in nothing but lingerie, and one girl was completely naked, with her long flaccid cock dangling between her legs, as if she lost a bet.

I backed up and went a different way. That old house had many hallways, and they all connected eventually. I circled around the old home and found the staircase that went upstairs. I just needed to zip up, grab something, and then I could plot my escape.

I went up the stairs. The music was still loud, but not loud enough to hide all of the creaks and groans of the old floorboards. I kept looking back, to make sure the girls weren’t behind me. I had no idea what they were capable of. Maybe they turned into evil ghosts at night. Maybe they would suck my blood and nobody would ever find my body.

The upstairs hallway was also familiar: the layout unchanged, at least for now. I went to the second door, which was open, and I went into the bedroom. There was a bed, made with clean pink sheets. A few different outfits were on the floor, and a few dresser drawers had been left open. They were all full of clothes. I ran my finger over the top of the dresser, checking for dust. The clothes all looked clean and fresh—not abandoned outfits that had been sitting in a crumbling house for a decade. I opened that top drawer, revealing the panties. I grabbed a pair—not because I was a creep, but because panties were small and it was unlikely that the ghosts would notice a single pair of panties missing.

I looked around the room for more to add to my investigation. I opened the nightstand drawer and found a library card, with a picture of a young man. I picked up the card and then I paused, recognising the name. “Roger Steadman,” I said aloud, quietly. It was the same name that I found online when I looked up that phone number. What was Roger’s library card doing in the drawer of some transgender ghost girl?

I heard something behind me. I spun around, but there was nothing there. My heart was pounding as I stood motionlessly. Then I realised that I could still hear the music, but I could no longer hear any chatting. I carefully approached the door. I poked my head out and looked both ways down the hall. Still, I could only hear music. Maybe all of the girls had gone outside. I stuffed the library card and the panties into my pocket and started towards the stairway.

My stomach groaned. I knew that I was in too deep. I should have never gone into that house. I should have just left my curiosity alone. Surely it would have gone away after a few months. Surely I would have been able to convince myself that it was all a dream after a few years.

Now I felt trapped. I felt like there was no way I could get back to my car without being caught. Maybe I just needed to move fast. If I could move fast, then they wouldn’t recognise me. If I could pull away quickly enough, they wouldn’t see my license plate.

I could hear something downstairs now: a thumping at first, and then a dragging, as if they were moving a couch. I remained still upstairs. Maybe they were just clearing the living room to make it into a convenient dance floor. I waited until the noise stopped before tiptoeing to the stairs. I turned the corner to take my first descending step, and then I saw the wall: a wall that hadn’t been there before. The stairs ended at a plaster wall, no different than the walls that were now at my sides.

My heart skipped a beat. I knew that I wasn’t misremembering the layout now. I knew that the contractor who built the house didn’t put a wall up to block the stairs. I was once again trapped in that haunted house.

I could feel cold sweat on the back of my neck. I rushed down the hallway, checking doors to see if there was another staircase down. Those old houses often had multiple stairways for whatever strange reason. But there wasn’t one. “Shit,” I mumbled.

I went back into that pink bedroom and I went to the window. It was a long drop to the ground: more than the usual ten feet. The ceilings in that old home were vaulted, so that drop was easily twenty-five feet: a certain paralysis. What was worse: being eaten alive by vengeful spirits, or breaking a couple of legs?

I could see that there was a slight lip on the wall—maybe it jutted out just enough that I could get my foot on it. Then I could possibly lower myself down, to make the twenty-five foot drop more like fifteen. If I landed just right, I could probably walk away from the wall…

I opened up the window, and then I heard the voice behind me. “Lay down,” she said.

I didn’t look back. The voice was close and addressing me—I had no doubt in my mind. But I was too afraid to look back and see a ghost. I was already terrified and confused and filled with horrible dread.

“Lay on the bed,” the voice said.

I turned slowly, despite my better judgement. Standing in the doorway was a naked trans girl, already erect and throbbing. Her cock extended beyond her bellybutton. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m leaving your house. I just had to see something. It was stupid—I know. Please don’t hurt me.” My heart was pounding harder than ever.

“On the bed,” she said without changing her straight expression. She pointed to the bed. “Clothes off, on your stomach.”

“Why?” I said without moving.

“Because you want it,” she said. “And we can all give it to you.”

Now three other girls were standing behind her, moving in from around the corner. My heart pounced. I looked out the window again. Maybe I wouldn’t break both legs if I landed just right. I could jump out and roll—I’d seen videos of stunt guys rolling after tall jumps. And it wasn’t cement at the bottom of the fall, it was overgrown grass and weeds.

A hand grabbed my wrist gently, making me jump. Instead of fighting back, I froze. She tugged me while looking into my eyes. She had a robotic expression: perfectly straight-faced and unfazed. “Take off your clothes,” she said. And then she started the process for me, grabbing my shirt and lifting it over my head. Another girl came up to work on my belt. They were all around me now: five in total. Another pair of girls stood in the doorway. How many were in that house?

“Please,” I said. “I didn’t mean to trespass. I was just looking into something. It was a mistake. Just let me go.”

“You don’t want to go,” said a familiar girl, with straight bangs and cute freckles. I stared into her eyes. She sure seemed real. I could see all of the small details of her face: each little freckle and her cute dimples. How was she a ghost? Her skin had a glow to it, and her hair had highlights, as if she’d recently been to a hairdresser. Did she have those highlights the last time I saw her? When she died, did she have those highlights?

I was confused and terrified—too terrified to move. The girls pulled me over to the bed and gently pulled me down so that I was on my stomach. Two girls worked together to stretch out my arms, pinning them down. Another girl moved her hands up and down my back and my bum, massaging me in a sensual way. Maybe the girls were right: maybe I did want it. Maybe I did go into that house half-hoping that I would have another sexual encounter with the sexy, hung ghosts.

I felt one of the girls climbing up on me. I remained still, taking deep breaths as I prepared to be penetrated. I felt her smooth erection slide up between my butt cheeks. “Just do it,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper. “Fuck me.”

I thought that I heard a giggle, but it was probably just in my head. I felt her tip press up to my hole. Another ghost bent over and spat, proving the lubrication for the act. That tip circled my butthole, and then he pushed into me, making me gasp. Hands continued to caress my body.

That cock sunk deep before beginning to thrust and pump. My body immediately plunged into a state of euphoria, as if I had taken three hits of ecstasy. The cock slid in and out, massaging me with that big tip and those firm veins. “Just like that,” I groaned.

One of the girls reached under me to grab my erection. She stroked it gently a few times before letting go. Then another pair of hands turned my head to face a throbbing cock. I opened my mouth for it and it went inside. One of the girls put their cock in my hand. I clenched it and started pumping. Then another cock found my other hand.

The girls took turns, rotating every couple of minutes. The euphoria grew stronger and stronger. I knew that the act wasn’t real—I was dreaming or maybe hallucinating—but it felt so real. I knew that I would never forget that amazing pleasure. And so what if the girls weren’t actually girls? So what if they weren’t ‘real’? They looked real and felt real and smelled real. The pleasure was certainly real. And so what if the act could be considered gay, just because the girls had cocks. They were still girls. They were beautiful and feminine—so what was really gay about it?

“Don’t stop,” I moaned. A new girl was in my ass. Her cock was enormous: as thick as a pop can and as long as my forearm. Maybe it was smaller, but that’s certainly how it felt. She pumped hard, making my body tremble. Then I heard her groan before I felt the twitching and the pouring of warm fluid inside of my body.

One of her ghostly friends plugged my hole quickly after she pulled out, making sure none of that ghostly sperm fell out of me. It wasn’t long before she came too, and it wasn’t long before the third trans girl came in my hole.

One of the girls came on my back, streaking my skin with her white goo. Then another girl came on my face. A fourth girl gave me a creampie, and then a fifth girl did the same—and that’s when I lost count. They couldn’t switch spots quickly enough. The cum poured out fast whenever they pulled out, and I could feel it bloating in my back door. There was so much cum—but none of it was real.

The girls fucked my body for a perfect hour, and then they were all finished and I was soaked with sweat and cum, dribbling from my back door and from my mouth. I was more relaxed than I ever had been.

The girls quietly filed out of the room the way I would expect ghosts to, and then I heard them burst into giggles and laughter in the hallway—not at all the way I would expect ghosts to. I sat up, now with a strange sensation. I heard one of the girls shush the others, and then they became silent. I got up and walked to the door, feeling wobbly but curious. I pressed my ear to the closed door. “Quick—we need to move that wall,” I heard a girl whisper. A minute later, I heard the dragging sound in the basement.

I ran out, still naked and dripping. I ran to the stairs and I ran down, catching three girls pulling what looked like a fake wall you would find on a movie set. They all looked at me. Their faces turned red. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

One girl smiled. “You’re just dreaming,” she said.

But now I knew that I wasn’t dreaming. Down the hall I could see an open door, and inside that door I could see another one of those moveable set walls, propped up by triangles made of two-by-fours. “What’s going on here?”

A few girls behind me started giggling. “He’s onto us,” one girl said.

“It was fun while it lasted,” said another.

“What was fun?” I said, looking around, suddenly feeling embarrassed and vulnerable as I stood naked in the middle of that hallway, surrounded by the ghostly girls—who suddenly weren’t seeming much like ghosts.

“Just take a minute,” one of the girls said to me.

I took a minute, feeling stupider and stupider. The girls had just been messing with me. The layout of the house never changed—it was just a prank, done easily with a few fake walls. They must have blocked the basement stairway while I was fixing the furnace.

“Why?” I said, wiping a drop of cum from my eyebrow.

“It’s a game we usually just play with frat boys who come here to steal panties as dares,” said the girl with the bangs. “We have cameras all over the place here because so many guys come in here to steal panties. We caught you messing with our furnace, so we decided to mess with you.”

I paused, feeling my skin turning white. “You did?” I said.

“It’s easy to confuse people in this house. There are so many doors and hallways—with a few little walls, you can really turn people around.” The girls all laughed.

“I was on the phone when you called the university,” said another girl. “I was doing a volunteer shift with the Frat and Sorority Department. I recognised your voice and told you that the house was abandoned. They really are building a cafe here though—across the street.”

I looked around the narrow space at all of the giggling girls. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I just wanted another chance to see you girls again. I know it’s not appropriate. I didn’t charge you for anything.”

“You’re lucky you didn’t, or we would have really messed with you.” They all laughed again.

I felt so dumb and so gullible. For weeks I was convinced that I was being tormented by ghosts.

“So this really is a sorority for trans girls?” I said.

“Yep,” one of the girls said. “We’re the fastest growing sorority on campus. Guys are really starting to embrace their girly side.”

I turned to one of the girls and could vaguely see the resemblance to the boy on the library card. “So you’re actually Roger Steadman?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Legally, yes. But I’m working on changing that.”

“She’s new here,” said another girl. They all giggled again. “You know, you would probably look pretty cute in a dress.”

Now I felt my face turning dark red. “No—that’s not my thing,” I said. “I’m not into that.”

“Don’t sound so offended,” one of the girls said.

“I’m not offended. I just really don’t think it would be my thing,” I said. “But then again, I didn’t think that you girls would be my thing, but I just kept coming back.”

“Most guys end up loving it.” The girls giggled once more.

“I can see why. It—It feels really good. And you’re all so beautiful.” I felt a strange sense of relief—not because I was finding out that I was perfectly sane, but because I was realising that I wasn’t ‘gay’ for liking the girls and their packages. And even if it was somehow ‘gay’, it didn’t matter. That was just a word that described a certain preference. Maybe there was a name for what I liked, or maybe there wasn’t one. I had no idea, and I didn’t really care.

“I’m sorry I messed with your furnace, and your AC,” I said. “You won’t see me around here again.” I turned to retrieve my clothes from that pink bedroom.

“Why not?” a girl said.

I turned and looked at her.

“You’re welcome to come by whenever,” another girl said. “There’s always someone home. Just know that when you come into this house, you’re leaving your fate up to us.”

I caught myself smirking and tingling all over with a strange sense of excitement. I blushed as I skirted by the girls to get my clothes. Then I waved goodbye from the street and I got into my car, feeling strangely good about myself.

Over the next few weeks, the girls were on my mind constantly—but now those thoughts weren’t accompanied by horrible anxiety. I felt like a new person. I went into every house with my head up and a smile on my face. I learned to go into every job not knowing what to expect. And sure, most jobs were a bit dull and repetitive, but I was quickly learning that every customer was different, and it was always interesting to find more about them, if they were willing to share.

“We’ve got no more jobs for you today,” the dispatch girl said to me one Friday evening. “You can go home early—start your weekend.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“And congratulations on another week without any complaints. That’s a record for you,” she said.

“Expect it to continue,” I said.

“What are you going to get up to this weekend?” she asked over the phone.

“Well first, I just want to go check on a furnace I fixed a few weeks ago. I need to make sure it’s still running smoothly.”

“We can’t pay you for that,” she said to me.

“It’s fine. I just want to make sure it’s all good. It’s for my own sanity,” I said.

“Whatever. It’s your free time.”

“I love to do it,” I said with a big smile on my face. “Talk to you on Monday.”

I hung up the phone and sped towards that house. I couldn’t wait to see what those beautiful girls had in store for me.

THE END
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EXCHANGE STUDENT


Liam is embarking on the opportunity of a lifetime. He’s always dreamed of travelling the world and now he is leaving the country for the first time, for a three month exchange-student program. He’ll be staying with a woman named Olga in Poland.

Based on the few emails he exchanged with Olga, he can’t help but expect a stern, grumpy old woman. She has strict rules and seemingly no sense of humour. So when he lands in Poland and finds out that Olga is a gorgeous blonde with long legs and glowing eyes, he can’t help but revert to being a shy teenager. He quickly finds himself obsessed with her, but she has a few secrets that might come as quite a bit surprise.


CHAPTER 1
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Iknew nothing about the woman who was going to host me during my three months in Poland, aside from her name: Olga. I certainly had an image in my mind: old, wrinkly, hunched, and brooding. Based off of the few emails we’d exchanged, I could tell that she was going to be strict. In her first email, she made it clear that I wasn’t to be out of the house after 9:00 PM, otherwise I wouldn’t be allowed back in. She knew that I was eighteen, but she talked to me as if I was eleven.

But it didn’t really matter if she was old and strict—I didn’t plan on spending much time in the house. My plan was to see the city from 6:00 AM until 9:00 PM, and then I could spend the rest of my time sleeping and doing homework. It was my first time leaving the country and I didn’t want to end the trip thinking that there were things that I’d missed.

I already had my first few weeks planned. I had a giant list of destinations I wanted to check out. I made sure to bring extra camera batteries, so I could take tons of pictures. I even had a few hotels booked in nearby towns, so I could do a bit of weekend travelling. I made sure Olga was okay with me leaving on weekends. “If you must,” she replied simply. I had no idea if she was really okay with it; she was technically responsible for my well-being while I was overseas, even though I was eighteen. My school treated me like a child—maybe because most of the students in my class were children, seeing as I was held back a grade back when I was small.

It was a long flight. I was at the very back of the plane, sandwiched between two large Polish men who both decided to lean on me when they fell asleep. They were together but uninterested in swapping seats. They spent a good hour showing each other photos of girls they thought were stunning on their phones, but to me the girls looked dopey and a bit dirty. Maybe that’s what they were into.

I had a bad feeling that Polish girls weren’t going to be my thing, based on what I’d seen briefly online. But I wasn’t travelling to meet or hookup with girls. I was given a once in a lifetime opportunity by my school: Dmitry was going to Canada for three months to live with my parents and I was going to Poland to live with his mother, Olga. It was all paid for by the school. It was my dream to travel the world and Poland seemed like the perfect place to start my dream.

I didn’t get any sleep on the plane. I was awake the whole time, jittering with excitement, and sore from the non-reclining seats (behind me was the bathroom). I was thrilled when the plane touched down. I leaned forward to see Poland over my neighbour’s lap. It was foggy outside, so I could only see the faint suggestion of a forest. “We’re here,” I said.

The Polish men looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Why so excited?” asked one of the men next to me. “It’s Poland, not Hawaii.”

“What’s wrong with Poland?” I asked with a small laugh.

He continued to give me that blank stare. “What’s right with it?”

Then he stood up and budged by me to get his bag. His comment left me with an awkward tingle in my spine, but I tried not to let it get to me.

I got off the plane and rushed to the baggage claim. I paced as I waited for my bag, teeming with more energy than I’d ever had. I was finally living my dream of travelling the world. I couldn’t understand how I had so much energy after being awake for almost thirty straight hours. Maybe it was just false energy. Maybe I was about to crash.

My bags didn’t come. I waited for almost an hour before I went into the long line of people who had also lost their bags. It was a long hour before I was able to submit my lost bag claim. “Your bag will be here tomorrow, or maybe the next day. Or maybe the day after day, but no later than five or six days from now—a week or two at the most,” said the man behind the counter. I stared at him for a long moment, now fighting both my excitement and confusion at the same time.

“So what am I supposed to do until my clothes get here? I can’t just wear this for two weeks,” I said.

“Maybe three weeks,” he said. “It all depends on when we find your bag. It could be anywhere in the world, really. You stopped at three major airports on the way here. All three of those airports have global connections. Just think about it—your bag could have travelled to ten different countries already by now.” Apparently my luggage was doing a better job of living out my dream than I was.

“Okay. Thanks anyway,” I said.

I didn’t need my clothes. I could always buy new clothes in the morning—it just meant being a bit stinky for a day, which wasn’t the end of the world. Everything was so much cheaper in Poland. They were selling laptops in the airport for less than fifty dollars—though they didn’t exactly look like current models.

I went outside and looked around for a taxi service. And that’s when I noticed a beautiful blonde staring at me. She was older—maybe thirty years old. Her hair was cut short, not quite touching her shoulders. She was built like a model: thin, tall, with legs that made my own legs tremble. I looked away from her, feeling overwhelmed and surprised. I don’t know why I wasn’t expecting Polish women to be beautiful. For some reason I just had this idea in my head that all Polish women were going to be like Olga: blunt, hardened, and rough around the edges.

But now the beautiful blonde was walking towards me. I perked myself up and tried not to look at her. She even walked like a model: one foot in front of the other. I looked over to give her a little smile; she was still looking at me, or maybe looking through me. I took a deep breath, feeling strangely vulnerable. Maybe I was her type. Maybe I was attractive in Poland. The guys I’d seen so far weren’t exactly what I would call handsome. I was wearing new sneakers and a new pair of jeans, so maybe I looked rich. Maybe she was trying to find a rich guy to hook up with.

I looked at her again. Now she was close: ten feet away. I forced an awkward smile as my cheeks turned red. “Hello there,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

“Hello,” she said with her Polish accent. “You are Liam?” Now she was staring deep into my eyes.

“H—How did you know that?” I asked. Her eyes were an amazing whitish-blue colour. It seemed like an impossible colour, like her eyes had been manipulated in Photoshop.

“I am Olga. I am your exchange mother for three months.” She stuck out her thin hand. I stared at it in a state of disbelief. She was Olga? Olga was a beautiful blonde? Was this girl even old enough to have a kid in high school? I looked up at her face, and then I looked away quickly, feeling strangely overwhelmed.

“Hi Olga,” I said, shaking her hand. She had a soft grip with her long fingers. I could suddenly smell her perfume: an amazing mix of lavender and vanilla.

“You’re late—very late. I was expecting you two hours ago. I’ve been standing here,” she said.

“I’m sorry. They lost my bags,” I said.

“You should have come out to tell me,” she said.

“I didn’t even know you were picking me up.”

“Of course I’m picking you up,” she said, turning to walk to her small car. I rushed to follow her. “You can’t take a cab in this city—it’s well-known. They sometimes kidnap Americans and they don’t release them until they get them to empty out their bank accounts. It’s a tragic problem. I know you aren’t American, but people here don’t know the difference.”

My heart stuttered. Was it a well-known problem? Was Poland maybe not as safe as I assumed it was. “Don’t worry,” she said as if she was reading my mind. “This city is very safe. Just a few criminals who will strike if they see that you’re a tourist. Just pretend to be Polish and you will have no issues.”

I laughed. She opened the passenger door for me. “Thank you. I’ll do my best to pretend to be Polish, I guess. Though I don’t know a single word of Polish.”

“You didn’t lean any words?” she said.

I laughed again. “No—I meant to, but I guess it slipped my mind.”

She didn’t look impressed. She stood there staring at me as if I was a complete idiot—and she was doing a great job of making me feel like a complete idiot.

“I’m sorry,” I felt compelled to say.

“It’s a shame,” she said, and then she closed the door. My heart skipped a beat. She was just as blunt as in her emails—but I just couldn’t get over how beautiful she was. I watched her circle the car. Her little dress bounced and swayed around her thin body, almost showing off her bum. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Was she seriously Dmitry’s mother?

She got into the car and turned on the engine. It coughed and puttered before firing up. Then she started driving. I thought for a moment about the few emails we’d exchanged. She never actually said that she was Dmitry’s mom. Maybe she was his sister. Yes—of course. That made way more sense.

“So Dmitry’s your brother?” I said.

She looked over at me. “Why do you think this?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—you’re too young to be his mom.”

“What makes you think that?” she said, looking forward at the Polish traffic.

“You’re like—thirty years old.”

“I’m twenty-nine,” she said.

“I’m sorry—but exactly. You can’t possibly have a son in high school.”

“Dmitry is fourteen. I’m twenty-nine.”

“Right. I mean—it’s not like you had him when you were fifteen, right?”

She looked over at me but said nothing. And now I was realising that she possibly had Dmitry when she was fifteen years old, meaning she probably got knocked up at fourteen. I looked down at my lap, feeling awkward. I didn’t love that the first conversation I had with her was about the fact that she got knocked up as a teenager. “I’m sorry,” I said.

She said nothing. And then I felt too awkward to say anything else for the rest of the drive to her house, which was a long forty-five minute drive.

Her house was small, on the edge of town. It was a standalone home but it was only the size of a small two-bedroom apartment. Her walls were covered in vines and her garden was overgrown in a charming sort of way. “Here is the house,” she said. She opened the door. “Follow me.” She led me down the hall. Walking behind her, I fell for the temptation to look down at her ass. It was round and perky and bouncy in her tight dress. “That’s my room. Don’t go in there. And here is the bathroom—we will share it. Then there’s your room.” She opened a door, revealing a room that wasn’t much bigger than the closet in my parents’ bedroom back home.

“This is it?” I asked, looking around the space. There was no bed.

“Is it a problem?” she asked with both hands on her hips.

“No—it’s fine. It’s just—do you have a mattress I can put down?”

“A mattress?” she said. “You don’t need that. You have the blankets.” In the corner of the room was a tall stack of folded quilts. “You stack five and it’s a mattress. You roll one up and it’s a pillow. Understand?”

I had an awkward churning in my gut. Dmitry was probably already at my parents’ house, snuggling into my bed, on my queen-sized mattress, underneath my goose-feather duvet.

I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself that I was living my dream: I was travelling. There were going to be countries that weren’t quite as wealthy as Canada. Sleeping on a pile of blankets was a small price to pay to see the world. “It’s perfect. Thank you,” I said.

“Okay. It’s almost nine. Time for you to sleep. There’s food in the fridge. You can eat that and then go to bed.” She turned around and walked to her bedroom.

“Thank you,” I called out.

“I’m going to bed. Please don’t yell like this,” she said, then she closed her door, making me feel just a little bit more uncomfortable.

I went to the fridge, expecting to see a lot of food. But my expectations were destroyed when I only saw a single item in entire unit: what appeared to be a cake, made with various layers of ingredients. It wasn’t a dessert cake—it was a sort of dinner cake. One whole layer was beats and another layer was herring. The whole fridge smelled like fish. I took the wobbly cake dish out and stared at it. I was starving but the smell of the food made me nauseous. Did they really eat whatever this was in Poland?

My heart skipped another beat. Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a blast. Maybe Poland wasn’t really the place for me.

I cut a slice and placed it on a plate. I took a small piece with my fork and brought it to my lips. One whole layer was onions, and I don’t think they were cooked onions. I put the food in my mouth and almost immediately gagged. What was I eating? What was this country? I thought Polish people ate potatoes and sausages—normal people food—not whatever this was.

I decided to scrape the food into the trash. I put the cake back into the fridge and then I went to sleep. Even though I’d been awake for thirty five consecutive hours, I still had a hard time dozing off. Maybe it was the empty stomach, or maybe it was just the dread of being stuck in Poland for three more months. I was starting to think that I’d made a big mistake. I was starting to think that travelling wasn’t for me.


CHAPTER 2
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“Wake up,” her voice said during my dream. “Get up, Liam. It’s not good to sleep in like this.” Then she gave me a nudge and I threw myself up.

“What are you doing?” I said, suddenly in a panic as I tried to remember where I was.

“It’s almost nine. You’ve been in bed for too long. It’s not healthy to sleep this long. Get up.”

I rubbed my eyes. “Please don’t tell me that I need to hold your hand for the next three months. Your parents—do they make you do chores?”

“Chores?” I said. “Sure—sometimes. Why?”

“You left your dirty plate in the sink, and you put fish in the garbage but didn’t take out the trash. Now the whole kitchen smells of fish. Bugs have gotten in to taste the fish.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I was tired.”

“It’s unacceptable. I hope this won’t happen again,” she said. Then she turned and left to go to the kitchen.

Now there was a new strange smell. It wasn’t a bad smell, but I couldn’t tell if it was food or just the musty walls of the house.

“Come eat, before the food is bad,” she said. I went to the kitchen in my pyjamas. Then I saw a nasty-looking pile of food on the table.

“What is that?” I said.

“It’s food,” she said.

“Right. But what is it?” I asked, approaching the food slowly. I didn’t want to be rude, so I tried to force a smile—but I’m pretty sure she noticed my wincing as I turned my head away from the gross sight.

“It’s cottage cheese and radishes. It’s normal for us to eat this at breakfast. It’s very nutritious—good for after a long day of travelling.”

“I have a few allergies,” I said.

“You’re allergic to cheese?” she asked.

“Some cheeses,” I said, lying.

“This cheese?” she asked, holding up the plate. Now the smell seemed worse. I turned my head away from it.

“You don’t have any cereal or anything like that, do you?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I have this.”

“Right…” I said.

“You can eat this or you can go buy your own food,” she said.

“Well, I want to go for a walk, so maybe I’ll get my own. No offence or anything,” I said with a smile, but the smile wasn’t returned. She looked pissed—but still beautiful. Her bangs nearly touched her eyeballs: perfectly straight and smooth, as if she’d spent an hour doing her hair that morning.

“Don’t go more than a few blocks away. We aren’t in the best part of town—there are no tourist attractions here. If you want to see tourist attractions, we can go on the weekend. Here, there are some criminals. They will take your money. And because you are small, they might rape you. Do you understand?”

I felt my face turning white. “Rape?” I said.

“I think this is the word—where a man forces his erect penis inside of someone else. Right?”

I opened my mouth to reply but it was hard to conjure up any words. “Okay,” I said. “Maybe I’ll stay here.” I had no idea that there was a rape problem in Poland, but I could tell that we weren’t in the best part of town. Now that it was light out and I wasn’t so exhausted, I could see that she had bars on all of her windows, and there were two deadbolts on her front door. Out the window was a desolate, cracked street that looked like a street from some dystopian movie.

“Do you live alone here?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from rape.

She nodded her head. “With Dmitry,” she said.

“Right,” I said. “And you feel safe here, with just you and Dmitry?”

“It’s where we live. I don’t get to choose.” It was a strange answer, but it was obvious that she was poor, so maybe she really couldn’t afford to go anywhere else. It was starting to seem like we were in the absolute poorest part of Poland. Had I known that’s where I was being sent, I probably would have turned down the opportunity to go abroad. I didn’t want to be stuck there. Now I was terrified of going out: afraid of getting robbed or raped. I had no idea if I could trust the taxis and no idea how to find public transportation—if such a thing even existed where we were. Hell—I didn’t even know the name of the town that we were in. I knew that Krakow was the closest big city, but I knew that were weren’t in Krakow—maybe a nearby hamlet.

“So what do you get up to all day?” I asked.

“I tend to my garden, and I meet with the odd client.”

“Clients?” I said. “What kind of work do you do?”

She just stared at me with that blank stare. “I make a living,” she said simply.

“Well I’m interested. Tell me about what you do. I saw all the flowers in the front. Do you have a gardening business?”

She laughed—the first laugh she’d made since I’d met her. “I do not have a gardening business. That is silly.”

“Oh,” I said.

There was still a full week before my first day of class in Poland. I arrived early hoping to take in as many sights as I could, but now that week felt a bit like a prison sentence. I couldn’t just sit in that tiny house for a week, but I also couldn’t go out and get robbed or raped.

“Later today, I’m meeting with a client in the back house. Is this what you call it? You aren’t to go into the back house. Do you understand this?”

“Sure,” I said. It wasn’t until an hour later, while I was walking around her garden, that I noticed there was another structure on the property: the ‘back house’. It was a bit bigger than a shed, with a single window that was covered with a sheet from the inside. I walked up to the structure and thought of what could be inside. If she wasn’t growing flowers in there, what was she doing?

And that’s when I remembered that pot was very illegal in Poland—and probably a very lucrative business for anyone willing to risk it. She was probably growing weed in her ‘back house’ and selling it to her ‘clients’. Was I living with a drug dealer?

Probably not—but it was a fun thought. I had a feeling that Olga was actually just some sort of small business consultant or maybe an accountant. She didn’t seem nearly edgy or cool enough to be a drug dealer.

Her client came around 3:00 PM. The client was a woman, also with blonde hair—but not quite as stunning as Olga. She had long hair, a curvy build, and she came wearing a long floral dress. Olga took the woman to the back house and they both came out forty minutes later. I watched from the kitchen window as the woman handed Olga a handful of cash, and that was it.

I had absolutely no idea what they were doing in that back house. I was curious, but I figured it was something terribly uninteresting—at least to a young man like myself. My best guess was that they were doing some sort of design business. Maybe Olga helped her sew a pillow cover or something.

Olga took the money to her room, and then she got into the shower. I sat in the kitchen, trying to see if my phone could find reception. I got up, getting a bar for a brief moment. If I could get reception on my phone, maybe the next three months wouldn’t be too dull. I walked down the hall, trying to catch that elusive bar. And then I noticed the steam coming from the bottom of the bathroom door. The door had a large gap underneath—almost two full inches between the bottom of the door and the floor. I paused for a moment, knowing that Olga was naked on the other side of that door. Then I sunk down to me knees and bent over. My skin tingled with a curious, taboo excitement. I knew that I was invading her privacy in a big way, but I just couldn’t pass on the possible opportunity to see her naked.

The room was steamy, but I could make out her figure behind her clear shower curtain. Steam billowed up around her. I guess she liked her showers hot. But I could see her breasts: small but perky, perfect for her frame. She was in amazing shape for a mother. Her ass—at least what I could see of it—was to die for. I watched for a perfect minute, and then she turned towards me. I jumped to my feet quickly and zipped away, terrified she noticed my face under her bathroom door. It wasn’t how I wanted to start that three-month-long exchange trip. I couldn’t have her think that she had some creepy boy in her house—and I wasn’t even a boy. I was an adult male, and I could easily overpower her, which surely made her nervous.

I went back to the kitchen, still with the image of her naked torso in my mind. She came out of the bathroom wearing only a towel. She came into the kitchen and looked at me for a moment, pausing in the middle of the room.

I felt my face turning red. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Everything is fine,” she said.

“Okay. Great,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Are you bored?” she asked.

“A little bit. Why?”

“I have many books. You could read one of them. At least a dozen are in English.” She showed me her bookshelf, which I’d already looked through many times. I wasn’t a big reader—it had never been something I wanted to do. But now, it seemed it was all there was to do. Once she was dressed in a cute yellow dress, she grabbed a book and sat in the garden reading. So I did the same. I took a book to her garden and sat in the chair across from her. I voluntarily read a book for the first time in almost a decade—though somehow it didn’t feel so voluntary. And it wasn’t exactly light reading material. It was a book by Dostoyevsky: dense with small print. It was hard to focus on the heavy book with her across from me, legs crossed, feet dangling pretty in the air. She really was stunning in a special sort of way.

“Are you married, Olga?” I asked.

She looked up at me. “I’m not,” she said.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Why do you ask these questions?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, feeling my cheeks turning red. “I’m just wondering. I feel like I don’t know anything about you.” I forced a smile. I felt my cheeks turning even redder. I cleared my throat and looked back down at my book. I felt so stupid for asking if she was single—as if I was some sort of player. But I was basically just a kid—hardly eighteen, scrawny, and still with pimples on my face. She was beautiful; why did I think that I had any chance? And what did I think I was going to do—get with her? Was I going to have some three-month fling with my Exchange Mother?

I looked back up at her as she crossed her legs. I saw up her skirt for a brief moment: the soft bulge of her pussy in her white panties. I groaned and squirmed and bit down on my tongue. Then I realised it had been almost four days since I’d last masturbated, which was close to a record for me.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


There was nowhere to masturbate in that house. The walls were so thin and there were large gaps under the doors. I wasn’t comfortable enough to pull out my cock and stroke it—even at night after Olga had gone to sleep. I could occasionally hear her turning over in her bed, so I assumed she might hear me tugging my meat. So I didn’t jerk myself off, and I let that tingling lust grow even stronger. Now I couldn’t stop thinking about her. When I saw her in the kitchen the next morning, my gaze was glued to her. I was practically drooling as I watched her cooking a strange meal with cottage cheese and eggs and radishes and a piece of herring.

I wanted to impress her, so I ate the food. After the first few shocking bites, I realised that the food actually wasn’t so bad. It was kind of tasty once I got over the strange idea of eating fish for breakfast.

I watched as she pulled out her phone to send a message. It wasn’t until minutes later that I realised she had reception and I didn’t. I thought about asking if I could use her phone to mindlessly surf the internet, just for something to do, but I had a feeling the answer was no. So I just kept watching her when she wasn’t looking, and that’s how I passed the time.

“I have an important client coming in an hour,” she told me. “I’ll be in the back house for an hour. Do you need anything?”

“No,” I said.

I was in my room when her client came: a large Polish man with thick arms. He definitely did not seem like the type to want some sort of custom pillow cover designed, so I once again started to wonder what Olga did for a living.

The house was quiet without Olga in it. I paced around, counting down the minutes until her hour was done. Those minutes were going by slowly.

I found myself at her bedroom door. My heart was pounding. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go inside, but I was overwhelmed with curiosity and boredom—and a part of me also wanted to find a pair of her panties, just so I could get a small whiff of her beautiful pussy.

I grabbed the door handle. My heart jumped. I turned the handle and bit down on my tongue. I knew I needed to stop myself, but I just couldn’t. I let myself in.

Her room was small—not much bigger than my room. She had her mattress on the floor and a small dresser next to a small closet, which had no door. Her bed was made and the room was spotless, so I knew I needed to be careful not to leave any trace of my entrance. I stepped into the room and started looking around. I carefully opened her top dresser drawer, finding her perfectly folded panties. Had they not been folded and sorted so nicely, I probably would have stolen a pair. But now I knew it was a bad idea. So I kept looking through her drawers.

She had a number of adorable dresses and rompers and blouses and skirts. I felt the different fabrics and took a deep breath in, smelling the residual smell of her perfume.

I saw a red satin number under one stack of outfits, so I carefully reached down to grab it, thinking it was lingerie. But my fingers found something else under there: a small bottle of pills. I couldn’t read the Polish on the label, but the pills were big. I wondered what they were for. I knew it was none of my business, but I had nothing else to do—other than pretend to be a private investigator. So I took out my phone and I took a photo of the bottle label. Then I slipped my phone back into my pocket.

I kept snooping. My heart kept pounding harder and harder. Then I heard the wooden door of the back house creak on its hinges, and I quickly closed the drawer I was looking in and sprinted back to my room. I closed my own door and waited with beads of sweat on the back of my neck. It was a minute later when she came into the house. I checked the time—had it been an hour already?

I heard her footsteps move to her room, and then i heard her go inside. There was a terrible silence for a long minute, and then she emerged. Her footsteps moved back to the front door, and then I heard the creaking of the back house door hinges again.

I needed to be more careful. I needed to do a better job of following the rules. I couldn’t let my stupid curiosity get the better of me.

I decided to go for a walk, leaving her property for the first time, even though my better judgement told me to stay at her house so I wouldn’t get robbed—or worse. The streets were quiet and eerily desolate. A plastic bag nearly flew into my face with the most gentle breeze; it made me jump, thinking I was being attacked by some Polish street rapist.

I walked for twenty minutes, until I reached a line of shops and a cafe that actually had people in it. They all looked up at me when I entered. “Do you speak English?” I asked the woman behind the counter. She stared at me with the blankest expression I’d ever seen. Did she not even know the word ‘English’ in English?

“Um,” I said, looking up at the menu, which I couldn’t read. “Coffee?” I said. She continued to stare at me as if I was an alien. How different could the word for coffee be?

I looked down at my phone. I had a bar of service—enough to access the internet (which was very slow). I managed to pull up the translation for coffee. I showed it to her. Then she turned and grabbed a cup that was already sitting behind her. She said something back to me and now I was the one giving her the blank stare. She rubbed her fingers together, and I realised she was telling me to pay, but I had no idea how much she was asking for. I gave her a ten dollar note, and then she took it from me, but she didn’t give me any change. Was it enough? Was it too much? Was I being taken advantage of? Was she giving me a break? I had no idea what was happening.

I was suddenly regretting skipping out on taking Polish lessons. I probably should have learned something—anything. Even if I just knew a few words, like ‘coffee’ and ‘bathroom’. Now I felt terribly vulnerable. I felt like everyone was looking at me. I felt like it wouldn’t be long before people saw an opportunity to take advantage of me. I found myself squirming. I took my coffee to a table, but now I could see that people were looking at me. They weren’t gentle-looking people. They looked mean, like they wanted to hurt me—or maybe that was just in my head. I didn’t end up finishing my coffee. I was too overwhelmed. I was realising that my travel fantasy was really just fantasy—reality was much different. The world was a real, scary, and unforgiving place. You can’t just wander through foreign countries like you’re in some whimsical fairy tale.

On my way home, I could sense that I was being followed. I was too afraid to look back, so I just kept moving—walking faster and faster with each passing minute. I could feel him getting closer. I had a terrible feeling he had a knife—maybe he saw my wallet when I went to pay. Why was I carrying so much cash? Why didn’t I just leave Olga’s house with enough for a coffee? What was ten dollars even worth in Poland? I finally reached Olga’s house. I went through the front door and then I turned the lock. I could feel that my shirt was wet with sweat. I took a few deep breaths.

“What’s the matter with you?” Olga asked, sitting from the kitchen area.

“Huh?” I said. “Nothing.” I walked to the window and looked out, but there was nobody there. I turned back to Olga. “I was just—uh—out for a little jog.”

“In Canada, is it normal for boys to go jogging in jeans?”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I still haven’t gotten my luggage yet. This is all I have.”

“I know. I can tell from the smell,” she said. “You could always wash your clothes while you wait, instead of wearing the same thing for the next weeks.” She kept staring at me with that blank, judging look. She wasn’t very expressing, but somehow that just made her more beautiful, like a fashion model. Now, she was wearing a full floral jumpsuit, which was cut low to show off her cleavage. It was hard not to stare at her breasts, especially now that I was almost a full week into not touching myself.

“Do you have a washing machine?” I asked.

“No, but there’s water and soap outside, and a clothes line.”

“Is that how you clean everything?” I asked.

“Oh course,” she said. “Do you need help?”

“I can figure it out,” I said. So I went outside and saw the big bucket and the bottle of soap and the hose. It seemed straight forward enough—and I really wanted to wear clean clothes for the first time in days. So I took off my shirt and slid down my shorts. I tossed my socks into the bucket and then stood filling that bucket with the rubber hose.

Olga leaned out the window behind me. “You’re going to wear those stinky underwear until you get your luggage?”

I turned and looked back at her, feeling vulnerable with my scrawny body. “I don’t want to be naked in your yard,” I said.

“What’s wrong with that? It’s a private yard. How else will you get everything clean?”

I bit my lip. “Maybe I’ll do it in another load while I’m wearing my shorts.”

“That’s very strange,” she said. “I’m assuming you’re shy. In Poland, it means something if you’re shy.”

“What does that mean?”

She smiled but didn’t reply.

My heart fluttered and I suddenly felt like I had something prove. I couldn’t help but think that she was insinuating that I had a small penis. I didn’t have a small penis—at least I didn’t think it was small. But I didn’t want her thinking that I was a loser. I didn’t want her thinking that I was some shy, prepubescent teenager. I was a man—and I needed to prove it. So I bent down and slipped my boxers to the ground. I tossed them into the bucket, feeling confident for a good ten seconds. Then a cool breeze came by and I suddenly felt a shiver. I had the urge to cover myself up, but I knew that she was watching. I couldn’t let her think that I was shy, so I kept my hand on my hip and the other on the hose. My heart was pounding like a war drum.

“That’s more than enough water,” she said from the window. I looked back at her, trying to stop my face from turning dark red. Was nudity not a big deal in Poland?

I turned off the hose and grabbed the soap. I poured some in and then I looked around.

“Now you have to churn your clothes to make them clean,” she said. “Is this the right word: churn?”

I saw the stick and I remembered seeing an actress cleaning clothes with a stick and a bucket at my town’s local heritage festival. So I did the same thing, pumping and stirring my clothes with that big stick. I looked back at Olga again; she was still watching.

“Nice day,” I said, because I had nothing else to say. I forced an awkward smile.

“You have a big penis,” she said. “Even by Polish standards.”

My heart stopped for a moment. I had to process her words a few times before I believed that I heard them correctly. “What?” I said.

She smirked. “I’m just making an observation,” she said. Then she motioned down towards my cock.

Now I was really blushing. I opened my mouth to reply. Was she screwing with me? I thought that I had a pretty big dick, but I’d never actually compared it with any other dicks before.

“Thank you,” I said.

“It’s not a compliment,” she said. “It’s just an observation.”

And she continued to watch me from the window. Maybe she was hot for me. Maybe I turned her on. Sure, I was younger, but maybe that was something she was into.

I looked over again. She was leaning forward. I could see down her top as she pressed her breasts against the windowsill. I felt my body tingling. Now I was worried I was going to get an erection with her staring at me, so I looked away and bit hard on my tongue. I took a deep breath.

“You have to churn it more than that,” she said.

I took another breath and continued churning. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my muscles. I could feel her gaze moving up and down my body.

The next ten minutes went by very slowly. With each passing minute, I felt even more vulnerable. I kept wanting to cover myself. Why was she still watching me? Did she like what she was seeing? Was this my opportunity to make a move on her? Could my trip be made extra special by hooking up with my Exchange Mom? I hung my clothes on the line and then I turned to her. “Do you have a towel or something that I can wear while these dry?”

“When was the last time you bathed?” she asked.

“In Canada,” I said.

“You need to bathe,” she said. “You’re free to use the bathroom.”

I went inside and slipped by her, completely naked. Her eyes went down to my cock again as I went by. I couldn’t help but think that she wanted me—maybe she wanted to feel my cock. Maybe it was the biggest she’d ever seen in person. Maybe it had been a long time since she’d had any action.

I went into the bathroom and closed the door. The door had no lock, but just being in a closed room made me feel much more relaxed. I ran the shower and stepped into the water. Then I looked down and saw that I had an erection.

I took a deep breath. I’d waited long enough. I couldn’t wait any longer. The loud hiss of the shower and the clunking pipes were enough of a mask. I grabbed my cock and gently started pumping it. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. I brought the image of Olga’s smooth body into my mind. I imagined her naked, on her knees, sucking my cock. I imagined myself grabbing her short blonde hair and pulling it. I imagined her fingers between her legs, rubbing her clit as small squirts poured out of her onto the bathroom floor.

In my imagination, she was speaking Polish. I couldn’t understand a word, but I knew that she was talking about how much she loved my cock.

Then suddenly I heard the toilet flush. I opened my eyes and let go of my cock, looking to my side to see that Olga was right next to me. I gasped and felt my skin turn dark red—almost purple. “What are you doing?!” I asked.

“I had to pee, Liam,” she said. “What are you doing, masturbating in my shower? I hope you weren’t going to put your cum on my walls.”

“I wasn’t—I mean—I didn’t mean to…” I felt so humiliated. Now she was staring at me. I was using both hands to hide my throbbing erection.

“It’s me you’re thinking of?” she said.

“What?” I could feel my body trembling now. I’d never been so embarrassed in my life. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking at all—it just happened. I just zoned out.”

“It was me—I know because you keep looking at me. You look at my breasts all day. It’s not appropriate; I didn’t want to say anything.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m really so sorry.”

She sighed and shook her head. “You need to get this out of your system. Move your hands.”

“What?” I said. I didn’t move a muscle.

“I said move your hands. Let me see.”

I slowly parted my hands. Then she suddenly reached forward and grabbed my erect cock with a firm grip, making me perk up and gasp. “Just get this out of your system so that you can think straight.” She began pumping, but she wasn’t pumping in a way I’d ever been pumped before. She ha da strange grip on my cock, twisting slightly with each pump, cupping my tip and pulling down with individual fingers, like a pianist on a piano. She knew just where to apply pressure, and just where to rub. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling and I was groaned.

I watched her pretty fingers moving up and down. Then I looked into her eyes. She was staring at my cock with that blank face, as if she wasn’t doing anything out of the ordinary. It was the same face she had when she was washing dishes and the same face when she was cleaning the counters—it was just something that needed to be done.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said. I almost told her that I was a virgin, and that this was technically my first sexual experience.

“That’s the idea, Liam,” she said with her monotone voice. She squeezed harder, squeezing a whimper out from my lips.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Don’t swear,” she said as I began to come. The first blast got her on the chin, then she quickly used her free hand to cup my tip, catching the rest in the palm of her hand. I felt so humiliated and so thrilled at the same time. I just got a handjob from a beautiful blonde Polish woman.

She stood up and opened her fingers, revealing a giant pool of cum that was literally dripping off both sides. “You made a lot of cum,” she said as she walked to the sink to pour it out.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Thank you for what?” she asked.

“For the handjob,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “That wasn’t a handjob. It was just relief—and it was to stop you from spending your days ogling me. Now you need to behave yourself. No more staring at my breasts, and no more trying to look up my skirt. I also saw that you were in my room—that’s unacceptable, though I assume you were just looking for naked pictures of me.”

“I wasn’t—I mean—I was in your room, but I wasn’t looking for anything! I was just bored.” That horrible humiliation was creeping back in.

“You don’t need to make up excuses. Don’t break the rules again. I was very clear in our original correspondences. I have strict rules here and there will be punishment for breaking them.”

She was scaring me a little bit—but a small part of me thought that she was just teasing me in her dry Polish way. Maybe she was trying to be naughty. Maybe we were role playing and I didn’t even realise it. Or maybe she really did just jerk me off because my horniness was annoying her.

“It won’t happen again,” I said.

“And no jerking off in my house,” she said. “It’s messy. You can go into the alley to do it, at night when nobody will see you. But I don’t want you cum on my walls. It’s bad enough now that it’s on my face.” And it really was still on her face: a big glob clinging to her chin, ready to fall off and splat on the floor. She cleaned it up before it was able to fall.

I went back to my room with the worst embarrassment of my life weighing down on my shoulders.

But I couldn’t help but smirk: it was my first sexual experience, and it was with a beautiful blonde woman. I’d never felt anything so euphoric in my life. I felt like I could still feel her gentle fingers gliding up and down my hard shaft, pumping to make the cum blast out onto her face. I could still see her glowing eyes and that smooth bust in her low-cut shirt.

I knew that I should have been telling myself that it was time to behave, but instead I found myself wondering what she would do to me if I misbehaved—or what she would make me do to her. I couldn’t help but think that she secretly wanted a little bit of action. I couldn’t help but think that if I played my cards right, I could get her in the bedroom, and I could stick my cock in more than just her clenched fist.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas still staring at her whenever I got the opportunity. Who could blame me? She would put on these thin dresses and she would wear no bras. Whenever she bent over in front of me, I could see everything—and she had a tendency to bend over a lot; it almost seemed like she was trying to seduce me. And with each passing day, I was more and more convinced that she was trying to seduce me. Or maybe Polish women are just very comfortable with their bodies. Maybe she didn’t think her breasts were a big deal.

I was eating breakfast one morning when she climbed up onto the kitchen counter to reach a top cupboard. I could see right up her skirt—and surely she knew it. I could see her perfect bum and the bulge of her sweet pussy. It was a big bulge, but somehow that just turned me on more. I liked the idea of big puffy pussy lips.

I was getting hornier by the day, even though I was sneaking out to relieve myself in the alleyway like a gross homeless man. I was tempted to jerk off in the shower again, out of the hope that she would come in and catch me. I was desperate to know what her ‘punishment’ would be for me.

School started. I was half-expecting all of my classmates to be gorgeous blonde Polish babes like my Exchange Mother, but they didn’t turn out to be much different than the girls I was used to back in Canada: mostly undeveloped, shy, and uninterested in me. I went into my first day with so much confidence—certain that I was going to be swarmed with pussy—but instead I was immediately overwhelmed and brought down ten pegs; nobody spoke English, except the teacher (and her English was hard to understand). They looked at me as if I was an alien. I sat alone at lunch and then I sat in the back of the room during the rest of my classes. I went home as soon as the bell rang. I had a headache from listening to a language I didn’t understand for five straight hours. There were only a few moments when the teacher spoke in English, just for me, and those were the worst moments because everyone would turn to look at me, making it hard to focus on her broken English.

I was relieved to be home. Olga was home with her gorgeous body and her fluent English. I wanted to throw myself at her. I wanted to squeeze her and I wanted to bury my face in her chest. “I’m so glad to see you,” I said.

“Why is this?” she asked.

“I feel so out of place here. I didn’t think it would be so hard,” I said.

“Well why didn’t you try to learn the language. Maybe then you wouldn’t be so confused,” she said.

“Maybe you’re right,” I said. “Maybe you can teach me some Polish.”

“I’m a very busy woman. I don’t have time for this. But I have many books that can probably help you. Perhaps you can teach yourself my language.” I really didn’t want to read a bunch of books after a long day of focussing in class, but I had nothing else to do. I started reading one of her books. It was conveniently called ‘Learn Polish’ and published in English. Olga said she bought years ago it because it was easier to understand than the alternative Learn English book that was published in Polish.

I read the book for two long hours, learning a few words but mostly just understanding the different letters. I had a question about one letter in particular, so I went to find Olga, to get a clearer answer than I was getting from the book. She wasn’t in the kitchen or the garden, so I went to knock on her bedroom door. Then I noticed that it was open a crack, so I decided to let myself in. “Hey Olga, what’s up with this letter? Sometimes it’s pronounced one way, and then sometimes another way—am I understand it right?” I looked up and saw her naked body: completely naked as she stood next to a dress that was placed on her bed. She looked at me. “What are you doing in my room?” she said with an angry tone.

But I couldn’t move. There was something very much out of place: her cock. Between her legs was a long, flaccid cock. It was thick and uncircumcised. She had a bit of pubic hair, shaved into a nice square above her shaft—but it was all wrong. That cock shouldn’t have been there. “W—What’s that?” I asked, still looking at it.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” she said. But for some reason she wasn’t covering herself. She was just letting it hang there as if it wasn’t unusual.

“You have a cock,” I said.

“What is a cock?” she asked with narrowed eyes.

“That,” I said, pointing at her dangling shaft. It made absolutely no sense. It was halfway down to her knees! It was almost as thick as her wrist. Sure, she had thin wrists, but still!

“You shouldn’t pry into the business of others,” she said, turning away from me. “You know not to come into my room, yet you’ve done it twice now. It’s very disappointing, Liam.”

“I’m sorry—but you have a cock,” I said. “You shouldn’t have a cock.”

“Everybody’s different, Liam,” she said with her Polish accent, still acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

“But you’re a girl. And you’re a mother. How did you have a child if—if you have a cock?”

“Who said I’m a mother? You said this, not me.”

I was shocked, still unable to look away from her cock. Even now, with her back to me, I could see it dangling between her legs. “But you have a son. He’s in Canada now.”

“He’s not my son,” she said. “He’s my nephew. His parents passed five years ago so he lives with me now. Can you please stop staring at my penis?”

“It just isn’t right,” I said.

“That’s very rude, Liam,” she said. “I’m not thrilled with your disobedience. You don’t seem to understand that we have rules in this house. You seem to be used to getting whatever you want back in Canada. I hate to say this, but you are spoiled. Your reaction is rude because you’ve been spoiled.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But you can’t possibly be mad at me for reacting like this. Women don’t have—penises. And—And you jerked me off the other day. Why didn’t you tell me you weren’t a woman? That’s like, basically rape!”

“Don’t be silly, Liam,” she said, shaking her head before fetching a pair of panties from her top drawer.

“Well that was my first time—like, sexually—and you’re not even a woman.”

“I am a woman,” she said, glaring at me with narrowed eyes. “Not all women have vaginas, Liam.”

“Agree to disagree,” I said.

“You’re being rude.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m allowed to be mad,” I said—and I was mad. I felt a rage tingling inside of me. My first sexual experience was with a transgender. The hand that stroked me off was the hand of a man. Sure, it was soft and gentle and dainty like the hand of a female model, but it was biologically male and I would never forget that.

“Bend over,” she said.

“What?” I said.

“Bend over my bed. You need to be punished. It’s only sensible.”

I paused for a moment.

“Bend over or you can be out on the street for the night,” she said. And that’s when I remembered that terrible anxiety of walking back from that cafe. I didn’t want to be on that street past nightfall. And what was the worst she could do? How hard could she honestly spank me with her thin arms? I took a deep breath and bent over the bed. “Pants down, Liam,” she said.

I paused again. It was nothing she hadn’t already seen. I bit my tongue and shimmied my pants down, so she had a clear shot at my butt with the flat of her hand. Then I braced for impact. I knew it wasn’t going to hurt too bad—I was an eighteen year old man and she was a one-hundred pound woman—sort of. I bit my tongue and closed my eyes, waiting for the slap. But it wasn’t coming. She was making me wait—making me bask in that moment of anxiety. She surely knew that the anticipation was worse than the actual slap. I took another deep breath. That slap was coming at any moment.

“You won’t be misbehaving again after this,” she said.

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. Did she really think spanking me was going to stop me from ‘misbehaving’? She was treating me like a six year old. Maybe Dmitry was afraid of her, but I surely wasn’t. She was far from intimidating, especially now as she stood naked with her perfect body—no, it wasn’t perfect; it was a man’s body. She put a lot of work into making it look feminine, but it was still a man’s body. It didn’t matter how many pills she swallowed or surgeries she got—she still had a man’s body… A curvy, feminine man’s body.

I took yet another deep breath, waiting for that slap. Why wasn’t she slapping me? Was she just trying to humiliate me by bending over with my pants down? Was she waiting for the humiliation to truly sink in before she slapped me with her hand? Or was she just waiting as long as she could to catch me off guard?

I sighed, and then I let a small, nervous laugh slip. “Any day now,” I said, rolling my eyes. And then suddenly a thick, wet, warm something slid between my butt cheeks. It penetrated my hole by a full inch before I could react with a clench. I gasped and looked back. She had one hand on my butt and one on her long, erect shaft. She was sodomizing me: sticking her long cock into my body.

“Stop!” I cried.

“Stay still, Liam,” she said, gripping my hips with both of her hands. She pushed her cock another inch into my body.

Instead of throwing her back, I became still and frozen with terror. I’d never been penetrated before. And now, I felt so vulnerable. I felt like I had no options. I had nowhere to go, unless I wanted to fight for myself on the street. Maybe I should have taken her threats seriously. Maybe she really meant it when she said that she would punish me for breaking the rules.

Was this my fault? Did I have to take the punishment? I wanted to beg her to stop, but I couldn’t muster up any words. I was completely shocked. There was a lump the size of a baseball in my throat. I tried to swallow it back but it wouldn’t go down.

She pushed in deeper. I could feel it throbbing. I could feel her swollen tip pushing through my narrow cavern. It was warm, and wet with her saliva. I winced and buried my face into her bed, which smelled like her lavender and vanilla perfume. “I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say, but it made no difference. She was determined to punish me. She pushed in deeper. I could feel my hole stretching wide. I felt so humiliated and so submissive. Why wasn’t I fighting back? Why was I letting her do this to me?

She pushed another inch into my body. It didn’t hurt, but I almost wished that it did. I could feel that throbbing getting more and more intense. I had no idea if it was my anus throbbing or her shaft—but I could certainly feel the thick veins in her cock. “Oh God,” I groaned.

She gently caressed my sides, and then she felt my ass with both of her hands. I heard her giggle, as if my humiliation was hilarious. I wondered if this was some sort of messed up punishment in Poland, or if this was just for me.

“I won’t do it again,” I groaned.

“I know you won’t,” she said with a grin in her Polish voice. She pushed another inch into me and I screamed—not because it hurt but because I could feel her up in my guts now—further than she should have been.

She began to rub my bum. “It’s okay, Liam. You will survive,” she said. And then she began to thrust, slowly at first. There was an elegance to the way she pushed in and pulled out. I could feel her foreskin tugging back and forth, and I could feel her saliva squishing out of my hole. It was only a minute before she spat on her cock again before pushing it back into me. I clutched the bed sheets. I tried to muster up the courage to demand that she stop, but I just couldn’t do it. I was just praying that the punishment would end soon. Surely she would feel bad for me and stop at any moment now—or was it not going to end until she was finished? Was I going to feel cum inside of my body?

I knew this was something I would never forget. I knew that I would never be able to forget this moment whenever I was with a real woman. Maybe this would cause some sort of PTSD. Maybe this was my first real trauma—but it didn’t hurt. Shouldn’t trauma hurt? The truly traumatic part of being fucked by Olga was the throbbing between my own legs. My cock was starting to turn hard, no matter how hard I tried to stop it. I wasn’t aroused, but there was something about the way she was thrusting; she was rubbing her thick rod perfectly against a spot in my body that made my cock tingle. She was making me hard the way a farmer milks a bull. It was just a consequence of the friction—but I couldn’t help it!

“Oh God,” I groaned again.

“What’s wrong, Liam?” she asked, still maintaining that elegant pace. I could feel her fingernails gliding on my skin, and I could smell that perfume, stronger than ever. Everything was so confusing: that smell was so girly and those fingernails felt so sensual—but there was a cock inside of me. I was having gay sex, but for some reason I still felt like I was with a woman. My head was starting to hurt as it tried to process what was happening to me.

She dug her hand under my body to grab my cock. I wanted to stop her, so she wouldn’t find my erection, but it was too late. Her fingers curled around it. “You like this then?” she asked.

I wanted to say no, but I couldn’t even push those two letters out.

She squeezed and gave me a few strokes before letting go. “It’s not much of a punishment if you like it,” she said. “Maybe you knew that I had a penis. Maybe you misbehaved because this is what you wanted.”

“No,” I finally managed to say, defending myself.

She laughed, obviously not believing me. Now I felt more embarrassed than ever. Did she really think that I liked it? I couldn’t let her think that! I couldn’t have a beautiful woman think that I was gay. But no—she wasn’t a beautiful woman. She was a man who looked like a woman. My mind was racing and spinning in fast circles. Nothing made sense. My world was crumbling down around me.

She pulled out of me suddenly. A part of me was relieved, but another part of me suddenly felt empty, as if I was missing something. My heart was pounding. “Flip over,” she said. I turned myself over. Then she climbed up onto the bed, on top of me, dangling that stiff erection over my head. She looked down at me. “Open your mouth.”

“Why?” I said. My heart was now pounding harder than ever before.

“If it’s no punishment in your backside, then maybe this will be punishment enough,” she said with that thick accent. I don’t know why I did it, but I opened my mouth. I closed my eyes as she pressed her tip down on my tongue. I felt it sliding in. She was pumping herself with her hand, working the tip. I could feel that throbbing on my tongue, and I could taste a tinge of my own anus.

I heard her moan for a brief moment, and then I gasped. A rush of wetness entered my mouth. She was coming. I could feel her cock pulsing on my tongue. I tried to turn my head away but she reached down and held it still with both of her hands. “Don’t move, Liam,” she said with a groan in her voice. She moaned again as another big pulse of goo entered my mouth. I nearly choked. The sweet substance coated the back of my throat and the inside of my cheek. She kept coming, until she had nothing left and my mouth was completely full. I groaned. She slid her cock out from my lips. I was just about to roll over to spit it out, then she covered my mouth with her hand and said, “Swallow it.”

I tried to fight but quickly realised that it was futile. So I closed my eyes and swallowed the thick substance with a big gulp. She walked back over to her clothes. She grabbed her panties and pulled them up her legs. I remained on her bed, on my back, basking in my horrible humiliation. “You got what you deserved,” she said with her cold, dry tone. “I warned you many times. Now maybe you will start to learn.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Go read your book,” she said, pulling her soft dress over her curvy, thin body.

I pulled myself up to my feet, and then I pulled up my pants. My bum was now sore from being plunged, and the taste of cum was stronger than ever in my mouth. I went to the kitchen sink and tried to rinse that taste away, but it just wouldn’t go away—maybe it was in my brain.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas even more docile at school over the next few days. I was starting to pick up on a few words here and there. I couldn’t put together a single sentence, but it was nice to know that I was learning. I was still wishing that I would have done some learning before travelling across the world for three months—but it was better late than never.

I was jumpy, and that jumpiness wouldn’t go away. I thought it was just the fear of being robbed or taken advantage of because I was a fish out of water, but the jumpiness didn’t start until after Olga had her way with me in her bedroom.

I couldn’t stop thinking of the act, even though it wasn’t even a full ten minutes from start to finish. It replayed in my head, over and over. It took days for my asshole to close back up as tight as it used to be, but that taste didn’t seem to go away. Luckily it wasn’t a bad taste—it was actually kind of nice: sweet and tangy, and only a tiny bit bitter. But that almost made it worse: I almost wished that it would have been disgusting. No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t look back on that bedroom romp with disgust. I knew that Olga was a male and I knew that she fucked me in the ass and came in my mouth—but for some reason I just wasn’t disgusted or revolted. I was scared and confused, but that wasn’t good enough.

My teacher gave me a short book to help me learn some more Polish words. I read it a number of times, mostly because I had nothing else to do. It had words like coffee, tea, bed, bathroom, and other commonly used words. She told me to go into town and attempt to use them, so that’s what I did the next day. It was frightening, walking the desolate streets alone into town. But I did feel a bit of pride when I went into a coffee shop and ordered myself a coffee. I even understood the barista when she told me to pay three dollars. I knew the word for dollars and I knew the word for three. I paid the money and drank my coffee with a smile on my face—and that was a good enough victory for the day.

I went home and read through another book, learning a few more words. Then the next day I went back to town and tried out my new words again. I got another coffee, and then I went to buy a photography magazine. I sat in a quaint park and read my magazine—mostly admiring the pictures of the different countries. I loved travel photography, but I was a fan of all photography.

It was getting late, but I felt a sort of high, finally feeling like I was enjoying my travels. I had a few more words I wanted to try out. I could legally drink in Poland, so I decided to go to a bar and order a beer. I knew the word for beer, so it felt good to place the order and see the beer come to my little table. I sipped it slowly, watching the TV in the corner of the room as it played strange Polish television.

A few girls came into the bar. They ordered drinks and then they noticed me. One of the girls smiled and waved at me, then they all giggled. My heart began pounding with excitement. I wasn’t travelling to meet girls, but I wasn’t about to turn anyone down.

I decided to order another beer. I shared a few more glances with the girl, and then she came over to my table. She said something to me in Polish. “Sorry—do you speak English?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes and said something else that I couldn’t understand. I shook my head. I couldn’t understand a word she was saying, but I liked staring into her eyes. She giggled after a moment, and then she started blushing. “You’re very beautiful,” I said, blushing myself. She looked at me strangely, unsure of what I said. So I took out my phone and looked up the Polish word for beautiful. I tried saying it.

She bit her lip and blushed even more. She looked around and then she looked back at me. She said something else, as if she was expecting me to suddenly understand. “I’m sorry. I don’t understand,” I said.

She reached out and took my hand, tugging gently until I stood up. Then she led me to the back door of the bar. She looked around again, and then she pointed at the wall and said something. I laughed. “I really don’t understand.” She did a demonstration, putting her back against the wall. So I did the same thing, pressing my back to the wall. She came in front of me and put her hands on my sides. She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My heart fluttered, but there was a strange dread churning in my stomach. What if she was like Olga? What if Poland was filled with women like Olga?

I put my hands on her sides and kissed her deeply, letting her gently penetrate my lips with her tongue. She giggled. She had a cute giggle. But how could I know that she wasn’t a transgender? How could I know that she wasn’t actually a biological man?

I decided to do some investigating. I put my hand on her chest gently and squeezed. She was wearing a bra, so it was hard to tell if her breasts were real. And was that even a good way to know? What if she had breasts from hormones? Transgenders get breasts from other ways besides going under the knife. I didn’t even know if Olga’s breasts were real or fake. So I started to gently slide my hand down, over her abdomen and beyond her pelvis. I pressed two fingers between her legs, feeling a small bulge. There was a damp spot. She moaned. I felt around, moving in circles, trying to decide if I was feeling a pussy or a cock. I nestled my fingers under her dress and underneath her panties, until I could feel the slit between her puffy lips. It was wet and tight: definitely a pussy. I felt a wave of relief, and then I felt something terrible: a sense of disappointment. Suddenly, this little fling wasn’t so exciting. Was I seriously disappointed that she didn’t have a cock? Was I really hoping for a shaft between her thighs? Her pussy seemed so boring and predictable. I started rubbing it and she started to become submissive, leaning into me and putting her face on my shoulder. She breathed warm air into my collarbone as she began to moan gently in the back of that quiet bar. I kept rubbing her.

My fingers were getting wet with her arousal. I pushed two fingers into her hole, but I just couldn’t muster up the intensity that I needed. I didn’t want to be the dominant one; I wanted her to pin me against that wall. I liked it when she was pushing me and forcing herself on me. Now, she was just a girl who wanted me to pleasure her. And wasn’t that exactly what I wanted? Isn’t that what every normal man wants?

She paused and looked into my eyes. Then she said something in Polish. I couldn’t understand her, but I had a feeling she was saying something along the lines of ‘What’s the matter?’ I stared into her eyes but just couldn’t summon the energy to throw myself at her. She was pretty. But maybe she wasn’t my type. Maybe I was tired. Maybe there was something wrong with me.

I forced a smile. “I have to go,” I said. I pulled my fingers out from her snatch and then I turned to leave. She said something else in Polish, but I didn’t turn to look back. Now I was really embarrassed. I was more embarrassed than when Olga bent me over. Something about turning the beautiful girl down really stung. It wasn’t normal. It was the best chance I’d ever had to be with a woman—a real woman. So why was I turning her down? Why wasn’t I just toughing it out, just for the sake of reminding myself that I was straight and not gay? Why couldn’t I stop thinking about Olga’s big, hard shaft?

I went straight home. That anxiety built up with every step. I was trembling with every inch of my body, knowing that there was something wrong with me. And then I stepped through Olga’s front door and saw her sitting there, and all of my anxiety seemed to vanish. I’d almost forgotten how beautiful she was. Sure, she was a biological male, but she was still gorgeous. She had an amazing, developed body. Feeling something for her didn’t make me gay. How could any man not feel something for her? She was possibly the most beautiful woman in the whole country.

I let out a sigh of relief.

“You’re late,” she said. “It’s nearly eleven and you have school tomorrow.”

I let a smile slip, still overwhelmed with that curious sense of relief. “I’m sorry,” I said, but it probably didn’t sound very genuine seeing as I was smirking.

“It’s not okay. You can’t seem to follow the rules,” she said.

“I’m really sorry,” I said again. “It won’t happen again.”

“No, it won’t,” she said. “Take off your clothes.”

I paused. I waited for the shock and terror to set in, but for some reason the only feeling inside of me was excitement and the dread that accompanied it. I shouldn’t have been excited, but I wanted to feel her again. I wanted to touch her body and I wanted to feel her throbbing meat stretching me out. I was almost drooling as I thought about it now; I’d been thinking about it for days, since the first time she plunged me with her cock.

“Should I bend over?” I asked.

“Down on your knees,” she said. I paused for a moment, and then I went down to my knees. I didn’t feel quite right about it. I wanted it, but that just made me not want it—and then my head started hurting with confusion. I took a deep breath.

She lifted up her skirt and stepped forward, using her fingers to fish out her flaccid cock from her panties. “Okay. Suck it.” I hesitated, but only for a moment—just long enough to make her think that I didn’t want it. I didn’t want these ‘punishments’ to end. No—I did want them to end. I hated that I liked them. I wanted to dread them. I wanted to follow the rules, but I knew deep down that I was purposely late. I ordered that second beer at the bar so that I would be late. I didn’t actually want to spend more time with that girl. That girl filled me with anxiety. Now, I just wanted to enjoy the moment. I wanted to feel her growing in my mouth.

So I sucked. I sucked hard until I felt it throbbing and stretching out. I used my tongue to feel her foreskin stretching back. I let a small moan slip, and then I stopped any more noise from leaving my mouth. I couldn’t let her know that I was enjoying it. Was I enjoying? The dread in my gut suggested I didn’t like it, which was exactly what I wanted. God, I was so confused—I was on the verge of crying, I was so confused.

I closed my eyes tight. She was hard now: nine inches of cock pressed hard into my mouth. I kept sucking, feeling that throbbing getting more intense. “Use your hand,” she said. “Make me finish.” I clutched her shaft firmly and pumped hard, still sucking her tip. I wanted to taste it again. I wanted to feel that smooth goo dribbling down the inside of my cheek. I leaned forward and pumped faster. I couldn’t pump fast enough. I couldn’t wait, even though I didn’t want it to be over.

She was squirming slightly now, looking down at me with those big Polish eyes. I wanted to make her orgasm. I wanted it to feel good. So I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue.

Then she suddenly stepped back, swatting my hand off of her cock. She turned to the side and clutched her own cock and began to spray the kitchen floor. I was frozen with shock and disappointment. That was supposed to be my cum! I was missing the best part. Was this the punishment? Did she know how badly I wanted it?

She groaned as she squeezed the last shot of goo from her shaft. It dropped to the floor with a loud splat. She turned to look at me. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “Nothing is wrong. Is that it? Can I go to bed now?” I was doing my best to look properly disappointed—in the blowjob and not the cumshot that she denied me.

“No,” she said. She looked down at the white, creamy mess on the floor. “You can clean this up—with your tongue. I want this floor spotless.”

It was already spotless, aside from the streaks of white goo. My heart fluttered. Licking cold cum off the floor was over the line, even for these strange new urges that were dwelling in me. I liked sucking her, but the thought of licking the floor like a dog was gross. “I don’t want to do that,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said. “If you want to sleep under this roof, you will do it. And then you will obey my rules from now on, or the punishments will get worse.”

I stuttered and looked at the cum. It was only getting colder, so I had to act fast. I dropped down to my hands and knees and I bent down. I licked up the first glob. It was cold, but still sweet and tangy. I went to the next glob and licked it up, accidentally getting a bit on my nose. It took a good five minutes to reach all of the long cum streaks. She watched the whole time, and the humiliation was unquestionable. I stood up slowly, unable to look her in the eye as I wiped a bit of cum off of my lips.

“Follow the rules now,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Go to bed,” she said.

I nodded my head and marched off to bed. My body was tingling all over. I felt properly humiliated, but a small part of me liked it. And once again, I couldn’t stop thinking about Olga and her perfect body. I couldn’t get the taste of her cum out of my mouth, and I swear I could still feel her shaft throbbing on my tongue. There was definitely something wrong with me.


CHAPTER 6
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Iunderstood a few more words—still nowhere near enough to understand sentences, but I was starting to hear familiar phrases and I could pick out certain words. It was a bit less awkward being at that Polish school. Even though I had no idea what was being said, I could usually figure out what the teacher was talking about. I wasn’t expected to participate in the classes—I was just there to soak in the atmosphere and understand the cultural differences.

But it was still hard to focus—hard to think of anything besides Olga. I didn’t love my punishment the night before, but it still resonated with me in a weird way. I snuck out of the house in the middle of the night, breaking the rules, so I could masturbate in the alleyway. I thought about licking up that cum as I stroked my shaft, and I managed to come in under a minute. Then I snuck back into the house.

When I got home from school that day, Olga was with a client in her back house. They were in that shed for two hours, and then she emerged with a wad of cash. I still had no idea what she did for a living, but now that I knew more about her (her body and her idea of justice), I was starting to come up with more taboo ideas of how she made her living. Maybe she was a prostitute—but sometimes the clients were young women and not men. Maybe she was some sort of sex therapist. I desperately wanted to know.

And I got my opportunity to find out one afternoon when Olga grabbed her purse and said, “I will be out for a few hours. I’m going into the city. I have a new English book you might like. It’s on the bookshelf.” After she left, I checked out the book. It was a thick novel by some wordy author. I picked it up and looked at the small print, and then I passed. I figured my time in Poland was better spent learning Polish and taking in Poland, rather than reading books that were published in North America. So I read through one of my beginner Polish workbooks, and then I quickly got bored. I got up and paced around I found myself once again tempted to go into Olga’s room, so I could feel her panties and smell where her cock had been. But I knew she could tell whenever I was near her room.

So I went outside and wandered around her garden. I found myself in front of her back house door. My heart throbbed as I looked down at the handle. There was no lock on the door. I knew it was against the rules, but I just couldn’t help myself. I needed to know what she was doing. I had a feeling it was something so boring and innocent, but how could I resist this perfect opportunity?

I grabbed the door handle and pushed the door open.

The room seemed bigger than it looked from the outside, maybe because there was only a bed and two cardboard boxes and nothing else.

I stared at that bed for a long moment as my mind quickly narrowed down the possibilities. There were only so many things Olga could be doing with clients on a bed. I walked over to the first box and flipped it open. It was filled with sex toys, narrowing down the possibilities even further. Olga was a transgender prostitute. I was living with a whore.

My heart fluttered before sinking into my stomach. The penis that entered my body had entered hundreds of men before me—maybe even thousands. What if I had a disease now?

The second box was filled with outfits—presumably the different outfits she wore. There was everything from lingerie to formal dresses. I wanted to dig deeper, but I knew she would notice if anything was out of place.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. I couldn’t stay with Olga. I couldn’t be living with a transgender prostitute! It was dangerous. What if someone decided to kill her because they didn’t want to pay? People kill prostitutes all the time. And then maybe they would come into the house to kill me, so there would be no witnesses. Or what if the house was crawling with diseases? What if there was herpes lingering on every chair and on the toilet seat and on the bed sheets? I felt sick. I never actually considered the possibility of her being a whore—I just assumed that she was a designer or a business consultant or something along those lines. She seemed too innocent to be fucking people for money. She was so gentle, always reading books and lounging in the garden. But it did explain why her punishments were always so sexual.

Oh God, I licked up her cum off of the kitchen floor. I licked a transgender prostitute’s cum off of a kitchen floor.

I backed out of the room and almost stumbled through the doorframe. I was in a panic as I scanned the floor, making sure I wasn’t leaving behind even the vaguest of footprints. Then I spun around to leave and that’s when I saw her standing there, with shopping bags in her hands. She was staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips.

I knew I broke the rules and I knew she was going to be mad, but I felt like it was my turn to be mad. “You should have told me that this is what you do,” I said, pointing at her. My heart was racing. “My parents and my school would be outraged to know about this.”

“You weren’t supposed to go into my back house, Liam,” she said.

“That’s irrelevant now,” I said. “I know everything. This is surely illegal. You can threaten me with your punishments all you want, but now I can threaten you—I can call the police and you’ll be sent to jail.”

“For what, Liam?” I asked.

“You know what,” I said, not wanting to use the P-word.

“Liam, I’ve broken no rules, so I’m not sure what you think you’re on about.”

I was about to bark back, and then I paused. What if she was right? What if she had broken no rules? What if prostitution was legal in Poland? What if I had no real argument against her? What if that bed wasn’t even enough to prove that she was a prostitute? Surely the sex toys were enough proof—and the lingerie. But she could hide that stuff, and then she could argue that she was just a massage therapist or something.

“It’s not right,” I said. “It’s dangerous and—and it’s just not right!”

She smiled, taking me by surprise. Then she stepped towards me. “Liam,” she said. “You’ve broken my one biggest rule. You waited until I was gone and then you snooped around, exactly as I told you not to do. This isn’t going to go unpunished. You know that, right?”

I stared into her eyes. I could feel my stomach turning. “I’ll go find a hotel to stay in,” I said.

“In this town?” she asked. “You can certainly do that. There are no hotels here, but there are motels. You can go to one—they’re very cheap—but you will quickly find out why they’re cheap. And when you can’t speak the language, you will find out what the people from this town will do to take advantage. Or you can go to Krakow and pay for a nice hotel—that’s your choice. They can be very expensive. You’re an adult, Liam. It’s your choice.”

I stood still for a moment. I had no idea if she was bluffing, but I was afraid to find out. I didn’t want to leave and then end up with nowhere to stay. I didn’t have enough money to stay in a proper hotel for more than a week—maybe two weeks if I could find a good deal. But how would I find a good deal if I couldn’t even speak the language? I didn’t even know what a good deal was with the currency conversion. God, I should have done more research and preparation. I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. I was so excited to travel that I made so many dumb rookie mistakes.

“If you want to stay here, I’ll give you one final chance, but it also means punishment. Your other option is to leave and find your own accommodations.”

I was suddenly frozen with terror. I didn’t want to leave, even though it didn’t seem right to stay. I was terrified of venturing out into Poland—outside of my safe little bubble, which still somehow felt safe to me. I was comfortable in that house. I had everything I needed and it was free. My stomach turned and the thought of her thick penis sliding into my asshole came into my head. “I—I’ll stay,” I said.

“Then prepare yourself for a punishment,” she said. “And hopefully this time the punishment resonates. Hopefully this time you properly learn your lesson.”

I remained still for a long moment, and then I turned around and went inside. Why was I folding so easily? Why was I allowing her to walk all over me, even though she was the one running a probably-illegal prostitution operation out of her garden shed?

I went to my room and closed the door. I sat down on my pile of blankets and took a deep breath. My hands were trembling. I was afraid, knowing that she was going to up the ante—but there was also some excitement. I enjoyed each little romp with Olga, and I had a feeling I was going to enjoy this next one as well.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwaited for her to come and get me. I waited for a long time. It was already dark out when I finally heard her coming down to my room. I perked up and took a deep breath. I looked to the door just as it opened. Then she poked her head in. “Are you ready, Liam?” she asked.

I nodded my head. I tried to say ‘yes’, but the word didn’t come out from my parted lips. I stood up and wobbled slightly as the anxiety trickled into my legs. I took a deep breath and marched forward.

She led me down the short hallway, which seemed long now as the anticipation tingled in my fingertips. I was expecting a romp in the kitchen or in her bedroom, but now we were going outside. Was this going to be some sort of public humiliation? Could I handle it?

We turned into her garden and crossed her paver stones towards the back house. And that’s when I remembered that box filled with sex toys. There were dildos in that box that were twice the size of her cock—far too big to fit into my asshole.

I took another deep breath. She stopped in front of the door and then turned to me. “You really won’t misbehave again after this,” she said with that thick accent.

“Okay,” I said. But I had a feeling her punishment was just going to make me want to misbehave even more.

I went into the back house and looked down at the mattress on the floor. “Clothes off,” she said. So I took my clothes off, tossing them onto the ground. “No,” she said. “That’s not how we put away clothes. Pick them up and fold them and place them nicely in the corner.” So I picked up my clothes, folded them, and placed them in a stack in the corner. “We will work on your folding skills later. Now lay down.”

I got onto the mattress.

“Sorry—I meant to say, lay down like a dog.” It took me a moment to realise she was asking me to get on my hands and knees. Maybe it was a hard term to translate. I got onto my hands and knees, and then she nodded her head. “Stay like this.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling stupid on my hands and knees, completely naked. She walked over to one of her boxes and pulled out a tube of lubricant. She squished a bunch of lube onto the tip of her finger and then she walked up behind me. I took a deep breath right before she pushed those fingers into me, gushing that cold lubricant into my hole. I gasped. “Hey!” I said. She could have at least warmed it up first—but then I guess it wouldn’t be as much of a punishment.

She pumped her fingers gently, making me squirm. I felt like an animal being examined by a vet. There was something so clinical about the way she was spreading that lubricant inside of my hole.

“You must relax,” she said. “Stop the clenching.”

I took another deep breath and stopped clenching. Was this her idea of a punishment? Fingering me while I was on my hands and knees? It was actually quite pleasant. I loved the elegant way she pushed in and pulled out, over and over, twisting as her rounded fingernails tickled my anal walls. It was nice.

She pulled out suddenly. She walked back over to her box after wiping her hand with a cloth. She pulled out a blindfold and came over to me. “You cannot take this off. Do you understand?”

“Okay,” I said.

She tied it around my face, making me blind. My heart rate increased. But I felt comfortable with her. I knew that no matter what she did to me, I would like it.

I was excited. I wanted her to put it inside of me. I had a feeling she had her shaft out and she was getting it hard for me. I let a small smile slip. She thought that this was a punishment? I loved this excitement; it made me want to break more rules so that I could get more punishments. I loved being naked in front of her. I wanted her to stick her cock inside of me—without a condom—even though I knew that she was a prostitute and had been with many people. I didn’t care. I wanted to feel everything, without a condom between us.

Then I heard the door open. I heard Olga say something in Polish, and then a pattering of footsteps entered. “What’s happening?” I said, looking back but seeing nothing with my blindfold on. They all started speaking in Polish together. There was another woman and a man. My heart rate increased again. Now there were two strangers staring at my naked body and my glistening, lubricated butthole.

I reached for my blindfold, and then Olga grabbed my wrist, making me jump. “Don’t take it off,” she said in English, and then she kept speaking in Polish.

I was frozen with terror, feeling like something worse than an animal in an exhibit. She really was working hard to humiliate me.

I suddenly felt a pair of hands on my bum. I jumped and gasped, but I didn’t move out of place. The hands belonged to a woman, but they weren’t Olga’s. The woman said something in Polish. Then her hands began to caress my bum, moving up and down. Then her fingertips pressed between my butt cheeks and tickled my butthole. She said something in Polish again. I could feel my face turning white.

Olga said something and then there was a silence. It was a long silence, which ended with a gasp from my lips when something dull was pressed between my butt cheeks. It was hard plastic, and it was aimed right at my butthole. It began to twist as it pushed. I clenched hard. “I don’t know—I don’t think I can do this,” I said to Olga.

“That’s too bad,” she said. “Unless you want to leave. The choice is still yours. Nothing is being forced, but you’ve broken enough of my rules. So make up your mind. These clients came for you, but I can satisfy them in other ways if I need to.”

My mind was spinning. I was too afraid to move and too afraid to stay. I hated that I couldn’t see anything. After another long pause, the dildo continued to press into my ass. “No clenching, Liam,” she said.

I remained clenched for a moment, and then somehow I forced myself to open up for the toy. It sunk inside suddenly, making me gasp again. The strange woman said something in Polish, and then the man giggled. The toy pushed in deep and then she began to pump, making my legs tremble. God, it was the most humiliating moment of my life. Maybe I needed to stop breaking the rules. I couldn’t handle anything worse than this. I’d learned my lesson. I was a spoiled brat and I needed some discipline.

The toy was deep inside of me, pushing up towards my lungs. I could feel my hole stretching around it.

“Look this way, Liam,” said Olga next to me. So I turned my head to the side. I felt her hand slide under my chin. Her thumb pushed into my mouth, making me part my lips. “Good,” she said. Then a dull, warm, throbbing piece of meat pushed through my lips. At first I thought it was Olga’s erection, and then I realised that it wasn’t. It was thicker, with more veins, and with harder ridges. It pushed deep and then my nose pressed into a mane of pubic hair. The cock belonged to the man. I became paralysed with fear. I had a man’s cock in my mouth—not a beautiful transgender woman’s cock, but a real, deep-voiced man. I could tell that he was big: tall and thick with muscles. He put his hands on my head and held me in place.

Now the dildo was pumping faster inside of my back door. The man’s tip was pushing hard against the roof of my mouth. He groaned and then said something in Polish. I was in the middle of a bisexual orgy.

He began to thrust in and out of my mouth, making sure I felt every pulsing vein in his shaft. I felt sick. I was sucking a cock, like a homosexual. And the worst part of it was that I wasn’t disgusted by the cock. I was disgusted by the fact that I kind of liked that it was hard for me.

Olga slipped her fingers into my hair and gently caressed my head. “Good job. Suck this man.”

I kept sucking. The toy in my bum pushed in deeper. I almost gagged, feeling like that toy was pushing up into my throat. Then the girl slapped my ass, making me press my lips thin. The Polish man gasped and then he laughed. He said something in Polish to the woman, and she laughed too. They were having fun with me. They were having their way with me.

The man slipped his cock out from my mouth almost at the same moment the woman pulled the toy out from me. They shuffled around the room, and then a soft mane of short pubic hair suddenly pushed into my nose. It wasn’t a cock this time—now it was a pussy. She said something in Polish. “She wants you to lick her pussy, Liam,” Olga said.

I stuck out my tongue and made contact with her clit. She stepped forward, mashing that cunt into my face. “Keep licking,” said Olga, so I kept licking, moving my tongue up and down. Then I felt a pair of hands prying my butt cheeks open. The hands were strong and masculine. I felt his thumb caress my stretched hole.

“Is it going to hurt?” I managed to whisper between licks.

“I don’t know, Liam,” said Olga. Then she said something in Polish to the duo.

I felt the girls fingers press down: two fingers, prying her pussy open so I could lick inside of it. Now I could really feel her clit: a little bulb on top of a wet hole. I flicked it gently, making her moan.

The man pushed his cock against my butthole. I took a deep breath. I desperately wanted to take my blindfold off. I couldn’t believe my parents sent me to Poland in the hopes of me getting a cultural education, and now I was being fucked in a sort of bisexual orgy. My brain struggled to process everything.

The thick cock pressed an inch into my body. I naturally clenched. Nothing that thick belonged inside of a human body—especially a thin body like mine. I groaned and squirmed, and then the girl pulled my face back into her cunt so I could keep licking. The cock pushed deeper, pushing through my clench. I could feel him throbbing. It was a strange feeling, with his big, masculine hands still pulling my butt cheeks open.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

“You’re fine, Liam,” said Olga. “Keep licking her beautiful pussy.”

I kept licking. I tried to ignore the stretching pain in my rear end. But his cock was so big! It was impossible to ignore. It felt like it was growing bigger and thicker.

And then he started pumping and I went completely limp. I fell forward, face against the mattress. I couldn’t move my arms or legs or even my fingertips. I was a limp sex doll for the man to fuck. But the woman still wanted her fun; she climbed up and hoisted up my face so she could nestle her vagina back against my mouth. She sunk both sets of fingers into my hair until I continued to lick. I don’t know where I found the energy to lick, but I was doing it, and she was liking it. A gush of warm fluid poured down my face.

And the worst part was my erection: stiff and throbbing against that mattress as that thick cock plunged my asshole. It was only a minute before his amazing girth made me come: a thick pool of gooey white cream all over my crotch and thighs. Nobody noticed—and they wouldn’t notice until I stood up.

The man was starting to groan behind me. The woman said something in Polish, and then she leaned forward, hovering over me. The man groaned louder, and then he suddenly pulled his throbbing erection out from my body, leaving me limp. I felt the spray of his cum across my back. After a few blasts, the woman started to spread it around my back with her hands.

I wanted to take off my blindfold, but the energy didn’t exist. I was used to the point of exhaustion.

And that’s where I stayed until the duo left, sticky with sweat and cum and whatever poured out from the woman’s pussy. I was a mess, physically and mentally, trying to process what had happened. It was something I would never forget, for better or for worse.

“You can get up now, Liam,” Olga said. “That’s it. They’re gone.”

I managed to roll over, but I still didn’t have enough in me to pull off the blindfold. So she did it for me. It was dimly lit in that shed, but still bright enough to make me wince. After a moment, my eyes focussed on Olga’s beautiful face. “You did just fine,” she said. “Will you stop misbehaving now?”

I wanted to say yes, but there was a curious tingling inside of me. “I don’t know,” I said. “I can’t say that I’ll stop. I—I have to admit something to you.”

“What is it?” she asked, looking at me curiously.

“I like the punishments. I mean—I don’t like that I like them, but I like them. I’m sad when they’re over. How am I supposed to behave myself if I like the punishment?”

She smiled. “I had a feeling,” she said.

“But tell me honestly: do I need to get tested?”

“Tested?” she asked.

“You know—for diseases. You’re—You’re a prostitute, and those were your clients. That man wasn’t wearing a condom.”

She laughed. “I’m not a prostitute, Liam,” she said. “I do therapy work. I help people find balance in their sex life. That man came to me three months ago. That woman is his wife. He couldn’t get an erection with her—what is it called in English? Erectile Non-functioning?”

“Erectile disfunction?” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “We worked hard to discover that he is bisexual. “I helped the couple embrace this, now they have a healthy sex life, and they had a baby last year.”

“I don’t understand,” I said. “So you don’t have sex with these people?”

“No, of course not. That wouldn’t be appropriate. They’re my clients. They come to me for help. I help them find and embrace their true selves, like I am helping you.”

“Oh,” I said, and then I paused. What did she mean when she said that she was helping me? I looked into her eyes and she was smirking. “I don’t understand. What do I have to do with this?”

“When you came to me, I saw a familiar struggle in your eyes. I’ve seen many men like you. You have an expectation to be the dominant one, and you’re afraid of being submissive, as if there is something wrong with being submissive. There’s nothing wrong with it. Many woman want to be dominant and have the same problem—unable to find submissive men, usually because they think there is something wrong with looking for submissive men. There’s nothing wrong with anything, but you need to work it out to figure that out.”

“You’ve been doing your therapy on me?” I said.

“You were so shy and so guarded. Your sex life permeates your normal life. You wouldn’t leave the house and everything made you afraid. I knew the problem was deep in you, sexually. I knew that you could feel free by letting it out.”

“But you told me that there were robbers and rapists out there,” I said, finally sitting up. My bum still hurt from being stretched, but that glistening euphoria was still glowing inside of me.

“Yes, those people exist everywhere, Liam. You can’t be afraid of people who might exist—you know that. You come from a city that has crime. I told you that they would prey on you if you lacked confidence. And over the last few weeks, I’ve seen your confidence grow in many ways. You’re close to accepting yourself. You need to keep working it out.”

She gave me her hand and helped me up to my feet. I was silent, in shock. I couldn’t believe that she’d been secretly working on me. “So what am I supposed to do now?”

“Now?” she said. “Now you follow the rules, or you really won’t like the punishment.”

I found myself smirking. I had a feeling that I really was going to like the punishment. “What’s the punishment?”

“I’m serious, Liam. Now, the punishment is that you don’t get anything from me or my clients. If you’re a good boy and you follow my rules, I will show you submissive fun that you’ve never had before. If you disobey, then you can sit in your room and read Polish language books.”

I wiped the smile off of my face. “Yes, ma’am,” I said obediently. And after that, I didn’t break another rule. I needed her little lessons. I loved our little romps.

Over the next week, she had her way with me three times, and her clients enjoyed me twice. Each time was tense and ridden with anxiety, but I felt like I was learning something about myself with each romp. I really did love being submissive. Olga let me have sex with her one night, with me on top, so that I could see what it was like being on the other side. It was nice and her asshole was tight, but I spent the whole time wishing that I was beneath her.

She had me pegged from the start: I was a submissive bottom. And maybe she was right: maybe there was nothing wrong with that. And the more I embraced it, the more comfortable I felt going out in Poland. Olga was right—there was a strange connection between sex and everyday life. Maybe that’s why people seem to change once they lose their virginity. Olga had a whole theory on that; apparently she even wrote a book on it—though the English version wasn’t available yet, so I couldn’t read it.

My visit with Olga turned out to be monumentally important. I learned so much about myself—more than I could have learned with ten years of travelling. And now, I was starting to feel more confident than ever about chasing my dream of travelling the world. Being an exchange student turned out to be the best thing I ever did.

THE END
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A SCHOOL FOR THE NAUGHTY


Nathaniel has gotten into trouble for what may be the last time. After being caught with the principal’s eighteen-year-old niece, Nathaniel finds himself expelled, and there aren’t any schools that want him now that he’s been expelled from three different institutes.

But there is one place still willing to give him a shot: an all-boys boarding school, an hour out into the middle of nowhere. It’s a school exclusively for naughty boys who have run out of options. The rules are strict and the school has a one-strike policy, so the students have to be very creative and careful when it comes to getting a little bit of action. A bunch of eighteen-year-old boys can’t go a year without any romantic interaction after all.


CHAPTER 1
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Sleeping with Kylie was totally worth it, even though I knew it was going to be the last straw. When we started kissing in that empty room at the end of the hall, I saw the camera in the corner of the room, and I knew that it meant getting in a bit more trouble. And I hadn’t forgotten the principal telling me just a week before: “If I see you in my office one more time, you’re gone.”

But how could I pass on the opportunity? It was the only empty room and the school supervisors were guarding both of the school’s exits. Kylie wanted it and I wanted to give it to her. “Let’s be quick,” I said, looking down from the camera. I knew we probably only had a few minutes before the school security guard noticed us on his screen, just a few doors down.

I think we were in one of the school’s many staff rooms. It was a door I’d never been through before and it wasn’t labelled, but there were two coffee makers in the small space, and a couch that was the perfect height for bending a young woman over.

Kylie was happy to skip the foreplay when I said, “We’d better hurry.” She even bent herself over and she pulled down her own panties, leaving me to flip up her skirt, revealing that round ass and that plump pussy. I dragged two fingers across her wet slit, making her moan. She looked back at me with her wide, youthful eyes. Then she bit her lip and grinned.

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

“Obviously,” I said before reaching back down to penetrated her with my two fingers. She moaned loudly, tilting her head back. I looked over at the door. Her moan was surely audible from the hallway, and maybe even from the classroom two doors down. “But you’ll have to keep those big lips shut if we’re going to last very long.”

She closed her mouth, pressing her lips thin, and she nodded her head. Then I fished out my erection and pressed it up against her wet slit.

It wasn’t the first girl I’d been caught on camera fucking in our school. And had she been any other girl, I probably wouldn’t have ended up being expelled. She was the principal’s niece.

But how could I say no when she was looking at me with those bright, glistening eyes? I pressed my tip against her hole and she moaned again. “Hold on,” I said. I pushed my thick erection into her tight pussy, making a bout of warm fluid gush out. She moaned yet again. I thought I heard the door opening, so I looked back quickly, but there was nobody there.

“Oh my God, it feels so good,” she said, rolling her head from side to side, with her face pushed down on the back of the couch. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and then she said, “Oh God, I’m not a virgin anymore.” My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. I suddenly felt a moment of guilt, but it quickly passed.

“Just hold on,” I said. I watched her pretty fingers clutch the edge of the couch, and then I began thrusting. She was much wetter than any girl I’d ever been with before. Every thrust made a gush of fluid pour down her legs, and that fluid was quickly pooling on the floor, even getting underneath my feet, making me slip. I had to widen my stance.

“Harder. Please fuck me harder,” she said. It was hard to believe that she was really a virgin. I wouldn’t have believed it had she not been so tight. Whenever she clenched, I perked up, worried she was going to squeeze my cock off of my body. “Slap my ass!” she said, so I started to gently spank her. “Harder! Spank me harder!” I spanked harder, now with my head turned towards the door. It was only a matter of time before our romp was brought to a swift end. Someone just needed to walk by, or that security guard just needed to look at his screen.

I turned to look up at the blinking red light on the camera. I couldn’t help but wonder if Kylie knew about the camera. Maybe she wanted to be caught by her principal uncle. Maybe this was some sort of weird revenge; she did mention being angry with her family earlier that day, after all.

But I wasn’t about to stop to ask questions. I only had a few minutes left—at most. So I grabbed her hips firmly and began thrusting even harder. I bit hard on my tongue and I looked down at her young, petite body. She had cute little beauty marks all over her back, and a band of freckles across her shoulders. She had a pair of braids dangling down over the couch. I decided to grab both braids, pulling her head back. “Oh God, yes!” she cried as I tugged. So I tugged even harder, making her groan. Somehow, she became louder. Maybe she really was trying to get caught. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

I wasn’t sure how much longer I could go for. I was tingling all over with euphoria. I dug my fingertips into her and closed my eyes, trying to think about something else: my grandparents, my homework, the mess in my room that I promised my mom that I would clean up, but I didn’t. I tried to control my breathing.

“Just don’t come in me. I had my period two weeks ago and I’m not on birth control,” she said with the cutest little moaning voice. And my mind went right back to thinking about her youthful body and that tight pussy, and then I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Before opening my eyes, I pulled out, ready to spray her cute back with my huge load.

“What the hell is going on here?” a deep, male voice shouted from the doorway. I turned to look and then I froze as my gaze found the reddened face of the principal. But even that scowling face wasn’t enough to stop my orgasm from coming. Cum began to spray out the tip of my cock, streaking across the man’s niece. I closed my eyes and shook my head, but I didn’t want to ruin the cumshot, so I clenched my cock tight and revelled in the dying moments of my academic career.

He wasn’t happy. And why would he be happy? He watched his niece getting sprayed with cum for a long fifteen seconds. When I finally opened my eyes again, his face was white and his eyes were dark red. “My office. Now,” he said. And then he marched away.

“I can’t believe you came on me, you asshole,” Kylie said, looking back at me. “It’s all over me! Gross!” She reached back and tried to wipe the cum off of her back. She flicked a glob onto the floor and said it again: “Gross! That’s so gross!”

I didn’t stay around to help her get cleaned up. Instead, I pulled up my pants and darted towards the principal’s office with my tail between my legs.

He was sitting there, behind his desk, red in the face as he waited for me. He shook his head as I approached. It seemed like everything was moving in slow motion. “That’s about all I can take from you,” he said. “That’s it. You’re done. Your ride here is over. Over. Get it?”

I took a seat across from him and nodded my head. “It won’t happen again,” I said softly. It was a line I’d used many times, with a few different principals. I had the puppy dog look perfected, but this time it didn’t matter. His face was getting even redder. I was surprised that steam wasn’t rising up from his ears.

“You’re done. Your parents are on their way already. You can sit there and wait—but I have nothing else to say to you. You’re done.”

I cracked a small grin. “But am I done?” I asked.

“You have no idea,” he said. And I really didn’t have any idea. I figured I was going to be sent to the school down the road. I’d been expelled a few times before, and they always just shuffled me over to a new school. Or maybe my parents would just let me finish my final year of high school online—which was honestly a dream. I knew that I could finish a day’s worth of schoolwork in a matter of a couple hours, and then I could use the rest of my time to play video games.

But I wasn’t going to be spending my time finishing my diploma online. I wasn’t going to be sent to the school down the road, or any school within the city limits.

“I highly recommend sending Nathaniel to a special school,” the principal said to my parents after filling them in on all of the details. “We’ve sent students to this school before. It’s only for the worst students. It teaches them discipline, and best of all, it tends to be a gruelling experience—which is what a lot of these delinquent students need.”

Of course my father was nodding his head in agreement, as if he agreed that I was a ‘delinquent’. “Just give us the information and we’ll get him signed up,” my dad said.

Then the principal passed my father a brochure. I looked at it quickly but didn’t recognize the name of the school. “Horus Academy,” I said. “Where the hell is that?”

“It’s about two hundred miles north of here.”

“Sounds good. Sign him up,” my dad said. My dad was still grumpy because I took his motorcycle out the week before, while he was at work, and I accidentally scraped it against a cement wall.

“C’mon. Two hundred miles away? Where am I going to stay?” I asked.

“It’s a boarding school,” my now ex-principal said. “You’ll live there until June. Five more months. They can probably get you started as soon as next week.”

“This is crazy,” I said. “You’re seriously going to send me to a boarding school because I fooled around with your niece?”

Now his face was turning red again. “No. I’m expelling you. I’m just giving your parents a suggestion. It’s up to them to send you to a boarding school.”

“We’re sending him,” my dad said.

I looked over at my mother, hoping to have at least one person on my side. She always took my side, so I was shocked when she opened her mouth and said, “If you think it’s a good idea, then it’s what we’ll do.”

Later that evening, the arrangements had been made. My dad made all of the calls and my mom dug a big suitcase out from the basement. “He can start on Monday,” my dad said as I sat in the living room, watching my parents dart left and right. They still seemed to be moving in slow motion, but at the same time, everything was happening so quickly.

“You’re just kidding around, right?” I said. But nobody answered me. I felt like I was a ghost trying to get the attention of the living.

“Are you sure about this?” my mom asked my dad.

“It’s just five months,” my dad said. “He needs it. If he acts like this out in the real world, it won’t be long before he ends up homeless—or a drug addict.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I said. But still, nobody was listening to me. “Why would I become a drug addict?”

“So when are we going to take him out there?” my mom asked.

“I’ll drive him in the morning—tomorrow.”

“The morning!” I said, jumping to my feet. “You said I wouldn’t start until Monday. Why the hell do I need to go in the morning?”

“You can put that suitcase away. They’ll provide him with clothes. They have a strict wardrobe policy there. It’s an expense, but I think it’ll be worth it.”

“Strict wardrobe policy?” I said. “You mean I’ll be dressed like one of those preppy private school assholes? Oh God, this is so embarrassing. Those guys don’t get any action. You know that right?”

My dad finally looked at me, acknowledging my existence. “Action?” he said. “It’s an all-boys school. It’s a two hour walk to the nearest town and the nearest girl. You won’t be seeing another girl until at least July.”

“July!” I said. “Is this some sort of cruel joke?”

“You just need to pack your tooth brush. In fact, they might even have that for you there.”

I felt like I was about to faint. I watched as my mom marched the suitcase back to the basement.

“I just have to make one more call,” my dad said. “They need Nathaniel’s sizes.” He looked at me. “You’re still a seven shoe size, right?”

I was too shocked to reply.

“He’s a seven and a half,” my mom said.

“Okay, I’ll go make that call.”

I didn’t sleep that night. I just sat quietly on the edge of my bed, staring at the wall, trying to decide if it was worth it.

And I kept finding myself smirking, because it was totally worth it: Kylie’s perfect pussy was worth a five month prison sentence. Though I wasn’t exactly excited about it.


CHAPTER 2
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It was a long three hour drive north. My mother didn’t come along for the drive. Instead, she stayed in bed and cried, making me feel guilty even though I still didn’t think that I had anything to be guilty about. I was eighteen and so was Kylie. Neither of us had class, so we weren’t even skipping class—we were just two consenting adults doing adult things. But I guess nobody else saw it that way.

My dad said almost nothing, except for, “I’m stopping for a coffee,” when we were halfway. He didn’t even offer to buy me a coffee, and I was exhausted.

The next sentence that came out from his mouth happened when we were just five minutes away. “Don’t get kicked out of this school, or you’ll be kicked out of the house too.”

We pulled up to the school: an impressive structure that looked a bit like a castle. There were three buildings: one tall building on the right, one tall building on the left, and a long U-shaped building in the middle of the property. “Here we are,” my dad said. “Let’s do this quickly. I need to get home before 2:00 PM for a meeting.”

My dad rushed me towards the large entrance of the long U-shaped building. A pair of black-clad adults came out, looking a bit like nuns. “Is this a religious school?” I asked.

“If it is, you’re going to do a damned good job of pretending to be Christian,” he said.

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Sisters,” my dad said with a big fake smile, waving the women down.

“We aren’t nuns,” they said.

“Oh,” my dad said. His cheeks turned red. I snickered, knowing my dad would spend the rest of the day feeling embarrassed about the blunder.

“You must be Nathaniel’s father—and you must be Nathaniel.”

“I must be,” I said.

“We’re excited to have you here.”

“I’m excited to be here,” I said, almost rolling my eyes. “I was told there would be no girls here, so you’re both a pleasant surprise.”

The women both looked at my father. “If he makes any more inappropriate comments, we’ll be calling you to pick him up.”

“He won’t,” my dad said, turning to look at me with narrowed eyes.

“Tough crowd,” I said softly, almost under my breath.

“He thinks he’s funny. He’s not actually trying to be inappropriate. At least I don’t think he is. He needs guidance. That’s why he’s here.”

“Well we can give him that. We have a strong reputation for setting boys straight. Come and walk with us. We’ll show you the school.” We followed the women while they continued to talk, giving us the rundown on the school. “Here is where you’ll spend the next five months. Students live in this building and all of your classes will be here. The other two buildings on the property are the administration building and the library. Students need special permission to access the library. Usually we will retrieve the books for the students, to keep the library clear and quiet.”

“Do you ever let the students out of this building then?” I asked.

“Of course. Every day, for gym class, assuming the weather is tolerable.”

I nearly groaned. We were only allowed outside for gym class? I was pretty sure that prisoners got to go outside more often than once per day, five days a week.

“I’m sure you’ll find that you will have plenty of coursework to complete in your dormitory.”

“Do I at least get my own room?” I asked.

Both women shook their heads. “You will share a room with five other students.”

“Five?” I said. My heart sunk into my stomach.

“And you will share a bathroom with eleven other students. There is a communal shower and a small kitchenette that we keep stocked with healthy food.”

“So where do I go for some privacy?” I asked, wondering where I could masturbate if there weren’t going to be any women around.

The nun-looking ladies just stared at me, as if the question was absurd. “Here’s where you’ll be staying.” She pushed open a door, revealing a room with three bunks: six beds in total. “Your bunkmates are currently in class, but you’ll meet them later tonight.” There was a stack of outfits on a bed in the corner. “Those clothes are yours. You should try them all on to make sure they fit correctly. You’ll be expected to keep your clothes folded as you see them now, and you’ll be expected to keep your bed made as you see it now. Failure to do so will result in expulsion.”

“He’ll do it,” my dad said. Then he looked at his watch. “You know what? I’ve got to get going. Sorry, ladies. I have an important meeting. You don’t mind finishing this tour without me, do you?”

I looked at my dad, straining to get his attention without saying anything. He finally looked at me and I forced a smile. “Okay, dad. You made your point. I won’t screw around anymore. Just take me home with you. I promise I’ll be good. We’ll look into that online school we talked about a few weeks ago. I’ll finish my classes online—and you won’t even know that I’m home.”

He shook his head. “I’ll see you in a few months. Be good,” he said, and then he turned around to leave, leaving me with a horrible sinking feeling.

“Dad. Please don’t go.”

“Come along,” one of the women said as she took a step in the other direction. “We’ll show you your shared bathroom, and then we’ll go over all of the rules here.”

“Dad!” I called out. But my dad wouldn’t turn around. I’d never felt so betrayed in my life. Why was he just leaving me? Didn’t he care about me? I could turn myself around without some silly boarding school. “Dad! Don’t go!” He wouldn’t turn around.

So I found myself in a large office with the two women. “Silence comes at nine-thirty. Lights go out at the same time. Everyone wakes up at five-thirty.”

“That’s early. Why so early?” I asked.

“It’s good to get into a habit. Five-thirty is a normal hour to wake up for a working man.”

“But I’m not a working man,” I said.

“You will be once you’ve graduated. Here, at Horus Academy, we prepare young men with difficulties, like yourself, for the working world. We give you your best shot at success.”

“And for some reason that means cutting us off from everything, including women?” I said.

They both nodded their heads. “And that’s another rule: we don’t allow our students to talk about women.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“No talk of sexual behaviour. No talk about girls you know or like. None of that.”

“Are you serious? What if I just want to tell someone a story that involves a girl?”

“You can tell the story, just don’t mention the girl specifically, and don’t describe her to your classmates. We’ve found that thoughts of women tend to complicate the minds of delinquent boys, like yourself.”

“You have to be fucking kidding me,” I said with parted lips. I shook my head.

“And no swearing. Another swear word, and you’re gone. The eighteen thousand dollar admission fee won’t be refunded to your parents.”

“Eighteen grand? Are you serious? They paid that? They wouldn’t even buy me a new XBOX when mine broke! I didn’t know they had that kind of scratch. Holy sh—” I stopped myself before saying it.

“We’re actually very affordable compared to the alternatives,” she said.

“I’m pretty sure my last four schools were completely free, unless you want to count my bus fare. Even then, I figured out how to make fake bus passes in Photoshop that the drivers actually fell for.”

The women stared at me with blank, unimpressed faces.

“Just know that we have a one strike policy—as in one strike and you’re out. And that starts now—that’s us being lenient.”

“Sure,” I said.

“And this book is for you. You can read it tonight,” she said, sliding a binder—and not a book at all—towards me. “Before you start class tomorrow, you can write a two thousand word essay on the book. Hand it in to your first period teacher. Here’s your class schedule, and here’s a map of the facilities.” She handed me more sheets of paper.

“Two thousand words by tomorrow morning—on something I haven’t even read yet. You’re kidding me, right? That’s like… eight hours of homework.”

“It’s not negotiable. Now go off to your room and get started.”

The women stood up and walked to the door. One of the women opened the door and the other motioned for me to leave. “Well? Go on now,” she said.

I stood up slowly with my new stack of homework. I walked by the women slowly, thinking that my orientation was strangely short, considering how strict the school was. Then I got to my room, which was still empty, and I opened up the book I was already dreading to read. It was a rulebook—at least for the first eight thousand words. The next sixteen thousand words were detailing the job opportunities available to a person without a completed high school diploma. Seeing as I had no Internet, I couldn’t ‘fact check’ the material, but it was alarming. The first five pages were strictly about fast food joints, and by page ten I learned that most fast food joints, including McDonald’s, won’t allow someone without their high school equivalency to become a manager.

It was a harrowing read, and I finished just as my flatmates returned from a long day of classes.

God, they looked like such losers in their school uniforms. All their sweaters looked too tight, and their shorts were far too short, showing off way too much thigh (and then their socks hid way too much calf). The uniforms had a 1900s Bavarian look about them. I looked down at my pile of clothes and wondered if the outfit would be just as tight and ridiculous on me.

“Hello there,” one of the boys said.

“Hey,” I said.

“So you’re replacing Jeff?” said another.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Am I? I don’t know—I guess so. Is that who used to sleep here?”

They nodded their heads. They seemed so harmless and timid. It was hard to believe that these young men were ‘naughty’. It was hard to believe that any of them had been caught in the teachers’ lounge with a naked schoolgirl, or caught behind the school with a bag full of drugs. “How long have you guys been here?” I asked.

“Three months,” said one young man.

“A year,” said another.

“Two years,” said another young man. I looked them up and down and nearly shuddered. Was that going to be me before I was finished? Was this ‘school for the naughty’ going to make me into a soft, limp-wrist loser?

They all sat down at their little desks and pulled out their homework. Quietly, they got to work, as if school hadn’t ended. At first, I was trying not to laugh. Then I realized that getting right to doing homework was probably better than the alternative: nothing. There was nothing to do in that boarding school. There were no games, no Internet—not even a deck of cards that I could spot. And every twenty minutes or so, I heard a pair of adult feet patrolling the hallway, probably making sure the students weren’t getting up to anything that could be remotely considered fun.

I started plodding away at my essay, writing whatever quickly came to my mind. It was getting late. The boys left for dinner and then they came back. “You should go eat before the food gets cold,” one of the men said to me. So I pulled myself away from my not-even-half-finished first draft and I went to the kitchen where one of the nun-looking-ladies had a big pot of soup. She served me a bowl, and it was alarmingly bland—but I wasn’t surprised. The goal of the school seemed to be to make the students bland, so it made sense that the food was bland.

When I returned to my room, the sun was down and the lights had been dimmed. My bunkmates were now in their beds, sitting up and chatting quietly. “Do you need us to be quiet?” the younger-looking blonde boy asked.

I shook my head. “It’s fine. I’m just writing whatever bullshit comes to my mind,” I said. The three men looked at me with wide eyes, and I remembered that I wasn’t supposed to curse—even though I didn’t think that ‘shit’ was a curse word. They continued to chat quietly, then one of them said, “It’s lights out in five minutes. That means you have to stop that.”

“Stop what? Doing homework?” I said.

He nodded his head.

“I can’t do homework once the lights are out?”

All three men nodded their heads.

“But I’m only half done,” I said.

“You’ll have to finish before class tomorrow morning—otherwise you’ll get into trouble.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It wasn’t even 10:00 PM. I was used to staying up way later. I wasn’t even a tiny bit tired—though my eyes were heavy from boredom. I wanted to fight my bunkmates—or maybe to shake some sense into them. But instead, I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. “Fine,” I said. I put my papers and pen away, and then I slipped into my bed. One of the female staff members came to turn out the light. She was younger—probably no older than twenty-five, and she was kind of hot—or maybe that was just my brain adjusting to the lack of women around. She looked at me for a moment, not recognizing me. I smiled and winked, and then her eyes narrowed. Was winking against the rules? Was I about to get into trouble.

“It’s quiet time now,” she said, gently pushing her blonde hair off of her face.

When she slipped away, I sat up. I waited until her footsteps were inaudible, and then I whispered, “Who was that? She’s not bad, huh?”

“Shh,” said one of my bunkmates, but I couldn’t tell who in the darkness.

“You guys don’t even whisper after curfew?” I asked, still being as quiet as possible.

“You’re going to get us in trouble.”

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head and rolling over. “What a bunch of losers.” I said it as quietly as I possibly could, but I had a feeling they could all still hear me. My first day at that prison wasn’t even over and I was already a combination of confused, furious, and defeated. Just how badly did I want my high school diploma? That book made flipping burgers sound like the worst job on the planet, but it probably wasn’t really that bad. And I could always save up enough money to start a business. It’s not like you need a high school diploma to start a business. Or do you?


CHAPTER 3
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It was a long time before I fell asleep—probably four, maybe five hours. And then I had a weird dream that didn’t make a lot of sense. In my dream, I woke up in that bunk room alone. “Anyone here?” I asked, looking around. It was still dark, but I could hear footsteps outside the door, and what sounded like a giggle.

I stood up slowly and checked all of the beds before going out into the hall, which was also desolate. “Hello?” I gently called out. Then I went to the room across the hall, which also contained six empty beds. Where did everyone go? I went to the next room, and then the next, but they were all empty.

And then I turned around one corner and froze as my gaze fell upon a naked young man. He had a big, stiff erection and his eye were covered with a blindfold. He turned around to face me and my heart skipped a beat. Then I started backing up. For some reason, I was filled with fear—as one gets during a nightmare. I started running, but now I was lost. I couldn’t remember my way back to my bedroom, so I started taking random turns, hoping to eventually end up at my room. I ran into rooms and tried to open locked doors. My heart rate picked up and I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

Finally, I ran through one door and I instantly recognized my bed, with my unfinished homework scattered on the end of the blanket. I crawled under the sheet and closed my eyes, and then the dream ended.

At least I thought it was a dream. I walked into my first class the next morning, dressed in my ridiculous school uniform, but before I could sit down, one of the female instructors came up to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Come with me, please.”

She sounded angry. I went with her down a series of hallways. We ended up in a small room with a television. “We have a one-strike policy here,” she said. “And this could be your one strike.” She turned on the television and pressed play, showing CCTV footage of me running down the hallway in a panic, in the middle of the night.

“You broke curfew,” she said.

“I did?” I said. Until that moment, I assumed the strange middle of the night incident had been a bizarre dream.

She stared at me with narrowed eyes. “If one of your bunkmates put you up to this, I strongly suggest telling me who. It could be the difference between you getting a degree and you going home.”

“I swear I don’t remember doing it. I mean—I had a weird dream—but—but—I don’t know. Maybe I was sleepwalking.”

She continued to stare at me. “Well we have four different angles of you running like this. I don’t know what you were up to, and I don’t yet know you well enough to know if you’re lying to me—but don’t let this happen again. Students cannot leave their rooms past curfew.”

“I understand,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. I didn’t want to get thrown out. I didn’t want to make my parents any more disappointed in me than they already were.

“Go to class and we’ll forget this didn’t happen. But don’t think this is us being lenient. We aren’t lenient here. We have a one-strike policy, and maybe this should have been a strike—and maybe it will be a strike if we find out you were up to something.”

“Okay. I understand,” I said. I nodded my head politely and I went back off to class. My hands were trembling—something I wasn’t used to. I’d never cared about what any teacher had to say to me before. I definitely never cared about getting into trouble, especially over something stupid like being caught running in the middle of the night. But maybe that reading material got to me. Maybe that propaganda they forced me to read actually got into my head.

I took a deep breath before slipping into class, which was already underway. I took a seat in the back and I sunk into my chair. And then the teacher pointed at me. I assumed she was about to introduce me to the rest of the class, but instead she said, “Sit upright like a proper adult.”

I sat still for a moment, not thrilled that someone was telling me how to sit. Then my skin tingled and that unfamiliar fear crept back into me. “Okay. Sorry,” I said as I sat up. Maybe they really were getting through to me.

Class was boring. It was material we’d already gone over in my last school, but now the class was frighteningly silent. I wasn’t used to this kind of silence—not even the pattering of fingers on phones or gentle whispers between friends. Everyone was sitting upright and staring forward, like a room filled with robots. And I was trying my hardest to be one of them, but the boredom was so overwhelming that I couldn’t help but squirm. I moved my legs and tried hard not to groan. Usually I would kill some time on my phone—and if I didn’t have a phone, I would draw some sort of inappropriate doodle on a sheet of paper, or maybe a comic.

Now, all I could do was stare at the teacher. She was an older woman, maybe fifty or fifty five. Her hair was mostly grey already, but I could see how she would have been hot back in her twenties. She had high cheekbones and big eyes. She wasn’t wearing makeup now, but I bet she would have looked good with some eyeliner and a bit of eyeshadow. She had the early forming of jowls, but it was nothing a simple face lift couldn’t have—

“Nathaniel, do I have your attention?” she said. Now everyone was turned and staring at me. My heart fluttered.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Good. This is very important.”

And now I was trying to figure out how she knew that I was zoned out. I was sitting upright (with a sore back) and I was staring at her—so how did she know that I wasn’t paying any attention?

The next class was the same. The teacher was even older and even more boring, so it was an even greater challenge to stay focussed on the pointless nonsense coming out from her mouth. She was the school’s math teacher, now teaching formulas for finding angles of complicated shapes—information nobody in that classroom would ever use. Somehow, I got through the hour without announcing my boredom with a loud groan.

Then, for our third class of the day, we had a hottie for a teacher. It was history class and she was thirty-five years old at the most, with long blonde hair and a pair of glasses that sat flirtingly on the tip of her nose. She had pouty lips—or what I would call ‘blowjob lips’. It was easy to stare at her for the hour, even though she wasn’t wearing any makeup. She didn’t really need any makeup, though a bit of eyeliner would have easily taken her from a seven to a nine.

Whenever she looked at me, I grinned, trying to let her know that I was interested if she was interested. But she never looked at me for long enough to help me know if she even noticed that I hadn’t been there every day since the start of the school year.

I imagined her wearing skimpy lingerie. I stared down her body for a long time, download a clear mental image that I could work with later. There was no Internet in that facility, which meant I would only have my imagination when it came to ‘alone time’—which wasn’t even going to be alone time, seeing as we never got to be alone. I knew I was going to have to jerk off in my bed, under the covers, quietly once my bunkmates were asleep.

Then I thought about them all jerking off around me and on top of me, and a shudder tingled through me. When else were they jerking off? Surely they were jerking off. No eighteen year old man can go more than a week without busting a nut. Or was this school planning to eliminate my libido as well?

We got another pile of homework at the end of the day. My pile was the biggest because I apparently had to ‘catch up’, even though we were going over material that I’d been over before at my last school. From the time we returned to our room to the time the lights went out, I sat at my little desk and trudged through piles of assignments and worksheets.

And running off just a few hours of sleep from the night before, I was exhausted when the lights finally went out. I dozed off, even though it was my goal to stay away for an hour so I could rub one out to the mental image of the young teacher whose name I’d already forgotten.

I wanted to jerk off so badly that I actually forced myself to wake up, pulling myself from a dream in the middle of the night. The room was silent and dark. I took a deep breath and fought the urge to fall back asleep. I mustered up the image of the pretty teacher, and then I forced her to take her clothes off in my imagination. She bent over slowly with straight legs. I was watching from behind her, watching the reveal of her plump pussy and puckering asshole. I imagined her reaching back with a big dildo. First, she pushed it into her soaking-wet cunt, just to get the dildo lubricated. Then she dragged the tip of the dildo up to her puckering butthole and started pressing it in. Her hole was tight, but she pushed hard enough to penetrate herself, eliciting a cute moan. Using her free hand, she played with her nipples. Drops of warm juice began to drip from her pussy to the cool academy floor.

She pushed the dildo deep into her asshole. She threw her head back and screamed out with pleasure. Now my cock was erect in my clenched fist. I started to jerk it slowly, making sure not to make a single noise. I could feel my veins throbbing. I hadn’t been this hard in years—it was the first time I’d gone more than three days without beating off since I was old enough to know that masturbation was even a thing.

In my mind, the teacher was now wedging a ruler stick into her tight pussy, still with the dildo in her asshole. It was an awkward struggle, but she managed to push it deep—and then the young man in the bunk above me rolled over.

I froze. The hot image of the teacher fluttered out from my head. I kept my eyes closed and I refused to move a muscle, not even taking my hand off of my cock. I listened as he climbed down the ladder and walked across the room. He stopped at the bunk across from me. I peeked my eyes open to see what he was doing. He was giving the sleeping young man a nudge. Then he turned around and I closed my eyes again. I heard him nudging another boy, and then another. “Let’s go,” whispered one of the boys. I opened my eye a tiny crack, enough to see the boys sneaking out from the bedroom.

They were breaking the rules: all of them. A part of me wanted to tell them to stop, worried they were going to somehow get me in trouble. But another part of me was proud of them. It was nice to know that they weren’t completely brainwashed. It was nice to think that they weren’t complete losers, completely afraid of going against the almighty academy.

I sat up and jumped out from my bed after the last boy left the room. I peeked out into the hallway and watched them tiptoeing down, joining the boys from the other rooms.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I whispered. It was something everyone was in on.

I followed from a distance, copying them as they moved from one side of the hall to the other. They had the CCTV cameras memorized. They knew which hallways to avoid. The line was probably thirty students: five whole rooms joined together.

I watched them all filter into a room at the very end of the school hallway. The door closed without a sound, leaving me alone in the hallway, fifty feet away, watching from around the corner, unnoticed.

I wanted to go into the room but a part of me was afraid to get wrapped up in their little scheme. They were smart to all break the rules together: the academy couldn’t expel everyone… could they?

I crept up to the door and pressed my ear against it. I strained to listen for a long moment. I could hear faint chatter when I strained hard enough, but it was impossible to hear what was being said. I looked on the door to see what the room was for, but the room didn’t have a label, unlike our bunk rooms and all of the classrooms. Maybe it was just a spare room, or maybe there was something special inside.

I reached for the door knob, tempted to go inside. Would they be mad at me if I joined them? Was I the only one not allowed to attend their secret club?

I paused, worried again that I would implicate myself into whatever nonsense was going to get them all expelled. So I took my hand off of the handle, and then I heard the footsteps coming from down the hallway. I paused and looked around frantically. Instead of retreating into the room, I ran across the hall and tucked myself into the nook of a doorway. I held my breath as a woman walked by slowly. She stopped just ten feet away and looked around. I was crouched and tucked into a small ball. Thankfully she didn’t look down to see me hiding in that shadowed nook.

She kept walking. I assumed my classmates had her schedule memorized. Now, I wanted to go back to that door, to listen hard again to hear what was being said. But before I could stand up, that door opened. One of my bunkmates came out, holding the hand of a young woman—about our age. I covered my mouth as my eyes became wide. They were hiding girls in that school!?

The couple scurried down the hallway without noticing me. They went into a room and gently closed the door. Were they going to fuck? Maybe my classmates really weren’t giant losers after all.

I stood up and tiptoed over to that room. I put my ear against the door and heard the faint giggling of a young woman. “That feels good,” I heard the boy say.

“It’s so hard.”

“You’re so hot,” he replied.

I bit down on my tongue and covered my mouth again. They really were going to fuck. I looked down and saw that there was a large gap between the door and the floor. I knew I could peer under that gap, so I flattened my body down and peered into that room. I could see their bottom halves. I could see his bare legs and his big erection, which was in her fist, and I could see her cute skirt and her tall stockings. She was stroking him.

But where did she come from? Was there an all-girls school on the other side of that big building? Maybe on a different floor? Why did nobody mention the existence of any girls? Why was I told that there weren’t any girls for miles, aside from the staff. Or was she a staff member? The skirt didn’t appear to be a school uniform. It was pink and cotton and short—not plaid and long like a schoolgirl skirt should be.

I watched for a moment, until the boy turned the girl around and bent her over a desk. That’s when I heard the footsteps coming again. I retracted myself away from the door and tucked myself into a tight ball again, still in the doorway nook. I closed my eyes and held my breath, worried that this would be the time I got caught. But the footsteps went right by. My shadowy nook kept me hidden enough—and maybe just enough.

Now I could hear a gentle moaning, and it was a minute later when I started hearing the slapping of a pelvis against an ass. “Just like that,” a soft voice muttered. “Don’t stop. Right there. Oh God, it feels so good.”

I bit down on my tongue and fought back a grin. Maybe this place wasn’t such a dull hellhole after all. Maybe I just needed to work my way into my bunkmates’ friend bubble, so I could be included in whatever I was now listening to.

Down the hallway, that door opened again. Another boy came out holding a girl’s hand. They giggled as they jogged across the hall and slipped into one of the empty rooms. I crept over and put my ear against the door, listening as the couple giggled inside before starting to moan gently. They became quiet a minute before that patrolling teacher came by. The students definitely had the patrol schedule down firmly.

And now I knew that I had to get back to my room. I was gambling with my academic career every time that teacher went by.

I did my best to follow the same path back to my room, hugging the same series of walls until I reached my bunk room door. Once inside, I took a deep breath, though I was still nervous that one of the CCTV cameras picked me up. Maybe I didn’t follow the path perfectly, or maybe I didn’t time my escape the way I was supposed to.

I crawled into bed and closed my eyes, but now I couldn’t sleep, feeling jealous that my classmates were all out sleeping with hot girls while I was alone in bed. It was forty minutes later when I heard the door open and tiptoeing footsteps came in. Without saying a word, my bunkmates crawled into their beds and the room became silent again, as if nothing had happened at all. And for a moment I wondered if maybe the whole thing was a weird dream.


CHAPTER 4
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Ilooked around at my classmates the next day. I looked at their faces as they stared forward at the teacher. They all looked so inconspicuous—but now I was starting to realize that they were all pros. They were like me: expelled from every school they’d ever gone to. They were expert troublemakers, and now, with all of this school’s strict rules, they were just honing their troublemaking skills. They were probably sharing their secrets and becoming masters of undermining authority.

One of them looked over at me and I looked away quickly. I waited until he was looking forward again before I looked back at him. He was short and skinny and blonde. His skin was smooth and he had big eyes. He certainly didn’t seem like the troublemaking type—but maybe that was intentional. He looked like a nerd. He certainly wasn’t doing any weightlifting—or anything particularly manly. It was hard to imagine him trotting off with one of those cute girls, but maybe he had some sort of game that I wasn’t seeing.

I couldn’t help but notice his legs. He was wearing shorts and he had his socks pulled up, as per the dress code, but the few inches of exposed leg had no leg hair. Did he shave or did he have some sort of condition?

It wasn’t just him: the young man sitting next to him was also clean-shaven on the legs, and so was the young man to my left, and the one to my right. Maybe it was some sort of inside joke, or some sort of way of identifying who was cool and who was an outsider. There were only a few guys in the class with hair on their legs.

“Nathaniel,” the teacher said. I looked up quickly. “Do I have your attention?”

“Of course,” I said.

She stared at me for a long moment as I prayed that she wouldn’t ask me to repeat what she had been talking about, because I had no idea what she’d been talking about. Luckily, she looked down at her material and continued droning on.

I was excited when the third period rolled around and I got to see that young hottie of a teacher, with her big fluttering eyelashes and her perky rack that she didn’t do a great job of hiding under her tight sweater. She was a feast for the eyes: a real beauty in a sea of drab. I stared at her gorgeous face whenever she was looking up, and I stared at her succulent body whenever she was looking down. I still wanted to fuck her, and I would have definitely surrendered my chances at getting my high school diploma if the opportunity came up.

When we returned to our room that afternoon, I looked around at my studying bunkmates and then I said, “I want in.”

They all stared at me in silence.

“I know what you guys have been up to at night, and I want in too.”

“What do you think we’ve been up to?” one of my bunkmates asked with a raised brow.

“You’ve been meeting up and partying with girls. I want in.”

The young men turned to look at each other. They started giggling.

“What’s so funny? Let me in. I want in,” I said.

“You don’t know anything,” the blonde in the corner said. He was biting his lip and smirking.

“I know everything, pretty much,” I said. “I was awake last night. I followed you guys. I want to come tonight. Bring me.”

“You have no idea what you’re asking for right now,” said the straight-faced young man with the scruffy brown hair. “You’ve got five months until you graduate. Just ride it out and don’t risk getting kicked out because you want to feel included.”

“If you don’t include me, I’ll tell the teachers what you’ve been doing,” I said, and then I was the one smirking as their faces all went white and their smiles disappeared.

“Why don’t you just mind your own business?” said the blonde in the corner.

“Because I don’t want to. I’m stuck here for five months. I can’t go five months without seeing and feeling a woman’s body.”

The men looked at each other. “Just stay out of it,” said the blonde. “For your own sake. You’ll be happier—just trust me.” The other men nodded in agreement.

“No,” I said. “Bring me tonight or I’ll go and tell the teachers the moment you leave this room. That’s the deal.” I wasn’t happy to be blackmailing my classmates. I could already tell that they didn’t like me very much—they saw me as an outsider and now they saw me as a threat. “I promise I won’t ruin the fun. I just want to be included.” As I stared at their unimpressed faces, I started to feel bad, like I was the loser in the group; I was the one bringing down the fun and ruining the good thing they had going. “I promise—you won’t even notice me there.”

“Yes we will,” said the blonde, who seemed to be the one who liked to do all the talking. “But I guess if you’re giving us no choice, then that’s what’s happening. Just don’t be upset when you don’t like what you get.” I assumed it was his way of saying that he didn’t think any of the girls would be interested in getting with me, and he was worried that I would go and tattle on them when I didn’t get laid. But I didn’t care as much about that—I just wanted to feel like I was a part of something other than just endless school work and dumb curfews.

I turned back to my homework and the room became silent. I heard a few sighs behind me, and I hated that I just bullied my way into being included, but I was happy that I would get to at least have the opportunity to get some action.

The room remained mostly silent until the teacher came by to let us know that it was time for bed. The guys all crawled into their beds so I did the same. I was tired, even though I wanted to stay awake, just in case the guys decided not to wake me up for their night of fun. But the lack of sleep from the previous night was quickly catching up with me.

I tried to stay awake—I tried as hard as I could, knowing there was almost no chance they would wake me up when the time came. But the harder I tried to stay awake, the faster I fell asleep.

I was out before an hour even went by.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas having a dream about that gorgeous teacher. In my dream, she was wearing red, lacy lingerie, crawling around on the floor on her hands and knees, purring like a kitten as she stared at me, dark eyeliner around her eyes. She turned around and started crawling away from me, looking back at me over her shoulder. From behind, I could see her butthole behind the tiny string of her G-string. It was puckering and begging to be plugged.

And then a rude hand shoved my arm and scared me awake. “Hey!” I said, rolling over, ready to throw down even though I was still completely wiped out.

“Shh,” my blonde roommate said with his finger to his lips. “Either get up or go back to sleep.”

I rubbed my eyes and blinked a few times before my eyes were able to focus on the line of my classmates filtering out of that bunk room. I remained still for a moment, remembering the deal I made—or maybe it wasn’t so much a deal as it was blackmail. Now the blonde was leaving the room. He stopped to look at me before slipping out the door.

I jumped up to my feet and nearly stumbled as my legs woke up after the rest of my body. I didn’t want to miss out on my chance to be part of something fun, even though my body desperately wanted to go back to sleep. I hustled to catch up to the line of students. I managed to get right behind the blonde boy, just fifteen feet from our room.

“Should I have brought anything?” I whispered.

“Shh!” he replied, turning to look at me over his shoulder with narrowed eyes. He looked far from impressed—probably still angry at me for inviting myself to be part of their little club.

We went down the hall, hugging the right wall and then the left wall before making a turn and then another turn, avoiding the hallways with security cameras.

My heart was racing. I hadn’t forgotten that book they made me read on day one: the detailed guide of how horrible my life would be if I made a single mistake at that boarding school. Now I was certainly making a mistake that would get me tossed out. I was trusting my classmates completely, even though I knew that they weren’t too fond of me. Sure, the teachers did their patrol on a schedule, but there was nothing stopping them from doing their walk a few minutes early.

We got to that empty classroom. The paint on the walls of the dark room was peeling, and there was a pile of old wooden desks in the corner. “What room is this?” I asked after the door closed behind us.

“Shh,” the blonde male said again, looking at me with those narrowed, judging eyes.

There were twenty students in that room, at least. Everyone was standing silently, moving away from the door. I looked around, trying to figure out what was happening. A whole minute went by. Everyone remained still and silent, staring at the ground. I was starting to think that I’d invited myself into some sort of weird cult. Everyone was acting so strange. I was too tired to just stand quietly in a musty room all night.

“What are we doing here?” I whispered to the male next to me.

“Shh!” he snapped quietly with a finger to his lips.

So I played along. I remained silent for another long minute, and then another minute. I looked up at the old clock on the wall, which was still ticking. Another five tedious, silent minutes went by, and then the quiet footsteps of a patrolling teacher went by. Everyone tensed up and looked towards the door as the faint shadow of the patrolled moved by the door. Once the footsteps were gone, one of the students started whispering. “We have a newcomer with us tonight, which means initiation.”

Everyone looked towards me. Apparently I stuck out like a broken and bloodied thumb.

“Who gets initiation duty?” asked another student.

“Carol, right?” said the student directly next to me.

“Betty is before Carol,” said the first student.

“What’s the initiation?” I asked.

“Shh!” five different students said at once, making me retract back, with my shoulders rising up to my ears.

“Sorry,” I whispered—too quietly for anyone to hear, otherwise I would have probably gotten another sharp ‘shh’.

“I was sure it was Carol first.”

“No. It’s Betty. Carol gets the next initiation. That’s just the order.”

“Then where’s Carol?”

“Taking the night off.”

“Why?”

“What difference does it make?”

“Whatever.”

I had no idea what they were talking about, or what the initiation was.

The apparent leader of the young men—the guy who broke the silence after the teacher went by—looked at me and pointed at my torso. “Clothes off.”

“My clothes?” I said.

“Everything.”

“For what?” I asked. I wasn’t a shy nude. I didn’t care if a bunch of guys saw me naked. I had a big dick and I spent a good deal of time working on my body. But I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of stripping down without being told why. What if this was some sort of setup? What if they were going to get me in trouble and expelled? No—they wouldn’t do that. I had too much dirt on them. I knew how and where and when they met up at night; I could tell the principal and have their whole operation shut down… Though I wouldn’t be able to say exactly what they were doing when they mysteriously met up every night.

“Quick,” said another student. “Take off your clothes.”

So I bent over and slipped my school-provided pyjamas down, and then I pulled off my shirt.

“Undies too,” said the leader.

“What is this for?” I asked.

“You’ve got fifteen seconds.” The boys were now looking at the clock.

My heart skipped a beat. I slipped down my boxers and used a hand to cover my cock, feeling strangely vulnerable, even though I didn’t mind showing off what God gave me.

“What is this—”

“Shh!” eight students said simultaneously, and then everyone turned to the door.

Fifteen long seconds of silence came before another round of footsteps. The footsteps stopped for a moment in front of the door. The student next to me pressed his hand against his lips. His eyes were wide and terrified. I could feel my own hands shaking as beads of cold sweat began to form on the back of my neck. Were we about to get caught? Was it going to be my fault?

The footsteps turned to the door. The faces in the room suddenly turned white. Then the footsteps turned away and walked down the hall, continuing on their patrol route.

Ten seconds later, the students in the room let out a collective sigh of relief. “Okay, it’s the big break,” said the leader student.

“Big break?” I asked.

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “They come by every five minutes in four rotations, and then they take a twenty minute break before the next four rotations. The schedule’s different on weekends—we can fill you in on all that later though. You and Betty need to finish your initiations.”

“Who’s Betty?” I asked.

“Put his blindfold on,” said the leader. Then suddenly I was blind. A student snuck up behind me and pulled a dark band across my eyes.

“Any idea if Betty is ready?” asked a boy with a grin in his voice.

“She should be ready. Nate better hope she’s ready.” A few of the boys giggled. They were allowing some volume into their voices now, apparently more comfortable now that the teachers were on their ‘big break’. “Hands behind your back.” It was a moment before I realized they were talking to me. I put my hands behind my back and then I felt a pair of hands grab my wrists. Then I felt the tight restriction of some sort of tough cloth. “Tight enough?”

I tried pulling my hands apart. I felt so stupid, standing naked and blindfolded in a room with nineteen other men who were basically strangers. I didn’t know a single name among them, and they were probably all staring at my dick now.

“You’ll go left down the hall and then you’ll take a right at the first turn. Go down thirty five paces and then take another right.”

“Are you talking to me?” I said. My head was spinning and I was struggling to understand what they were saying to me.

“Yes. Don’t forget it. You’ve only got eighteen minutes now. And if you don’t get off in eighteen minutes, you’re out.”

I shook my head and laughed. “If you kick me out, I can just tell the teachers on you,” I said.

“That’s what everyone says, but they’re usually gone before they get a chance to tattle.”

“What do you mean?” I said. “And what do you mean by get off?”

“Seventeen minutes. What do you think we mean by get off.”

“Get him out there!” said one of the students. I was suddenly shoved through the doorway. I nearly fell flat on my face, but I managed to catch my balance. My heart was pounding now. I could feel the darkness of the hallway surrounding me. “Where do I go?” I whispered. But nobody answered. I knew that I was alone. I knew that I’d made a big mistake by signing myself up for this.

I didn’t want to get caught. I didn’t want to get kicked out of the club—or kicked out of the school (and it sounded like getting kicked out of the school was the punishment for failing the initiation). So I started moving, turning left and heading towards the first turn. I walked awkwardly into the wall when I thought I was turning down a new hallway. “Shit,” I mumbled. I used my shoulder to find the proper turn, and then I tried to remember how far down I had to move to the next checkpoint.

Was it twenty steps? Thirty steps? How would I know if I was correct? I tried hard to think of what he said. I was pretty sure he said thirty five steps, so I started counting, but it was hard to count with my heart racing at two hundred beats per minute. When I reached thirty steps, I walked into a wall with my right shoulder. “Ouch,” I grunted. Did I go too far? I took another four steps, dragging my shoulder across the wall, and then suddenly I felt an opening: a turn. Was it the right turn I was supposed to make? How much longer did I have until the ‘big break’ was over?

I stumbled forward, and then I heard the sound of footsteps. I gasped and turned around, tripping myself. I fell to the ground with a dull thud, unable to catch myself with my hands. I scrambled until I was up on my feet, and then I spun around trying to locate the sound. Now I wanted my blindfold off. This was a big mistake. I didn’t want to work at a burger joint for the rest of my life!

I spun around multiple times, until I was completely turned around. Then I heard the footsteps again, coming closer. I had the sudden urge to beg, to tell whoever was coming at me that they made me do it—that I tried to say no, but they gave me no choice.

“Hey there,” a soft, female voice said.

“H—Hello?” I said, trying to turn my face towards the girl.

“You’ve got a big dick,” she said.

“I do?” I said. My heart was throbbing quickly. I wanted to cover myself up, but I couldn’t move my hands.

“We only have ten minutes. I hope you can get it up and get off that fast,” she said. “We should start.”

“Huh?” I said, still trying to process her big dick remark. There was something peculiar about her whispering voice, but I couldn’t figure out what. I felt her hands press up against my ribs, and then I felt them slide down and she moved to her knees. My heart skipped another beat. Was she going to give me a blowjob?

“We don’t have much time,” she said. “Tell me what you like best.”

“What I like best?” I said.

“Hurry,” she said. “What would be fastest? You want sucked? Handjob? Tell me. We’re running out of time.”

“Um,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was terrified and overwhelmed. I was trying to imagine a face to accompany the girl’s voice. I wanted to ask her what she looked like: was she thin? What colour was her hair? Was she pretty? Where did she go to school? How did they organize all of this?

She sighed. “Just try get it up,” she said. “We don’t have much time left.” I felt her fingers curl around my flaccid cock, making me jump and gasp. She had a tight grip. She tugged it a few times before leaning in to stick my tip into her warm mouth.

I let out a long sigh of relief. I couldn’t see her, and maybe she was hideous, but it had been a long time since I’d had any action. I was down to take whatever I could get.

She pulled her hand down to my pelvis and pushed her head forward, so she had all of me inside of her mouth. She began to suck, tickling the underside of my shaft with her tongue. “That feels good,” I said.

She started slow with her head bobs, but she didn't stay slow for long. After thirty seconds, she was bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips tight to massage my thickening cock. It really did feel amazing—unlike any blowjob I’d ever gotten. This girl knew how to give a great blowjob. She knew her way around a cock. There wasn’t a single move that felt awkward or uncomfortable, which was unusual from someone our age. She obviously had some experience.

It was only a minute before I was rock hard. Now she couldn’t fit me all in her mouth, so she used her hand to massage my length. I let her suck for a long, perfect minute. The thought of getting caught breezed through my mind, but I no longer cared—just like when I was with the principal’s niece in the teacher’s lounge: if I got caught, it was worth it.

“Are you going to come soon or what?” she asked, taking a break with her mouth but not with her hand.

“Just keep going. It feels great,” I said.

“We don’t have much time. I can’t fail this initiation,” she said.

“I’ll do my best,” I said.

“That’s not good enough. You need to come.”

“Whatever happens happens,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

She groaned. “Fine,” she said. Then I heard her spit, and I felt her free hand reaching around behind me. I felt her fingertips nestling between my butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. She kept jerking and sucking with one hand, and then the fingertips of the other hand found my asshole.

“Seriously. What are you doing?”

She suddenly penetrated my hole. I gasped. “Hey!” I shouted.

“Shh!” she said before returning to my cock.

I became frozen with parted lips. She pushed two fingers deep into my asshole, which I was not fond of. She curled her fingers inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely was humiliating. She twisted and tugged her fingers until she found a sweet spot, and then she began to thrust her fingers in and out.

“What the hell are you doing?” I whispered.

“Just come. We have, like, three minutes at most.” She sucked her lips around my tip and jerked hard with her free hand. I tried to imagine the scene: her on her knees with one hand in my ass and the other around my cock. The image in my head was ridiculous—but it did feel kind of nice (not that I was about to admit it). She managed to find a strange sweet spot in my asshole, which felt great every time her fingertips pushed against it. It paired well with her tight jerking and the teasing of her tongue on the tip of my cock. I groaned.

A part of me didn’t want to come, because coming would be like admitting the anal penetration felt good. But it did feel good—and I needed to come in order to pass the test. So I tried to push away the humiliation. I tried to focus on the amazing euphoria that was pulsing through my body. I squirmed and groaned and bit down hard on my tongue.

I probably should have warned her that I was going to come. She gasped as the first blast struck the back of her throat. I let out a deep groan. She leaned back, releasing my cock from her mouth, maybe instinctually. Then I heard her gasp before saying, “Hey!” I think I was coming on her face now. She let go of me and jumped back, ruining the orgasm. I wanted to squeeze my own cock, to keep that euphoria going strong. But instead, my cock drained itself in the open air, twitching with every cum shot.

“What the hell?” I said.

“C’mon!” she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me off to the side. I struck a wall and then she pushed down on my shoulders. “Don’t make a sound,” she whispered. “Don’t even breathe.”

It was ten seconds later when the footsteps came by: a patrolling teacher. Betty squished her body firmly against mine, turning her head down into my shoulder. I could feel that we were in one of the dark doorway nooks. There wasn’t a touch of light piercing my eyelids.

The footsteps went away and then Betty pulled me to my feet. “Let’s get you back to the room.”

She guided me by holding my wrist, down the same series of hallways that took me to that mystery spot in that boarding school. She pushed me through the door and then backed out and left. Two men grabbed me and pulled me aside. “Can you take this off of me?” I asked.

“Shh!” they said. And then we stood in silence for three minutes, until the familiar footsteps walked by the room. Then they took my blindfold off and the room seemed strangely bright, even though it was dark and lightless.

“Well, I guess you’re in the club now,” said my blonde roommate.

One of my classmates gave me a firm pat on the back. “You really did it,” he said. “Good for you. More than half the guys who try out end up failing.”

“Really?” I said. “But it seems like every guy in the school is here.”

“Yeah, they are,” he said.

“So where are the people who fail?” I asked.

They all chuckled. “Who knows?”

They giggled some more, leaving me with a churning in my gut. I was so close to being caught, and from being kicked out of that school. And now that I had a clear head, I wasn’t so sure that it was worth the risk. Getting a blindfolded blowjob probably wasn’t worth spending the rest of my life in a burger joint.

But that didn’t matter now. I passed the initiation and now I got to be part of the club. Though the night was over. The guys formed a line, waited for the next ‘big break’, and then we all returned to our respective bunk rooms to get some sleep before our morning classes.


CHAPTER 6
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We were all sitting and waiting for the teacher to show up for our first class of the day. “So what do we do now?” I asked the blonde man, whose name I found out was Cash.

“Shut up, man,” said Cash. “We don’t mention any of that during the day.”

“After school?” I asked.

“No. You can ask questions tonight, when we’re in that room. And that’s all I’m saying now, so drop it.”

I dropped it, even though I had so many questions that I wanted to ask. I was still curious as to why most of my classmates had shaved legs. Were they going to ask me to shave my legs? Was that part of some next level initiation?

The anticipation was killing me. The day was especially boring, going over more material that I’d already gone over with my previous school. The only moment of the day that wasn’t terribly dull was that third period class, with that gorgeous, young teacher. She was wearing stockings under her dress, and she wasn’t wearing panties under those stockings; I knew because I kept ‘accidentally’ dropping my pencil so I could look between her legs, under her desk. I could make out the contour of her pussy lips, and at times when the light was just right, I could even see some of the pink tint of her cunt. She was sitting in a boyish way, with her legs spread out—and she probably would have crossed them had she known there was a perfect viewing angle from the ground beneath my desk.

“Nathaniel, please stop dropping your pencil,” she said, looking into my eyes with what I’m sure was a slight grin. Did she know that I was looking at her coochie? Did she like the thought of me checking out her plump, fertile lips?

“Sorry. I’m just super clumsy today,” I said. I had to be careful. The school had a 1-strike policy, and I didn’t want to get my strike from stupidly trying to look up the teacher’s dress.

The rest of the day was boring and pointless. The homework was plentiful and also pointless—and I managed to finished it just before the teacher came by to let us know it was time for bed.

As I crawled into bed, my skin began to tingle with excitement. I was ready for another naughty night, hiding from the teachers. Though I had no idea what was in store for me.

I fell asleep late, only an hour before I was nudged awake by Cash. He said nothing to me as he went to the next bed to wake up Drew, the scruffy brown-haired boy that slept in the bed across from me.

We all formed a line and started our journey towards the empty room down the long series of corridors. This time, I knew not to make a peep. I knew to keep quiet once we were in that room, until that patrolling teacher went by, ushering in the first ‘big break’ of the night. Then, I excitedly broke the silence. “What are we doing tonight?” I asked with a big smile.

All of the men looked at me. Again, there were twenty guys in that room, but tonight it was a different group: ten of the same, and ten guys that weren’t around the night before. The young man across from me looked familiar, beyond just being a classmate. I stared for a minute at him, trying to figure out why he stuck out, but nothing came to mind.

“Tonight, we’ve got our pick of Annie, Carol, Lottie, Frankie, Tess, Jenna, Patricia, and Hunter,” said the leader of the group, whose name I learned was Dennis.

Eight girl names, and twenty guys.

“Cash, tonight you get first pick,” said Dennis, looking over at my blonde bunkmate.

Cash smirked. “Tess,” he said.

“He always goes with Tess,” mumbled the young man to Cash’s left.

“No I don’t,” said Cash.

“Okay, sure.” The young man rolled his eyes and giggled.

Then Cash turned and grabbed the man by his pyjama collar. “What are you saying, huh?” he said. “If you want to say something, say it now, punk.”

“Guys, break it up,” said Dennis with a firm tone. I was surprised by Cash’s outburst. None of the guys seemed like the outburst type, but I was quickly realizing that I knew almost nothing about any of them. “Steve,” Dennis said to the startled young man. “Keep your thoughts and comments to yourself. This is a no judgement zone. I hope you haven’t forgotten that, because nobody here forgot about your little date with Andrea last month.”

Steve’s face turned dark red.

I wanted to ask to be filled in, but I knew that we didn’t have much time.

“Okay, Bernie, you get second pick,” Dennis said.

“I’ll take Hunter,” he said.

“Okay, go get your girls. Now we’ll roll the rest.”

He dug three dice out from his pockets. Each side of each die was covered in masking tape, and on each little piece of tape was a name. He clutched both hands around all three dice and then he shook. “Who wants to pick?”

“I’ll do it,” said the boy next to him. He reached into his closed hands and pulled out one of the three dice. Then he rolled it on one of the old wooden desks.

“Faster,” said another man in the room.

“Hector,” he said, reading the name on the die.

“Jenna,” he said. And before getting a confirmation, he hurried to the door and left.

The process restarted. The three dice were shaken in Dennis’s hands, then the young man to his side picked a random one out and rolled it. “Peter,” he said.

“Carol,” he said with red cheeks. Then he left to go retrieve Carol.

I watched from the far end of the room, wondering if my name was anywhere on any of those dice. Another two names were picked and another two men left the room with excitement. I quickly counted in my head and realized there were only two girls left, in a room with fourteen guys. Even if my name was on one of the dice, it was unlikely that I would be picked—

“Nathaniel,” the young roller said.

Everyone turned to look at me. It was a moment before I realized there wasn’t another Nathaniel in the room. “Me?” I said.

“Yes, you. Who do you want?”

“Um,” I said as my heart took off into a fast puttering. “Who’s left?”

“Patricia and Lottie,” Dennis said.

“C’mon, man. Pay attention,” said Steve, shaking his head and rolling his eyes.

“Sorry,” I said. “I don’t know—who’s hotter?”

They laughed. “Pick one.”

“Lottie, I guess,” I said.

“Okay, go get her.”

“Where?” I asked.

More heads shook and eyes rolled. “Take a left out the room, then your first right, then your second right, then it’s the door with the frosted window. Go fast. The patrol comes by in three minutes.”

The guys rolled and Steve got the last pick. So I just followed him down the dark hallways to the room with the frosted glass door. Steve opened the door and poked his head in. “Patricia, you’re with me. Lottie, you get the new guy,” he whispered.

A brunette emerged and took Steve’s hand. Then Lottie came out, with her short, curly blonde hair that bounced on her shoulders. She was wearing a lot of eye makeup. She was short and a bit thick, but I never minded thick girls. She extended her hand towards me and I took it. “Hey,” I said, feeling strangely shy, even though I was usually quite confident around women.

“Hey, new guy,” she said with rosy cheeks—though I think that was just her blush and not her blushing.

“Where do we go?” I asked.

She motioned to the room that she was already in. “Last pick stays in this room,” she said.

So we went into the room and closed the door. “Just so you know, you weren’t the last pick,” I said. “I was seventh,” I said. “Steve got the last pick, but he just beat me here.”

She stared into my eyes for a moment before giggling. Then she reached down and grabbed my crotch with a firm grip, making me tense up. I gasped. “So we’re just skipping the foreplay then?” I said.

She looked into my eyes again. “You want foreplay?”

“I dunno,” I said. “You’re a pretty girl. How long do we have?”

“We have as long as you want,” she said. “Just don’t make any noise.”

“Well maybe we can kiss a little bit,” I said.

She paused. “You want to kiss me?”

I looked at her face. She was cute. She wasn’t stunning—but she was probably a solid 6.8. I kind of liked her round face and her big butt, which was squeezed into a tight dress—probably a full size too small for her body. I put my hands on her sides and slid them down to her ass. I squeezed and then I winked. “Let’s kiss,” I said. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. She didn’t kiss back—not immediately. She was tense and nervous, but I was determined to make her feel comfortable. I didn’t just want a pointless fling (even though it was pointless to me, aside from feeling good); I wanted to make her fall in love with me, even though I had no interest in pursuing anything beyond sex. I wanted every girl to fall in love with me. I wanted her to think about me for the next five weeks. I wanted to stay in her brain for the rest of her life.

So I kept kissing her, slipping her a bit of tongue. And then finally, she caved, slipping her hands around me and pulling herself close to me. I playfully nibbled her bottom lip, making her giggle awkwardly. I squeezed that ass before caressing her soft body.

Then she suddenly turned around, away from me. “Let’s just do it,” she said, bending over the desk.

“What about the foreplay?” I asked.

Her face was dark red. “It’s fine. Let’s just do it.” I could hear that she was flustered. Maybe she was trying hard not to fall for me. Maybe she wanted this to just be a fling and nothing else. I couldn’t help but grin, knowing that I’d gotten through to her.

I stepped up behind her and caressed her sides. Then I pulled that tight dress up, revealing her black panties. I wanted badly to slap her ass, but I knew it would be too loud—the slap and the gasp it would elicit. So instead, I grabbed a handful of ass and squeezed, making her moan gently. Then I pulled her panties halfway down her thighs. “You want my big dick in your tight pussy?” I asked.

She giggled awkwardly. I pulled down my pyjama bottoms along with my boxers, and then I pressed my throbbing erection between her butt cheeks.

“Less talk and more doing,” she whispered.

“I hope you’re wet,” I said.

She spat into her hand and then reached her hand around, pressing her fingers between her butt cheeks. “I am now,” she said with another giggle. I paused, thinking the move was strange. Was it supposed to turn me on? Because it did turn me on—but why wasn’t she just wet from being aroused? I remained paused for a moment while I convinced myself the move wasn’t that weird. Then I aimed my cock down and pushed it towards her pussy. I felt her plump cunt for a brief moment before she reached down and grabbed my shaft. “You missed,” she said, pulling me back towards her asshole.

My heart fluttered and I realized she was asking me to fuck her in the ass—maybe because she didn’t want to get pregnant, or maybe because it was some kink that she was into. I wasn’t about to turn down anal sex. I laughed and bit my lip. “Whatever you want, beautiful,” I said. I had to push hard to get my tip to penetrate her asshole. She groaned and squirmed until it was in, then she let out a cute whimper. “Shit,” she whispered.

“You like that?” I asked, rubbing her bum.

“Yeah,” she said. “I can feel you throbbing. It’s making me so hard.”

I paused again, thinking the comment was strange. But I didn’t think too much into it. I just assumed it was her weird sense of humour. I didn’t know her at all. I didn’t even know if Lottie was her real name. I just knew that she was a cute blonde with bouncy hair. I reached up to pull on that hair now. All girls love having their hair pulled gently during sex. But this girl’s hair moved when I pulled it. She reached up and grabbed it before it fell off. It took her a moment to reposition it while I froze, with my cock halfway into her asshole.

“Careful,” she said.

“You’re wearing a wig?” I asked.

She laughed without looking back. “Of course I am,” she said.

“Of course?” I said.

There was an awkward silence. I could feel her asshole clenching my shaft.

“I’m confused,” she said. “Are you just really into character?”

“What character?” I said.

“Okay. I’ll play along,” she said with another cute giggle. “Just go ahead and fuck my little pussy. Make me squirt.”

I bit my lip and grinned again. I liked her dirty talk, even though it was a bit confusing. I pressed my cock deeper into her hole, making her moan louder. Then, once my pelvis was pressed against her soft ass, I started thrusting. She gripped the desk firmly with both hands. “Shit, that feels good. You’re so big.”

“You’re taking it well,” I said, caressing her sides again.

“Keep fucking my pussy. Don’t stop,” she said. I couldn’t figure out why she was calling her asshole her pussy. She seemed to think that it was some sort of role-play, or maybe she thought that I wasn’t comfortable being in her asshole even though that’s what she wanted. I was too confused to bother asking any questions. I was just happy to be getting laid. I was happy to know that I wasn’t going to suffer through five long months without any female interaction.

I thrusted harder, making her moan louder. She used one of her hands to cover her mouth, so we wouldn’t be caught. And once again, I didn’t care if we got caught. Fucking her in her asshole was worth getting caught. That pleasure was worth a lifetime in a Burger King.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it!”

I had the great idea of reaching around to rub her pussy while I fucked her in the ass. I knew the added stimulation would definitely make her come.

But I couldn’t find a pussy. Instead, I found a swollen ball sack, and above it was a stiff shaft. I froze, thinking I was being pranked. I felt around, trying to find the seams of the prosthetic, but I could find nothing. It was warm and it felt like it was pulsing: because it was. It was a real cock.

I let go of it suddenly and stepped back, pulling my cock out from her ass. “Whoa!” I said. “You’re a dude!? Are you fucking kidding me?”

“Shh!” she said with wide eyes, looking at the clock. “The teacher will be coming by any minute.”

“You tricked me?” I said.

“Shh!” she said again. And then I heard the footsteps. She ran to me and grabbed my wrist, pulling me to the corner of the room. The door opened and a teacher stepped in. She took three slow steps into the room and looked around. My ladyboy date put her hand against my lips.

Then the teacher turned around, scanning right past us, and she left the room, oblivious to our presence. She closed the door behind her. We remained still for the next thirty seconds.

Then I pushed that hand off of my face. “Get off of me!” I said.

“Why are you so mad?” she asked. And now her erection was obvious in her tight dress.

“Why do you think I’m mad? I thought you were a girl?”

“Why would you think that?” she asked, narrowing her eyeliner-painted eyes.

“Are you serious? Why do you think I would think that?” I said.

“I have no idea. There isn’t a girl within one hundred miles of this place.”

“Huh? What are you talking about? I saw girls the other night—and last night, I was with a…” Before I finished talking, I put it together: the shaved legs, the blindfold, the changing groups of boys: the girls were actually the boys. “Oh my God,” I said, putting my hand to my lips.

“Are you serious? You thought I was really a girl?” Lottie said.

I nodded my head and turned away.

“Well, I guess that’s kind of a compliment,” she said, blushing.

“It shouldn’t be,” I said.

“Get over it,” she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. “We’re all stuck at an all-boys school. This is us making the best of the situation.”

I stared at her for a long moment, unsure of how to process what was happening. I wanted to be mad at her—at him—for fooling me. But he didn’t really fool me; I fooled myself. I convinced myself that there were girls hiding out in that all-boys school. I was the one who made assumptions, and it was my own fault for failing to put the pieces together.

“So are you just not going to finish then?” he asked. But he was still using that girly voice. It was a convincing voice, but now I could hear the slight masculine twang hiding in it. The ‘girls’ obviously spent a lot of time practising: the voice, the mannerisms, the makeup… But where did they even get the makeup and the clothes? How did they smuggle all of this stuff in? “It’s not gay,” he said with that confusingly feminine voice. “It’s just us all making the best of a bad situation. So are you going to finish or should we clean up?”

“You want me to—to finish?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. But I just couldn’t look at him as a him—the face was too convincingly female. I knew that bouncy blonde hair was a wig, but it still looked so real. And the curvy, thick body seemed like it could only belong to a woman.

“It’s always hard the first couple of times,” she said. Then she turned around and bent over the desk. She reached back and pulled her skirt back up, exposing her ass. She used one hand to pull her left butt cheek apart from its twin, showing me her slightly agape asshole, still moist with her saliva.

My heart fluttered and my stomach groaned. Why wasn’t I running away? Why was I actually considering the offer? Why was I now staring at her ass—at that round hole. My cock had already been inside of it once, so what exactly did I have to lose? Everybody else was doing it, so it’s not like they were all going to make fun of me. It was a tight hole: warm and tight. I could come inside without worrying about getting her pregnant.

I took a step forward. My heart rate increased dramatically. I paused for a moment and nearly fell over. I took a deep breath.

“Are you going to fuck me or not?” she said, looking back at me with those big, flashy eyes.

“Okay,” I said. I took another step forward and put my hands on her hips. At least she looked like a girl. At least she was all shaved up and her skin was soft and her tush was big and round and cushiony, like a woman’s ass should be. I pressed the tip of my harder-than-ever erection between her cheeks. She let out a small moan, sounding more like a woman than ever.

Was my brain just clouded by horniness? Was I going to come and then immediately see her as the chubby boy she was? I bit down on my tongue, trying not to think of that. I pushed my dick into her hole and she gasped. I pushed deep and started thrusting.

She put her face down on the old wooden desk and held on tight while I pushed in and out. I watched my own cock as it slid back and forth, disappearing into her hole and then reappearing again, pulling her rim around with it.

I tried not to think about the erection I knew she had, though it was hard not to think about as she pushed a hand between her legs to pleasure herself. I knew she was gently jerking herself off while I plunged her hole.

There was so much going through my mind. Now I knew that I got a blowjob from another boy the night before: and he stuck his fingers in my asshole to make me come. I’d been consumed by depravity before I even had a chance to realize it.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she moaned. Her body shuddered. Curiosity overwhelmed me suddenly. I leaned over slightly and looked down as streaks of cum splashed across the floor. She really was coming, squeezing her erection with a clenched fist to make that cum shoot far.

And then the worst thing happened: I came suddenly. I went from being confused and slightly aroused to being intensely aroused and intensely confused. I groaned and sunk my fingernails into her ass as my shaft unloaded inside of her body. She moaned and pressed her face against the desk again. I had my entire nine inch length inside of her body, stretching her wide.

I pushed hard into her a few last times as the final few drops of cum oozed out of me, and then I stumbled back to watch the waterfall of white goo pour out of her, running down her thick thighs. “Shit,” I whispered with parted lips.

She continued to moan for a minute, revelling in the feeling of the warm goo trickling out from her pleasured hole. “That feels so good,” she said.

“Really?” I asked nervously.

She nodded her head and then she looked back at me. I darted my gaze away, afraid to make eye contact with the boy I just finished fucking. “We should clean up,” I said.

“There’s a towel over there. You move the desks, I’ll clean the cum.”

My heart skipped a beat. I started pushing the desks back into position, as if they hadn’t been nudged around to make room for our fucking. Then I looked over and watched as she rubbed that towel up her smooth legs, cleaning off the cum before using the same towel to clean her own substance off of the floor. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was patrol time. “Shh,” I said, and then she stopped. We remained still for ninety long seconds. The teacher walked by, and then we made our escape. She went right, heading off to whatever room she got changed in, and I went left, back to my own room so I could get no sleep as I stared at the wall and thought about the horrible thing I just did.


CHAPTER 7
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It was especially hard to focus the next day. I managed to stare at the teachers, but I didn’t register a single word any of them said—especially that young, beautiful third period teacher. When I wasn’t thinking about what I did with Lottie, I was thinking about how good that teacher would look in a short skirt and a push-up bra.

We had less homework than usual that evening. For the first night since I arrived, I was finished hours before bedtime, which was less exciting than it should have been because now I had nothing to do. So I went wandering around the halls while I was still allowed to wander around the halls. I casually went to the room where we all met at night. It was locked, and I couldn’t help but wonder how it became unlocked at night. I went to the room where I plugged Lottie, and it was locked too.

Then I kept walking around. A few other students were sitting in the hallway, making playing cards out of cardboard. I watched them for a moment, and then one of the students looked up at me. He was a bit chubby with big eyes, and I knew right away that he was Lottie, so I quickly looked away and started walking in the other direction. I didn’t want to have a male face to put into my mental image of Lottie—but now it was too late.

It was only a matter of time before I figured out which guys were which girls. Then the days would start becoming even more awkward and uncomfortable. Now I understood why it was so silent in that school, even when we weren’t in class or doing homework. I probably wasn’t the only one feeling confused and conflicted over what was happening at night. But at the same time, I found myself looking forward to getting another chance at another cute ‘girl’. But why was I excited? I knew that they were boys and I knew that I would regret whatever ended up happening… Maybe it was the boredom. Maybe I just needed something to pass the time, and at least the taboo encounters got my heart racing the same way a heart races when a bungee jumper leaps off of bridge.

I kept wandering. I went into a room and spotted Dennis. He looked up at me suddenly, grabbing the three dice in front of him, hiding them in the palm of his hand. Then he realized I wasn’t a teacher and he put the dice back down. “You scared me,” he said with a nervous smile.

“Sorry,” I said. I watched as he wrote down names on small strips of masking tape. I watched for a moment before seeing my own name on one side of one of the dice. I wondered how he kept track of the female rotation.

And then I began to wonder if they were going to try to thrust me into the female rotation. Had I unknowingly signed myself up to be a girl for one of the boys? Did I have to pay back all of the action I received? Was it just a matter of time before the guys were rolling the dice and choosing me to be their nightly date?

I wanted to ask Dennis, but I was too afraid of hearing his answer—and I knew that talking about it wasn’t allowed outside of that room during that very specific nightly time slot.

Bedtime came. Cash walked up to me before getting into his bed. “It’s your turn to wake everyone up,” he whispered in my ear, and then he went to his bed without looking back at me. It was a good day to get the chore because I wasn’t particularly tired. So I slipped into bed and I stared at the wall while trying to decide what I was going to do.

I didn’t want to go deeper down the gender swapping rabbit hole, but I didn’t want the next five months to be completely dull. What else was there to do? What else was there to look forward to? What else could get my heart racing so that the days could be a little bit more tolerable and interesting?

I watched the clock as it ticked slowly. I waited an hour and then I waited two hours and then I waited three hours, and then I watched as the big hand touched twelve and I knew it was time to wake everyone up.

I stood up slowly. I looked at my sleeping bunkmates. I knew that it was my opportunity to skip on the night. I knew that I could pretend to have fallen asleep—they might be mad in the morning, but it probably wouldn’t be enough to have me kicked out.

But at the same time, I didn’t want to let anyone down. I groaned and then I gave Cash a nudge. He looked at me for a moment, then he looked at the clock, then he pulled himself out of bed. I woke up the rest of my bunkmates, one at a time, and then they formed a line and went out into the hallway. I followed from behind. My heart was already racing. I knew that my name was on one of those dice. I knew there was a good chance that I could end up in a room with a girly boy. And I couldn’t decide if it was what I wanted or what I was dreading.

We went through the usual ritual of waiting for the teacher to pass before announcing the girls and rolling the dice. I was relieved and disappointed when my name wasn’t picked. Me and eleven other guys were left in that room while eight lucky men went off to get laid.

I watched the men as they migrated over to one side of the room where a big box was sitting. Dennis pried the box open. “These are the clothes she got for us,” he said. Then he started pulling out outfits. Some of the boys watched while some moved in to inspect the options. One of the men held up a little yellow dress. “I like this,” he said. “This is cute,” said another boy, holding up a black skirt with pleats.

It was surreal watching the men talk so openly about dressing up like women. They were really into it; it wasn’t just something that they were doing for some sort of cause, like Lottie made it seem. It wasn’t just ‘making the best of a bad situation’; it was more like a hobby.

“I’m going to try this on,” said Kyle, one of the shorter men in the school. He got undressed and then he pulled a red one-piece onto his body. It was a swimsuit, like something that would be on Baywatch. He did a full turn while the other boys watched. “How do I look?” he said.

“You look like you need to try on this blonde wig,” said another boy, tossing him a long blonde wig. He put it on. Another male helped him get it on right.

Then Cash slapped him on the bum—not quite hard enough to make a loud noise, but enough to make Kyle perk up and giggle.

“That was made for your body,” said another student.

And I just stood in awe. The men were all acting like chicks in a shopping mall. They were swooning over outfits and discussing ways to look ‘cuter’. At the same time, Kyle did actually look kind of cute. His legs were amazing: smooth and long. His bum was perky.

“You like it, huh?” said Cash, motioning down at his crotch. Kyle had a stiff erection. Now Kyle’s face was turning red.

“I like it,” he said, suddenly using a girly voice.

“I think she wants it,” said another student with a chuckle.

“I’ve never done group before,” Kyle said, biting her bottom lip.

“You’ll like it,” said Cash. He put his hands on her hips and turned her around before bending her over. Then he caressed her perky butt cheeks. Two other students moved in to feel her body. Then Cash pulled the thin strip of red fabric out from Kyle’s butt, exposing her butthole. “Dibs first.” Cash reached into his pyjama pants and suddenly pulled out an erection. Kyle looked back at it and gasped. “You’re hard for me?” she said.

“Yeah. Look at you,” Cash said.

Kyle blushed more and bit her bottom lip again. “Just be gentle. I’ve never done group.”

Two other students now had their cocks out, standing close by as if they were waiting for their turn. I remained still and silent on the other end of the room, watching with wide, frightened eyes. Were they really all about to take turns fucking her? Was she actually okay with it? Was this the only way to pass time within the walls of that strict boarding school?

Cash penetrated Kyle with a saliva-coated cock. Kyle gasped and then Cash began thrusting quickly, going deep each time. He was in a rush to come, and he came fast, before a full minute was up. He groaned and clutched her butt cheeks, and then he stepped back. I watched his thick cum begin to ooze out, and then another student pushed it back in using his erection. Now, Kyle was getting fucked by a new partner, and four other men were in line, jerking off, waiting for their turn.

The next creampie came two minutes later. It began to ooze out and then the third man took his turn. “Fuck,” he said. “It’s already getting sloppy in here.”

“She loves it,” said another student, with his stiff cock clutched in his fist.

In the next ten minutes, eight men came in her asshole. Now, the men couldn’t swap out fast enough. Every time they pulled out, large amounts of cum would pour out of Kyle’s reddened hole. Kyle was limp on the desk now, moaning as if she was high on crystal meth. The final man snuck up behind her and pushed that cum back into her body.

“Oh God, there’s so much,” Kyle moaned. “I can feel it—there’s so much!”

I looked to the side and noticed Cash staring at me. “Get ready. You’re next, Nate,” he said.

“What?” I said. My heart suddenly fell into my gut.

“You’re next,” he said. “Get it out and get ready.”

All of the men were staring at me, except for the one man who was finishing inside of Kyle’s tush. But I didn’t want to fuck Kyle. I didn’t want to stick my cock into a tight hole that had the cum of ten different men in it. Or did I? If it wasn’t what I wanted, why was my cock so hard in my pyjamas?

“C’mon, man,” said Cash, pushing me from behind. “Don’t be a loser.”

For some reason, I pulled down my pants, letting my erection spring up. I took a deep breath and watched as the man before me stepped to the side, letting that waterfall of cum spring. Then Cash gave me another shove. “Don’t let it all fall out. Go.”

I pressed my cock between those firm cheeks. I used my tip to plug that hole and then I felt the rush of warm goo against my manhood. I shuddered, grossed out and aroused at the same time. I hated the emotions that were swirling inside of me. I had no idea how I was supposed to feel. I closed my eyes and bit my tongue and pushed my cock inside of her.

She gasped. “Oh my God,” she said. “He’s so big. He’s so fucking big!”

She clutched the edges of the desk and moaned loudly. I pushed in deep, feeling all of that warm good squishing around inside of her body. It was an awkward feeling: horrible and amazing at the same time. No man’s cock should ever touch the cum of ten other men—but still, it felt good. I pushed in and out, feeling that cum squishing out and splashing at my feet. I could feel the other men watching me with glowing eyes. I ran my hands up and down Kyle’s trembling sides.

She looked good in that red swimsuit. I couldn’t get over how amazing her legs were. They made me think about the real differences between men and women. Maybe there were fewer differences than I thought. Maybe this really wasn’t so much crazier than eleven men sharing a real, biological girl.

But I hadn’t forgotten that cock that was hiding on the other side, squished into that tight bathing suit.

I looked at her amazing body and I watched as she shuddered and trembled with euphoria. Then I came, adding my own substance to the load. I took a deep breath and stepped back, and then we all watched as the mass of goo came out and splashed on the floor.

Kyle didn’t move for a few minutes. Her body remained limp until she finally had the energy to pick herself up and turn herself around. Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes were flashing. She smiled and looked down. “Nate made me come,” she said. And then we all looked down at her crotch. She had a big wet stain around the tip of her penis.

But she’d been clutching the desk the whole time, meaning I made her cum with anal stimulation alone: something I felt strangely proud of, even though it was something that should have been a real reality check. Once again, I had sex with a biological male: my third sexual experience with a man. Now I was beginning to wonder if I was being turned gay, along with all these other social outcasts.

“Let’s get her cleaned up,” whispered Cash. “The big break is almost over.”

After we left that room, the incident was never brought up again, as if it never happened. And a part of me couldn’t help but wonder if the whole thing was just a weird dream. The other guys all went on with their lives as if it never occurred, and maybe it never did. Maybe I was just losing my mind.


CHAPTER 8
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Ididn’t want to be gay. I hated to think that I was being turned gay, one night at a time. It wasn’t even happening slowly: after just a few nights, I was already imagining the girls with their hard cocks tucked into their tight outfits. I even caught myself smirking as I imagined that hot third period teacher with a hidden cock of her own.

But I didn’t want to go down that rabbit hole. I didn’t want to end up like the other guys, looking through boxes of outfits and talking like chicks in a shopping mall. I was a man and I wanted to continue being a man. I had to fight these strange new urges. I couldn’t let them overwhelm me.

Thankfully, the hot third period teacher reminded me that I was still straight. She looked at me with a smile near the end of class, while we were all quietly reading the course material. Then I looked up at her again and saw that she was looking at me. I swear she gave me a little wink before looking down at her desk.

My heart throbbed and I nearly jumped out of my seat with joy. I was excited and aroused without any confusion or conflict. It was the way that I, as a man, was supposed to feel: attraction for a normal, beautiful woman (with no cock between her thighs). I dropped my pencil, just to get a view up her skirt, and I saw the contour of her plump pussy lips: the exact sight that I needed. I loved the way that pussy looked, though a strange part of me was a bit disappointed that she didn’t have a cock.

As I came back up, she smiled at me again. Did she spread her legs just for me? Was she trying to seduce me, or was this just part of me losing my mind? What if I was imagining all of this? What if she was just sitting quietly and minding her own business while my brain invented all of this sexual nonsense?

I was a good looking student. There were no adult men around, aside from us students—so maybe I was best thing she’d seen in a long time. Maybe I was the closest guy she’d seen to a mature male, thanks to my height and muscle mass. I was definitely the most muscular guy in the class—and maybe the school. I don’t think I was the tallest, but I was the only one who could grown some stubble. I was one of few men would wouldn’t be able to pass as a woman—and I was one of few men with hair on my legs, which I’m sure she noticed.

So maybe she really did want to fuck me. Maybe I was a manly sight for sore eyes. And maybe it would be worth getting kicked out of school for a fun romp with the sexy teacher.

When class ended, I decided to follow her. I wanted to pull her aside and find out with certainty if she was interested in me. Those looks couldn’t have meant nothing. So I followed her from a distance: fifty feet away, down a series of hallways as she made her way to the teachers’ side of the boarding school. She looked back at me, smiled, paused, and then went into a room. My heart flew up into my throat. I perked myself up, took a deep breath, and then I let myself into her room without knocking.

She was sitting on the edge of her bed, taking off her shoes. “You aren’t supposed to be on this side of the school, Nathaniel,” she said without looking up at me.

“I wanted to talk to you,” I said.

“What about?”

“Um,” I said. “The course work. I, uh, already went over all this stuff at my last school.”

“A few days of review won’t hurt you, Nathaniel,” she said.

She put her shoes down on the floor and then she walked over to the other side of the room and started to take out her earrings.

“You’re very pretty, by the way,” I said. “What’s your name?”

“You know my name,” she said. “It’s Miss Grant.”

“I know your last name, but what’s your first name?” I said.

“You don’t need to know that,” she said with a grin. “I need to change. I’m heading into town to pick up some things.”

“You can change. I don’t mind,” I said with my own little grin.

She stared at me for a long moment and then she shook her head. “You’re on thin ice,” she said. “I could turn you in, and you’d be instantly removed.” She turned around and then she pulled off her shirt. My heart skipped a beat. She was really changing in front of me! She must have really been into me.

And she couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe seven years my senior, at most. Now I could see her perky breasts in the reflection of her bedroom window. I watched her bend over to slip down her skirt and her pantyhose.

“You look good, Miss Grant,” I said, biting my bottom lip.

“You shouldn’t be looking, Nathaniel. It’s highly inappropriate”

“Are you going to punish me?” I said with a smirk.

“Should I?” she said, turning to me while holding the little dress she was going to wear.

“Maybe I need to be punished,” I said, taking a step towards her. I wanted to feel her soft body. I wanted to touch those breasts, and I wanted to stroke that amazing cunt.

“Okay,” she said. “In that case, bend over my bed.”

“What?” I said.

“I said bend over, and pull down your pants. Show me that muscular bum of yours.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Grant. I think you’ve got the wrong idea.”

“The other option is I take you to see the principal, and I tell him that you let yourself into my room while I was changing. The option is yours, Nathaniel.”

I froze. My skin tingled cold. I felt sick—on the verge of passing out. I looked at her bed and then I walked over. She went to her dresser and pulled out a long dildo.

“You’re kidding, right?” I said.

“Just be quiet and try to relax. I promise it will feel good—but it will also be a good punishment. You’ll think twice before following a teacher into her private room.”

“Miss Grant, please don’t do this,” I said.

She walked over and grabbed a handful of my butt. She squeezed, making me tense up. I closed my eyes and groaned. Then I felt her slide the dildo between my butt cheeks. She pulled it up and down. Then she giggled.

“I’ve learned my lesson,” I said. “I don’t want this.”

“Be quiet, Nathaniel. The other teachers will be in the hallway soon. If they find us in here, we’ll both be gone. Though I have another job opportunity at a school an hour from here—I’m thinking of taking it. But you—this is all you have.”

I felt the tip line up with my hole. I bit down hard on my tongue.

She pushed the tip into me. I gasped, trying to clench it back, but it was moist with her spit. She twisted it and crammed it deep into me. I groaned, not wanting to be penetrated—but I couldn’t help but remember the amazing feeling of Betty’s fingers in my asshole just a few nights before. Miss Grant’s dildo was headed for the same sweet spot, and I was afraid that it was going to feel just as good—or even better than those feminine fingers.

I took a deep breath. “Relax, Nathaniel,” she whispered. Now I could hear footsteps outside in the hallway. I knew I had to be still and silent for the sake of my academic career—and my future in general. I bit hard on my tongue and she began to plunge the toy in and out of me. I could feel it sliding around, stretching me wide as it pushed in deep. It felt weird, like it should have hurt, but there was no pain. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side, waiting for that pain to suddenly take over. But instead, pleasure was starting to seep in. I suddenly had the urge to moan but I fought the urge away.

And then my body started trembling. She began plunging the toy in and out, even faster. I gripped the bed sheets and let out a whimper. Then I covered my mouth with my hand.

“Feels good, right?” she whispered.

At least she was a real girl. At least she was a beautiful woman, so somehow this felt less gay, even though I was now being penetrated repeatedly by a replica cock. More confusion began to swirl in my head. Why did this feel good? Why did I like it? Why didn’t I want her to stop?

The euphoria was growing stronger and stronger. I could feel my cock stiffening in my shorts. “Shit,” I moaned.

“Swearing is against the rules, Nathaniel,” she said, pushing that cock in deeper. It struck my sweet spot. I groaned and shuddered all over. Now she was rubbing that cock against that amazing spot. My whole cock began tingling.

“I’m going to come on your bed,” I said, warning her, hoping it would make her stop.

She didn’t reply. She just kept thrusting the toy in and out, for the next two minutes. My body was completely overwhelmed.

And then I came, spewing white cream all over her silky sheets. She pulled the toy out of me and then she pushed me down to my knees, so I was face-to-face with my cum. “Now lick it up,” she said.

“What?” I said.

“Lick it up. Clean up your mess.” She stood with her hands on her hips, staring down at me with her amazing naked body. I knew I didn’t have a choice, so I turned to my dripping cum and I began to lick it up. It was bitter, and a bit sweet. It didn’t taste horrible, but it did make me feel like a complete degenerate.

“Now pull up your pants and head to your next class. Tell your teacher that I was giving you an extra assignment.” She handed me a bundle of paper: a workbook.

“Do I actually have to do this?” I asked, flipping through the pages, feeling defeated and vulnerable.

“Of course you do,” she said. “Now go, while the hallways are clear.”

I turned around and left, not sure if I was thrilled to have fooled around with Miss Grant, or if I was regretting having ever been attracted to her. On my way out, I noticed a box by the door. It looked just like the box that the boys had gone through the night before. I turned to Miss Grant and looked into her eyes.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Clothes,” she said.

“For what?” I said.

She smirked. “Just trying to give you boys something to do,” she said.

Miss Grant was the one providing the boys with clothes, and probably makeup and wigs too. She was the secret organizer of the nightly sex romps.

I turned around and left quickly, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Miss Grant and that box of clothes. It was hard to believe that a teacher was behind the feminization of the boys of the school. She was the curator of the degeneracy.

And if she really was considering this job at another school, how long did we have before the whole operation was shut down? Before she left, would she rat us all out? Could the show go on without her?

I felt strangely terrified and uncertain. The revelation didn’t sit well with me. Miss Grant was up to something—more than just giving us something to do—I could sense it and see it in her eyes. We were all playing into her hand, but I had no idea what her plan was, or how I could let the other students know.

My classmates were already too far gone. They were too obsessed with becoming women and enjoying each other’s company. And soon, I would be just like them. I needed to do something fast. I needed to find a way to end the whole operation before Miss Grant got away with whatever she was doing.

Or maybe she really was just giving us all something fun to do. Maybe she was just trying to give us a little break from the dull life that was provided by that mundane boarding school.

I saw Dennis getting the dice ready again that night. Then, in the bathroom, I walked in on Cash posing in the mirror: practising a few different mannerisms before he noticed me standing there. He cleared his throat and his face turned red. “What?” he said, looking at me. I wanted to ask him if he knew that Miss Grant was the one fuelling the whole operation, but I knew we weren’t supposed to talk about it.

“Nothing,” I said, and then I used the bathroom and went back to our bunk room to finish my extra homework.

I wanted to bring up Miss Grant at our secret meeting that night, before the silence broke after the teacher walked by, ushering in the big break. But I was too afraid: afraid that I knew too much, and afraid that I would piss off the wrong student. Maybe I just needed to ride out the next five months. Maybe I could play along with whatever this game was and then forget it ever happened.

They rolled the dice and I wasn’t chosen. I let out a sigh of relief, but a part of me was disappointed that I wasn’t going to get to have a romp with a cute T-girl.

Dennis looked over at me as some of the men dug into a new box of cute outfits. I had no interest in dressing up. Unlike them, I wasn’t built for girly outfits. I spent too much time in the gym. My shoulders were too wide for any of those outfits, and my arms were too toned to pass as feminine.

But my God, some of those guys looked just like girls as soon as they had wigs on their heads. Some of them didn’t even need the wigs. Some of them took off their boyish pyjamas and instantly looked like chicks, with long eyelashes, curvy figures, and smooth skin. The shaved legs helped. I didn’t feel right looking at them. I knew that they were still boys, but I could feel a tingling inside of me: an attraction that I couldn’t push away. A strange part of me felt relieved once the boys had their little dresses on, with their wigs and their stockings. At least then I could convince my brain that I was looking at a girl and there wasn’t anything wrong with that. But I knew deep down that I was looking at a group of young men, all with penises between their legs and testosterone flowing in their body. I knew it wasn’t right, but I just couldn’t say no when a cute, short blonde walked over to me wearing a red plaid skirt and a tight white blouse. “I heard you have a big dick. Can I see it?”

I bit my lip and then I pulled down my pants so she could see my half-erect cock. She stared at it with glowing eyes. “Can I suck it?” she asked. I noticed a few of the other ‘girls’ looking my way now.

“Okay,” I said. The girl in the red plain skirt dropped to her knees and picked up my heavy shaft with one of her soft hands. She pulled my foreskin back and then she leaned forward to suck me off. It was only thirty seconds later when another cutie was next to her, on her knees, waiting for her turn. A third girl sat down, and then they began to pass me off, sucking for ten beautiful seconds at a time before passing me off. It wasn’t long before it became like a game. They each took ten second turns and they were determined to be the one to get me off, as if I was some sort of opposite Jenga.

It was the girl in the red plaid who finally pushed the right button. There was something about the way she pumped with her tight grip and teased my tip with her tongue at the same time. I came on her face, but she had the decency to share my cumshot with her friends, turning my cock to make sure they all got plenty on their tongues.

Her skirt was standing up, propped upright by her throbbing erection. She saw me looking down at that huge bulge. “Do you want to suck me now?” she asked.

My skin turned cold and my heart fluttered. I shook my head. “No,” I said.

“Do you want to watch them do it?” she asked with a grin. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. So they went ahead. She pulled up her skirt and then the other two girls bent over, taking turns sucking her cock, which wasn’t nearly as big as mine. She stared into my eyes with that grin the whole time. I wanted to run away—or at least look away—but I couldn’t. I stood there with that cold terror until the girls got their friend off. She came all over her own bare tummy and red plaid skirt. Then the girls licked the cum off of her tummy, giggling the whole time.

The orgy then turned into the girls taking turns stuffing the ass of the girl with the red plaid skirt. Four different beauties came in her bum and then they all took turns eating her out: eating the mixed cum out from her stretched hole.

And I just stood there the whole time, in disbelief and terror. What happened to these men that they all became so feminized? What was happening to me now? Why couldn’t I look away? Why did I let myself be part of the experience? Why was I already looking forward to the next night of debauchery?


CHAPTER 9
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The next day, I noticed Dennis was taking his time gathering his things after our third period class. It almost seemed like he was waiting for everyone to leave while trying to remain inconspicuous. Miss Grant wasn’t leaving either. She was sitting behind her desk, staring at her computer screen, even though she was finished for the day. I knew there was something weird going on.

So instead of heading to my next class, I snuck outside when nobody was looking, knowing I was making a huge gamble. I ran around the school’s desolate yard until I was outside of Miss Grant’s classroom window. And sure enough, I saw Miss Grant and Dennis talking with the classroom door closed and locked. Miss Grant slid a box out from under her desk and opened it. Dennis looked inside and nodded his head. It almost looked like a drug deal in progress, but it was really just a sissy outfit deal.

The window to my left was slight cracked, so I ducked under it, and could just make out what they were saying. “I’ll put it all in classroom 3B. You can get it after fifth period; that’s when we’re going to have our weekly teachers’ meeting,” she said. I had a hunch that Miss Grant was working through Dennis, but now it was confirmed.

“This all looks great. This will be perfect,” said Dennis.

Then there was a knock at the door. The two froze and looked towards it. I ducked down, just in case they decided to look back at me. Dennis carefully walked over to the corner while Miss Grant went to the door. She opened it slowly before opening it all the way to let Cash in. His hair was scruffier and blonder than ever.

She closed the door behind him. “You need to get changed fast,” said Dennis, stepping out from the corner, where he hid just in case the newcomer was a teacher.

“I know, I know,” said Cash. “Is this the new stuff?”

“That’s it,” said Miss Grant. She opened the box. “For you, I’m thinking something like this.” She pulled out a strappy black piece of lingerie and a sheer red kimono to go on top. “You’ve got fifteen minutes until he shows up. In fact, I bet this is him calling now.” She pulled out a phone and answered. “Hello? You’re early? Just park your car and come around to the back entrance.”

I looked to my left and saw that very back entrance. My heart fluttered. The wall was straight and the field was big and open: nowhere to hide. I scurried away from that window and started running down the wall before the mystery caller came around the corner from the school’s small parking lot.

I reached a curve in the wall and quickly through myself around it. I took a few deep breaths and peeked out just as an adult male—probably thirty years old—walked around from the parking lot. He was tense and nervous looking, with a beard on his face. He came to the back door and stopped. He looked around and I hid. Then the door opened and he went inside.

I took another deep breath before slipping out from my hiding spot. I went back over to Miss Grant’s window and looked in, but now Cash and Dennis were alone together in the room. “You’re going to do fine. Don’t sweat it,” said Dennis. “Everyone is nervous the first time.”

“I know, I know,” said Cash, now in a wig and that black strappy outfit. He had a makeup mirror set up on the desk and he was about to apply eyeliner.

“He’s going to love you,” said Dennis. “You’ll do great.”

Miss Grant poked her head into the room from the hallway. “He’s in classroom 14C,” she said. “He’s waiting. Try to be quick.”

“I’m almost done,” said Cash.

Cash looked cute, with her long blonde hair and thick black eyeliner. She blinked a few times, making her natural eyelashes flutter. Dennis pulled out a black robe and wrapped it around Cash’s body. “You don’t have time to be a perfectionist. Let’s go.”

Cash’s face was white. From that window, I could see his hands trembling. He was nervous. “You’ll do great. I promise,” said Dennis.

They left the room together. Now Miss Grant’s room was empty.

I went back into the school through that back entrance. I knew that I was supposed to be in class, and there was a chance I would get in trouble for being absent; my plan was to say that I had the runs and spent the class in the bathroom. Teachers never questioned the runs.

I followed the doorways until I found classroom 14C. I put my ear gently against the door and could hear a soft moaning. It sounded feminine, but I had a good feeling that the noise wasn’t coming out of any biological girl.

I noted how many doors were between the exit and 14C, and then I zipped back outside to try to get a glance into the classroom from outside. The window was high up, but there was a convenient set of pipes to climb to get a peek through the window.

And there was the thirty-year-old man, standing behind a bent over Cash. That sheer lingerie was on the ground next to the black robe, and now he was only wearing the strappy number. The man was erect, pushing his big, thick cock up between Cash’s petite, feminine butt cheeks. The cock was glistening and so was the area around Cash’s mouth, making me think he’d just finished a quick blowjob. Now, the man was pulling a black strap aside to expose Cash’s asshole. As he pressed his tip into that hole, he reached around to squeeze Cash’s small, feminine erection.

I stood in complete shock as I watched the scene. I knew what I was seeing: Cash was prostituting himself out to the man, and the whole operation was being orchestrated by Miss Grant and Dennis. They were running a transgender brothel inside the walls of that isolated boarding school.

I couldn’t look away as that thick meat slid deep into Cash’s body. His head tilted back and his cheeks turned a shade of dark red. His lips parted and I could almost hear his elated whimper through that thick pane of glass.

The man squeezed his erection with a firm grip, pulling back to pull the foreskin away from his feminine penis. Cash’s legs trembled, then the man began to pump, making Cash fall forward, gripping the edges of the desk.

I knew I needed to do something. I needed to tell someone before Dennis and Miss Grant feminized all of the students and spoiled everyone’s innocence. This wasn’t right. She was abusing her power.

I crept back into the school. My heart was pounding. I knew I needed to hurry. I went down the hallway towards the principal’s office, crossing the no-students line, going into the teachers-only side of the school. A teacher came around the corner and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Hey,” she said. “You can’t be over here. Stop!”

But I didn’t stop. I had to tell the principal what was happening. I went down a series of hallways, knowing I was being followed now by the teacher. I could hear her heels echoing along the empty halls. “Stop!” she called out.

Then I found the door labelled ‘PRINCIPAL HERRING’. I tried to open it, but it was locked. So I knocked. “Principal Herring!” I called out. “I need to talk to you. Quickly! It’s important.”

Then the teacher put her hand on my shoulder. “You can’t be over here. You’re in serious trouble.”

I turned to her. “Where’s the principal? This is important.”

“She’s out,” she said. “This better be really important. We have a one-strike policy here.”

“Miss Grant—the teacher—she’s whoring out the students. She’s selling us to men, like prostitutes. I can prove it! It’s happening now.”

“You’re coming with me,” she said, grabbing my arm.

“I’m telling the truth! I can prove it, but we need to hurry. Please—let me show you.” She started pulling me in the opposite direction with impressive strength.

“No! I’m not lying! You need to believe me.”

She pulled me into an empty teachers’ lounge, which didn’t look too different from the one that I got caught with the last principal’s niece in. “Sit down and wait while I call in the vice principal,” she said.

“You have to believe me. It’s happening right now, in room 14C. Go look, before it’s too late. This is real—and it shouldn’t be happening. It’s not right.”

She didn’t reply. I tried a few more times to convince her to spare me and to investigate, but she was determined to treat me as if I was the problem. She hung up the phone. “She’ll be here shortly.”

“Why won’t you listen to me? I’m trying to do the right thing here.”

“You can wait and explain it to Vice Principal Morrison.”

“But I’m telling you. It will be too late in a few minutes.”

She didn’t reply, so I gave up. I sunk into my seat and let out a long sigh. Then three women came into the room. I had no idea which one was the vice principal, so I didn’t bother looking up from my lap.

“He says he saw a student with a client,” the teacher said. “He said that Miss Grant is prostituting out students, and he can prove it.”

“Can you prove it, Nathaniel?” asked one of the women.

I looked up slowly and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. It’s probably too late now. You can go check room 14C—that’s where they were doing it.”

“You saw this happen? You understand how unbelievable it sounds, right? You’re saying a teacher sold one of our students to a client—at a boarding school that’s almost an hour from the nearest town.”

“It sounds just as crazy to me, believe me,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Nobody will believe you,” said one of the women. I looked up slowly, put off by the strange comment. It wasn’t what I expected to hear. Maybe she could have said ‘I don’t believe you’ or ‘We don’t believe you’—but ‘Nobody will believe you’?

“What do you mean?”

“You can try to tell people about this, but of course we’ll deny it,” said one of the faculty members. “We aren’t forcing anyone to do anything. But for some students, it’s part of the rehabilitation program. It’s none of your business, so you need to keep your nose out of it.”

“Don’t bother telling him anything,” said another faculty member. “Let’s just expel him. We don’t need anyone snooping around. Snooping around is against the rules and we have a one-strike policy, don’t forget.”

“True,” agreed the original woman. Now I was confused.

“You know about this?” I said. “You know that men are paying to be with students?”

They all stared at me with blank expressions.

“Is this what you wanted to do to me? You were going to try to make me into… what—a transgender prostitute?” I felt sick. I could feel my skin turning pale. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue to stop myself from having a big outburst.

Then the women laughed. “No, of course not,” they said. “You were brought in to be a bull. Most of the students we bring here desperately need to learn to respect women; they’re boys who have mocked or abused or mistreated girls for various reasons. But sometimes we bring in boys like yourself; you get into trouble but you don’t exactly disrespect women. You have a high sex drive, so you’re the perfect candidate to be a bull.”

“A bull?” I said, almost unable to speak at all with the giant lump in my throat.

“That’s right. Before we send students off with clients, they need to have practise. You’re a young man with a high sex drive, therefore you’re the perfect candidate.”

“This is insane,” I said. “I—I’m going to tell everyone about this. This can’t go on.”

“Nobody will believe you,” said the teacher. “Especially with your track record. Now that you’re expelled, people will assume that you’re just desperately trying to blame others for your own shortcomings.”

Now I really had nothing to say. They were right: nobody would believe me. I was helpless, and now I was being kicked out of school.

“Well hold on,” said one of the teachers who hadn’t yet opened her mouth until that moment. “Maybe we can offer him a deal. We’re short on bulls right now, so we can’t just send him home.”

“It’s not safe to keep him here. He’s a liability,” said the woman I assumed was the vice principal. “And we have a one-strike policy. He broke the rules.”

“We have a long list of clients waiting for dates, and we only have a few students who are ready to entertain them. Maybe just this one time, we can let this slide—assuming Nathaniel will agree to help.”

The women all looked at me. “I’ll consider it,” said the assumed vice principal. “What do you think, Nathaniel?”

“I think this is nuts,” I said.

“He’s not interested. Let’s send him home.”

“Wait!” I said. My skin tingled all over. I groaned and bit hard on the edge of my tongue. “I—I guess I’ll do it. If it means graduating, I’ll do it. But this isn’t right. You can’t force boys into being women. You can’t force them to be prostitutes. That’s… That’s trafficking!”

“It’s all voluntary. As far as they know, there is no operation here. Some of them know that Miss Grant is providing outfits, but beyond that, they all think that this is a student led and run operation. We put a lot of effort into keeping it that way.”

“But still—prostitution is illegal.”

“Who said that there’s an exchange of money?”

Now they were staring at me again, and I had no idea what to say. “Why else are you doing it?” I asked.

“Rehabilitation.”

I let the answer sit for a minute. It stung, but it made sense in a strange way at the same time.

“Now we can either send you home, or you can play along. Be a bull for us, until the end of the year.” She looked over at her co-workers. “You know, I think Nathaniel might have come a long way since arriving here. Look at him: risking his last chance at a diploma because he thinks he’s doing the right thing.” The women all chuckled.

“We’re proud of you, Nathaniel.”

They sent me on my way. I don’t think I blinked for another ten minutes while the whole conversation repeated itself in my brain. I was being used as a pawn in a large-scale transgender prostitution ring, which may or may not have been illegal. What was I supposed to do about it? If it really was all voluntary, was there anything that should have been done about it? If it really was helping to rehabilitate young men who had been bad to young women, then was it my place to stop it?

I remained in shock for the rest of the day. I didn’t fall asleep before I was nudged by one of my bunkmates. It was showtime.

I saw Dennis looking at me. I could tell that he’d been filled in on everything. He knew that I knew everything.

He did his own rolling that night, and I was the first name to get rolled. “Nathaniel,” he said. “Make the first pick. By the way, I hear Hunter is especially cute tonight.” He stared into my eyes as he said it, as if he was nudging me to choose Hunter. Maybe Hunter needed a bit of work. Maybe she needed a bit of help before she was ready to take the next big step in her feminization.

“I’ll pick Hunter,” I said.

“Okay, go ahead,” he said. So I went down the series of hallways to that classroom where all of the girls were finishing getting ready.

“I’m here for Hunter,” I said at the door.

She came out. She was cute: a short redhead wearing a tight black dress. She took my hand and led me to an empty room that had been assigned to her.

I could tell that she was shy. She stood with her hands clutched at her waist. “Do you want to be top or bottom?” she asked.

“Both,” I said. My gut turned, but I knew that she needed to practice both. “I’ll start on top.”

She turned around and bent over.

“Wait,” I said. “You need to relax first. You’re tense.”

“Sorry,” she said, looking at the floor with her big eyes.

“Don’t be sorry. Look at me.” I tilted her head up so she was looking into my eyes. Then I kissed her. She had soft lips.

I knew that I was kissing a biological male, but it didn’t matter anymore. Now I knew that I was doing something good—at least I was pretty sure it was good, though I needed some more time to really think about it. I knew that Hunter was actually Harry, a boy who came to the school not long before me. Just a few days before, I overheard him talking with another student about why he was at the school. Apparently he convinced a girl to send him nudes, and then he sent the nudes to all of his friends—and it wasn’t the first time he did it.

Now he was starting to learn what it was like to be vulnerable, as a girl named Hunter “Bend over,” I said, turning her around and bending her over a desk. I pulled up the skirt of her dress, revealing her round bum. Her butthole was barely covered by a G-string.

I looked around. We were in the art room, and there was a Polaroid camera on the desk. I grabbed it and walked back over. I snapped a photo of her ass just as she looked back to see what I was doing. “What’s that for?” she asked, tensing up. “What are you going to do with that?”

“I’m going to keep it,” I said. “I’ll use it when I need to be turned on.” I winked at her. I’d taken pictures of vulnerable girls before, but unlike Hunter, I’d never shared them with anyone.

But I could tell that Hunter was uneasy about the pictures. She knew that they could easily be sent around or shared online.

I pulled out my cock and slid it up between those perfect butt cheeks. “You’re soft—and warm,” I said. “You’re cute, too.”

“Thanks,” she said with a smile in her voice. I spread her cheeks wide, pulling that G-string to the side. I could see her ball sack now, trying to slip out from the little pair of undies, but I didn’t mind. I sunk down to my knees and pressed my face into her bum. I gently licked her hole, making her giggle nervously. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Getting you wet,” I said. I pushed my tongue into that hole and then started to explore. She let out a soft moan after a minute, and then I knew that she was ready. I stood back up and pressed by cock into her body.

I couldn’t put into words why I knew that I was making the right decision, but in my heart I knew that it was right. I knew that I belonged in that school. I knew that fate led me to the right place. In a weird way, I knew that it was my job to help all of those naughty students get in touch with their female sexual side. It would take some time to process, and it would take some time to truly understand how I was helping—but at least I knew that I was helping.

It wasn’t long before I came inside of her tight hole: a few dozen pumps, and then I was draining inside of her.

I pulled back. Now she was more relaxed and comfortable. She reached her hand back to catch some of the oozing cum. She pulled it up to her erect cock and she coated herself with it, to act as lubricant for the second part of our rendezvous. “Now you get to bend over,” she said with a grin and a wink.

I bent over for her. She stepped up behind me and pressed her girthy cock between my cheeks. “Ready?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said, closing my eyes tight.

I was doing the right thing. I was being rehabilitated in an unorthodox way while helping my schoolmates to be rehabilitated as well. We all did bad things, and now we were learning to be better. And I couldn’t think of a better way to be rehabilitated.

THE END


NOT SO INNOCENT
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NOT SO INNOCENT


Ryan feels bad for Iris, the new girl in class. She seems so innocent and she’s taking so much abuse from the other students, just because she used to go to the expensive private school across the street. It doesn’t help that she’s still wearing her old school uniform, and it definitely doesn’t help that she used to hang out with the kids that made fun of the public schools kids who were now her classmates.

After a long week of listening to his classmates calling Iris mean names, Ryan decides to confront her after school, to help her feel better. The two quickly form a bond and Iris spills her guts, telling Ryan about her divorcing parents and her status-obsessed mother. Apparently, her mother even makes her wear the old private school uniform out of the house so the neighbours won’t find out that she’s actually now going to a public school.

Now, Iris thinks Ryan can help her out. She wants clothes—regular girl clothes—so she sends Ryan to the mall with all of her allowance. “Buy me some outfits and hide them in your locker,” she says. Ryan reluctantly agrees to the task, but he has no idea that it’s just the beginning of his own radical feminization.


CHAPTER 1
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It was another brutal Monday morning. I assumed the day was going to be just as tedious as every previous Monday. My first period teacher hadn’t even entered the classroom yet and I was already dozing off at my desk, tried from a sleepless weekend.

I made the same mistake every weekend: trading sleep for screen time at my computer. Me and my friends were big into League of Legends and I didn’t want to let them get the edge on me. Their parents let them play during the week, so I had to catch up on the weekends, which meant logging as many hours as I could through the nights, after they logged off to go to sleep. I knew it was stupid and I knew that it was just a video game—and I knew that my school week would suffer, particularly Mondays.

The class was full and the teacher was almost five minutes late. The teacher was often late on Mondays—sometimes even fifteen minutes late, so I decided it was a good time to squeeze in a five-to-ten minute nap. I put my head down on my desk and I closed my eyes. Images from that flashy video game started popping into my mind, as they often did after many hours in front of that screen. I was just about to doze off and dream about League of Legends, and then I heard the classroom door open. I groaned and peeled my head up, realizing I missed my opportunity to squeeze a nap in. Then my gaze fell upon an unfamiliar face.

The whole class suddenly became quiet as everyone looked towards the newcomer. She was petite and meek, wearing what looked like a school uniform, even though our school had no dress code: plaid skirt, navy blue sweater with a white collared shirt underneath, and the same shiny black flats that the kids at the private school across the street wore. In fact, she was wearing the exact outfit the kids across the street wore.

“Wrong school, girly,” someone called out. Then the other students started snickering. I watched as the newcomer’s face turned a shade of pink. She nestled into a seat near the back of the class, two desks over from me.

Then I heard someone laugh. “I bet she couldn’t keep her grades high enough to stay enrolled.” More students laughed. The students in my school (which was a low income private school) didn’t think very highly of the private school kids across the street. They were seen as spoiled and rotten and overly privileged. It wasn’t unusual for the boys to get into scraps, and for the girls to yell mean things from across the street. I didn’t particularly like the students across the street either. My very first encounter with them was the year before, when I was in line at the Subway down the road, waiting to order a sandwich. Three of them came in and bumped in front of me. “I was waiting,” I said to them. They turned to me and chuckled. “We’re not going to stand here while you try to dig your food stamps out from your backpack,” one said to me. I felt strangely ashamed and ferociously angry at the same time. But they were older and bigger than me, so I backed off and let them order their food before me.

And it was no secret that the girls from across the street wanted nothing to do with the boys from our school. They would stand in clusters, in their school uniforms, on the street corners. When we would walk by, they would look at us with disgust, as if they were watching festering bugs.

So I wasn’t too surprised to hear my fellow classmates teasing the newcomer as she sunk into her seat in the back of the room.

One of my male classmates turned around to face her. “Seriously though,” he said to her. “Did you flunk out? Or did your parents go broke and now you’re stuck here with us?”

She didn’t reply. She just stared down at her desk, clearly embarrassed to be in a room with all of us. It was clear that she was feeling humiliated—not because of the comments, but because of where she was now sitting. There was something about the way she kept her hands on her lap, and the way that she refused to look at any of us in the eye—she was probably counting down the seconds until graduation.

“Go back across the street if this is so horrible for you,” one of the girls said. But the newcomer didn’t even flinch. She just stared down at her desk. And then I suddenly felt a little churning in my stomach. I felt a tiny bit bad for the girl, though I wasn’t sure why. I was pretty sure I’d seen her before, with the other private school girls, snickering at kids from our school. She might have even been in that Subway the year before, cutting in front of me because I was poor and therefore a loser.

Maybe my classmates recognized her. Maybe they were sure that she was one of the toxic ones (most of them were toxic from my experience—if not all of them). Maybe the girl had said mean things to them before and this was just karma. Or maybe she was getting a lot of hate just because she was dressed in that school uniform. And why was she wearing that uniform? Surely she should have known that she would get a lot of flack wearing that uniform in our school.

The teacher finally arrived, looking almost as tired as I felt. He went to his desk and groaned as the class became quiet. “First thing’s first,” he said. Then he pointed at the new girl. “Iris is new. Today’s her first day, so please give her a warm welcome.”

The tune of the classroom changed. Everyone turned to her and said, “Hi Iris,” with warm, fake smiles. She still refused to look up from her desk.

“Okay, let’s get on with it,” the teacher said before groaning again. He flipped open the textbook and we all did the same.

As class went on, I noticed a few people looking back to give Iris a nasty glance. I looked over at her a few times myself, more out of curiosity than anything. I couldn’t help but think that she was just wearing that outfit as a little way to say ‘fuck you’ to all of us. It was her way of letting us know that she would rather be across the street with the rich kids. She could have worn anything, and I’m sure she owned more than just her school uniform; but she chose to wear that uniform: maybe her own little way of protesting.

When class ended, she was slow to stand up. She waited for the other students to filter out of the classroom before gently standing up and walking to her next class with her backpack clutched at her waist. I followed her out, slow to clean up my mess of pencils and pens and erasers and textbooks.

Down the hallway, she received more backlash for crimes she may or may not have committed. “What bet did you lose?” someone asked.

“Daddy go to jail for fraud?” asked another girl. Our town had a large population of Italians who may or may not have had some Mafia connections.

“What’s the matter? Flunk out of polo class?” asked another student. Some of the insults were better than others.

I was surprised to see Iris in my next class, once again sitting at the back of the room. She received all of the same hate from students seeing her for the first time—and then she was in my third class as well. I heard many repeat insults. “What’s wrong, preppy? Did they arrest your daddy or something? Mommy can’t pay the bills?” I once looked at the website for the school across the street. The tuition was thirty-thousand dollars per year, not including bus fees and textbooks and supplies and the ‘recommended donation’.

But Iris didn’t engage with anyone. She just kept her head down and absorbed the abuse. And it was hard to think that she deserved all of it. Maybe she deserved some of it, if she really was part of the mean mob of private school students, but she certainly didn’t deserve all of the mean insults being hurled her way. “I hope you’re here because your family all died or something,” one girl said—and that just seemed too far. It was after my third class, as everyone was fluttering off to have lunch, when I noticed a tear roll down her cheek. She quickly wiped it away before getting up and buzzing off to eat lunch behind the school, near the dumpster where nobody would find her. The only reason I knew that she was there was because I secretly followed her, tempted to say something to her to try to make her feel better. I hated seeing her cry, even though I didn’t know her and I had no idea if she deserved it or not. As I got close to her, I was almost sure that I recognized her from the Subway incident. I instantly remembered that feeling of humiliation as I stood in that line. I felt rage boiling up inside of me, and then I suddenly wanted to confront her about it. I started walking towards her. As I got closer, I was sure that it was her.

“Hey,” I said. She didn’t look up at me. She just stared at her feet like she’d been doing all day. “Hello—can you hear me?”

“What?” she said softly, still without looking up.

“You okay?” I asked. My fingers were tingling.

She finally looked up at me, slowly, with watering eyes. “I’m fine,” she said.

“How did you end up here?” I asked.

“It’s not an interesting story,” she said. “I just want to be alone right now.” Her voice was soft and slightly broken.

“Tell me,” I said.

“I really don’t know what you want me to say,” she said.

I sighed. “Is everyone being mean to you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Everyone has something to say,” she said.

“Well I do too,” I said. “You’re a bitch, and karma’s a bitch too.” Then I turned and walked away, feeling strangely good inside, like I’d just redeemed myself. It really did feel like karma in action. I lost sleep over that humiliating incident in the Subway. I’ll never forget that feeling as they all slid in front of me, making me take a step back. I was already ashamed of my family’s financial situation, but after that day, I was too embarrassed to show my face around that school across the street—and it was party because of her.

Now, she was getting a taste of what it was like to not have everything in life dolled out on a silver spoon. Karma was working. I felt strangely empowered.

But then I looked back and saw that she was weeping, and that good feeling suddenly fluttered away. Maybe she deserved it, but that didn’t stop me from feeling horrible about the words that came out from my mouth.
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It was the very next day when I caught myself participating in her humiliation once again. I was in the hallway and she was walking by when someone walked over to her and started chanting, “Cunt! Cunt! Cunt! Cunt!” Fifteen other people joined in before Iris fluttered away and disappeared until her next class, which I was in. I wasn’t one of the ones chanting along, but I couldn’t help but laugh a little bit. I knew it was probably wrong and definitely not a very christian thing to do, but I just couldn’t help but conjure up the image of her in that Subway lineup, giggling at me, and making me feel absolutely worthless. I still felt like she maybe deserved a little bit of humiliation. She was still wearing that uniform after all—still rubbing her higher status in all of our faces. Though I don’t think she fully realized yet that it was just pathetic that she insisted on wearing the outfit in our school.

Someone approached her after the fourth period class. “Are you here for some sort of social experiment?” he asked. But Iris didn’t answer. As usual, she just fluttered away while my classmates giggled and said mean things behind her back, and sometimes to her face.

It was four days later when I started to feel that terrible churning in my gut again. She was still wearing that outfit and still getting nonstop abuse hurled towards her. I didn’t understand why she just wouldn’t put the outfit away. It was triggering so many people. Was she oblivious to the fact that we all hated that outfit and what it represented?

But I thought the abuse could stop. Everything that needed to be said had been said. Now we were all just making her cry because we could make her cry. I didn’t like seeing her eyes swell with tears. I didn’t like watching her get the occasional shove in the hallway. I didn’t want to think that I could be partly responsible for some young woman’s suicide.

I was leaving school that Thursday afternoon (after a detention) when I heard a whimpering. It was faint. I stopped and looked around. I walked around the school and that whimpering became louder. “Hello?” I called out. And then the whimpering stopped. I heard a sniffle, and then there was nothing but silence. “Who’s there?”

“Go away,” a soft voice called out. I recognized her soft voice right away.

“Why are you crying?” I asked. I came around the corner and found her sitting against a cold brick wall.

“I said go away,” she said, looking up at me for a short second.

“It’s kind of cold out. You should go inside—or just go home,” I said.

“What do you care?” she asked.

“I don’t really care. I just—You don’t want to get sick.”

“Just leave me alone,” she said.

I sighed and shook my head. On a scale from one to ten, my pity for her was at a four: not quite high enough to stick around and console her, but not low enough to easily forget about her sad eyes. “Just get up and go cry inside. The school’s empty. At least it’s warm in there,” I said.

“I’m fine. Really. It’s not that cold.”

I shook my head again and started to walk away. And then I was suddenly overwhelmed by a tingling curiosity. I turned back to face her. “That uniform,” I said. “Why are you still wearing it?”

She didn’t look up from the ground.

“Did you hear me?” I asked.

And still, she didn’t look up from the ground.

“Hello? Earth to Iris. Answer me. Why are you wearing the uniform of a school you don’t even go to?”

“Go away,” she said, still without looking up.

I sighed and nearly turned away, but I was desperate for an answer. “Just tell me and I’ll leave you alone. I promise I won’t tell anyone if it’s some sort of weird social experiment. That’s what most of the school thinks, by the way. They all think you’re some sort of mole—but I don’t think that. To be honest, it’s kind of a stupid theory, but maybe it’s right. I don’t know.”

“Can you just leave me alone—please?” she said.

“Not until you tell me why you keep wearing that outfit. Surely you own other clothes,” I said.

“Because my mom is making me,” she said. She looked up at me with narrowed eyes. “Do you think I want to be wearing this? This is embarrassing. I’ve had five different girls try to rip my skirt off of me in the last week.”

“She’s making you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Just in case her friends see me,” she said before looking back down at the cold pavement.

“Her friends?” I said.

“She doesn’t want her friends to know that I’m not going to Xander High anymore,” she said.

I stared at her for a long moment. “I don’t get it,” I said.

“Me neither,” she said. “Now do you want to go so I can be alone?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—I don’t know. If that’s what you want, I guess,” I said. So I turned and started walking away.

“Wait,” she said.

I stopped and looked at her. “What?” I said after waiting a long ten seconds for her to say something.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Sorry?” I said.

She nodded her head, then she looked back down at the ground. I had no idea if she was apologizing for the Subway incident, or possibly for something else. It seemed hard to believe that she would even remember the Subway incident—it was so long ago, and it was probably meaningless to her. But what else could she be apologizing for? “For what?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “For being a bitch,” she said.

My stomach gargled. “It’s fine. Everyone has bad days,” I said. Then I turned around and started walking again. Then I stopped myself and turned back to her. “I’m sorry I called you a bitch.”

“It’s fine,” she said.

And then we both stared at each other in complete silence. “My name is Ryan, by the way,” I said.

“I’m Iris,” she said.

“I know.”

Then that silence returned.

“Want to grab a coffee or something?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Okay.”
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She didn’t say much at first, and neither did I. We walked far from the school to find a cafe, just to make sure kids from both our school and Xander High didn’t see us. We were halfway through our coffees when Iris finally said, “My old friends won’t talk to me anymore.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“They think I’m too embarrassing now,” she said. “They think everyone at Greg Patterson High is a criminal or a drug addict.”

“I mean, we do have a lot of those,” I said.

She cracked a small smile.

“Everyone at Greg Patterson High thinks the Xander kids are all spoiled brat coke heads,” I said.

“We have a lot of those,” she said. “Or I guess, they have a lot of those.” She suddenly looked down at the table with those sad eyes again.

“Are you sad that you don’t go there anymore?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. That’s where all my friends were.”

“Well they couldn’t have been great friends if they won’t talk to you now that you’re across the road,” I said, sipping from my coffee.

“Good point,” she said. “But at least I thought I had friends there. Now I have nobody. And for the next six months, I’m going to be made fun of every single day.”

“Just don’t wear the uniform and people will get over it. They think you’re trying to rub your wealth in their faces.”

“What wealth?” she said.

“Xander costs thirty grand per semester,” I said. “That’s a crazy amount of wealth as far as Patterson kids are concerned.”

“Well we have nothing now. Just a closet full of these outfits.” She reached down and lifted up her skirt.

I laughed. “I used to think those outfits were so hot, until I found out how mean the girls wearing them were.”

“They are pretty cute,” she said. “The plaid and the navy blue go well together. And the sweaters fit so nice. But if it were up to me, I’d throw all of it in the trash.”

“So why did you transfer?” I asked.

“My parents are getting divorced,” she said. “My dad invested in some company that’s losing a ton of money and my mom wants to take half of what he has left before he loses all of it.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s crazy. Your mom sounds like a bitch.”

She looked into my eyes and cracked a smile. “I guess it runs in the family.”

I felt my cheeks turning red.

“You’re not so bad,” she said. “A lot of your friends are real assholes though. I know I’m not perfect, but it’s not nice to be so mean to someone—just because they were raised differently.”

I awkwardly bit down on the edge of my tongue. I was tempted to tell her that it was more than just her privileged upbringing—it was also the meanness that her and her friends sent our way for so many years. “Why don’t you just bring a change of clothes?” I asked. “You can walk to school in the Xander outfit and then change in the bathroom, then change back when you walk home from school.”

“My mom checks my bag before I leave the house,” she said. “I tried to bring a different outfit on Tuesday, but she caught me. She’s worried someone will see me out on the field during gym class or lunch or something. I guess she has some friends who work in the area.”

“Well wouldn’t they be just as confused seeing you on the Greg Patterson field?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “I’m not saying that I understand my mom—that’s just what she wants. It’s fine. I’ll survive. People will make fun of me and call me mean names, and then I’ll never see any of them ever again after we graduate in June.”

“Fair enough,” I said. I watched as she took a long sip from her coffee.

“You’re not so bad though,” she said. “I mean—unless you’re setting me up for something, you don’t seem too bad.”

“I don’t think I’m bad,” I said.

She smiled and then she looked down at the table. “Well, thanks for being nice to me. I should probably get home before my mom starts worrying about me.”

She stood up, looking somehow meeker than ever. She took the last sip from her coffee, smiled, and then she walked off. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to follow her or walk her home. Instead, I just sat and watched and then I started to wonder if I’d made some sort of mistake by entertaining her. Did she deserve my sympathy? Should I feel bad for her after what she did to me in that Subway lineup? I still felt my blood turning hot when I remembered that humiliation. Could that humiliation really be washed away with a few little smiles and a simple ‘sorry’?

She sat next to me in class the next day. A few people looked back at her and commented on her outfit. “You think you’re rubbing it in, but really, you just look like a complete bitch,” said one girl. I wanted to defend her, but I decided not to say anything. It was bad enough that she took the seat next to me. I could feel the gazes of my friends looking upon me, half-expecting me to turn to her and say something mean. Thankfully, Iris never said anything to me through that class, so I made sure not to say anything to her.

And then she sat next to me in the next class. She leaned over and whispered, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone that you were nice to me.” Then she took more abuse: more scowls and ugly faces. Now I was really starting to realize how horrible some of my classmates were. And it wasn’t just some of them—it seemed like it was all of them. I was actually a little bit impressed by Iris’s ability to take all of the abuse. I couldn’t figure out how she wasn’t breaking down and crying. People were calling her ugly, even though she wasn’t. They were calling her fat, even though she wasn’t. They pointed out the smallest pimples on her face. They told her she had a hook nose. They were so cruel, but I remained silent, appreciating that she was sparing me.

Then, after the final class of the day, she looked at me and said, “Want to come over to my place?”
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Her house was huge, in a gated neighbourhood that I didn’t even know existed. Once we were through that giant gate, Iris insisted that we walk down the alleyway, worried that her mom’s friends might see me with her and suspect that she was hanging out with poor students.

“Is your mom home?” I asked.

“Yeah, but she won’t know that we’re home,” she said. It seemed like a silly response, but I understood immediately once we were inside. The house was massive. There were too many rooms to count, spread across three floors and stretched around a large courtyard with a heated pool.

We were moving down the hallway when a door opened up and three large men stepped out carrying a hefty couch. Iris pulled me aside, so we were flat against the wall. The men skirted by with that couch, grunting as it must have weighed three hundred pounds or more. “We’re moving,” Iris said. “The movers have been here for a week already. There almost done.” She pointed into one of the empty rooms. Then I walked over to a window and saw a line of moving trucks.

“You guys have a lot of stuff,” I said.

“We’re hardly keeping any of it. Most of those trucks are going to an auction house,” she said. “C’mon, let’s just go to my room.” It was a long walk down a number of hallways to reach her large bedroom. Once we were inside, she closed the door. Then she turned to me. “So yeah, this was my life. Now we’re moving to a smaller house. It’s still pretty big, but it’s not going to last long. My mom doesn’t realize that she has a spending problem and we’ll just be broke in a matter of months, then we’ll probably end up in an even smaller house.” She got her computer out to show me a picture of where they were moving, and it still looked like a mansion. “I have a feeling my mom’s going to end up having a mental breakdown once she realizes she can’t afford her lavish lifestyle.”

“That’s not good,” I said.

Iris shrugged her shoulders. “What can you do?” She walked over to her large bed. She had pink bed sheets. Her walls were covered in pink hearts and her room was filled with childish stuffed animals. Seeing that room without her in it, someone would have thought it belonged to a six-year-old. “So what’s it like being poor?” she asked. “I mean—I’m going to find out soon, but maybe you can prepare me a little bit.”

“Being poor?” I said. I never really thought of myself as poor, though my family didn’t have much. We lived paycheque to paycheque most months, though my dad got the occasional work bonus. “I don’t know. I don’t think it’s that bad.”

“What do you do for fun?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I play a lot of League of Legends.”

“What’s that?”

“A video game,” I said.

“It sounds kind of lame.”

I laughed. “It’s not amazing, but my friends all play it, so I try to keep up. In fact, they’re probably playing it now, so I’ll probably have to spend the night catching up.”

“That sounds dumb. No offence. If you like it, that’s fine—but it doesn’t really sound like you even like it that much. Don’t you go to parties or anything?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes we meet down by the river. We’ll split a case of beer. Though they stopped inviting me to those because I never bought the beer.”

Her face was starting to turn white. Her eyes were glazed over.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“That just sounds… really boring,” she said. “Have you ever ridden a horse?”

I shook my head. “No. Why?”

“Before my dad lost half of his money, me and my friends used to ride our horses out into the country. We’d bring wine and champagne and then we’d get drunk. Sometimes we would do cocaine.”

“I knew it,” I said.

“Knew what?”

“I knew that Xander kids all do cocaine.”

“Don’t Patterson kids do cocaine?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Who can afford it? Some people smoke pot, but it’s usually pretty gross. Since they legalized it for adults, it’s been hard to find decent affordable pot, so there are a few guys who grow it in their basements and sell it for five bucks per doobie. It’s a bit skunky, but it’s okay.”

Now her face was turning white again. “Do any of your friends sail? I love getting out on the water, but since my parents split up, nobody’s invited me out.”

“Sailing?” I said. “Where would we do that? There’s not even a big enough lake in town—is there?”

“There’s the one in Forest Green.”

“Forest Green? Isn’t that a country club with a fifty thousand dollar per year membership fee?” I asked.

“Is it?” she said.

I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah,” I said. “They don’t let us anywhere near there. We used to go along the edge to pick up the golf balls that went over the fence. Then we’d go hit the balls into the river—but the security guards caught us and told us they would have us arrested if they caught us again.”

“Into the river?” she said.

“Yeah, just under the bridge.”

“What bridge?” she asked.

“The thirteenth-street bridge,” I said.

Her face turned even whiter. “Isn’t that where all the dirty homeless people sleep?”

I laughed. Maybe I was poor. Maybe I never fully realized just how underprivileged I was. “So what have you been doing since you lost your money?” I asked.

She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing,” she said. “Sitting here. I’ll go down to the pool sometimes, but my mom had them turn off the heater, so it’s kind of cold.”

“I think I saw it on—it looked like steam was coming up,” I said.

“Yeah, because she’s showing the house right now to some potential buyers,” Iris said. “She’ll turn it off the moment they’re gone. She just doesn’t want them to think that we’re too poor to run the heater.”

“Wow,” I said.

She began to kick her legs on the bed. She looked down at the ground, looking a bit like the victimized Iris I was used to seeing in school.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just need to adjust. I’ll be fine though.” Then she looked up at me with her eyes. She blinked a few times before asking, “Do you have sex?”

The question pinged around in my brain for a moment before settling in my gut. I had a sudden bout of lightheadedness. “What?” I said.

“Sex,” she said. “You and your classmates don’t really do drugs, you don’t ride horses, you don’t really party, you don’t sail. I get that all that stuff can be expensive. But what about sex? Surely you aren’t too poor for that.”

I was shocked hearing her casually asking about sex. She seemed so innocent and so fragile. Why was she mentioning sex? “Is that something Xander students do?” I asked. “I mean—more so than other people?” I felt my legs trembling awkwardly.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said. “At least it’s not boring.”

“Right,” I said.

“Are you a virgin?” she asked.

I stared at her for a long moment. Before I could reply, she giggled.

“You are a virgin,” she said. “I don’t think any of the guys in my school are virgins. Maybe a few kids—but I think they might be autistic or something.”

I nodded my head, feeling my face turning red. I tried to force a smile, but what came out was an awkward toothy grin. “Crazy,” I said.

She stood up from the bed. She reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties, dropping them to the floor. Then she walked over to me. My heart started racing. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m bored,” she said.

“So why did you take your panties off?” I asked, looking down at the discarded undies.

She looked at them. “How else will you get inside of me?” she asked.

I felt a lump forming in my throat. Then she dropped down to her knees in front of me. I remained in that pink chair, unsure of what to do. Was she really going to casually take my virginity? She grabbed my fly and pulled it down. I took a deep breath. “I—I don’t know about this,” I said.

“It’s fine. It’s not like I have a disease or anything,” she said. “I’m clean. Don’t worry.” Then she pushed her fingers through the opening in my jeans and grabbed my cock. I gasped. She giggled, pulling it out into the open. No girl had ever seen my cock before, so now I was petrified with horror, not sure of what she would think. Was I small? What if I couldn’t get it up? What if I got it up but I couldn’t use it properly? I’d never fucked a girl before. I didn’t want my first time to be awkward and humiliating.

She looked up into my eyes. “Why are you so tense? What’s wrong?” she asked.

It was a moment before I was able to reply. “You just… I thought you were so innocent.”

She smiled and gently bit her bottom lip. “I am innocent,” she said. “But I like to have fun too.” She gripped my cock firmly with her fist and gently began to pump it. My legs trembled and my body shuddered. Then I let out a little sigh, still with my shoulders touching my ears.

“Relax,” she said. “Lean back.”

So I leaned back. She kept pumping my cock. It felt good. Now I had a whole new worry: that I was going to ejaculate instantly, before we even ended up having sex. Oh God, the thought of being a premature ejaculator was so awful, and now it was seeming so real. I bit down on my tongue and tried to think of other things: homework, my grandma, my overdue college application—but I couldn’t keep any image in my head for more than a split second before looking down at Iris, wearing that cute Xander uniform, with my cock in her hand. “You’re getting bigger than I expected,” she said, looking down at my cock, which was pressing out from her clenched fist. My tip was red from her squeezing so hard. I squirmed. It didn’t hurt—it felt good. She leaned forward after letting a small giggle slip, then she gently licked my tip with the tip of her tongue. Another groan slipped out from my lips.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked.

“Why not?” she said. Then she opened her lips and bent forward, slipping three inches of my cock into her mouth. She pressed them firmly around my girth and started sucking. Her mouth was warm and moist. She bobbed with an amazing elegance. Now I was really worried that I was going to come before we had a chance to get down and dirty. I closed my eyes and tried to control my breathing.

Then I started to wonder just how many guys she’d done this with. Maybe this was a common thing for girls to do over at Xander High. Maybe she had sucked a lot of cocks before. She was certainly good at it. My body trembled and I let out another sigh.

“Are you okay?” she asked, breaking for a moment.

I nodded my head. I could feel that my face was red because it was so hot. “I’m fine,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

She bent forward again and continued sucking. But I knew that i was going to come in twenty seconds if I didn’t stop her. I could feel my shaft pulsing and bulge. I knew that a giant humiliation was coming. “Wait!” I said. She looked up at me with her shining eyes.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Lay on the bed,” I said.

She grinned. She stood up and went to the bed. She fell onto her back and spread her legs wide. “No condom?” she asked.

“I don’t have one,” I said.

“It’s fine. I’d rather you pull out and come on my chest anyway.”

“Should you take your sweater off?” I asked.

“Just ruin it,” she said. “I hate it anyway.” I could see her tight, shaved pussy. It was glistening: wet with horny moisture. She used both of her hands to gently pry it open, showing me the inside of her body. She giggled. I stepped forward. My cock was still pulsing: still on the verge of coming. I needed to give it a break, so I bent forward and pressed my face between her warm, plump thighs. I began to lick her vagina. I’d never eaten a girl out before. I was expecting an off-putting taste, so I was pleased when it was only a little bit sweet and otherwise tasteless. I flicked up and down with my tongue before pushing my tongue into her tight hole.

She giggled. “This really is your first time,” she said.

“Why? What’s wrong?” I said, wiping my lips.

“You’re just being a little bit… wild,” she said. “Try drawing the alphabet slowly with your tongue.” So that’s what I tried. By the time I reached K, she started to moan slightly. She especially seemed to like it when I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, so I included a few clit massages as I made my way through the alphabet. Then I looked up and saw that she was propped up on her elbows and looking down at me. “Hold on,” she said. She reached over to her nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and then pulled out a dildo. She slipped it down her abdomen, so it was hanging over her pelvis, as if it was an actual cock.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Suck it,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Get it wet so I can put it in myself,” she said.

It seemed like a strange request, but I liked the idea of her fucking herself with the dildo: it would give my cock some time to rest, so I wouldn’t ejaculate quite so quickly once I was inside of her body. I opened my mouth and let her put the dildo in. “Suck it. Make it wet,” she said. So I started sucking. It was a bit weird, but it still made sense. “Bob your head,” she said. I started bobbing my head. Then she slipped a hand behind my head, pushing her fingers into my hair. She pulled me in tight, making sure I was pushing the fake cock into my throat. I gagged and she giggled. “Keep going,” she said.

And then it began to dawn on me that a whole minute had gone by. The dildo wasn’t going to get any wetter, but she was still making me suck it. Was she just trying to humiliate me? Was this just some sort of Xander High prank, to make fun of a stupid poor kid like me? I pulled back and took in a deep breath of air. Then I looked into her eyes while she giggled. “That’s enough,” I said.

“Don’t you like it?” she asked.

“Like it?” I said. “Why would I like it?”

“You seemed to like it. It’s okay if you like it. It was cute.”

“I’m not gay,” I said. “I like girls.”

“I know,” she said. Then she took the dildo and pressed it against her tight hole. She giggled again, now with red cheeks. Then she began to push that bulbous tip into her snatch. It plopped in with a small gush. She let out a cute moan. She began to push the toy in deep, letting a bit of clear fluid squish out from her tight pussy. I watched with wide eyes. I bit my bottom lip. Now my cock was twitching, somehow even closer to coming even though it hadn’t been touched in nearly five minutes.

She looked into my eyes with that big grin. She really wasn’t so innocent. And now I couldn’t help but wonder just how much was going on in that head of hers. “Do you like to watch?” she asked, still pumping that toy in and out of her pussy.

I nodded my head. “I like to watch you,” I said.

She smiled and leaned back, opening her legs wider. She grabbed the dildo with two hands and began to pump faster and harder, plunging it down deeper. “Oh God,” she moaned with a high-pitched voice. More fluid poured down her thighs. Her legs trembled and she let out a loud scream. I looked back at her door, suddenly nervous one of the many people in the house would hear her and come running. My heart was pounding hard. I wasn’t sure if I was losing my virginity or just my sexual innocence.

Iris looked at me. “Finish,” she said.

“Finish what?”

“Stick your cock in me and finish,” she said. She pulled out the toy, leaving her pussy agape. Another ounce of warm liquid oozed out of her. I stepped up slowly, climbing onto that bed. I gently spread her legs and aimed my cock down at her hole. My cock was still pulsing with pleasure. I knew I wasn’t going to last long at all, but I couldn’t just turn down the opportunity.

I pushed into her. In an instant, my virginity was gone. I pushed in deep, making her moan. I felt her vagina contract around my shaft. I groaned and then I grabbed her firmly with both hands. My body started to shudder.

“Remember to pull out,” she said with wide eyes.

And then I almost didn’t make it. I pulled out just as cum began blasting out from my cock, spraying her navy blue sweater. She covered her mouth with both of her hands and began giggling. I felt so embarrassed, but I couldn’t stop coming. I made a huge mess of her sweater, painting it white with my thick cum.

I didn’t even get a full pump in her. I just stuck my cock in, she squeezed it with her vaginal muscles, and then I came. Could I even call it sex? Had I truly lost my virginity? And why was she still laughing at me? Was it really so humiliating? “I’m so sorry,” I said before I even finished coming.

She shook her head. “It’s fine,” she said, still giggling. “It’s cute. I take it as a compliment.” She reached forward and grabbed my shaft, squeezing it firmly to get that last glob of cum out. Then she giggled one last time before looking into my eyes. “I guess you aren’t a virgin anymore.”

My heart fluttered and my stomach groaned. “I should probably get going home,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “But be sure to go out down the alley or my mom will have a fit.”

I got up and walked to the door. “Wait!” she said. Then she jumped up to her feet and ran up to me. She looked into my eyes with a bright smile.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Can I get you to do me a huge favour?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What is it?” I asked.

“It sounds stupid, but can you try on this dress?” she darted to her closet and grabbed a full-length dress.

“What? No way. Why would I do that?”

“To see if it fits. It fits me perfectly. It was actually custom tailored to be my prom dress at Xander in June.”

“Why would I want it to fit?” I asked.

“Because we’re the same size—at least, we’re pretty close. You’re what, five-eight? Me too. And you weigh maybe one-thirty-five?”

She had the numbers correct, but that didn’t make me want to put her dress on. “I’m confused,” I said.

“If the dress is a perfect fit, then you can go buy me clothes. I’ll give you some money. You just need to go to the mall, buy me a few cute outfits that I can wear at school, and then keep them in your locker. I can change at the beginning and end of every school day.”

“Why don’t you just give me a few of your outfits now and I’ll bring them to school on Monday for you?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. It’s not that simple. My mom is a psychopath. She’s been coming into my room and looking through my closet. She knows that I don’t want to be dressed like this out of the house, so she’s keeping tabs on my closet. She even took all of my favourite outfits so I wouldn’t wear them out. Look.” She opened her closet, which was surprisingly empty save for a rack of identical Xander High outfits.

“I don’t know about this,” I said.

“Please. I can’t do another week in this stupid outfit. Get me a little dress—or a tank top and some black leggings. I’ll pay you. I’ve been saving my allowance. I was going to get my own sailboat, but now that I’m not getting an allowance anymore, I have to spend this money on something.” She went to her drawer and fetched a bank card. She handed it to me. “Take a couple hundred bucks out for yourself, as a thank you. I just need three or four outfits. Maybe five. We can reassess next week. You’d be my hero.” She wrapped her hands around my arm and looked into my eyes with her cute face.

“Um,” I said. “Okay. I guess so.” I wasn’t about to turn down a couple hundred dollars, and it was hard to say no to those puppy dog eyes. “I guess I will, uh, go to the mall tomorrow and buy you some clothes. Don’t you just want to come?”

She shook her head. “My mom won’t let me go. I’m stuck here on weekends. She’s only letting me leave the house for school.”

“Okay. Well I’ll see you on Monday, I guess. I hope you like what I pick out.”

“Wait,” she said. Then she picked up that dress again. “Try it on.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach.

“Get undressed. I’ll grab you one of my old padded bras from when I had no tits. The pads in the bra are pretty much the same size as my boobs now.” She fetched a bra from the back of her deep closet. She tossed it to me and I strapped it on awkwardly, feeling once again like I was just being set up for some sort of horrible humiliation. Maybe this was her getting revenge on me for calling her a bitch.

I closed my eyes as I pulled the dress up my body. I tried to keep my breathing rate normal, so I wouldn’t look too embarrassed. I didn’t want Iris thinking that I was insecure. I wanted to force out a laugh, so she would know that I found the dress up game funny, but for some reason I couldn’t laugh. When I opened my eyes, she was staring at me with a bright face. “It’s a perfect fit! We really are the same size,” she said.

“Great,” I said. “So can I take it off?”

“Wait,” she said. “Come look in the mirror.”

I walked over to her large mirror and stared at myself. “Don’t you think you look kind of cute?” she asked.

My stomach turned again. I hated that the dress was a perfect fit. It didn’t help that the bra with the silicone pads actually made it look like I had a bust. I turned to my side and looked at my ass, which was unfortunately perky.

“Just use your hand to cover your face, and look at your body. Damn, girl—I wish I had your ass!” she said, giving me a firm slap on the ass before giggling.

I paused for another moment. Then I quickly took the dress off. “Okay, it fits, I get it,” I said. “I’ll buy you some clothes. Sorry if I get stuff that isn’t your style.”

“I’ll send you a Pinterest board,” she said. “Of ideas that I like. Try to find similar stuff. It’s not rocket science. Honestly, anything is better than that Xander outfit.”

“I think the Xander outfit is cute,” I said.

“Not when people are spitting at you, it’s not,” she said.

My heart fluttered once more. I’d almost forgotten that she was being abused at school—and a lot of that abuse was because of that outfit. If she could just go a few days without it, people would settle down. After a few weeks, most of the students would probably forget that she used to go to Xander altogether. “I’ll get you some clothes.”

“Try on these shoes too,” she said. So I tried on the shoes, and they fit too. We were shockingly very similar: I was a smaller male and she was a taller female—we evened out.

I took off and went home. She sent me her Pinterest board, which I quickly looked through. I realized later that night that she wanted me to buy her everything: not just outfits but also a few new bras, panties, shoes, stockings, socks, and even accessories. “I have nothing. My mom took everything but these Xander outfits,” she told me in a text message. “That card has over fifty grand on it, so don’t be cheap. Buy the nice stuff.”

“Okay,” I replied.

It was getting late. I had a big day ahead of me if I was going to track down all of the items that she’d requested. But I was far behind my friends now on League of Legends. They’d all been gaming since school ended, and now I had some catching up to do. So I stayed up, grinding game after game. My head started to tilt down and I began to doze off, then I noticed that it was almost 4:00 AM. The sun was going to be up soon. But I was still behind, so I decided to try and squeeze one more game in.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


It was noon when I woke up. I sat up slowly, and it took a moment for my brain to piece together the events of the previous day. Then I remembered losing my virginity, and I was suddenly wide awake. It was another moment before I fully believed that it had happened, and that it wasn’t just a crazy dream.

I was no longer a virgin. I had sex with a woman—and I would probably get to have sex with her again if I played my cards right. And speaking of cards, that bank card was now sitting on my night stand. I looked over at it. If I was going to get laid again, I knew I needed to go through with buying her some clothes.

She wanted me to try everything on, to make sure it was a perfect fit, but that wasn’t my plan. I rarely tried on clothes that I bought for myself and most of my clothes fit just fine. I always just bought adult male smalls—and it was always fine, so that was my plan in buying Iris a new wardrobe.

I casually got ready over the next hour. I was still nervous about going into female clothing stores. I hadn’t been inside of a female clothing store since I was eight years old, being dragged through the mall by my mom. In a way, I figured it could be cool to act like I was buying clothes for my girlfriend, but in another way, I was terrified. What if the employees thought that I was actually buying clothes for myself? What if they thought that I was a crossdresser? I would be buying everything in my own size, after all.

But I tried to push those anxieties away. I had to get the clothes if I was going to get laid, and if I was going to be able to take out two hundred dollars for myself. So I put that card in my wallet and I took off for the mall.

I started at a simple store that sold dresses. I walked in and looked around from near the entryway. The two young women working in the store just stared at me. I was about to take another step in when I suddenly became overwhelmed. The entire store was for women, and it was a large store. I was used to shopping as a man, for men’s clothes. Usually, there was only a single wall with male options.

“Can we help you?” one of the employees asked.

“Um,” I said. “I’m buying something for my, uh, girlfriend.” Saying the word girlfriend felt strangely exhilarating, but terrifying at the same time, because it was a lie. The two employees came towards me and I suddenly had the impulse to turn around and run, as if I was committing some sort of crime.

“Anything in particular?” one of the girls asked.

I froze. Then I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I opened up that Pinterest board and showed the girls. “She made this, so I guess something that would fit into these options.”

The girls suddenly were thrusting options at me, piling different dresses on my arms. All of the fabrics were so soft and light, but the dresses all seemed so small.

“Do you think she’d like any of these?” the girls asked, leaning forward with wide eyes. My heart was pounding. I felt like I was about to have a mental breakdown. Why was I so overwhelmed? Why was I making this into such a big deal?

“Maybe this,” I said, taking the small floral dress from the top of the pile.

“What’s her size? they asked.

“Uh,” I said. I wasn’t sure what the female equivalent was to a male small. “Like, a small—or a medium. Or maybe a large. How big is a large? I doubt she’s a large.” The girls kept staring at me. “She’s, uh, my size,” I said. “We’re the same size.”

“The exact same size?” one of the girls asked with narrowed eyes.

I nodded my head. “More or less,” I said. Now I could tell that they were suspicious, probably starting to think that I was a crossdresser shopping for myself. I wanted to show them a picture of Iris, to prove that I was shopping for my ‘girlfriend’, but I didn’t have a picture of her.

“Um,” I said. “So I wear a men’s small. What’s the equivalent?” I asked.

“It doesn’t work like that,” one girl said. “Do you know if she’s a four? Maybe a five?”

“Four or five? What’s that?”

“Dress size,” she said.

I took a deep breath. I felt my face turning dark red. “Look. Maybe I’ll, uh, just take it to the dressing room and I’ll try it on—for her, because we’re the same size. And if it fits me, I’m sure it’ll fit her.”

The girls showed me to a changing room. Once I was inside, I heard them giggling. They definitely thought I was shopping for myself. How humiliating! I looked into the mirror and saw that my face was turning dark red. I closed my eyes to take a breath. Then I opened them to look down at my body, which was now clad in the little floral dress. It was a bit too tight, but I had the size up with me, so I got changed into that, and the fit was much better. I did a little spin to make sure it looked right all around, and then I got changed back into my regular clothes. Now I had a dress size to use as a reference, but it turned out not to be enough to get me out of that changing room.

The girls stopped giggling when I emerged from the changing room. I kept my gaze on the floor as I skirted to the cash register, and then I said nothing as I paid. I was happy to be out of that store—a wave of cool relief washed over me once I was around the corner and out of the giggling store girls’ sight. But the embarrassment just came back once I was in the next store. “I’ll take this in a size four,” I said, holding up a cute knee-length black dress. “It’s for my girlfriend.”

“Our sizes fit a bit small,” the woman said. “You should have your girlfriend try it on, if possible.”

I groaned and squirmed and then I awkwardly took the dress to the changing room. “We’re about the same size. I’ll just make sure it fits.”

Again, I caught the store girl giggling when I emerged. “It’s a bit small. I’ll take a size up.”

“Do you want to try it on just to be sure?” she asked, clearly biting her tongue.

I wanted to drop dead so the misery would end, but instead I bit hard on my tongue and forced a smile. “I probably should, just to be safe,” I said. I didn’t want to let Iris down. And I didn’t want to give her an excuse to take that two hundred dollar offer away from me. So I tried the dress on again in a bigger size, and the fit was just right. I did a few little poses, swirling from side to side so that the dress would dance around me. It was a cute dress: a perfect fit, nice and snug on my ass. Staring at myself in the mirror, I actually found myself wondering why I looked so feminine, and if my body would be indistinguishable from a female body if I shaved the hair on my legs.

I caught myself with a small grin on my face, which I wiped away quickly. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. I was relieved to get out of the outfit, but now my skin was tingling, knowing I still had a long day ahead of me. I needed to get two more outfits, and I needed to get bras and panties and shoes and accessories. I’d already been at the mall for nearly an hour and I only had two little dresses.

So I trudged on. I went from store to store, buying a piece or two from each, collecting shopping bags as I made my way through the large complex. Unfortunately, all of the shopping bags were varying shades of pink and purple, so I didn’t look so manly as I cruised the mall hallways.

Trying on the clothes was weird, but I was slowly getting used to it. I could predict that the shop girls were going to laugh, but it stopped getting under my skin so much, knowing it was just laughter and then I would never see them again in my life. And I knew that I was going to make Iris happy—and I was doing something that would take a lot of stress off of her shoulders, so it was hard to be too upset.

And then it was time to buy bras. I stood awkwardly in the store for ten minutes before one of the curious employees sauntered over to me. “Can I help you?” she said.

The store had a sexy sort of smell and I was surrounded by mannequins in sexy lingerie, and posters of gorgeous super models wearing nothing but bras and panties. I felt tense and awkward. I had to remind myself that I was no longer a virgin. “I’m buying something for my girlfriend,” I said.

The woman smiled. “The lingerie is just over here,” she said.

“No. I actually just need a bra—or three. She’s a dress size four.”

The woman stared at me for a long moment. “We don’t do bras in dress sizes,” she said. “Bras are complicated to size out. She should come in—or maybe you can buy her a gift card.”

“She can’t come in,” I said. “It’s—It’s complicated. I just need to buy her three bras. She’s roughly my size.”

“But how big are her breasts?” she asked.

Then I stood quietly. I never got to see Iris’s breasts—she kept them covered by her navy blue sweater. “I—I don’t know,” I said, suddenly feeling hot all over as cold beads of sweat formed on the back of my neck.

“Well I’m not sure how much help I can be,” she said.

“Wait,” I said. I remembered wearing her old bra with the silicone pads. I was pretty sure those pads were roughly the same size as her real breasts—in fact, I was almost sure she mentioned something about the pads being the same size.

So maybe I could try on a few and try to remember how big those cups looked on my chest in her bedroom. “Give me a few different cup sizes,” I said. “I’ll try them on.”

The woman stared at me with wide eyes for a long moment. “You want to try them on?” she said.

“Well how else will I pick the right size… for her?” I said.

The woman kept staring at me. “Okay,” she said softly. “I’ll grab a few options.”

She set me up in a back room and gave me a pile of bras and a small stack of foam pads. “We put these pads in our mannequins,” she said. “You’re welcome to pick a size that works for you—I mean—your girlfriend.”

“Thanks,” I said. I was only slightly embarrassed now—determined to get something that worked for Iris. Getting the job done right seemed more important than my own humility.

After trying on seven different bras, I came upon one that felt right. It was just like what I wore in Iris’s bedroom. I cupped my own chest with my hands and gently squeezed. “How’s it going in there?” the shop girl asked.

“Great,” I said, feeling strangely excited to have found the correct size. I got dressed then emerged with the bra. “Tell me what size this is and I’ll pick a few just like it.”

I left that store with five different options: different colours, different fabrics, and different styles, including a push-up bra that I had a feeling she would like.

I was in a quiet department store a couple of hours later, picking out bracelets, when an employee walked up to me. “We’re closing in ten minutes,” she said.

“You are? What time is it?” I asked.

“It’s almost 9:30,” she said.

I was shocked. I thought it was only around 5:30 PM. Suddenly my stomach groaned, having eaten nothing since breakfast. “Shit,” I said. So I bought what I had, and then I left the mall with fourteen shopping bags, all bursting out in every direction from my body. I stuffed them all into my mom’s car, which I was borrowing for the day, and then I took off to buy myself some dinner using the two-hundred dollars I took out from the ATM, using Iris’s bank card.

The day had some embarrassing moments, but for some reason I felt accomplished. I didn’t get absolutely everything on Iris’s list, but I got enough to get her through the week, so she wouldn’t have to dress up like she went to Xander High.


CHAPTER 6
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Iwas early for school—almost a full thirty minutes early—so that I could stash the female clothes into my locker without anyone seeing. The hallways were quiet, so I was able to take my time, carefully pulling each folded item out from my very full backpack and stacking it up from the bottom of my tall, narrow locker.

Iris made me jump by tapping me on the shoulder. I spun around quickly as she said, “Thank God you’re here early,” she said. “I was going to text you to come early, but my mom took my phone away. She’s worried I’m going to text my friends about going to Patterson and that their parents will see the messages.”

“That’s rough,” I said. “So how will we talk then?”

“In school, and that’s it, I guess,” she said. Then she turned to my locker with glowing eyes. “Is this all for me?”

“Well it’s not for me,” I said.

She suddenly wrapped her arms around me and squeezed, nearly hugging the life out of me. “Thank you so much,” she said. “I can’t wait to get out of this stupid uniform. My mom literally made me wear it this weekend. She’s so paranoid. I had to wear it out to a restaurant.”

“Wow,” I said.

Then she dropped to her knees and started digging through the clothes that I bought for her. “Oh my God, Ryan. Did you pick these out?” she said.

“Are they no good?” I asked.

“No—they’re amazing. You’ve got great taste,” she said. Then she stood up holding the little black dress I picked out. “Oh my God.” She rubbed her fingers on the soft fabric of the dress, which I think was satin. “It’s not a blue sweater or a plaid skirt. I’m in heaven.”

“I’m glad you’re happy,” I said, staring at her as she closed her eyes and had a strange moment with the dress. I wondered how long it had been since she’d put on something that wasn’t a Xander High uniform.

She gave me a kiss on the cheek before zipping off to the bathroom to get changed. It was fifteen minutes when she came back with a big smile on her face. “What do you think?” she asked. She did a little spin. I had to admit that the outfit was perfect, and it was nice to know that I picked it out. Though I also couldn’t help but think that the outfit somehow looked better on my body. It fit her fine, but my bum was slightly curvier, and somehow the outfit made my legs look like they belonged to a model; her legs looked fine too, but it just didn’t have the same punch.

I shook my head. Why was I thinking about myself in the dress? Why was I comparing my body to hers? I was a man and she was a woman. It wasn’t a good thing that I looked good in that dress—that was something that should have bothered me, not lifted me up. “You look amazing,” I said.

Then students started arriving for school. She gave me one last smile. “See you in class,” she said, and then she turned away. I watched her go, and then I watched as the arriving students side-eyed her, still scowling with hatred, now with a tinge of curiosity as they looked down at her body, which was no longer clad in a Xander uniform.

She sat near me in class but didn’t talk to me, or even look at me for more than a few brief seconds. She was being kind enough to leave me out of the school’s hatred for her. Students continued to look at her with contempt in their eyes, and she received a few comments; I overheard one: “Dressing like a slut now?” I was tempted to jump in and defend her. The dress was cute, not slutty. It was knee-length, hardly showing any cleavage at all. The girl who made the comment was probably just jealous of the beautiful dress, or maybe of Iris’s fit body.

But the comment wasn’t enough to irk Iris. She just remained still and looked down at her desk until her attacker got bored and turned away. I admired her ability to handle so much criticism. A lot of girls probably would have caved a lot sooner: stopped coming to school, spent entire days crying in the bathroom, or even resorted to suicide. But Iris seemed war-hardened. She had a few small breakdowns, but she was resilient.

Just before our fourth period class, she came up to me and quietly said in my ear: “Bring my Xander uniform to the art room at the end of the back hallway after class. I’ll get changed there and sneak out the back door.”

So after the last class of the day, I carefully stuffed that Xander outfit into my backpack and I made my way down to the empty art classroom at the end of the back hallway, where there were no lockers and no students. I slipped into the room and she was there waiting for me. “Lock the door,” she said. So I flicked the lock. Then she instantly started to undress, pulling that black dress over her slim body, exposing her skin and one of the bras I bought for her.

“Did you grab the white bra?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “I didn’t think to grab it.”

“It’s technically part of the Xander outfit,” she said.

“Should I go get it?” I asked.

She thought for a moment. “It’s okay. I don’t think my mom will notice. I’ll just keep this one on. By the way, did you buy me some new panties?”

“I forgot,” I said. “I lost track of time and didn’t get around to everything.”

“It’s okay,” she said. Then she grinned. “You lost track of time, huh? Had fun shopping for me?”

She was staring into my eyes, making me feel awkward and strangely small. “Huh? Fun? No—I just—I was focussed. I didn’t want to let you down.”

“It’s okay if you had fun. Shopping for girls’ clothes is fun.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It was just a job.”

“Did you try everything on?” she asked, still standing in nothing but her bra and panties.

I shook my head. “No,” I lied. “I just eyeballed it.”

“I don’t believe you,” she said. “This bra fits too well, and the dress too. You must have tried it on. Don’t lie to me.”

“I didn’t,” I said.

Then she pulled the black dress up to her face. “Then why does it smell like your deodorant in the armpits?” She giggled, and I could feel my face turning red.

“Okay, fine, I tried it on,” I said. “I had to make sure it fit. It’s not like I wanted to do it.”

“You’re cute,” she said. “I bet you liked it. It’s okay if you liked it. It would be kind of cute, to be honest.”

“I’m not lying,” I said.

She looked down at the plaid skirt and blue sweater that she now had to put on. She picked the outfit up and then she looked at me. “Want to try it on?” she asked.

My heart fluttered and I suddenly felt lightheaded. “What? No,” I said.

“C’mon. It’s be fun. Just try it on.”

“No,” I said.

“You told me yourself that you thought it was a cute outfit. I want to see you in it,” she said. “Please?”

“No way,” I said, shaking my head. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble. Why was I suddenly so stressed out? Why was her little teasing making me so overwhelmed and anxious?

“If you put it on, I’ll let you fuck me,” she said, batting her eyelashes.

I was about to turn down the offer, then I stuttered. How could I turn down sex? It was my chance to last more than two seconds. It was my chance to have real sex, not just an embarrassing penetration. I took a deep breath. “I’ll put it on quickly, if that’s what you want.”

“Fuck me in it,” she said, gently biting her bottom lip.

“What? Are you crazy?” I said.

“What? It would be fun. Just put it on and fuck me in it. You can pull out and come on my butt.” She was smiling big now. Her cheeks were dark red, as if she was embarrassed about her own offer.

I took another deep breath. What did I have to lose? Maybe she was setting me up, or maybe she just liked teasing me—whatever the reason, I just couldn’t turn down sex. So I grabbed the outfit and I got undressed. My heart was pounding ferociously. I took a series of deep breaths to try to calm myself down, worried I would collapse from the small anxiety attack that I was having. She watched me with glowing eyes as I buttoned her plaid skirt around my hips. She took off her bra and passed it to me, finally exposing her perky tits.

My heart skipped a beat. She had amazing breasts. I put the bra on, then she handed me some tissues from a nearby tissue box. “Stuff the bra with this,” she said. “I used to use tissues when I was thirteen, before I convinced my mom to buy me a padded bra.”

I stuffed the bra with tissues. Then I pulled the sweater on over my torso. She clapped and bounced with excitement. “You look so cute!” she said. “Spin for me.”

I reluctantly did a spin for her.

“Maybe the outfit is cuter than I thought,” she said. “It’s definitely cute on you.”

I could feel my cheeks turning red. I bit hard on my tongue, trying to convince myself that she wasn’t complimenting me, but insulting me. No man wants to hear that he looks cute in a skirt. “I put on the outfit,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Right. Fine,” she said. Then she turned around and bent over one of the nearby desks. “Just remember to pull out.”

I walked up to her slowly. My hands were trembling. I looked down at her soft tush, but it was hard not to see my plaid skirt, dancing on my thighs. I lifted the skirt up, so that my semi-erect penis was exposed. I clutched it firmly and gave it a slow stroke, making it harder. Then, with my other hand, I pulled down her panties. It was only a few more seconds before I was rock hard. I pressed my cock between her butt cheeks and then I dragged it downwards, pressing my tip against her tight hole. She moaned and then she giggled. I looked down just as a small drop of juice squeezed out of her.

“You’re wet,” I said.

“I guess I’m horny,” she said.

“Are you always horny?” I asked.

She looked back at me. “I wasn’t horny until I saw you in that skirt,” she said. My heart bounced. Was she teasing me again, or was she being serious?

I decided to ignore the comment, not wanting to engage in an argument. I took a deep breath and then I started pushing into her. It was a moment before my tip penetrated, and then she gasped. I watched as her fingers clutched the edge of the desk. “Holy shit,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked, stopping for a moment, with half of my cock pressed into her pussy.

“You’re so hard. It’s like—It’s like you’re sticking a metal rod into me.” And it was true: I was harder than usual. In fact, I was so hard that it almost hurt: my skin stretching around my solid member. “You must really like that skirt,” she said. And once again, I chose to ignore the comment.

I grabbed her hips firmly and then I continued to push in, until my pelvis was pressed against her ass. Then I let out a deep sigh of relief and started to pump her. A warm hope swelled in my heart once I pumped her five times, realizing I was well beyond my previous record, and still with lots left in me. She was already moaning gently, pushing her body back each time I thrusted into her. Her pussy was wet, gushing constantly, dripping on the floor every time I nearly pulled my cock out of her.

I was getting into a good rhythm; I was feeling good about how I was fucking her, and I was sure that I was going to make her climax. Then I looked to the side and saw myself in a mirror. I was suddenly captivated by my own reflection. I looked good. The skirt was cute, hanging down my legs. I just needed a shave and a wig—and maybe a touch of makeup. I kept staring at myself, turned on by the sight of me fucking Iris in the pussy.

Then my cock tingled and my legs trembled. I groaned and shook all over, then I started coming. I shot three blasts before realizing I was still inside of her, so I pulled out quickly and started spraying her tush. I looked down and watched my cum oozing out from her wet hole.

“Oh my God, did you come in me?” she said, looking back while I was still ejaculating on her soft ass.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Are you trying to get me pregnant?” she said. She reached down and pressed two fingers into her gaping hole, then she pulled a glob of cum out, as if it would make a difference (and maybe it would). “You need to be more careful.”

“Sorry—I just came—I wasn’t expecting to come.”

“It’s fine,” she said. “My mom will kill me if I end up pregnant.”

“Sorry,” I said again.

Then she looked down at my skirt. “Careful!” she said. “Don’t get cum on the skirt. I have to wear that home.” I quickly pulled up the skirt so that the final glob of cum dangling on the tip of my cock wouldn’t smear onto the skirt.

“Sorry,” I said once more.

“Stop apologizing—it’s weird. Take the outfit off so I can get dressed.”

Now I was staring at her breasts and her perky nipples. My mind was a haze of confusion. I was terrified I’d just gotten her pregnant, and I was even more terrified that I came because I was turned on from wearing her outfit.

“Aren’t you going to get dressed?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly.

“Okay. Then do it, weirdo. Why are you just standing there? Do you want to touch my boobs or something?”

“Can I?” I asked.

She shook her head and giggled. “Fine. Quickly.” She walked up to me and I grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them firmly, reminding myself that I wasn’t gay. But if I wasn’t gay, why did I want to put on her skirt again so badly? Why did I want to wear her clothes?

She handed me the black dress. “You can put this back in your locker,” she said. “Again: I really appreciate you buying all of this stuff for me.”

“It was your money,” I said.

“Well you did the work,” she said. “It’s a lot of work.”

“I know,” I said with a chuckle.

“So I hate to do this, but maybe you can go buy me some nicer panties, so I’m not wearing these old lady panties. And maybe you can buy a few pairs of shoes. I noticed there weren’t any shoes in your locker. Some flats and maybe a pair of short heels. There are some examples on the Pinterest board. Feel free to take out another couple hundred bucks for yourself.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek, making my heart soar up high. “You’re the best.”

“Thanks,” I said. Then I watched as she skipped off in her Xander outfit, leaving the art room and then slipping out the back door where nobody would see her as she darted across the back parking lot, which was only occasionally used by pot smokers and parents during parent teacher interviews.

I went to my locker to put the dress away. The hallways were empty now. Even the janitor was nowhere to be seen, so it was easy to slip the dress back into my locker. But before I closed it, I stared at the other outfits. There were a few that I didn’t try on: the skirts didn’t need to be tried on because they were adjustable, and the tank top came in a simple small, medium, or large, so I grabbed the medium. But now I wanted to try them on.

I looked around and then I fought off the unwanted temptation. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I only put on that Xander uniform so that I could get laid—and I did get laid. Any man would have done the same thing.


CHAPTER 7
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Store employees once again watched me as I tried on various pairs of shoes in the women's’ shoe stores. I felt a bit silly, but it was for a good cause. I could tell they didn’t believe me when I said that I was shopping for my girlfriend, but I no longer cared. I bought Iris five different pairs of shoes: two pairs of heels, some flats, a pair of small boots and a pair of knee-high boots. Then I went to the lingerie store and bought ten pairs of panties: lacy panties, thongs, satin panties, cotton panties, and some panties made from fabrics that were unknown to me. Then, on my way out of the mall, a dress in a shop window caught my eye. I went in and found one in my size—in her size.

“Buying for someone?” the shop girl asked.

I nodded my head. “I’ll try this on,” I said.

She stared at me strangely for a moment before turning to lead me to a changing room. I didn’t bother telling her that I was shopping for Iris because I knew she just wouldn’t believe me. It was easier to just go along with what I needed to do.

The dress fit perfectly. It was backless and it had a long cut down the side, showing off my thigh. I knew that it would go great with the knee-high leather boots I bought.

I changed back into my proper clothes and then I bought the dress. “I hope you found everything okay,” she said.

I paused for a moment. “You don’t know if there’s anywhere to buy a wig in this mall, do you?”

She stared at me for a long moment again. Now I felt exceptionally embarrassed, but I knew that I would never see her again. “Um,” she said. “There’s nothing in this mall, but two blocks away there’s a beauty store that sells wigs and hair extensions and stuff like that.”

“Thanks,” I said. So I made a stop there on my way home. Instead of taking two hundred bucks out for myself at an ATM, I bought a high-quality blonde wig and about fifty dollars worth of simple makeup supplies. I felt a bit silly buying everything, and then my heart started pounding as I made my way home and realized that I bought myself a wig and makeup—but there was also a glimmer of excitement flickering inside of me.

Maybe I could indulge just a little bit in this new little interest of mine. Maybe it didn’t make me gay. After all, Iris seemed to like it. She asked me to fuck her wearing her skirt.

I took the haul up to my bedroom and then I got dressed up. I put on some eyeliner and some eyeshadow, and then I put the wig on. I slipped into the dress and then I zipped up the leather boots. I stood in front of my mirror for a long time. My heart pounded heavily against my ribcage. I really did look good—but I knew that I could look better.

I snuck into the bathroom and I shaved my legs until they were totally smooth. My heart was racing. I could feel my face turning dark red. When I looked into the mirror, I saw that I was grinning. I had to slap myself on the cheek, but it didn’t help to force away the strange urges that were pulsing inside of me.

I tried on different outfits. I spent two hours in front of my bedroom mirror, trying out different wardrobe combinations, until I was out of clothes to try on. Then I did something crazy and stupid: I snuck into my sister’s bedroom while she was in the kitchen making herself a snack. I raided her closet, taking ten different outfits back to my room—even though she was considerably taller than me. None of her clothes fit perfectly, but I still tried everything on, getting a rush that I’d never felt before. Adrenaline was surging through my veins. Why was I so excited?

And it wasn’t just adrenaline—it was horniness as well. I put on a little pink skirt and looked down to see that my erect cock was holding the skirt up in the air. I tried to awkwardly squish it down into my panties, but it was too hard to stay in place. I tried sitting down, to wait for it to go away, but it just wouldn’t go away. It needed to be dealt with.

So I grabbed it and started to jerk myself off. I squeezed hard and pumped slowly, and then ten seconds later a strong tingle surged through me and I groaned. I looked down to see a large wet spot forming on my skirt: I was coming, after just a few pumps.

My God! I’d never been so aroused in my entire life. What was I discovering about myself? I suddenly felt nauseous as globs of cum streamed down my thighs and dripped off the edge of my little pink skirt. I was becoming a deviant. I was losing myself to this newfound addiction. And where did it come from? Was this all just because Iris made me put on her outfit before letting me fuck her? Did she somehow rewire my brain? Did she do it on purpose?

No—I was being paranoid. I was just tired and acting stupid. I looked down at the large pile of clothes: some belonging to Iris, some belonging to my sister. “What’s gotten into you?” I whispered to myself. Then I stuffed everything into my closet and I got changed into my proper clothes. I took a deep breath and then released a deep sigh.

The next day came and new thoughts were beginning to form in my head. As I stuffed all of Iris’s clothes into my locker, I found myself carefully feeling all of the different fabrics. I looked down at the outfits and thought about taking them home to try on. I leaned down to pick up the little dress that Iris wore the day before, then someone tapped on my shoulder and I nearly screamed. Thankfully, it was just Iris.

“Did you get the stuff?” she asked with glowing eyes.

“I got it,” I said.

“Are you okay? Why are you so pale? Spent all night playing that video game again?”

I shook my head. It had actually been many days since I’d played that game. By now, my friends were probably so far ahead of me that catching up was impossible. But for some reason, that thought didn’t seem to bother me. “I think I got everything you wanted,” I said.

She slipped up next to me, filling my nostrils with that amazing perfume. Then she reached down and squeezed my hand. Her skin was soft. “You did good,” she said before leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. She dug through the options and then she picked up the pink skirt (which I washed after the cum incident) and a fitted white sweater. “I’ll go change,” she said. “Then I’ll meet you in class.”

As she trotted off, students started arriving for school. I closed my locker and made my way towards class. Then I started noticing girls.

I’d caught myself checking out my female classmates before, but this was different. I wasn’t staring at their curves or breasts or asses—now I was looking at their outfits, wondering what those clothes felt like on their bodies. I looked down at their feet. One girl was wearing the cutest little black boots, which went perfectly with her short black skirt. As I looked up her body, admiring her outfit, I noticed that she was staring at me.

“Can I help you?” she asked with narrowed eyes.

I shook my head quickly. My heart fluttered.

And that went on through the day; I kept noticing new outfits, and I found myself trying to come up with a plan to get my hands on the prettiest outfits. I even found myself sauntering over to one girl. “Hey,” I said. She looked over at me. “Your dress. I, uh, want to get something like that for, uh, my girlfriend. Where did you get it?” My heart was racing. I’d hardly ever talked to girls before, and now I was lying about having a girlfriend and putting myself way out of my comfort zone, just so I could try on a dress! My plan was to convince Iris that she needed more outfits, and then I could go track down the ones that I liked, so that I could try them on when Iris wasn’t wearing them.

“I don’t know. It was a gift. Who’s your girlfriend?” the girl asked.

I could feel my body freezing up. “She doesn’t go to this school,” I said. “She lives in the UK.”

“Um. Okay,” the girl said. And then I quickly walked away.

I knew that I needed to get this new little hobby out from my head. I needed to push these silly ideas away before I embarrassed myself.

But Iris wasn’t making it easy. She kept sitting next to me, in every class, wearing that amazing outfit. I’d worn the exact same outfit the night before, and it looked just as cute on me. I kept looking over at her, admiring the way that she crossed her legs when she sat. All of her little feminine mannerisms were so perfect—I was taking notes in my head. I especially loved the way she threw her hair back whenever it started to fall into her face.

And there were a few times she caught me looking over at her. She looked into my eyes and smiled, probably just happy that our classmates were finally starting to leave her alone. Just like I said: they had a short memory. Now that she wasn’t wearing that Xander outfit to school, she was quickly becoming just another Patterson student.

“Art room, after school,” she said to me in the hallway before our last class.

“For what?” I asked.

“Your reward,” she said with a little wink. My heart soared up high in my chest.

So I rushed to that art room the moment the bell rang. I beat her there. I knew that I was going to get laid. I knew that I wasn’t going to last long, seeing as I’d been aroused all day, staring at cute outfits and imagining myself in all of them. In fact, there were a few awkward moments in the day where I had to hide my erection.

She came into the art room about ten minutes after the bell rang. “I really owe you,” she said.

“I really don’t mind,” I said.

“I know you don’t,” she said with a little wink. Then my heart skipped a beat.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a joke. So do you want to go down on me?”

I paused for a moment before nodding my head. She smiled and bit her lip. “Okay. First, I want you to put on this outfit.” Then she started to take her sweater off.

My heart skipped another beat. “What? Why?” I said. But now a tremendous excitement was racing through me. It was what I’d been secretly hoping for: another chance to have sex while wearing her clothes. But I didn’t want her to think that it was what I was hoping for—though I was starting to worry that somehow she knew. Was it obvious from my face? When I was checking out her outfit earlier, did she know that I was admiring her clothes and not her?

“It’s just what I want,” she said with a shoulder shrug. “I guess I’m a bit of a bisexual. Maybe it’s just my little lesbian fantasy.”

“That’s weird,” I said. “How’s about I just eat you out like this?” But I was secretly hoping she would insist on the outfit.

And she did. “Put on the outfit.”

So I forced a sigh and I shook my head. “Whatever you want,” I said. “It’s your weird fantasy.”

I stripped down and grabbed her clothes as she stood naked, with her small perky tits looking perfect along with her shaved little pussy. I was just about to step into the skirt when I noticed her giggling.

“I’m just erect because you’re naked,” I said, assuming she was giggling because of my already-stiff erection.

She shook her head. “I know,” she said. And that’s when I noticed her looking down at my legs, which I’d forgotten were shaved and shining and smooth. My heart suddenly plunged into my stomach.

“I had to shave to try on the pants,” I said, and I instantly realized how stupid the excuse sounded. “I—It was just so itchy.” And still, the excuse sounded absolutely ridiculous. I could feel my face turning red.

“It’s fine,” she said. “You shaved your legs so you would look cuter. And it worked—you look super cute.”

I opened my mouth to speak but no words came out. My whole body was being overwhelmed with humiliation. She was covering her mouth with her hand so I wouldn’t see her giggling quietly. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. “Maybe we should just get going,” I said. “Isn’t your mom expecting you home?”

She paused for a moment and looked into my eyes. “So you don’t want to eat me out?” she said.

“I do—I just think you have the wrong idea here,” I said. I really wanted to put on that outfit and I really wanted to fuck her, but I really didn’t want her thinking that I was some sort of closet cross-dresser, even though it seemed too late to convince her otherwise.

“Just put on the outfit,” she said. “Stop thinking so much into it. It looks good on you and I want to see you wearing it. No more talking. Put it on.”

So I took a deep breath and put the outfit on.

“Now spin for me,” she said. She shook her head after I spun. “Don’t look so deflated. Put a bit of effort into it. Give me a bit of hop. Stand upright, on the balls of your feet. Lean your weight like a girl, don’t just stand like a twig. Give yourself some curves.”

I tried to follow her direction, but it was tough. I really wanted to look like a girl, but now it was starting to seem like she was trying to mould me into a girl. “Can I just eat you out now?” I asked.

“Speak like a girl,” she said. “And then maybe.”

“Seriously?” I said.

She nodded her head. I sighed and cleared my throat before trying again. “Can I just eat you out now?” I asked.

“A bit softer, but not higher. Really work on that feminine inflection.”

“Can I eat you out now?” I said in my softest voice.

She smiled and her eyes lit up. Then she jumped up onto a desk and spread her legs wide, making the damp lips of her pussy part slightly to reveal her tight hole. “Have a lick,” she said with a small giggle.

I walked forward and dropped down into a crouched position. Then she covered her pussy with her hand. “No,” she said. “Girls don’t sit like that. You need to be on your knees, with a straight back. Always be thinking about your curves. You can’t be squatting like you’re about to take a poo in the woods.” She giggled.

I repositioned myself onto my knees, then she lifted up her hand, exposing that damp, sweet cunt. I leaned in and pressed my face firmly between her thighs. I began to lick up and down. She moaned, and then she said, “Moan a little bit. Try to make it feel like a girl is eating me out.”

I bit down hard on my tongue and then I forced myself to moan. It wasn’t long before her thighs began to tremble. I felt her pussy lips contracting as she inched closer towards her orgasm. I loved the feeling of her thighs closing in on me, hugging my body as I pushed my tongue deeper into her slit. I loved the taste of the juice that began to ooze out of her as her moans became louder and louder. “Don’t stop,” she said. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I kept moaning like a girl, to the best of my ability. She began to gently grind her snatch against my face, holding my head between her legs by using both of her hands. Her moans were turning into screams. Now I was worried someone was going to hear us, but I couldn’t stop. I loved pleasuring her. I loved feeling like I was eating out my lesbian lover.

With one hand, I gently felt down my own body. I felt my soft skirt and that cute sweater before reaching down to feel my smooth, hairless legs. My cock was hard and throbbing. It almost felt like I was going to ejaculate without even having to touch myself—and I was starting to worry that it was actually going to happen. I tried clenching and I tried forcing my mind onto other things, like my homework. But that pleasure just kept growing stronger and stronger.

“Oh God,” I moaned. I had to pull back from her pussy. I didn’t want to come before even getting a chance to be inside of her. “I—I just need a minute.” I stood up and turned away, taking a deep breath. I had to close my eyes so I would see my own body, clad in those cute clothes. I knew I was just a few seconds away from coming.

She walked up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I just need a minute,” I said again.

“Take a minute,” she said, and then she walked away, leaving me to stare at the wall while I reorganized my brain. I closed my eyes again and took another deep breath. Why did that outfit make me so aroused? Was this the start of a life of cross-dressing? Was I soon going to learn that I was actually a transgender or something?

She came up behind me again and put her hands on my shoulders. “Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I think so,” I said.

“Good,” she said. Then I felt something thick and smooth slide up under my skirt, pushing up my butt crack. I could feel its groves and its round, bulbous tip. I perked up and gasped, and then Iris giggled. “Relax.”

“What is that?” I asked.

“What do you think it is? It’s a cock.”

I looked down and saw that she was wearing a strap-on. “What the hell! Where did you get that? What do you think you’re doing with it.”

“Just relax, Ryan. You need to relax,” she gently caressed my back with her gentle hands.

“Seriously,” I said. “Why do you have that?”

“I brought it from home,” she said.

“I thought you said your mom was checking your bag every morning,” I said.

“It wasn’t easy. I had to toss it out my bedroom window, and then I picked it up off of the ground after I left the house, after my mom checked my bag.”

“That seems like a lot of effort,” I said.

“Shh,” she said, putting her finger to my lips. “Quit stressing out. And use your girl voice. You’re much cuter when you’re using your girl voice.”

I took a deep breath. “I don’t want that inside of me.”

“Yes you do. Now stop talking. I don’t want to hear another word, unless it’s dirty talk. I won’t accept any protesting. You’re going to bend over this desk and you’re going to relax your body until I’m done with you.”

“But—”

“I said no talking,” she said, and then she pushed on my back until I fell forward, pressing my hands against that wobbly desk. I suddenly closed my eyes as a hot rush of energy zoomed through me. My heart was pounding faster than ever. I felt like I was about to pass out. She slid that fat tip down my butt crack, teasing my hole before pushing between my legs to poke my ball sack. Then I felt something wet trickling down my crack. “What’s that?” I asked, tense all over.

“Relax,” she said. “I said no talking. And I mean it.”

My heart bounced, and then that big tip slid back up, stopping this time at my asshole. She gently rubbed it in circles. I took another deep breath. “Just be gentle,” I said, but the words came out as a whisper.

I heard her giggle, then she pushed in, penetrating me by a full inch before I could clench my cheeks tight. I gasped, feeling that plastic cock inside of my body. I groaned and squirmed and bit down on my tongue. She giggled again. “See?” she said. “Not so bad. I bet you actually like the way it feels.”

I shook my head, still desperately trying to convince her that I wasn’t some sort of degenerate creep. I didn’t want her or anyone thinking that I liked putting on girls clothes and prancing around in my bedroom. I didn’t want her or anyone to think that I liked the way a thick plastic cock felt in my asshole. And I definitely didn’t want her to think that I was now imagining the cock was real, attached to her body, her foreskin pulling back as she pushed deeper into my body. I could almost feel it throbbing—or maybe that was the built in vibrator, attached at her pussy, designed to pulse harder as she pumped.

“Oh God,” I groaned again. She pushed in deeper again. My legs became tense and I let out a long, loud, embarrassing moan. But maybe the most embarrassing part of it all was my massive erection, standing taller than ever, not letting that skirt fall into its proper place. No matter how I tried to push it down, it just kept springing back up.

“This thing has a cumshot loaded into it,” she said. “It’s designed to fire when it senses your orgasm. Pretty neat, huh?”

I was too overwhelmed to respond. I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t separate one thought from another.

“Just do it,” I said, still somehow using that soft girly voice, which was now a bit strained as I tried to fight back the strange combination of stretching pain and swirling euphoria.

“Do what?” she said with a grin in her voice.

She wanted me to say it. I didn’t want to say it, but I wanted it. So I bit my tongue, groaned, and said, “Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

She nestled her hands firmly on my hips and began to thrust. It was only a few pumps before that strange pain went away. My asshole had stretched quickly to accommodate her girth. “Shit,” I said.

“Don’t say ‘shit’. It’s not ladylike,” she said. “Instead, say something like, ‘Fuck my little pussy,’ or, ‘I’m going to fucking squirt’.” She giggled again. Then she let a moan slip as her vibrator pulsed against her clit. “Shit, that feels good,” she whispered.

I felt my legs going numb. Luckily that desk was there to support my limp body while she fucked me like a blow up sex doll. The desk began to scratch along the floor, moving half an inch with every penetration. After a few minutes, we were near the wall, pushed up against another desk, but she was still mounting me, still driving that long cock deep into my asshole.

“Fuck me harder,” I heard myself say, and I was shocked to hear the words coming out from my mouth. “Don’t stop.”

She dug her nails into my skin and grunted as she drove that cock deep into my tight asshole. My moaning was now turning into screaming. I loved the way that cock felt inside of me. I wanted more of it. I didn’t want the pleasure to end. “Harder! Harder!” I yelled.

Now she was moaning consistently. I looked down and saw that her legs were trembling. It was impressive that she was still managing to fuck me as hard as she was while her body began to convulse.

I let out a loud cry, and then I suddenly felt the fake cock unloading the artificial cumshot. It had a powerful blast, and I could feel the warm gooey cream filling my tight hole. “Oh my God,” I said, gripping the edge of the desk. It didn’t seem to stop, unloading shot after shot, until I felt so full that I had to reach around and push Iris back, so that she could pull out.

Then the seemingly malfunctioning cock began to spray my backside with fake cum as a pint of white cream billowed out from my asshole.

“Wow,” Iris said, watching the sight. “I think I overfilled it.”

I was too limp to move. My tongue was nearly hanging out from my mouth. It was a minute before I was even able to turn my head to look back.

She was smiling at me. I forced a smile as that familiar embarrassment began to set in.


CHAPTER 8
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Iknew that there was officially something wrong with me. As soon as my house was quiet and my parents were asleep, I started getting dressed, putting on the clothes I snagged from my locker before leaving the school. My heart was in my gut the whole time. I felt so embarrassed and ashamed, yet there I was, getting dolled up anyway.

That embarrassment went away as soon as I saw myself in the mirror, wearing makeup and a wig and a dress and a cute pair of heels. I spent a good hour in my room, just enjoying being dolled up and pretty, looking into the mirror occasionally to admire my own reflection. And then that churning gut feeling came back as I began to remember that what I was doing wasn’t normal. I was acting like a psychopath. I knew that I would be utterly humiliated if anyone saw me like that—especially my sister or my parents.

My phone started ringing. It was a FaceTime request from Iris. I declined it, and then a minute later, she sent me a text message. “Why didn’t you answer?” she asked.

“I’m in bed,” I said.

“No you aren’t,” she said. “I just saw that you were online. You’re up. Just answer!” She called again, and I declined it again. “What gives?” she asked in a message.

“I tried to answer. It didn’t work,” I lied. Of course I couldn’t let her see that I was wearing her clothes and a wig and makeup.

“Are you playing dress up without me?” she asked with a winking emoji.

My heart stuttered. “No. I told you—my phone just isn’t working right.” But I knew that she wasn’t buying it because I kept changing my story. Was it obvious that I was addicted to her clothes? Was it obvious that I liked pretending to be a girl? I just couldn’t help it—I liked the feeling of the fabrics and I liked looking pretty. I was already fantasizing about going out into the world, just so I could turn a few heads. I wanted to know what it was like to feel sexy. I was so used to being invisible…

“Just answer the call,” she said, and then she called again.

I stared at the screen, staring at that FaceTime request. Then I sighed and answered. I saw her face appear, and then I watched as she covered her lips with her hand. “I was right!” she said.

“Shh,” I whispered. “My parents are sleeping.”

“Did you do your makeup yourself? It looks so good,” she said, leaning closer to her phone with wide eyes. “You look cute!”

And then something strange happened: my heart fluttered up into my chest and I felt my cheeks turning pink. I was blushing. I was flattered. She wasn’t laughing at me or mocking me. In a weird way, she made me feel good, and I was happy to have someone to share my new hobby with, even though it was still something I felt ashamed of.

“Prop up your phone and stand back so I can see all of you,” she said. So I stepped back and did a full twirl. And still, she wasn’t laughing. “I dare you to come to school like that.”

“No way,” I whispered. “This is just something I’m doing when I’m alone. I don’t want this to be a big dramatic thing. I don’t want to be mocked for the rest of the year.”

She laughed and shook her head. “The rest of the year? Your classmates don’t have the attention span to mock you for a year, if they were to mock you at all.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I didn’t hear one comment today. Nobody gave me any dirty looks. I even had a few girls come up and talk to me. One girl asked if I wanted to do an assignment with her. People get over things. Two weeks is a lifetime in high school.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. “I’m just not there,” I said. “Not yet—and maybe I’ll never be there. I hope that I’ll never be there.”

“Why would you hope that?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

“I’m a man. I don’t want people to think that I’m a weirdo. It’s bad enough that I think I’m a weirdo.”

“What’s so bad about being a girl? It’s nice being a girl. And you make a great girl. Look at you.”

I bit my lip and looked away from the camera. “I don’t know why I picked up this call,” I said. She giggled and shrugged her shoulders.

“Maybe because you want to start coming out, and you thought I would be a safe first person to come out to.”

I still couldn’t look at the screen. “Come out?” I said. “No, no. This is just a phase. This all started when you made me wear that cute little Xander outfit.”

“I have so many Xander outfits,” she said. “Do you want one? I’ll give you one at school tomorrow.”

I was about to shake my head, but I really did want one. So I bit my lip, grinned, and shrugged my shoulders.

“Okay. I’ll bring you one. If you want to come out, go for it. If not, that’s up to you. Some guys do it faster than others.”

I was about to let the comment slip by, and then it pinged around in my head and made me pause. “What did you say?” I said.

“About what?”

“You just said that some guys do it faster than others. What other guys are you talking about?”

Suddenly her face started turning red. She looked down and bit her lip.

“Fess up,” I said.

“So I have a little hobby,” she said. “I like to pick out guys who look like they would like… being girls. And then I—how should I put this?—shepherd them along.”

“You picked me out?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I could just tell that you were going to like it. And I was right. I’m usually right.”

“How many guys have you done this to?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, shyly looking away from the camera. Then I noticed the grin on her face.

“You don’t know?” I said. “How can you not know? Have you done it to three guys? More?”

“More,” she said.

“Five guys? Ten guys?”

“Maybe around there,” she said.

Now I could feel my skin turning white.

“What?” she said. “You like it. It’s not like I’m forcing you to do anything. Like I said, I’m just like a shepherd. I’ve guided you towards something that you enjoy. You’re welcome to stop dressing up if you want.”

“Maybe I will,” I said. “No—I definitely will. This was all a mistake. You just confused me. You can keep your clothes in your locker now. Your mom isn’t going to check your locker.”

“You can just bring them to my house if you really don’t want them. That stuff about my mom sneaking through my things—that was a lie.” She let another giggle slip.

I gasped and covered my mouth. “You’ve been playing me this whole time?” I said.

“Sort of,” she said. “You’re not mad, are you? It’s not like I hurt you or anything.”

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I have to think about it. It’s not right—I know it’s not right.”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever. If you want to keep that stuff, I think you should keep it. Consider it a gift. A lot of it is my style, so I wouldn’t be mad if you dropped it off here. But I can just go and buy my own. I really don’t mind.”

“And the Xander outfit—why were you wearing it to school? Was that some sort of bait?” I asked.

She shook her head. “If I’m going to be honest, I just wasn’t ready to give it up. I love that outfit and I loved going to Xander. I wanted to keep it as part of my identity, so that people knew where I came from. And when your classmates were being so mean to me, that just made me want to wear it even more, to get under their skin. But then I met you and realized that maybe Patterson kids aren’t so bad. Xander kids would have done the same thing.”

“I just don’t understand. Why do you like doing this to men?” I asked.

“Because it’s fun. And sometimes men make cuter girls than women.” She giggled. “And like I said before—I have a bit of a bi side. I like being with boys and I like being with girls—but better than either is someone who can be both, like you.” She winked and my heart plunged into my stomach.

“I have to go to sleep now,” I said after a long silence. I felt sick. She manipulated me, but for some reason I didn’t feel mad. In a weird way, I felt like I owed her, though I wasn’t sure why.

I showed up a bit late for class the next day. I was surprised to see Iris sitting at the back of the classroom, dressed in an outfit of her own—not something from my locker. The rouse was over and now she was acting like a normal student. She’d done her damage to my psyche. She looked over at me for a brief second with a small smile before looking forward.

I was upset with her—maybe even angry. I hated that she lied to me, even if she thought that she was doing something good. Though it didn’t seem like she thought she was necessarily doing something good for me, but instead she’d done something that was good for her. But at the same time: could I really be mad? Like she said, it’s not like she forced me to wear the clothes. At first it was just a deal: I put on the clothes for her and in return I got sex. And then she sent me shopping, but it’s not like she forced me to buy clothes that I would like, and it’s not like she forced me to wear them behind her back. And that wig—that was my own purchase, using the money she paid me for doing a service for her.

But still, I felt angry. She was a crafty girl and she knew that she was kneading her sly fingers into my brain.

The class ended. I waited for her to get up and go to the next class before I got up. I didn’t want to cross paths with her. I didn’t want to sit too close to her. I wanted to fully come to terms with what she’d done to me before I thought about talking to her again.

Then a guy walked over to her and gave her a small shove, making her drop her textbooks. “Oh, sorry,” he said in a sarcastic tone of voice.

“What was that for?” she said.

She shrugged his shoulders. “I see the way you look down at us,” he said. “Just admit it: you’re a Xander bitch and you’ll always be a Xander bitch.”

She didn’t reply. She just looked down, and then the guy spat at her feet. “If you’re too good for us, why are you stuck here with us?” The man started to walk away.

But I couldn’t let him get away. I ran forward and grabbed him by the back of the shirt. He turned around, ready to punch. Then he paused. “What do you want, Ryan?” he asked.

“You need to apologize.”

“For what?” he said, narrowing his eyes.

He was much bigger than me. I looked up at him and felt my legs beginning to tremble. I remembered he’d been suspended once for knocking a guy out in a single punch, and I had a feeling now that he was willing to do it again. I stuttered.

“What am I apologizing for?” he said.

“You just called her a bitch, but she did nothing to you,” I said. “You need to apologize.”

“I’m not apologizing for shit,” he said.

“Do it,” I said, still trembling. Now I was bracing for a punch to the face.

“No,” he said.

“You’re just a self-conscious loser,” I said. “You hate her just because her family is better off than yours. You don’t even know her. You don’t know her family. And you don’t know anyone from Xander High, for that matter. You just know that if you break other people down, it will make you feel better about yourself.”

“You want to feel my fist on your face, Ryan? If not, I’d back off if I were you.”

“I’m not backing off until you apologize.”

“Ryan, don’t,” Iris said, stepping up behind me and putting her hand on my shoulder.

“Listen to your bitch, Ryan,” he said.

“Don’t call her a bitch,” I said.

“Ryan, don’t defend me. You hardly know me,” said Iris.

He stared down into my eyes. His face was turning red. “Do it,” I said. “Hit me. Maybe that will make you feel better about yourself. Maybe you need to get suspended again just to feel like you’re more than just a self-conscious loser. Hit me. I’m waiting. Hit me to prove that she’s really a bitch and you’re such a good person.”

He took a deep breath. Then everything went black as a dull pain struck my face. He really hit me. When I came to, there was a crowd of people around me, looking down at me. Iris was in front of them, on her knees, hovering over me. “Ryan. Are you okay? Ryan—answer me. Are you okay?”

“Huh?” I said.

I have to admit: I wasn’t actually expecting him to hit me. I took a deep breath and strained to sit up. “Ouch,” I said.

“He hit you really hard,” she said. “They took him down to the principal’s office. The nurse is apparently on her way.” She reached out and wiped some blood from under my nose. “You might have a broken nose, and you definitely have a concussion.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“For what?”

“I don’t know. I made it into a thing. I should have just left it alone.”

She put her hand on my shoulder and smile. “You probably should have left it alone. But it still meant a lot to me.” Then she leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the lips. My heart surged up towards my throat.

She helped me up to my feet. I looked around at all of the students staring at me. It wasn’t until after school that day that Iris wrapped her arms around me and gave me a tight hug. “I really appreciate it,” she said. “But maybe you’re right. Maybe high school isn’t the time to come out as someone who likes to wear women’s clothes.”

I laughed. “Like I said—I don’t know that it’s something I want to come out about. Maybe it’s just a phase, or maybe it’s something more. I really don’t know.”

“It’s more than a phase,” she said with a little wink. “There’s a reason I singled you out. I know a guy with a sissy side when I see one.”

I gently rubbed the back of my head, which was still sore from hitting the ground. “We’ll see,” I said. “I really do think that maybe it’s just something that I needed to get out of my system. Like right now—I don’t even know if it’s something I want to keep doing.”

“Really?” she said. “Then I guess you don’t want to come with me to the art room and try on this dress that I bought yesterday after school.” She reached down and held up the skirt of her cute dress. My heart fluttered.

I bit my lip and looked around. “I guess I could see how it feels,” I said, trying to fight back the big smile that wanted to be on my face. She took my hand and giggled.

I couldn’t be mad at her for singling me out for her little sissyfication fantasy. Honestly, it was something that I was liking more and more. It was something that got me away from the video games, which I was never even having much fun playing to begin with.

For once, I felt like I had the beginning of an identity. Maybe it wasn’t the identity I always envisioned for myself, but it felt like it was uniquely mine, and I loved that. I squeezed Iris’s hand. “Let’s go,” I said.

Giggling, we ran off to the art room to fool around.

THE END
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SCHOOLGIRL


Ryan’s luck with women has been non-existent. It doesn’t help that he falls hard for a different girl every month. But the rejection is getting to him. His friend suggests that he needs to reinvent himself, starting by cutting off his long hair. Ryan doesn’t have a lot of money, so he finds a hairstylist willing to work for next-to-nothing.

But there’s a catch. Ryan will get his free haircut, but he has to let her try out a few different styles throughout a whole day at the salon. The deal seems fine to Ryan, though he’s not entirely sure what he just agreed to.


CHAPTER 1
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She was truly beautiful: soft blonde hair, a little ski-jump nose, pouty lips that always looked like they were whimpering soft nothings. She never wore a hint of makeup because she didn’t have to; other girls wore makeup to look like her, with her dark lashes, her brilliant eyes, glossy lips, ruby cheeks…

And I had a feeling that she liked me. She was always sitting next to me in the lecture hall, always looking at me with her cute little smile. She knew my name. “Hi Ryan,” she would say when she sat down. “Bye, Ryan,” she would say when she left, leaving my heart pounding. Sometimes I would reply, sometimes my heart was racing too fast to create a reply so I could only smile and blush.

Her eyes sparkled like stars when she batted those perfect eyelashes. She smelled like a cool morning on a soft sand beach. Whenever she reached to brush that soft blonde hair away from her eyes, I melted into my seat. I wasn’t doing so well in that class, unable to pay attention to anything the professor had to say. How could I pay attention? What could be more important than basking in the amazing aura of my beautiful blonde classmate?

She giggled once when she caught me staring at her. I was horribly embarrassed, unable to look away from her for far too long. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to mind. She even seemed flattered, letting her naturally pink cheeks turn a shade of red for a moment.

It was a spring afternoon when I decided I had to be with her, that my heart would never be complete without her. I wasn’t able to do it that day, or the next day. I would keep telling myself that I would do it. “Today’s the day,” I would say to my reflection in the mirror. I would run through my lines, practicing my breathing exercises. I wanted to have her. I even told my friend Chris about her.

“This again?” he groaned.

“What do you mean, this again?” I said.

“Two months ago,” he said, rolling his eyes. “The goth girl.”

“What about her?” I said.

“Ryan… You said all the same things,” he said. “You were in love with her, you had to have her, she was the most beautiful woman you’d ever seen.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe it was true, but this was different. The girl he was talking about was just different, the circumstances were different, and I’d never spoken with that girl before.

“What about four months ago: that country girl you met at that music festival?” Chris laughed.

“What about her?”

“It was the same thing, Ryan!” he roared. “You loved her, you had to have her!”

“I was just mistaken with her. I learned my lesson.”

“Don’t you think you might be mistaken again?” he said.

“This is different, Chris!” I said, though I don’t know why I felt the need to convince him. I liked his advice, but I didn’t need it. “I’ve spent the past four months with her.”

“What’s her name?” he asked.

Then I blushed. I didn’t actually know her name; I kept meaning to ask, but then I would get overwhelmed the moment she sat next to me. My heart would start to race. My mind would start to spin. I would get flustered, trying to keep myself cool, looking normal. “What does it matter?” I said to Chris.

“I’m just asking.”

“Okay, well it’s irrelevant.”

“You don’t know her name,” he said. “Ryan, you’ve got to be kidding me. You don’t even know her name?”

“I haven’t asked her name.”

“Does she even know your name?”

“Yes,” I said. “I introduced myself the day she next to me.” But it was only half true. She sat down next to me on that first day of class. She told me her name and then she asked me for my name. I told her my name, but I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t remember her name for more than ten seconds. I think it started with a K, or maybe an N.

“Ryan, I don’t know, brother,” Chris said, shaking his head. “But if you like her, just ask her out. Go on a few dates with her. If you really like her after that, ask her to be your girlfriend. That’s all I can really say. But please, for the love of God, learn her name first.”

So that’s what I did, and I will admit that it took a whole lot of willpower to do it. At the end of the next class, as she was standing up to leave, I sprung to my feet and said, “Stop!”

She turned to look at me with big, frightened eyes, like I was about to tell her that there was a big spider clinging to the back of her head. “What is it?” she said with that soft, angelic voice.

“What’s your name again?” I said. “I forgot.” And I don’t know why that’s the way I went about getting her name. It was a panic move; I could have figured out ten thousand better ways to get that name. For instance, ‘Hey, I was trying to add you on Facebook, but wasn’t sure what to look up.’ Or, ‘Hey, do you have Instagram?’ Or even, ‘How do you spell your name? I’m getting ready for Christmas. I know it’s still eight months away, but I like to be prepared.’

She giggled and shook her head. “It’s…”

She did tell me her name. But my heart was pounding so hard, and I was buried in my own mind, screaming at myself for asking her for her name in the worst way possible; I didn’t remember what she said. I think it was something with a P, or maybe a T. I should have repeated it aloud at least once. Instead, I just smiled and nodded my head moments before forgetting.

It was a terrible consequence of my social anxiety: being unable to keep a clear mind when speaking to new people, particularly women. My mind would go blank and horrible anxieties would start swirling about: terrible scenarios, the worst things my mind could conjure up, like, what if I suddenly become ill? What if I throw up? What if I have the runs and can’t make it to a toilet? What if she sees me the moment my appendix decides to burst?

She walked away from me, letting her little skirt dance from side to side. Not only did I not learn he name but I’d also embarrassed myself. I was still determined to make her mine, to ask her out on a date. I couldn’t let another guy beat me to her. I was fairly certain that she was single. I’d seen her around the campus a few times, never with another guy. I saw her at a party once with her girlfriends—no man at her side. There were no rings on her fingers. I felt like I had a reasonable shot at her, if I could just muster up the courage to ask her out on a date.

So I did it; the very next day, I bit my tongue and did it, even though I didn’t know her name. “Can I talk to you before you leave?” I said to her when she sat down.

She smiled and nodded her head. “Of course, Ryan,” she said, brushing that angelic hair off of her face.

I don’t know why I gave her the warning before the class started; maybe I just wanted to lock myself in, but it just made me more anxious. I started to sweat. I started to shake. My legs felt like they were going numb. My fingers were turning cold from lack of circulation, even though my heart was pounding a thousand times a second. Finally, after what felt like a ten-hour lecture, she turned to me, looked into my eyes, and said, “What did you want to talk to me about, Ryan?”

“D—Date,” I managed to say, stuttering like a fool.

“What’s that? I couldn’t hear you,” she said, her smile growing bigger.

“A date,” I said. “We should, uh, go on a date.”

And she smiled, at least for a few seconds. And then that smiled flattened… and then it drooped into something terrible, something that was full of pity and embarrassment. She bit her bottom lip and cleared her throat. “Um,” she said. “I’m actually busy. I’m sorry.”

“Not now,” I said. “Just—whenever. Whenever you’re free.”

But that look stayed on her face. She was silent.

“Maybe tomorrow. Or this weekend.”

“I’m busy.”

“Next weekend?” I said, losing hope, losing volume in my voice.

“I’m sorry, Ryan,” she said.

“Oh. Okay,” I said, turning to look down.

“I think you’re a great guy. I’m just not really into the whole metal thing.”

“Metal thing?” I said. “What does that mean?” I could feel the redness flushing into my face. I already felt humiliated. I just wanted that interaction to be over with so I could get home, go online, and drop out of that class. Then I could lay low for a week or two and maybe look into changing schools.

“It’s just… you’re not really my type.”

“What does metal thing mean?” I said.

“You’re, like, a metal head. Isn’t that what you call it? Sorry, I don’t really know a lot about metal.”

“Metal head?” I said. “No! I—I don’t like that stuff. I’m more into stoner rock.”

“Whatever you want to call it,” she said.

“What does that have to do with anything?” I said, though I don’t know why I was speaking at all, letting that conversation go on and on… I was just making things worse. “I think I’m your type. I—I think we would be good together.” I knew that I sounded desperate, but now I felt like I was out of control of my speech, just letting words spill out of me in the worst way possible. “Let’s just go on a date. I’ll buy you a coffee or a tea or a beer or a wine—anything. C’mon. We can see a movie. Please?”

She just looked embarrassed, looking side to side to make sure other students weren’t looking at us. “Sorry, Ryan,” she said. “I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow though.” She smiled and spun around in a flash before moving quickly to the door.

Reluctantly, I told Chris about the encounter. “It was so horrible,” I said. “I’ve never been more embarrassed in my life. I dropped the class this afternoon. There’s no way I can go back and see her, not even from the other side of the room.”

“You actually dropped the class?” he said.

“I had to. I threw up when I got home. God, I’m just so embarrassed. It was so horrible. She didn’t even consider it. She just turned me down. She looked disgusted at the idea of going out with me. She called me a metal head and said that’s not her type.”

“What?” he laughed. “Because your hair?”

“My hair?” I said. “What’s wrong with my hair?”

“You look like a metal head.”

“What’s a metal head? I don’t wear leather trench coats or wear band shirts.”

“You have long hair. When’s the last time you got it cut?”

“You honestly think she turned me down because I have long hair?” I said.

“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

“I thought it looked cool,” I said. “Brad Pitt had long hair for super long time.”

“Your hair is longer than that,” he said.

“Like maybe two inches longer!” I barked. Then I sat on his couch and pushed my face into the palms of my hands. I shook my head. “Oh God, this is all so embarrassing.”

“It’s not that bad,” Chris said. “Dropping the class was an overreaction. If I were you, I would call and get back into the class. Just say you made a mistake. It’s not as bad as you think it is. People get rejected. At least you tried. Most guys wouldn’t try. Every guy gets rejected from time to time. I bet even Brad Pitt gets the odd rejection.”

But nothing he was saying was helpful. I fell onto his couch and groaned loudly, feeling like a part of me had been lost forever. I couldn’t imagine a future without her… even though I didn’t know what her name was. How would I ever find a woman as beautiful as her? And if I did happen to stumble upon a woman just as beautiful, just as angelic, just as spritely—what would I do? Would I be able to keep myself together? Would I get another chance? Would she sit next to me for months, giving me opportunity after opportunity to create some sort of relationship, some sort of common understanding? I was given a golden ticket with that blonde bombshell, and I threw it away.

“See this as an opportunity to work on yourself,” said Chris. “Maybe you can get a haircut, a new outfit or two, hit the gym a bit.”

“The gym?” I said. “Why do I need the gym?”

“Maybe put on some muscle.”

“I don’t want girls to think that I’m some sort of muscle junkie.”

“Putting on a bit of muscle won’t make girls think that you’re a muscle junkie, Ryan,” he groaned. “It was just an idea. You don’t have to run with it.”

I didn’t think I needed to hit the gym, but maybe he was right about the haircut. Maybe it was time to do away with that long hair. Maybe I would even get a second shot at that blonde in a couple of months. I could address a few issues: my anxiety and my hair—and then I could take a seat next to her. I could spark up a conversation. I could get to know her a bit better. I could let her know a bit about me, so she knew that I wasn’t a ‘metal head’.

I feel like I still had a bit of a chance. She had been sitting next to me every day, after all. So I turned my chin up. I decided I wouldn’t let this be my defeat. I did say that I couldn’t live without her, didn’t I? So I couldn’t let this one embarrassing moment crush my hopes.


CHAPTER 2
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Chris recommended a hairdresser: his cousin, who was just finishing up beauty school. I was on a tight budget, with less than a hundred bucks in my bank account—and I still needed cash for groceries and for my date with my blonde classmate; there was no point in asking her out if I couldn’t afford to take her on a date.

So I figured I only had about fifteen bucks to get my hair done. Maybe ten bucks, so I could tip the waiter on that eventual date.

The hair appointment was set for that Friday. I spent the preceding days researching different hairstyles, trying to figure out which style would get me the most bang for my buck. I went on a number of forums and asked the women there, ‘What’s the most attractive haircut on a man?’ The answers varied wildly, leaving me with a great deal of anxiety, unsure of what I should do. I could do anything. I had hair halfway down my back. I never got it cut because I thought it looked cool in a Viking sort of way. But as Chris pointed out, long hair doesn’t make a man look like a Viking; for that, you need muscles and grit. I had a baby face and a slender body.

I felt embarrassed before leaving the house that Friday morning, counting the change I was able to scrounge up for the appointment. I hated the idea of paying with small change, but I was in a desperate financial rut. I needed every edge I could get if I was going to sort myself out properly. I stuffed the change into an old plastic bag and then I carried it to the hairstylist in my tattered backpack.

That hairdresser was in a part of town I’d never been to before. It was a newer suburb to the east, beyond the airport, in an area that I assumed was just cheap housing. It seemed like a pleasant area, with little cafes and strip malls and a brand-new pub with a big clean window. I stepped into the hair salon, which was surprisingly busy for that early morning hour. Four women were waiting their turn, reading magazines as four stylists worked on another four women.

I’ve always loved that hair salon smell: the combination of all those shampoos and conditioners. The women in the place varied in age. Some of the clients were my age, some were as old as sixty. Two of the stylists were older girls, blonde, well-kept. The other two were younger.

The black-haired stylist turned to look at me. She smiled, showing off her puffy lips and long lashes. “Ryan?” she said softly, and her voice was like an angelic choir to my ears. I swear a halo was radiating around her, glowing on her soft, pale skin. Her lashes fluttered and she turned away slowly, back to her client, who was nearly finished.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I was overwhelmed and shocked. The woman was stunning. She was perfect in every way imaginable. She was… my dream girl.

And yes, I know that I’d said it before. I know that I’d said it recently, about the blonde who sat next to me every day in class. But this was different. I’m not sure I can exactly describe how it was different, but it really was different. There was something about her: a preciousness, a calmness—or maybe I should say an aura. She was drawing me in, as if our souls had known each other for millions of years and had been waiting to reconnect.

“Well?” she said, looking back at me. “You’re Ryan, right?”

I cleared my throat, trying not to stare into her eyes for too long. “Yes, that’s me,” I said. I cleared my throat again. She was so beautiful; how was it possible? And how was she so familiar, even though I knew I didn’t know her… or did I? Did we go to school together at some point? Was she some long-lost childhood friend?

“Take a seat. I’ll be with you in five minutes.”

And those were possibly the most serene five minutes of my life. I sat in that seat and watched her from behind a magazine. She moved in a mesmerizing sort of way, tilting her head from side to side as she worked, smiling softly. When she spoke to her client, I got to watch her lips move. They looked so impossibly light, like they were made out of air. But how could they be so light when they were so plump? And she would look over at me from time to time with that sly little smile, making my heart melt.

Was I in love?

“Ryan?” she finally said, once she was finished sweeping away the hair of the previous client.

“That’s me,” I said.

She giggled, making my heart flutter again. I felt redness swirling into my cheeks. “You can come over here and sit down now.”

I was slow to stand up, slow to cross the space. I felt so excited to be close to her, to speak to her, to possibly have my first conversation with my forever-person, my soulmate, maybe even my future wife. I sat in her chair and looked into her eyes, feeling her warm perfume encircling me, hypnotizing me. I would do anything to have her, even though I didn’t even know her. But I felt like I knew her. I felt like I knew everything there was to know about her.

“What are we doing today, Ryan?” she asked with a smile that was trying not to laugh.

“Today?” I said, trying to bring myself back to the present.

“For your hair,” she said. “Are we just trimming it?”

“No,” I said. “I need it to be short—or shorter. I—I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” she said.

“Well,” I said. “I have some ideas. I don’t know what’s best, you know, with my face shape.”

“Okay,” she said. “What are your ideas?”

“I made a board,” I said, and then I handed her my phone, which had all of the saved images on it. She laughed and shook her head.

“There are hundreds of pictures here, and they’ll all completely different.”

“They’re just ideas,” I said.

“You must have every single possible haircut here.”

“Well,” I said, and then I paused for a moment. “I guess I don’t know which one I want.”

“Well, if you want, we could just take a couple of inches off and you can think more about it over the next few weeks,” she said.

“No!” I said suddenly, feeling a clenching in my chest. “No, I need to cut it down. I’m not a metalhead. I don’t even like metal music. Well, I like a few songs, I guess, but I don’t love metal. I’m not like one of those metal guys. I’ve never been to a metal concert or anything like that.”

She giggled again. “Okay,” she said.

“I think my hair has been giving people the wrong idea,” I said. “I want to give people the right impression.”

“Okay,” she said. “What about something like that?” she said, pointing at one of the images on my screen. It was very short—too short. I hadn’t been that short since I was in grade school. I shook my head quickly.

“That doesn’t feel like me,” I said.

She smiled. “But it’s on your board,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But—I think I saved it by accident. I’ll delete it now.” I cleared my throat, feeling a bit foolish, like I was wasting her time. I wasn’t paying her enough for this deliberation session. She was being kind and patient with me, but I had a feeling that, inside, she was just trying to get me in and out so she could make real money with a real client.

Or maybe she was feeling what I was feeling: that connection. Maybe she was just thrilled to be in my presence the way that I was thrilled to be in her presence.

I suddenly remembered all of the issues that came up when I didn’t ask that blonde for her name in class. “What’s your name?” I asked, and then I strained to pay attention as she replied.

“Ava,” she said.

“Ava,” I repeated. “Ava.”

She giggled. “That’s my name.”

“I’m Ryan,” I said.

“I know.”

“Oh,” I said.

“So your hair, Ryan,” she said. “What are we doing?”

“Um,” I said, starting to feel that horrible panic setting in. I was suddenly scanning the room for bathrooms, just in case I had a sudden case of the runs.

Then I saw a beaming smile on her face. “Are you open to just letting me try some things out?” she said. “I can start with a medium-long cut, and if you don’t like it, we can go down to a medium cut, then a medium-short cut—and we can keep going down until we get something you like.”

“Okay,” I said. “Maybe that.” But then I remembered that I was only going to be paying her about ten bucks. “Um—but is that going to cost more?” I said it sheepishly, and I hate that I had to say it at all, but I really did have to ask. I couldn’t afford a sixty-dollar haircut.

She stared into my eyes. “I forgot, my cousin said that this was for school credit.”

I felt my face turning red.

“Well,” she said. “I have one more client today, after you, and then I’ve got the whole afternoon free. How’s about this? You wait until I’m done with my client, and then we can do some experimenting. I can use you for my school project, so I’ll have to take some photos, and it might take a while—like, a few hours. Maybe even all afternoon. But it will be a free haircut! Don’t even worry about the ten dollars.”

“Really?” I said. I had the day free and the thought of spending the whole day with her seemed like a dream. “Okay, sure. That would be fantastic. Let’s do that. I’m totally down.”

“But, uh…” she said, turning a bit pink. “You kind of have to let me do what I want. I promise that you’ll end up with a haircut you want in the end, but—because your hair is so long—I’m going to work it down in stages.”

“That’s fine. I get it,” I said.

“But there’s one other thing.”

“It’s fine,” I smiled. “Don’t sweat it. Let’s just do it. I’ll go grab a coffee and then I’ll come back.”

“But Ryan,” she said.

“What?”

“You’ll have to dress up for a few of the pictures,” she said. “It’s just for the school project.”

I paused for a moment, imagining myself with some sort of shaggy cowboy haircut, wearing a rawhide jacket and cowboy boots. It seemed silly and embarrassing, but it would also be a great opportunity to show her that I was confident and secure; a silly costume wasn’t going to scare me away. I wanted to impress her, and this was an amazing opportunity.

“You don’t mind dressing up?” she said with wide eyes.

“No,” I said. “It’s fun. Who cares?”

She blushed and giggled. “Okay. Cool. That’s great. Maybe I can even take some videos for my project.”

“Sounds good. Do you like coffee, Ava? I’m going to run and grab one for myself.”

“I’m okay. Thank you,” she smiled.

So I went off, completely oblivious to what I’d just signed myself up for.


CHAPTER 3
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When I came back, coffee in hand, she was ready for me, with a big smile on her face. A few of the other hairstylists were giggling, looking at me with blushing smiles. Had they been talking about me while I was gone? Was it mean chatter, or did Ava tell them that she had a crush on me? Could they tell that I had a crush on her? I tried not to let myself get anxious about it.

I walked over to her chair, ready to let her do what she wanted to do to me. Then she jumped in front of the chair, clasping her hands behind her back, blushing, smiling, and staring into my eyes. “Before we start,” she said. “I actually need to take you over to shave you. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Shave?” I said. I shaved the night before.

“I know it’s weird, but the project theme is ‘full transformation’, so we have to do everything.”

“Okay,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I’d never had a straight-edge shave before, and I’d always wanted one. So I let her guide me over to the hair washing station. She leaned me back. “Can you just slip out of your shirt?”

“My shirt?” I said. I didn’t think too much into it; I just assumed she wanted to make sure she wasn’t ruining my clothes. So I slipped out from my shirt. She leaned me back even more and then put the hot cloth on my face. I closed my eyes, not wanting to stare into her eyes too longingly. It was early in the day and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable with the idea of spending the rest of the day with me.

I felt her massaging my face with the shaving cream. It was gentle and warm and relaxing. I hardly felt the razor as it went over my skin. “Just be as still as possible,” she said in that calm, angelic voice. I took the advice, remaining still as she did away with every little bit of stubble. I wasn’t thinking about the shave; I was just enjoying being in her company, smelling her perfume, feeling the pull of her radiant aura.

I’d completely forgotten about the blonde girl in my class—until that very moment, when I remembered she was the reason I was getting that haircut. I almost laughed, feeling so silly for getting so worked up over her; I hardly knew her. I didn’t even know her name. But I knew this girl’s name: Ava. And I was determined to know more about her, so I wouldn’t make the same mistakes that I made in the past. “So you’re going to haircutting school, huh?” I said.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it. I really love transforming people,” she said with that lovely smile in her voice. “The big transformations are my favorite.”

“Well, my hair is yours to transform,” I said. “So go wild.”

I bit down on my tongue. I had a feeling I was making a great first impression. She kept giggling, and those little laughs sounded so genuine. The conversation just felt… warm, and right. I felt like we were chatting for the thousandth time, not the first time.

“Do you prefer to cut men’s hair or women’s hair?”

“Men’s,” she said quickly, without even having to think. “Women are always bleaching and dying their hair—not to mention flattening and using so much heat. Men usually have virgin hair. It’s so nice to work with.” Then, she ran her fingers through my hair and let out a sound that was almost orgasmic. “I just love how soft and pure your hair is. It’s never been dyed, never been curled, never been straightened or permed or anything like that.”

I loved the feeling of her soft fingers running through my hair, gently pulling. I could almost feel her imagination running wild with ideas.

“You really don’t mind dressing up for some pictures? I know it’s awkward, but it would be a huge help for the class.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Dress me up however you want. I don’t have an ego.” Maybe I was exaggerating a little bit, but I was thrilled to be making such a strong first impression—and I was actually talking to her! I wasn’t just sitting silently next to her for months. This was probably the most I’d been able to speak to a beautiful woman in years… maybe my whole life.

“You’re so sweet. I’m glad you’re up to it.”

“He’s a real man!” shouted one of the other stylists, and then they all giggled. I found myself blushing. I felt strangely proud of myself, even though all I was doing was getting a free haircut. At least that’s all I thought that I was doing.

I felt her rubbing my chest. I remained still. I must admit that it was a weird feeling. I’m not sure why she was rubbing my chest. “Be still,” she said. Then I felt that blade going over my pecs. I tried not to laugh, feeling suddenly ticklish.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ve got a bit of chest hair.”

“Not a fan of chest hair?” I said.

“Personally?” she said. “I guess not really. I prefer the clean look.”

“Alright,” I said. “Then do away with it.”

But she shaved all the way down to my waistline, even shaving off my treasure trail. I was worried she was going to ask me to take my pants off… and then she basically just went ahead and did it herself. She pushed my waistband down to my cock, exposing my pubic area. I felt my whole face turning dark red. I wanted to ask her what she was doing, but I was in too much shock to speak. I just watched as she swiped my pubic hair away.

“Is it awkward if I do the rest, or would you prefer to do it in the bathroom?” she asked.

“The rest?” I said softly. My voice was hardly a whisper.

“I know it’s awkward,” she said. “I guess it’s just kind of the artist in me. Like I said, I really like the full transformations.” I saw that she was blushing, pressing her lips thin. “It’s hard for me to just focus on one aspect of the transformation.”

It took a moment for the shock to wear off, but once it wore off, I saw the opportunity. She wanted to make me into her ideal man. How could I turn her down? I wanted to be her ideal man. I felt like I’d been struggling my whole life to know what I was supposed to do to get the attention of a woman like Ava. How was I supposed to do my hair? Was I supposed to shave my pubic hair? What about my chest? Someone once told me that girls like shaved armpits. Was that true? Now, Ava was taking the guessing work out of it. “You just go ahead and do what you need to do.”

She smiled.

I wasn’t expecting her to pull my pants down further, exposing me in front of more than just her. The other stylists looked over. The other clients peered over. Though strangely, none of them seemed too shocked by the fact my penis was out. I wanted to cover myself up, but I was too shocked. I just remained frozen, with wide eyes as she went in with that blade, gently flicking with elegant wrist motions, taking away little bits of hair at a time. She worked around my scrotum.

And now, I must admit, that this had quickly turned into one of the strangest experiences of my life. I guess I should have asked for more details when she told me she wanted to transform me fully. She even made me flip over, and then she shaved my ass—right between my butt cheeks. I’m sure she saw my asshole, and we hadn’t even known each other for more than an hour.

But it got even stranger! She did my legs, all the way down to my toes. At least she let me slip my boxers back up while she did my legs. Now, I was too embarrassed to look at the other people in the salon. Was this something that normally happened in a salon? I suppose it was my first real time in a salon. I didn’t get my hair cut very often, and when I did, it wasn’t at ‘salons’.

I tried not to get too awkward about it. I wanted her to think that I was confident. I wanted her to think that nothing could rattle me. I could tell that I’d set a strong first impression and now I had a high bar to live up to. I had to just let her do what she wanted to do.

But it felt weird being hairless—especially once she did away with my armpit hair. “So this is what you like, huh?” I asked, trying not to let my voice crack.

“It suits you I think!” she said with a good deal of excitement.

“Yeah?” I asked, looking down at my legs, which now looked like pale hotdogs. They didn’t exactly look ‘sexy’ with my slender build. Maybe if I had a ton of muscle definition, it would have been a different story. But I had a much thinner body, more like a woman’s body minus the tits and pussy. Now, it looked girlier than ever. But I couldn’t let Ava think that I was embarrassed, so I just smiled. “I’m into it. Something different. I need something different in my life.”

She bounced and smiled. Her small, perky breasts bounced up and down under her shirt, proving that she was wearing no bra. “I’m happy that you’re happy,” she said. “Now let’s get your hair done for the first stage.”

“Alrighty,” I said.

We moved to her hairdressing throne, leaving my clothes behind. It was a warm day, so I didn’t mind being out of the clothes, though it was weird being almost naked in front of about seven strangers. She ran her fingers through my hair again. She let out another one of those orgasmic sounds. “Your hair is so beautiful. It’s almost a shame we’re going to cut it.”

My heart skipped a beat. I was almost tempted to tell her not to cut it. That blonde wanted me to cut it, but I cared way more what this chick thought than that mean blonde in my class. “Should I leave it?” I asked.

“No,” she said quickly. “I mean—if you want to. But if you leave it, then I won’t have anything for this project. I guess I could find someone else…”

“It’s fine. Do what you want,” I said. “Just make sure that you leave me with something that you like in the end.”

“That I like?” she asked with a raised brow.

“Well I don’t have to look at it,” I said with a smile. “Everyone else does. That’s why I’m here in the first place. People don’t like my hair the way it is.”

“Well, I like it,” she said. “But maybe I’ll like it even more cut. So let’s just start. We’re going to go for a classic look. I’m thinking straight bangs, no layers, clean—something simple.”

“Alrighty,” I said.

“Just relax. It will take some time.”

I rested my head back and closed my eyes, happy to have the chance to look completely relaxed in her presence. I didn’t want her thinking that I was high-strung. I wanted her thinking that I was a cool, laid-back guy that she could easily hang out with. I promised myself that I would even look while she cut, letting her cut as she pleased. It’s not like it mattered to me what she did; this wasn’t even the final haircut. This was just one stage of many, so she could get a picture for her little project. I felt her gently pulling chunks of hair, and I heard the sharp slicing of her scissors, working one snip at a time around my head. And then, every so often, I got to feel those beautiful fingers running through my hair, gently pulling down, bouncing and rustling. “Your hair is so naturally straight. I would kill to have hair like this.”

I grinned. I tried hard to control my breathing to keep my heartrate down. I was trying to think of more to say, conversations to keep that day lively. I still couldn’t believe that I was being blessed with the opportunity to spend the whole day with her.

It took twenty minutes for her to cut my hair. A few other stylists came over and gave their compliments. “Wow. That looks really great! Those bangs are so cute.”

‘Cute’ wasn’t exactly the compliment I wanted to hear, but I was fine with it. All through school, girls were always calling their boy-crushes ‘cute’. With my slender frame, I knew that I probably wouldn’t achieve ‘handsome’ or ‘sexy’ anytime soon—maybe later in life, once I had some grey and my stubble was more even and I was wearing a suit. For now, cute was probably the best I was going to get.

“So cute,” Ava agreed, and my heart swelled.

It was such a great feeling, until she said, “Okay, Ryan. Open your eyes and look in the mirror. What do you think?”

I opened my eyes with a smile on my face, but the smile didn’t stick around long. The haircut was very, very feminine. I’d never seen a man with bangs like I now had: cut straight, over my eyebrows, just teetering into my line of sight. Long fringes framed my face, and then the hair hanging on my shoulders was cut ‘thin’, looking less chunky than before.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “Totally. It’s different.”

“It’s cute, right?”

“Totally,” I said. I didn’t want her to think I hated her work, even though I was starting to think that I did hate it. Maybe this was just a weird stage. Maybe the end cut was going to be better.

“Can I put a bit of makeup on you?” she asked.

“M—Makeup?” I said.

“Just for the photos, Ryan,” she said.

“Oh. Okay,” I said. And then she pulled out some makeup supplies. She got straight to work. I heard a few giggles in that studio, but I didn’t look over. I was too embarrassed now to make eye-contact. This was starting to feel like some sort of a prank, but I was too awkward to ask if it was a prank. Was it a prank? Was this some sort of joke? Did Chris put her up to this? Were they trying to teach me a lesson? Were they trying to prove to me that my long hair looked feminine? Well, I didn’t have bangs before, and the ends weren’t so straight and clean.

I tried not to panic. I let Ava put the makeup on my face. I bit my tongue and allowed her to put on the blush, the eyeliner, and the mascara. “That’s all your face needs,” she said. “You have a natural femininity.”

That comment made my heart stop momentarily. Femininity? Did she really just say that? Was she trying to insult me? I looked into her eyes and saw the strangest smile, as if she didn’t realize I was offended. “You look really good,” she said. “It’s really cool that you’re comfortable with both your masculinity and your femininity. It’s rare to find a guy who’s in tune with both.”

“Oh,” I said. So maybe I was insulted, but I don’t think she was trying to insult me. She really thought that she was complimenting me, and if I wanted to have a real chance with her, I needed to play her game. I needed to play the cards that I was being dealt. “Yeah, you have to have both, right?”

“Exactly,” she said. “So let’s go get changed for a few photos.”

I went with her, ignoring the grinning eyes of the other stylists. We went to a back room. There was a clothing rack there, jammed with dresses and blouses and skirts and even a few costumes. There was even a little photo studio set up, complete with a backdrop and a pair of studio lights.

My heart fell into my stomach when I turned to see Ava picking a schoolgirl outfit off of the rack.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


She stared into my eyes and then I watched as her expression dropped. “What is it, Ryan?” she asked softly.

I stared at the little outfit, which was like something a Japanese schoolgirl might wear, complete with the dark navy skirt, striped cuffs, and long red tie. Also hanging on that hanger was a pair of thigh-high black stockings and a pair of white cotton panties.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Y—You want me to wear that?” I asked.

“That’s fine, right? You don’t mind… do you?”

“Um,” I said. And I knew that it was my cue to tap out. I should have asked for more details when she told me that I would be dressing up, and when she told me that it would be a ‘full transformation’. “I really just wanted to get a haircut.”

I could almost see her joy shattering inside of her. Her skin turned slightly pale. Her gaze turned glossy. Her shoulders sunk down as the life was drained from her body. I was seeing the embodiment of disappointment.

“I guess I should have been clearer,” she whispered, letting her gaze fall to the floor.

I opened my mouth to reply, but words didn’t come out. I looked around the room. It was just the two of us in there. It’s not like she was asking me to go outside and walk down the street. “W—What’s the project?” I asked.

“It’s for my final. The theme is ‘complete transformation’. I picked boy-to-girl. But it’s fine, Ryan. I can find something else. We can, uh, just go finish your haircut.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well…” I stared for a long moment at that little photo studio, which she must have spent a good deal of time setting up. The lights had rental stickers on them, and so did the light stands. The backdrop was DIY, something she probably spent the whole night working on. “I’ll just do it. Whatever. It’s not a big deal.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really, Ryan?” she asked. “You really don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’m not going to push it.”

“It’s fine,” I said, noticing the mirror across the room. I walked over and looked at myself, trying to decide if I would be recognizable. If these pictures ended up leaking out to the public, would people recognize me? Would my friends call me up and laugh at me? Would it matter if I was with Ava? I knew that this was my big chance to impress her. I could show her that I wasn’t a coward, that I was comfortable with my masculinity—and apparently my femininity too. So I cleared my throat, perked myself up, smiled, and took that outfit from her.

“You’re the best,” she smiled, looking right into my eyes, making my heart flutter.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. I put the shirt on first. It was white, with long sleeves, and a big navy collar with white stripes that matched the cuffs. Adjusting the red tie was as simple as pulling it while holding the knot.

When I looked up, Ava was holding a bra out to me. It had pads where the breasts were supposed to go. “Can you put this on?” she asked with blushing cheeks.

“No problem,” I said, trying to act as unfazed as possible. I even smiled as I wrapped the bra around my waist, tying it up backwards before spinning it around and shimmying it up, underneath that white top. Ava went around back to help me get it even, in the right position. We both looked in the mirror at my new bust. I have to admit that it was a bit exciting when Ava reached around with both of her hands and grabbed my ‘boobs’. She spent a minute trying to position them perfectly; it was like I was getting a romantic cuddle from a beautiful woman. I got to smell that amazing perfume. I got to feel her soft breasts against my back. Her chin perched on my shoulder and I have to admit that I was even tempted to turn and plant a kiss on her lips, but I resisted; we weren’t there yet.

Next, I pulled up the skirt. Then I pulled down my boxers. She handed me the panties, so I pulled them up and spent a minute getting my dick to stay in the small fabric triangle.

“Cute,” Ava said, looking down at my figure. “It suits you.” And again, I’m not sure she knew she was insulting me. I bit my tongue and smiled. I twisted from side to side, letting the skirt dance around me.

“I’m glad this works for you,” I said, but really, I hated having that outfit on. I felt so… emasculated. I’d always been a short, thin guy. Back in grade school, bullies made the occasional comment, like, ‘You look like a girl.’ But those mean remarks never meant anything to me; they were just trying to be cruel. I never stopped to think that I really looked like a girl. I always saw myself as a Mick Jagger type. So many rock stars have bodies like mine, and women swoon over them as if they’re hulking action heroes.

But now, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe I didn’t have that cool Robert Plant physique. Maybe I just… looked like a girl. Because I really did look like a chick now as I pulled the black stockings up my legs. That fake bust made a big difference—at least that wasn’t a real part of me… and the makeup… and the lack of body hair. I tried hard to convince myself that Ava was just doing a good job with her transformation, and that this wasn’t how people normally saw me—but I just wasn’t sure.

“Is something wrong, Ryan?” Ava asked. Now, she was getting her camera ready.

“No,” I said. “Nothing at all. Did I put the socks on right? Is this how you want me?”

“And the shoes,” she said, pointing to a small pair of black flats. They were lifted slightly at the heel, giving me half an inch of height. I wobbled slightly, even though they weren’t heels. I tried to push away the ego that I claimed I didn’t have. I forced a smile. “Let’s take some photos for this project.”

“Yay!” she said, bouncing in a childish way. It was nice to see her happy. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t just wasting my time and my pride. This was the ticket to her heart—and maybe her panties too. I walked over to her backdrop, and a wave of insecurity suddenly washed over me as I saw the gleam of her camera lens. I froze, panicking suddenly, trying to remember where that bathroom was. I scanned around the room, feeling suddenly cold.

She held the camera up, and without any warning, snapped a photo.

“W—What do you want me doing?” I asked.

“Just smile for now. Maybe you can cross your arms in a cute way, like this.” She demonstrated by crossing her arms and pushing her hip out to the side. I forced my body out of its paralysis to mimic the pose. I felt more humiliated than ever as she snapped more photos. That embarrassment was coming at me in waves. One moment, I was fine—happy to be impressing a beautiful woman—and then the next moment, I was crippled with anxiety and humiliation and regret.

“How many people will see these photos?” I asked.

“Not many,” she said. “Don’t worry. I won’t use your real name when I submit the project to the website.”

“Website?” I said. “What kind of website?”

She giggled. “The school website. It’s a closed portal, Ryan, don’t worry.” She snapped a few more photos as I began to relax. She directed me into a new pose, then she cleared her throat. “But if it ends up being one of the top three class assignments, it will be featured at the Kline Hairdressing Gallery and Museum in New York City.”

I felt my heart plunge rapidly into the pit of my stomach, but I tried not to show it. I fought hard to keep that smile on my face.

“We’ll almost done here,” she said, checking her photos. She ran me through a few more poses. “I think the schoolgirl theme is perfect. The colors really suit you, and it gives you a certain innocence that will be great for the theme.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

We took pictures for another five minutes, but it honestly felt like five hours. With every snap of her camera, my skirt felt shorter. With every new pose, I felt like I was more recognizable. I kept trying to use my hands to block my face. Ava liked it and thought I was just trying to be cute. “You’re really good at this,” she smiled. And that ‘compliment’ just pushed me further into despair.

Finally, the photoshoot was over. I was one step closer to being done with this day of torture. And to think that just fifteen minutes earlier, it was shaping up to be the greatest day of my life. It’s funny how things can change so rapidly.

But I was still determined to make it a positive day. I was going to impress her by helping her with that project, sacrificing my ego. And I was going to come out of it with a phone number… and maybe even a girlfriend that would make all of my friends incredibly jealous.

“So we’re done?” I said.

She took a moment to scan through her pictures. “These are really great,” she said, beaming. “You actually look so cute.”

It was another blow. I was starting to wonder just how many blows I could take. I wouldn’t be able to force that smile forever.

Ava put the camera down and walked to the door. “Let’s do the next stage,” she said. “Ready for another cut?” Then she looked up at me. “You can just leave that on. I think we’ll take all the pictures in it. May as well save some time.”

“Oh,” I said, looking at the door, which was now half-open. I could hear the girls in the salon chatting, laughing, maybe even gossiping about me. I took a deep breath.

“Oh,” she said. “I guess you can change if you’d prefer that. I’m not trying to embarrass you.”

“It’s okay,” I said, biting so hard on my tongue that I almost drew blood. “I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me.” I put on the biggest, fakest smile ever and followed her to the door, feeling that navy skirt dancing around my hips, thighs, and ass. I felt the cool breeze tickling my exposed, hairless thighs as I took that first step into the door. Then I watched as all the gazes turned to me, looking at me dressed like a girl.

I could feel my hands trembling. My legs were starting to wobble. My mouth felt dry and my tongue felt numb. I made the mistake of looking into one woman’s eyes. She was smirking. Was she trying not to laugh at me? I looked down quickly.

“That really suits her,” said another stylist, but I didn’t look up to see who said it.

“I know, right?” said Ava.

And were they talking about me? Was I her? Were they just compounding my humiliation by calling me a woman now? I was really starting to think that this was a prank that Chris organized.

I managed to make it back to Ava’s haircutting station. I looked at myself in the mirror, staring into my own eyes. A quick moment of relief washed over me: I didn’t recognize myself, so maybe nobody else would either. I didn’t even know that my eyelashes were so long. I didn’t know my eyes were so… big and bright. And that blush on my cheekbones was enough to make my face look like it was a completely different shape… or maybe that was the bangs.

“We’re going to do a short look now,” she said. “I’m thinking a bob—kind of like a retro 60s look. What do you think?”

I cleared my throat. “Sounds good,” I said softly, trying to keep my voice down.

She got right to work, snipping and combing, combing and snipping. She wasn’t the fastest hairstylist, or maybe time was just moving more slowly in my state of panic. But I really do have to admit that she was a very good hairstylist. She knew how to make a nice haircut, and she knew how to make the hair compliment the face. I think this new haircut was better than the one before it. I looked even more like a girl, even though she cut three inches of hair off. Now, my hair was curling in towards my neck, just touching my shoulders. It was a cute look; I could see how it was ‘retro’ inspired, but still timeless.

And with the shorter hair, my eyes looked even bigger and brighter; I’m not sure how that was possible. She ran her fingers through my hair, gently shaking left and right to make sure there weren’t any tangles. “I just love your hair so much. It’s so soft,” she smiled.

“Thanks,” I said.

“So what name should I put in my project?” she asked. “Maybe something gender-neutral.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Do you like the name Ashley?” she asked.

“Is that gender-neutral?” I asked.

“It was a boys’ name before it was a girls’ name.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said. “But I can tell you don’t like it. Ooh! What about Riley?”

I let the name sit for a moment. I really did like the name Riley. I had a friend named Riley growing up, though I never really thought of it as a girls’ name. “Sure,” I said.

“Great.” She giggled. “Then I’ll call you Riley.”

“Lookin’ good, Riley!” said the hairstylist at the station next to us. I blushed. I tried to keep my mind focused on the task: impressing Ava. It wasn’t the goal when I first walked into that salon but it was my main and only goal now. I had to ignore my ego. I had to keep my eyes on the prize.

“So what are we doing today?” one of the other hairstylists asked a new client a couple seats down from us. I wouldn’t have even noticed had the client not been staring at me. I looked over and smiled and pretended like she wasn’t just staring at me, probably thinking I looked absolutely ridiculous. Maybe she was trying to figure out why a man was dressed like a girl. Maybe she was trying hard not to laugh at how stupid I looked.

Then, she replied to her stylist. “I really want something like she has,” she said, pointing at me. “I love the way that looks. Do you think I could pull it off the way she is?”

And then, all of the faces turned towards me. Even Ava heard the conversation, and she blushed. I think she suddenly had the urge to show me off, because she insisted on spinning me out to face the whole salon, saying that it was an easier angle to work at. I felt so awkward, staring at all of those women, so I just closed my eyes and listened to the snips of the scissors.

Finally, twenty minutes later, Ava was pleased with my second haircut. She rustled her fingers through my hair and beamed with that smile. “Don’t you just love it?” she said.

“It’s nice,” I smiled. It really was a very nice haircut. If I was a woman, it was probably the kind of haircut that I would wear. It was extremely flattering for my face. In fact, as I stared at myself, it almost seemed like a shame that I wasn’t a woman, because I looked better as a woman with that haircut than I did as a man with any other haircut I’d ever had. But that just gave me hope that Ava really knew what she was doing. Maybe the boy haircut I would get at the end of the day would propel me into a new league.

We went to the back room and took more pictures. This time, I was a bit more relaxed, able to pose without her having to tell me exactly what I needed to do. It helped that I’d had tons of time to look in the mirror, lots of time to see that I was unrecognizable—and lots of time to see Ava’s smile. I was making her happy. Now, I was starting to feel confident that she would happily go on a date with me when I asked at the end of the session.

“Can we get a little video?” she asked, giggling. “Maybe you can do a little dance for me.”

“Something like this?” I said, letting my own giggle slip. I shimmied from side to side, trying my best to do a Tik Tok dance that I’d seen other girls doing around the campus. It wasn’t overly complicated, but it looked cute when the girls did it. Ava laughed and recorded me. It seemed silly, but it was fun, and I was happy to show her that I could be a free spirit. I wasn’t always a tense, nervous guy.

“That was perfect,” she said, wiping the tear from her eye. “You’re a natural.”

“I’m just trying to help you for your project,” I said, making sure that it was very clear that I was doing this for her and not for myself.

“I know. I really appreciate it—more than you know,” she smiled. “But, uh… I have a bit of an awkward request.”

“What is it?”

“I want to get another video. But this one… I want it to be less goofy.”

“Oh. Okay,” I said. “So just pose normally?”

“Um,” she said. “Can you try to be a bit flirty? Like… seductive?”

“Flirty?” I said.

“Like… be a bit of a tease,” she said, laughing nervously. “It would just mesh better with the project. If you’re not comfortable doing it, I totally understand.”

“No, no,” I said. “I don’t care. I’ll do it.” I cleared my throat and thought for a moment. I felt so, so ridiculous. I tried not to giggle as I pouted my lips for the camera. Then I grabbed my skirt and gently lifted it up. Ava snapped some photos. I was really, really hoping these wouldn’t actually end up in some exhibit in New York City.

I suddenly stopped, feeling a particularly strong wave of regret.

“What’s wrong, Riley?” she said. I didn’t like that she was using that fake name.

“I just don’t know about this,” I said. “It feels kind of weird.”

“No,” she said, now with big dinner-plate eyes. “You look really cute—and sexy. These are great photos for my project.”

“I really want to help you with your project, Ava, but this is just a bit… awkward. I’m not really into this kind of stuff.”

“But it suits you!” she said, as if it was a good argument to keep me in character. She really didn’t realize that it was just an insult.

“I’m not sure it does,” I said. Then I bit down on my tongue. “I don’t mind doing the last couple hair styles for you, and we can take the photos. But the sexy stuff is just a bit… weird for me.” I could see that I was letting her down, and that killed me—especially after all I’d gone through to make sure that I was impressing her.

“It’s okay. I get it,” she said, sounding defeated.

“I mean… Do you really need me to look sexy?” I asked. “Isn’t it enough that I’m all dressed up?”

“I said it’s okay,” she said, pressing her lips thin. I hated that look. I felt like I was losing all of my progress.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll do it for you if you really, really want it. Ava—”

“What is it?” she asked.

“No. It’s nothing,” I said. “Never mind. Let’s just get the shots.”

“Only do the flirty stuff if you’re comfortable with it,” she said. “It would be good for the project, but I can probably live without it.”

“I’ll try my best,” I said.

She stared into my eyes and smiled. I must admit that she was staring into my eyes for a long, long while. It almost seemed like… a moment. There was a spark, a connection. All of my hard work wasn’t for nothing. There was a light at the end of this tunnel of humiliation. So I turned around and bent over, showing off my bum the way girls on OnlyFans like to show off their bums. I felt embarrassed and ashamed of myself but I was doing it for that opportunity.

She got close for the photos. I really didn’t understand the point of her project, or what any of this had to do with hairdressing, but I was willing to go along with it if it meant I got a chance at her.

She took many photos of me in many different poses. And once she started giggling, I started giggling too. The mood picked back up and the stress went away. “It’s not like I’m going to use any weird photos,” she said. “We can just have fun with it. I can even let you go through and veto any pictures you want to veto.”

We kept taking photos. With this hairstyle, we were taking many more photos than the last hairstyle. Maybe Ava was just feeling more inspired now. She kept getting ideas for poses and would use her hands to mold me into position. Then, she got an idea for an especially tricky pose. She spun me around and put her hands on my chest, pulling my torso back. “Now pull your head back—okay, good. Now with your arms, something like this.” She just kept pawing at me, and her hands felt so nice, caressing my body. It was almost like a sensual massage. She was tight behind me, getting me just perfect for that shot. She took my hips and turned them. “No, that’s too much,” she said, so she turned them slightly back. Then she pushed my bum to make my push my hips forward. Then she reached around to pull me back slightly by pushing on my pelvis and pubic area—and I think she forgot that I was a man, because she grabbed my cock when she went to push on me. Instead of letting go, she froze.

It didn’t help that I was erect under my skirt. I’d been trying to hide it for the past minute, but her pawing and fondling had done me in. She let out a small gasp, and I just stood frozen, dressed like a girl as a beautiful hairstylist clutched my dick.

She didn’t say a word. I didn’t say a word. Instead, she just slid her hand down, under my skirt, and then brought the hand back up, pulling down the panties and grabbing my warm erection. She gripped it firmly and started to stroke it. It almost seemed like she couldn’t help herself. And now my silent state of shock was even more silent and even more frozen. I just stood motionless as she jerked me off, whimpering slightly in my ear: a scared little noise, as if she couldn’t help herself, no matter how hard she tried.

Finally, I relaxed back into her, pushing my back into her chest, melting into her soft body. Her other hand reached around my chest and her chin nestled against my shoulder. I turned my head and looked into her eyes, then a moment later we were kissing.

So clearly, my hard work had paid off. I did manage to create the impression that I wanted to create, though I wasn’t sure exactly how I’d done it. Maybe she admired my laid-back attitude, or maybe she just had a thing for girls. Now, I really looked like a girl. Maybe I looked like her dream girl. She’d spent the past two hours sculpting me exactly how she wanted me, after all.

She pulled her hand up to my tip, squeezed hard, and began to pump fast. I gasped, looking down, watching as that fist-sized lump under my skirt bounced up and down. I took a deep breath in with lips pressed firmly together. “Does that feel good?” she whispered into my ear.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I whispered back.

She pumped me for another thirty seconds, and then she let go, using that hand to explore other parts of my private area. She cupped my ball sack. She used her fingers to stroke down the length of my butt crack. My legs trembled. I brought one foot up and planted it down onto a chair, leaning my body harder into her as she began to kiss my neck.

Then she did something I can’t say that I was expecting—and I can’t say that it was something that I wanted either. She took two fingers and pushed them into my butthole: just an inch or so, but enough to make me gasp loudly. Nobody had ever penetrated me before, and that’s how I wanted it to stay. But instead of pushing her away, I was just stunned into a frozen silence again. I tensed up all over, and that gave her a chance to push those two fingers deeper, up to her knuckles. I could feel her inside of me. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to tell her to get them out of me, but I didn’t want to kill the mood. I was living a dream up until that moment; I couldn’t ruin it over one little insecurity. It’s not like she was hurting me; it was just weird. If this is what she wanted, I needed to just let her get it out of her system.

She began to pump me with the fingers, fingering me as if she was fingering a pussy. She made it somewhat tolerable by kissing me again, keeping our lips locked together, even slipping me a bit of tongue.

“You can finger me too,” she said, grabbing my wrist and pulling my hand down. My heart bounced as I reached under her skirt and felt her wet panties. I picked them aside and then I gently rubbed her wet clit. She moaned, fingering me harder. I carefully parted her lovely pussy lips and pushed into her, making her moan even louder. We both looked to the door, realizing our volume was getting too high, and then we both giggled.

I pushed two fingers into her and tried to match her intensity. But her pussy was wet, not like my asshole. As I began to pump, drops of moisture began to fall to the ground. It was a wet sound, making me even more aroused. We must have stood there fingering each other for the next ten minutes, both trying hard not to moan too loudly, knowing there were customers in the next room.

I gave her an orgasm like I never heard before. To stop herself from screamed, she buried her face against my shoulder and bit down. It hurt quite a bit, but in a weird way it felt good. In a weird way, her pumping fingers in my asshole had started to feel good. She knew how to bend her fingers to reach that sweet spot, and there were a few moments where I really thought she was going to make me spill my load.

I pulled out of her, letting her spill some excess fluid. Then she pulled out of me, and we both took a moment to catch our breath and gather our composure. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. We both blushed. She giggled. “Consider it a reward for helping me,” she said. And then she put on a straight face. “And that’s all it was: just a little reward. But this is firmly professional, so we should probably get down to business.”

I couldn’t tell if she was being serious. When she said that this was ‘firmly professional’, was that her way of saying that she didn’t want me to think that we had any hope of being more than just a client and a hairstylist? Was she shutting down my hopes of turning this into a relationship? If she didn’t want a relationship, why did she just initiate that very intimate moment?

I was left confused and nervous, feeling like I still had a lot of work to do, even though it seemed like minutes earlier that I’d accomplished my goal.


CHAPTER 5
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Next was a shorter bob, with the back cut shorter than the fringes. It was a stylish cut, though I’m not sure it was really my thing. But I will admit that it suited the outfit the best, looking like a style that a Japanese schoolgirl might actually wear. The other stylists in the salon thought that it was cute. In fact, they used the word ‘adorable’ when they looked at me. This time, instead of getting offended, I caught myself blushing and smiling. I was still wearing that outfit.

And I’d been in that salon for so long that it almost seemed like the other stylists had forgotten that I was actually a guy. There was no more snickering or whispering gossip. Maybe they all got over it… or maybe they were never really making fun of me to begin with; maybe it was all just in my nervous head, and now those nerves were subsiding.

One of the other stylists had a cancellation, so she zipped over to our little station. She was younger than me, with a face that looked like it belonged to a pre-teen. “Can I give you a pedicure?” she asked. “It would be free, for class credit.”

“Tamara goes to the same beauty school as me,” said Ava.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. Sure.”

“Sit back and relax!” the young girl said, and then she got straight to work, submerging my feet into a warm bath of water before massaging them. My God, did it feel good. It was so relaxing: her soft hands kneading away all of the stress in my feet. I could see why women liked getting pedicures so much now. I always just assumed it was just getting your nails painted, but it was really so much more. She rubbed my feet with lotions, trimmed and filed my nails, perfected my cuticles, massaged my feet again, and then she painted them a navy-blue color to match my skirt.

“Does that paint come off easily?” I asked.

She looked at me with a devastated look. “You want it off?” she said.

I felt myself tensing up, terrified that I’d offended her. “No,” I said. “I mean—just in case I need to show my feet… at school or something.”

“You can use nail polish if you really want it off,” she said.

“I think it looks good on you,” Ava said, shrugging her shoulders. “There’s nothing wrong with a guy wearing some polish. It’s blue, after all.”

I let a small laugh out. “I guess so,” I said. So I relaxed and let her go on. Ava worked slowly, getting each snip perfect. I just basked in the smells and sounds of the salon, feeling more and more relaxed by the minute.

And then Ava had me look in the mirror. “I’m almost done,” she said. “I really like it. It’s sexy.”

I looked into her eyes through the mirror reflection. She had that gleam: something naughty was on her mind. Was she looking forward to another round of inappropriate back-room action? I bit down on my lip. My heart started to race. Now I couldn’t wait to get back to the back room, even though it was a bit weird being fingered in the ass. Maybe she wouldn’t do that again. Maybe she would be down for something more traditional: a good fucking, with her on her back. Maybe that was wishful thinking.

“Seriously adorable,” said another stylist, and I caught myself smiling and blushing again.

There was something to it, being around those women, being constantly complimented, wearing those ‘cute’ outfits. I wouldn’t say that I liked wearing that outfit, but I do have to admit that it was much more comfortable than anything that I owned. It was nice having my package free between my legs (the cotton panties felt like they weren’t even there, even though they were doing a surprisingly good job of holding everything in place). I really liked the feeling of the soft skirt touching my thighs, though I can’t say exactly why I liked it; it was a mystery, even to me. And the way that white top fit was so nice: actually fitting my body properly, unlike the t-shirts and sweaters that I normally wore, which were boxy and unflattering.

And Ava seemed to like me like this, so I was surprisingly relaxed. I allowed my stress to flutter away, knowing that there was no sense in letting it bog me down.

We went back to the back room for another photoshoot. “Just one more style after this,” Ava said.

“That’s it?” I said as I stepped in front of her camera.

“Yep,” she smiled. Though she looked a bit upset, as if something was wrong. “The last style will be your boy cut.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Have you thought more about what you want, or do you want me to just do what I think would look best?”

I did a pose for her and she took my photo. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I can let you do what you want. I thought you said this would take all day.”

“I thought it would,” she said. “But transforming you was a lot easier than I thought it would be. It took a lot less effort.”

I laughed, almost not realizing that she’d said something that should have been an insult.

“I honestly thought it would take a lot more persuading to get you to put on the outfit,” she said with dark red cheeks. And then my cheeks started turning red. Was it a compliment or an insult? I just didn’t know anymore. My brain had been turned upside down in a matter of a couple of hours. I felt like I no longer knew what I was supposed to be embarrassed about, what I was supposed to be angry about, and what I was supposed to be happy about. My brain was in a fog and I was just going along for the ride.

But the ride wasn’t so bad. At least ‘pleasure’ was still obvious when it presented itself, and it presented itself a few minutes later, when we were in that back room, taking another set of photos. Ava was pleased with my posing. “You should look into being a model,” she told me.

I laughed. “I’ll think about it.” It was a moment before I realized she was being serious. I bit down on my tongue and gave her a few more poses. I was really just imitating what I’d seen on TV. It was more of a jokey imitation, but it was apparently doing the trick.

And it apparently got her in the mood. Once again, she came up to me, putting her hands on me, wanting to pick up where we left off. It took me by surprise, because I hadn’t forgotten her comment about keeping things professional. I let her kiss me. She liked taking the lead and initiating; it clearly turned her on. She liked pawing at me, caressing my body, feeling my curves. And I have to admit that I liked going submissive and letting her do her thing.

She set me down on a small couch on the far end of the room. She crawled on top of me and spent a few minutes feeling me all over while she kissed me. She had me pinned under her body. I was able to get my hands onto her sides, which were soft and warm. She even let me push her shirt up, showing her perky breasts and her fat nipples. I playfully pinched her nipples, making her moan. I sucked on her tit for a minute and then I gave her an idea.

She pulled down my bra and pushed up my shirt. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind until her lips went around my nipple and she started sucking. It was a curious feeling. No girl had ever sucked my nipple before, but I didn’t hate it. In fact, it was actually kind of pleasant. I took a deep breath and ran my fingers through her hair. I let her suck my nipples for a few minutes. By the time she was done (when she noticed my erection) my nipples were big and puffy like they’d never been before. I laughed awkwardly; they actually looked like girl nipples.

She slithered down and put my cock into her mouth. She sucked my tip while caressing my balls. It was nice, but she didn’t stay down for long. She got another idea in her head. She smirked and crawled up. I must admit that when I met Ava, she didn’t strike me as the type. She really seemed like the five-date-minimum kind of girl—and that was just to get a kiss. But she had a strong sexual appetite. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was normal, or if I’d inspired something in her.

She sat herself down on my face—something that I always thought would be totally emasculating, but now, with her butt cheeks and pussy mashed against my face, I was unbearably aroused. I licked and sucked and slurped and tickled with my tongue, and I reveled in every little moan and whimper that emerged from her lips. It got even better when she started rocking back and forth, grinding her wet cunt against my lips, trying to get the most out of the clitoral stimulation.

And then she was inspired again, jumping to her feet suddenly and darting across the room to her purse, which was in the corner. I wiped the sweet moisture from my lips and sat up, waiting eagerly for her to return. I had no idea what to expect, but I definitely wasn’t expecting the large silicone dildo. “Flip onto your hands and knees,” she said with a big smile.

I don’t know why I did it. I don’t know why I was so submissive, doing everything she asked of me. It started the moment that I set my eyes on her; she could tell me to do anything and I would do it. Hell, she could have told me to go up to the roof and jump off and I probably would have done it. I was so desperate to impress her, so desperate to make her happy so that I could have the slightest chance with her. I got onto my hands and knees and took a deep breath.

She got right to work, twisting the dildo hard against my asshole. My legs trembled and my heart raced. We both knew that we didn’t have a ton of time before the other stylists began to wonder what we were up to. There was no time for foreplay, and we were both past that point anyway. I clenched harder and harder until I couldn’t clench anymore. Then I suddenly relaxed and the toy shot up into my body. I gasped, clenching hard again—but now it was too late. She gently rubbed my back to comfort me as she pushed the big sex toy into my body.

My whole body trembled. Maybe trembled isn’t a strong enough word. I was shaking dramatically, almost violently. I threw my head back and let out a sound that I’d never made before, and then she reached out and gripped my throat with her hand, almost choking me… but I liked it. She squeezed hard and pushed the rest of that dildo into me. “Do you like it, Riley?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered, wanting to impress her. But this desire to impress her had gone too far. Now, I was letting her abuse me just to earn her admiration. Was it worth it? Was I just utterly humiliating myself at this point? Was this going to end up being some lifelong regret?

She pumped the toy in and out of my body. I was only able to stay up on my knees for a minute. Then, I fell forward, onto my face, but that didn’t stop her. And she was enjoying herself, getting carried away, laughing louder and louder as she went, pumping faster and faster. “Take it, girly! Take it!” She laughed loudly. My body was numb with humiliation. I think I was humiliated partly because of the emasculation, but mostly because it felt really, really good.

It was a feeling I’d never felt before: an inner-body massage as that dildo rubbed against the best parts of me, sending euphoric pulses through me. I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted to tell her to pump faster, but I was afraid of making the humiliation worse.

“Take it like a good schoolgirl,” she said. And that little line was enough to let me know that this had been a sexual gratification thing all along. Maybe there wasn’t even a school project. She just got off turning guys into her girly sex toys. But could I really be mad? Was I not having a great time? I was getting to spend that time with her, receiving that lovely anal pleasure.

She pushed her hand under me to grip my cock. Now, she was pumping a dildo with one hand and pumping my real dick with the other. “Come for me, baby,” she said with intensity in her voice. It almost sounded like she was talking through clenched teeth. “Come on, baby. Come for me. I want to feel your fucking cum. Come for me!”

I didn’t last long. I gave her what she wanted, groaning and then ejaculating all over that couch, pouring my seed into the palm of her hand. She waited until I was empty before pushing that hand into my face, forcing me to lick my own seed. Still desperate to impress her, I did it… or maybe I just wanted to do it. Maybe it had nothing to do with impressing her.

She was already impressed. I already made my impression. But still, I was going along with her game, being completely submissive for whatever she wanted.

She spanked my ass. She flipped me over. She stared down at me, licking her lips. Then she kissed me, presumably to get a taste of my cum. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and then she licked her lips again. “You’re hot,” she said, ogling my body.

“Thanks,” I said, looking over at myself in the mirror. I was pretty disheveled: messy hair, cum on my outfit and face. My clothes were all twisted and bunched up. My makeup was smeared.

And now, she was at the mirror, fixing her own hair and outfit. She took a big breath and straightened herself out. That crazy look slowly faded from her eyes and she suddenly looked like the sweet, innocent hairstylist that I met at the start of the day.

“We should probably finish up,” she said. “I’ve got a dinner I need to get ready for tonight.”

“Oh, alright,” I said.

I used a towel to wipe up. I fixed my outfit quickly and then I went to the door.

“Oh,” she said. “You can change now. I got all of the pictures I need.”

My heart fluttered. “You did?”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. We’re all done. We’ll just do your boy haircut now.”

I remained still for a moment. I knew that it was probably a better idea to wait until after the haircut to speak up, but I had to get that question off of my chest. I really had to find out if we had something between us: something that could grow into something bigger. I felt it and I had a feeling she felt it too. “Hey Ava,” I said.

“What is it?”

“I know you said you have a dinner tonight. But maybe after your dinner, we can go get a drink or something.”

She smiled. Her cheeks reddened. She looked flattered. Then she turned her gaze to the ground. “I’d love that,” she said. “But I don’t think my boyfriend would approve. I hope I didn’t give you the wrong idea, Ryan.”

I stood there for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around all of it. She had a boyfriend? What did he think of what she was doing? Did he know about it? Did she often mess around with guys behind his back? We kissed more than once. I had my fingers in her pussy. She had her fingers in my asshole. Who does that when they’re in a relationship?

“A boyfriend?” I said.

“Well, I should say fiancé,” she said. “I left my ring at home.”

“I see,” I said.

“Mind taking that outfit off? He actually gave it to me. Bedroom costume. I need to wash it before he sees the cum on it. We probably should have been more careful.”

I looked down at the schoolgirl outfit, which I’d really come to like over the course of that day. I wasn’t excited to get back into my regular clothes, though I wasn’t sure why. Something in my brain had changed. My outlook was suddenly different.

I wasn’t sure how to wrap my head around any of this.


CHAPTER 6
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Face washed, body back in my boy clothes, I sat down at her haircutting station. I looked at that short bob, which had grown on me in a big way. It had become my favorite of the three girly haircuts. Now, Ava was rinsing off her haircutting scissors, getting ready to finish me up.

I couldn’t help but notice that her demeanor had changed. Her spunk had died down. Her enthusiasm was gone. She seemed to be rushing to get her gear ready so she could finish me up quickly, and maybe that was my own fault for making things awkward with my proposition. I didn’t mean to make things awkward; I just wanted to know where I stood after the dust had settled.

I didn’t get it. I did everything right. I went along with her game and did everything she wanted me to. I made her beam. I made her smile. I made her laugh. I couldn’t figure out where I went wrong. I had a feeling the fiancé wasn’t real, seeing as she didn’t mention him once that entire time, and she didn’t exactly seem guilty when we were messing around. I think the ‘fiancé’ was just a convenient out: something I couldn’t question. It wasn’t the first time a girl lied about a boyfriend to get out of dating me.

So where did that leave me? I was back at square one, still hopelessly alone, unable to catch the interest of a woman. And now I had the uphill battle of trying to rope in a girl with no body hair and painted nails. Sure, I could scrub the polish away and I could wait a month or two for that hair to come back so I could look normal again—but that seed of femininity that Ava had planted in my brain wasn’t going away anytime soon.

“So what are we doing?” Ava asked, giving her scissors a few air-snips, making sure they were properly set and lubricated.

“I’m not sure,” I said.

“Want me to just give you something classic?” she asked.

I remained still for a moment. I looked at the short bob I was currently wearing. I really liked it. It was still growing on me. It shaped my face so nicely… but it was an obvious girls’ haircut. But once she cut it away, it was gone. Then, if I ever wanted it back, it meant growing my hair long and finding a stylist to cut it that way again, which meant enduring the humiliation of asking a stylist to give me a girl’s cut.

But why did that matter? Why was I worried about losing that style? Why was I so afraid of getting a proper men’s cut?

“Ryan?” she said.

“I’m thinking,” I said. “Just—Just give me a second.”

I could just slap a hat on my head. I wore a hat half of the time anyway. Then, when I wanted to have that cute bob, I could have it. I shook my head. No—why did I want it? What was happening in my brain? Did she do this to me?

I looked at myself. Even without makeup, I could see that girly version of myself. That haircut did so much to change my face. With a touch of mascara, I could practically become an unrecognizable girl. My head was already swirling with the possibilities.

“I do have to leave soon,” Ava said, eyeing the time on her phone.

“I think I’ll just keep this,” I said, watching my own face turn red in the mirror. “I think it suits me. And… it’s what I want, so I’ll keep it.”

I stood up awkwardly and zipped over to my bag. “Can I pay you that ten dollars?”

“You can just keep it,” she said. “I didn’t even give you a haircut.” She had a pale, confused look on her face.

“Okay,” I said. “Thanks. That’s very nice of you.” I put my bag on my back and I rushed out of that salon. I hurried home, getting a few curious looks as people eyed my feminine bob.

I just wasn’t ready to let it go.

I spent that whole evening trying to wrap my head around it all. What happened today? When Ava turned me down, I was strangely… fine. It was almost like I never actually liked her like I thought I did. And maybe that was the case with all of the girls before her. Maybe I was a bit quick to fall in love, or maybe it was just lust. I was a bit of a hopeless romantic, emphasis on hopeless. I’d always been so obsessed with trying to impress girls—girls I hardly knew, girls I didn’t know at all. I thought I knew what I wanted, but something was different now. When I left that salon, I felt strangely relieved. I liked Ava; I think she was a nice girl and she was cute as hell, but she wasn’t right for me and that was obvious. I think it was obvious even before I asked her out for a drink. There was a reason I didn’t push it when she turned me down; I just accepted it. Like I said: I was relieved.

She was a bit too crazy for me. And the reality was that we didn’t have much in common. We spent almost four hours together but we didn’t really chat in that time. We only talked about her project and my hair. We didn’t talk about our favorite bands, movies, places we wanted to visit, or whether we wanted kids one day or not. I didn’t learn anything about her aside from the fact that she possibly had a fiancé. I wasn’t even sure that she even had a project. It was possibly just a front to satisfy some sort of weird sexual fetish, feminizing young men.

So Ava was out—but I wasn’t thinking about that blonde either. Now, I understood that the blonde wasn’t for me either. How could we ever have a relationship? After four months of sitting next to each other, we didn’t even have a single conversation. What kind of spark was that? I cut all of my hair off for her, but now I could hardly even remember what she looked like.

So where did that leave me? I looked in the mirror again, primping my hair with my hands. I really did like that cut, but what could I do with it? It’s not like I could go out in public with it, unless I wanted people thinking that I was a woman.

I suddenly caught myself grinning. Why was that idea so exciting? Shouldn’t the idea have filled me with a horrible dread?

But it seemed fun. I got used to the looks I got in that salon, from all of the women (and a few men) who came in to get their hair cut. It was fun being a chick for a day, getting to feel all of the feelings that girls get to feel on a regular basis.

Was I losing my mind?

After ten minutes online, I found that exact schoolgirl outfit. I smiled and bit my lip as I ordered it. It wasn’t the cheapest outfit. It was a good chunk of what was in my bank account. I even paid the extra for next-day shipping.

And when the outfit came the next day, I immediately put it on. I asked my female neighbor if I could borrow a couple of makeup supplies. She looked at me strangely before giving me a few things, but for some reason, the look didn’t bother me. I didn’t feel embarrassed. Maybe I got all the embarrassment out at that salon. Maybe my ego had finally gone away entirely. I hurried back to my room and spent a good deal of time getting dolled up. It wasn’t hard. It did feel a bit like a natural talent. Everything just came so naturally to me. And I think I did an even better job than Ava did.

I got to feel that wonderful feeling again, this time without the pressure of the strangers around me. I basked in that feeling. And then I got an email. It was from Ava. She was sending me a collection of the best photos she took at the salon. I marveled at the photos. I couldn’t believe how pretty I looked. “Thank you so much for these,” I said. And I got some good use out of them. Perhaps it’s a story for another time, but I made myself a little dating account on a website. Twenty-four hours later, I had a date with a man. I’d never gone on a date with a man before, and I wasn’t even sure if I was interested in men. I was open to exploring everything though. I never knew that I was into getting dolled up either, though I think it was a feeling buried deep inside of me for a long time. The date was nice; he paid for the meal, and it was honestly the first real meal I had in a long time.

Then, I went on a date with a girl. It was a sweet date, and it ended in her bedroom: not sex, but playing around in her closet, trying on outfits. We’re still good friends, but it didn’t turn into anything more than that. I didn’t push it. I didn’t get any crazy ideas in my head. I wasn’t out to impress anybody—just myself. I just wanted to spend some time enjoying my own life, not killing myself trying to be something else for someone else.

Then, I went on one more date, with a little brunette girl. She was a couple years younger than me, with the sweetest face. It was a wonderful date. We went on a second, and then a third. Then we fucked beautifully for an entire night. At the end of that night, she looked into my eyes and said, “Why do you always wear that outfit?”

“It’s actually all I have,” I said, blushing and biting my bottom lip. “When I get more money, I’ll buy some new clothes.”

“I like it,” she said. “But I guess what I’m trying to ask—why the schoolgirl outfit?”

I smiled. “It’s a funny story,” I said, and then I told her.

THE END


WE DID SOMETHING BAD
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WE DID SOMETHING BAD


Derek, a political science student at UBC, is a prominent member of the Young Campus Conservatives. He attends every meeting, he’s in good standing with the wealthy and powerful leader of the organization, and he spends every weekend either campaigning or doing charity work to further his future political career. So he’s naturally terrified after a drunken night in a basement at a party, fooling around with his two male conservative friends and a well-endowed transgender girl.

The three boys swear to never talk about what happened under any circumstances. And it’s important that they keep their mouths shut, because the Young Campus Conservatives have just introduced a new rule: no members can associate with transgenders, or they’re out of the esteemed club.

To make sure the little mistake doesn’t get leaked, Derek decides to secretly track down the mysterious trans girl from the party, to beg her to stay silent about what they did together. But his search for the girl leads him to an unsettling secret society, filled with elite members of society from both ends of the political spectrum.


CHAPTER 1
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It was Halloween, 2018, when we did something bad.

We all had a bit too much to drink that night, but we couldn’t really blame the liquor. It was still early in the night and many at that party were much drunker than us, and they didn’t do anything nearly as bad as what we did. Carson claimed that someone slipped something into his drink. “Maybe they slipped it into all of our drinks,” he said after the bad deed was finished and we were all sitting in the basement, unable to look into each other’s eyes.

“Maybe,” agreed Quaid. “I am feeling a bit funny. Maybe someone slipped us something.”

I kept my gaze glued to the ground. “We just can’t tell anyone about this,” I said. “If we tell anyone about this, that’s it for us.”

Carson and Quaid both nodded in agreement, and then that basement became silent for a long minute. “Okay,” said Quaid, breaking the silence. He stood up and lifted his hand into the air. “I swear to never tell anyone about this—ever. I will never even mention it, not even with the two of you. After this moment, what happened here at the party tonight never happened at all.”

Carson stood up and raised his hand into the air. “What happened here never actually happened and I’ll never mention it ever again, not even to the two of you.”

Now both men were looking at me. “C’mon, Derek. Make the pledge.”

So I stood up slowly. My legs were still wobbly. My stomach was still churning with a terrible dread. I knew that making a pledge wouldn’t change anything. I knew that being silent about what happened wouldn’t make me forget about it. I had a good feeling that I would never forget about it in my entire life. But I lifted my hand into the air. “I, Derek Young, will never mention this again, under any circumstances.”

We all put our hands together and then we held them up in the air again, as if we were making our fraternity pledge all over again. But this pledge was much more serious. This pledge had serious consequences.

Nothing else was said as we all left the basement and went off in our own directions. Carson stayed to have a beer at the party. Quaid took off down the alley, heading towards his home, and I did the same, leaving out the front door. I buried my hands in my pockets and I stared at the sidewalk for the entire hourlong walk home.

The image of that girl never left my mind. She was burned into my memory. I made the mistake of looking into her eyes right before the act was finished. She was looking into my eyes—and that’s when she came. I looked down slowly and saw everything. I still couldn’t figure out how I let myself end up in that situation. Maybe Carson was right: maybe someone slipped something into our drinks—some sort of drug that makes people make stupid decisions. I felt a bit tingly, but I didn’t feel like I was high on any crazy drugs. The tingling was probably just the result of drinking five beers in just a couple of hours—not enough to get me drunk, but enough to make my skin tingle slightly.

My heart started pounding hard once I was halfway home. I started to question the pledge we took in that basement. What if one of the guys didn’t keep his mouth shut? What if one of them got drunk at another party and ended up spilling the beans. Or what if the girl decided to say something? She never made any pledge…

I shook my head. I couldn’t let the anxiety ruin me. I couldn’t live the rest of my life worrying that my secret would get out. And also, I had to stop thinking of that girl as a girl. She wasn’t a girl—she was a boy. Sure, she had breasts and long hair and plump lips, and she was dressed in a sexy fox outfit—but she wasn’t a girl. She had a cock; she was born a male.

Now I was walking quickly and breathing heavily, as if I was out of breath. My head started spinning. I started imagining my friends messaging me. ‘You fucked a tranny?’ I imagined one text reading. ‘Are you gay?’ Then I imagined my parents finding out.

I had to stop to take a deep breath. I closed my eyes. Cool rain drops started falling on my head. I had to bury my hands back in my pockets so my fingers wouldn’t get cold.

Why did I do it? Why didn’t I stop myself? Why didn’t Quaid or Carson stop themselves? What made us go through with it?

The trans girl was convincing. I had no idea that she was trans until Carson told me, an hour after she arrived at the party. And I’ll admit it: I’d been checking her out a little bit. Every time she turned away from me, I found myself staring at her ass. Whenever she bent over to do a shot, I caught myself looking as her skirt came up to expose the smooth skin on her tush. And she had nice cleavage. Her braless tits bounced when she moved through that party house. She sounded like a girl, especially when she was laughing. But once Carson told me she was actually a trans girl—and a boy back when Carson went to high school with him—I started to notice the masculine twang in his voice. Of course I pretended like I knew all along. “It’s pretty obvious, to be honest,” I said.

“You think so?” Carson said. “I mean—yeah, it’s obvious. But compared to other trannies…”

Quaid laughed at Carson. “I wouldn’t have known had you not told me.” At least he was capable of being honest. “She’s got a nice ass.”

“Careful, Quaid,” I said, nodding my head towards Anders, who was standing in the corner with a drink in his hand. Anders was one of the senior members of our organization, the YCCs (or, the Young Campus Conservatives). Our organization took a strong, non-religious stance against transgenderism. In fact, there was a poster in our front office with all of the ‘transgender facts’, including the 41% attempted suicide rate, which the poster claimed was comparable to common mental illnesses.

But even after we all found out that the girl was trans, I couldn’t stop noticing her. She was wearing a tight white dress, and that cute fox mask, which she flipped up from time to time to show off her surprisingly convincing face. She was wearing a lot of makeup; she was probably only convincing because of the makeup and that long platinum hair, which nearly reached her bum.

We bumped into each other in the kitchen. I was getting a drink and so was she. She looked into my eyes. We were the only two in that kitchen. She smiled and I looked away quickly as my heart fumbled. I’d never actually been face-to-face with a transgender before. I’d only ever dealt with them online, when they came by our public Twitter page to start flame wars. They never came with facts—just strong emotions and tons of threats. If we pointed out our sources, they would say, “Those sources are wrong!”

But those Twitter t-girls didn’t look like this girl. Those Twitter trans girls were all obviously male, and many of them looked like they had other disabilities (how many with mental disorders often look).

“Hi,” she said to me. My heart bounced again.

I nodded my head, worried that she knew who I was. What if she knew that I was part of the YCCs? What if she was at that party to confront me and Anders and Quaid and Carson? “Hi,” I said softly.

And then she looked at me for one second longer with what looked like a flirtatious smile. I became frozen. I watched as she poured herself a drink before disappearing.

It was an hour before I saw her again, under much different circumstances. I was with Carson, looking for Quaid. A group of guys wanted to play Beer Pong and we needed one more to complete our team. We searched upstairs and then we looked outside. “Where did he go?” Carson asked. The Beer Pong game was about to start. “Let’s check the basement.”

So we went down to the basement, where it was quiet and cool. We searched the first bedroom, but it was empty. Then we went down the long hallway to the second basement bedroom, and that’s where we found both Quaid and the trans girl.

She was on the bed and Quaid was kneeling down next to her, caressing her body with his hands. He turned to us with wide eyes.

“Quaid, what the fuck are you doing?” I asked.

He stared at us like a frightened deer for a long moment. “It’s not what it looks like,” he said.

“It looks like you guys are about to fuck,” said Carson. He covered his mouth and laughed, so he wouldn’t spit out his beer.

“We weren’t,” Quaid said with red cheeks. But that’s definitely what was happening. The question was: who seduced who? Or did it matter?

“Quaid, you’re going to end up getting kicked out of the YCC,” said Carson.

“No—I’m not. Just—don’t tell Anders about this. It’s not what it looks like.”

The girl was just staring at all of us with a smile on her face, as if she was getting a kick out of it. She didn’t seem worried at all that two men just walked in on her being rubbed down by a stranger.

“Please don’t say anything.” He turned to the girl. “We weren’t about to have sex, right?”

She giggled, covering her lips with the tips of her fingers. “I thought we were.”

“Well you thought wrong,” Quaid said. “I was just—I was just helping you…” He couldn’t come up with an excuse, so he just became silent.

“Are you jealous?” the girl asked with a strangely seductive voice. She was looking at Carson.

I looked over at Carson. His face was turning dark red. “Jealous?” he said. “No way. Don’t be ridiculous.”

“You can have me too,” she said. “It can be our little secret.”

And now Carson was silent too. He looked over at me and then he looked at the ground and cleared his throat. Was he actually considering the offer?

Now the girl was looking at me. “You can have me too,” she said with a little wink.

“This is crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“C’mon, Derek,” said Carson, taking me by complete surprise. I turned and looked at him with wide eyes. “Look at her.”

I looked at her. She was looking at me, looking relaxed and comfortable on that bed next to Quaid. “It’ll feel good, I promise,” she said.

And maybe it was the alcohol, but the thought was enticing. She had a nice body, and she seemed especially convincing in that moment. I took a deep breath.

“No one needs to know,” Carson whispered to me. I couldn’t believe how quickly he’d been swayed, and I couldn’t believe how quickly I was being swayed.

The trans girl, still wearing her fox mask, took the straps of her dress and slid them over her shoulders. Then she carefully shimmied her dress down to expose her perky breasts. She smiled and bit her lip as she cupped her breasts and squeezed. “Come and have me,” she said. It was clear that she was also a bit drunk: swaying slightly, red in the cheeks. There was a glass of hard liquor next to the bed, which was presumably hers.

Carson stepped into the room after closing the door. He stood next to the girl and reached over, grabbing her breast. “It feels real,” he said, looking over at me. He laughed. His face was still red. “Come and feel, Derek.”

I hesitated, and then I stepped over. I had to admit: I was curious. Her breasts looked real, and there were no scars from any implant surgery. How was it possible? I stepped up next to Carson and reached to grab her other breast. It really was quite light and squishy, as if there was no implant in there. The girl laughed and took a deep breath, making her chest heave.

Then she reached out and slipped her fingers between my legs, gripping my package, making her perk up. I gasped and she giggled again. She gently massaged my cock and balls. “I’ve never been with three boys before,” she said.

“We’ll go easy on you, darling,” Quaid said. He stroked his fingers through her hair. Carson was now climbing on the bed, nestling himself up behind her and reaching around to squeeze both of her breasts with both of his hands. He squeezed hard, making her moan. Every time she moaned, he chuckled, as if there was something funny about it.

And that’s when I started to think: maybe she’s not trans at all. Maybe Carson was just messing with me. Maybe she was just a run-of-the-mill horny college girl, looking to expand her ‘college experience’. So now I was looking down at her lap, trying to see if there was any bulge in her tight white dress, which was now bunched up around her waist.

I took a deep breath and calmed myself down. Maybe she was just a normal girl. Maybe I had nothing to worry about.

She had the zipper of my fly between her thumb and finger now. She gently tugged down, and my bulge quickly pushed out through the opening. I didn’t want my friends to see my cock, but I had a feeling they weren’t going to care. Quaid was already fishing his erection out from his pants. He was surprisingly big and hairy. He pushed his pants to the ground and stepped out of them. His cock was pointing up at the ceiling, towering above his bellybutton. He grabbed the girl’s head and turned it to the side, facing him. “Open up,” he said with a deep voice. She opened her mouth and he pressed his cock in before groaning loudly.

My heart skipped a beat. She was looking away from me now, but she was still working on pulling my cock out from my pants while she sucked Quaid’s cock. I closed my eyes as her fingers gripped my bare girth. I didn’t look when she finally pulled my throbbing semi out from my pants and began to stroke it.

I’d never been in a threesome or a foursome before. I’d never been erect next to another man before. I’d never had a one night stand before, or sex with a stranger. I was ticking a lot of firsts off of my list. So naturally, my heart was pounding ferociously. I had to close my eyes multiple times to calm myself down.

Carson, still behind the girl, was now taking his clothes off. I couldn’t see his cock because it was pressed against her back. I didn’t want to see it; I hated that he could see mine. But her fingers felt so good, gripping my shaft as they pulled up and down. My legs trembled and I let out a groan. I looked down at my cock. She was squeezing hard, making my tip turn a shade of light red—but it felt good. She was jerking with slow, elegant movements. I couldn’t look away from her pretty manicured fingers.

“Lift the slut up,” said Carson. Before I could react, Quaid reached over and picked her up. Quaid was a dense man who spent a lot of time in the gym, so lifting up the one hundred and ten pound girl was nothing. Carson slipped underneath her and then Quaid lowered her down onto his body. Then Carson reached down and pulled up the skirt of her dress. He grabbed her panties and tugged them down to the middle of her thighs.

And that’s when I saw it, now out in the open: her long, thick cock. It was bigger than mine, and even bigger than Quaid’s. Quaid and I both paused, frozen with shock. But Carson couldn’t see anything from underneath, so he didn’t stop what he was doing. He spat into his hand and then he rubbed his cock with his saliva before grunting as he mashed it underneath her bum, trying to find her hole.

But Quaid and I just remained still and silent. So it was true: she really was a transgender. And she wasn’t just an ordinary transgender, she was a transgender who happened to be hung like a horse. “Carson…” Quaid said.

“What?” he said through clenched teeth as he tried to mash his tip into the girl’s tight asshole.

“She—She’s a man,” Quaid said.

Carson paused for a moment. “I—I know. You said that already,” Carson said. He looked at me and I looked away quickly.

“But I didn’t actually think… I mean—I knew she used to be, but…” Quaid couldn’t get his words out.

Then the girl pushed her bum down and let out a moan. Carson gasped. I leaned over to look underneath the girl’s large ball sack, and that’s when I saw the base of Carson’s cock, pressed between the girl’s plump butt cheeks. He’d penetrated her, and now she was moaning and giggling as if it was funny.

Carson’s hands were trembling, but that didn’t stop him from finding her breasts and squeezing them again. She was bouncing on his lap, making his cock pump in and out of her tush. Her moaning was seductive. Her red cheeks were cute. But that thick erection was distracting—but not distracting enough to stop Quaid from turning her head to the side again so he could stuff her mouth with his thick meat.

Now I was left standing there with my cock out, feeling strangely vulnerable. She was using both hands to grip the bed sheets, so now I wasn’t being held or stroked. I was tempted to back out of the room, but a part of me wanted to stay and get in on the action. But where could I fit? She only had the two holes: her mouth and her asshole, and both were being used. And I couldn’t stop looking at that thick erection, which was pulsing against her abdomen.

I knew we were doing something bad. I knew we were doing something we were going to regret. But it was too late to turn back now. It was too late to stop.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Carson said through firmly clenched teeth. I watched as his cock went in and out of her hole. Then he pulled her up, making his cock fall out. “Go ahead, Derek. Take a turn. It feels amazing.”

He was looking at me. Now my body was filling with tense terror. I looked at the trans girl. I still didn’t even know her name. Did Quaid know her name? Did Carson know her name? Carson probably knew her name back when she was a boy, but what about now?

She was looking at me with a grin. Her asshole was puckered open and stretched out. I could see into her body. I could see the glisten of Carson’s saliva around her reddened hole. Could I do it? Could I stick it inside of her? At this point, what did I have to lose?

I stepped forward. My legs trembled and a lightheadedness washed over me. I took a deep breath and took my cock in my hand. I climbed onto the bed. Carson took her legs and spread them wide for me. Then the girl took her ball sack and lifted it up, so that nothing was in the way. And as long as her arm was covering her erection, she looked like a girl—and I’d always wanted to fuck a girl in the ass.

“C’mon, Derek,” she said. Then Quaid took her head, turned it on its side, and stuffed her mouth with his cock again. Now he was face-fucking her, thrusting in and out from her throat. She was taking it well.

I slowly pressed my tip to that open hole. It puckered closed and then opened again. “Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“C’mon, man. It feels good. Just do it,” said Carson.

So I took one last deep breath, and then I pushed forward with a small grunt. I was shocked when my cock actually penetrated, pushing into her body. Her hole clenched around me. I gasped and reality suddenly caught up with me. I had my cock inside of a transgender. I was technically fucking a man, and it was something I would never be able to take back or forget. And why was I doing it? Because she was convincing? Because I was horny? I knew it wasn’t worth it. I knew the consequences would be severe if word got out.

But there was no turning back now. I grabbed her smooth thighs and then I began to pump in and out. She really was tight, but her hole was amazing pleasant. She moaned as I began to pump a bit faster.

“She’s a slut!” Quaid said with a chuckle.

“She likes what she likes,” Carson said.

She was licking her lips with the tip of her tongue, looking strangely sexy, showing off the black choker that was around her throat, covering her Adam’s apple.

“Pump her harder, Derek,” said Carson, who was holding her breasts and playing with her nipples. I pumped harder, holding her thighs more firmly. But I wasn’t sure where to look. If I looked to my side, there was Quaid. If I looked forward, there was Carson. If I looked down, there was that cock. I didn’t want to offend anyone by looking up at the ceiling, or to my right at the blank wall. So I just closed my eyes and pretended like I was fucking a perfectly normal girl.

Then I felt her ball sack gently rubbing my abdomen each time I pushed in. I opened my eyes for a moment to see that she’d let go of her package and now she was using both hands to grip the bed sheets.

“Hold on for one second, Derek,” said Carson. His face was dark red. I waited, not sure what I was waiting for. Then, I felt his cock. I gasped and looked down. He was mashing his tip against my cock, trying to push it into the same hole.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I’d never touched cocks with another man before, and that was something I was happy about.

“Seeing how wide we can stretch this slut,” he said. He grunted and squirmed, and then he actually penetrated, even though I was already inside of her.

His cock was pressed hard against mine. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his foreskin pulling back. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t gay, but I wasn’t sure how to say it now. I felt horribly awkward and sick and confused. He pushed his cock deep, until his tip was right up against mine.

“Okay, keep fucking her,” he said.

I resumed slowly, pulling back and feeling my tip sliding along his shaft. The girl was moaning now, muffled by that cock in her mouth. We had three cocks inside of her, and she was taking them all like a pro.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Carson said as I began to thrust. It felt so weird, but good at the same time. I hated that it felt good. I hated that I could see her cock pulsing on her abdomen—and she was bigger than all of us!

I had to close my eyes. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t rubbing cocks with another man. I tried to pretend like I didn’t have my cock inside of a biological man. But none of those reminders seemed to matter. I knew deep down what I was doing, and I knew it was bad.

I pumped her for five minutes, until she started screaming. Quaid pulled his cock out from her mouth and then he sprayed her face with cum. She kept her mouth open to catch what she could on her tongue. The rest made a mess of her fox mask and her chin and her black lace choker. Quaid squeezed his big cock hard and groaned loudly.

Then she turned her pretty face towards me. We made eye contact, and that’s when the jolt of pleasure consumed me. I tried clenching, but it was too late. It didn’t help that Carson had just finished coming, and now I was pumping my cock in a warm, cum-filled asshole.

I pulled out and came, streaking my thick substance all over her erection. After the first three blasts, I closed my eyes, unable to look anymore.

I knew this wasn’t just a fun little basement romp. I knew that this would end up having repercussions. I knew this could mean the end of our involvement with the YCCs, and possibly the end of my reputation. I didn’t want my friends knowing that I was involved in a gang bang with two other men and a trans girl—not even a single biological female in the room.

I was the first to leave the room. Carson came out after me, then the girl came out and said nothing as she made her way to the bathroom to get cleaned up.

“We need to talk,” Quaid said as he pulled his shirt onto his body. So we migrated over to a quiet, cool room and we sat down across from each other on a circle of couches and sofa chairs. That’s where we made our pledge to never talk about what happened ever again, under any circumstances.
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We had our Monthly Arrangement the very next afternoon. Each month, the top fifteen members of the YCC gathered in the YCC office, which was on the third floor of the campus administration building. That was my first year as a top fifteen member. It was Carson’s first year as well, but Quaid didn’t quite make the cut because he was often absent when it came time to fundraise, or whenever we had any sort of charitable event, like street cleaning or dishing out soup at the local soup kitchen.

Carson was already there when I walked into the large boardroom. He looked up at me and smiled, and I quickly returned the smile before looking away. When I finally looked back at him, he was looking down at the table with red cheeks. It was obviously on his mind: it hadn’t even been a full twenty-four hours since the incident in the basement bedroom. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since we mashed our cocks together inside of that tight trans asshole.

I took a seat on the other side of the table, thinking I was doing us both a favour. Then Anders came into the room carrying a large box of donuts in one hand and a large box of coffee in the other. “Can someone run out to the hall and grab the cups and lids and stir sticks?” he said as he plopped the donuts and coffee down on the table. Three different members sprung to their feet to fetch the rest of the haul. Everyone wanted to impress Anders, because Anders was stepping down in just a few months, and he was set to choose his own successor.

Most of the members of the YCC were political science majors, myself included. Fourteen out of fifteen of the top ranking members were planning to get one sort of political science master’s degree or another, myself included. There was only one member in that room who planned to use his political science major to transition into law school.

And to have the head of the Young Campus Conservatives on your resume: it was something we all wanted. The Young Campus Conservatives of the University of British Columbia was an organization known across the whole country. We had branches in nearly every university, but the UBC branch was by far the most notable. Having even just one single year as the head of the organization would have meant a guaranteed paid job on the next federal conservative campaign.

I was tempted to jump to my feet to fetch the stir sticks, and I probably would have done so if my reaction times weren’t completely messed up from the anxiety that was still swelling inside of my gut. By the time I realized it would have looked good to help Anders bring in the haul for the meeting, the task was already done. Three men came into the room, each carrying a couple of small bags—a task that could have easily been accomplished by one person with two arms.

Anders took a seat and stretched his arms into the air. His blonde hair fell down onto the front of his face, and then he shook his head to throw his bangs over. He was a skinny fellow, with long legs and long arms and a long body. He was always smiling, always wearing suits, and always smelling like expensive cologne. Everyone in the YCC knew that he was going to end up running for Prime Minister one day. His entire life had been devoted to his optics, though his ideals were always very safe and standard.

“I like your suit, Anders,” said one of the female members. She was sitting upright and pretty, with her hair done up into a pair of French braids. I’d seen her a few times around the campus, always with her hair in a loose bun and no makeup on her face. It seemed like she only ever got dolled up for those YCC Monthly Arrangements.

“Thanks, Kath,” Anders said without looking at her. Then he took a deep breath. We were all silent, waiting for him to start the meeting. Even if I didn’t end up as the head of the YCC organization, I knew I had a bright future as long as I was in Anders’s good books. It wouldn’t be long before he was in a position to get anyone a job with some clout. He was always meeting with legitimate candidates, and they were always flying him out to special conservative events. He had a lot of political sway, not just because he was currently in charge of the biggest conservative movement for people under thirty, but because his parents were two of the richest people in the country.

Anders looked around the room with that classic smile on his face. He brought his hand to his chin and then he gently stroked his clean-shaven face. “Transgenders,” he said.

My heart fluttered and skipped a beat. I could feel my legs turning cold. I swear he looked right at me after he said it. Our eyes locked for a brief moment. Did he know? Did someone tell him about what we did? What he about to humiliate me in front of everyone?

We did something bad the night before, at that party. We did something that could almost certainly have us removed from the YCC, and maybe all future conservative functions. We did something that could end up defining our futures and our careers. And for what? Was it worth a few minutes of pleasure? My stomach groaned and I squirmed in my seat. Why was he just looking around the room? What kind of response was he waiting for?

“What about them, Anders?” asked one of the members.

“There are more transgenders on this campus today than ever before. Four years ago, we had maybe five, right? Now, I bet there are fifty of them. And I can’t help but wonder why. I engaged a campus liberal last night on the topic. He told me that there are more now because they are more accepted now than ever before. But is that really true? Are we really supposed to believe that we, as a society, are more than ten times more accepting of transgenderism now than we were in 2010? More than one-hundred times more than we were in 1995? My numbers, of course, come from the Williams Institute.” He scoffed. “He told me, unsurprisingly, that the Williams Institute is a biased institute, which always makes me laugh. An organization based out of California has a conservative bias?” He scoffed again.

We all sat silently, waiting for him to make his point.

“As I was debating this young fellow—also a political science major, by the way—a fellow conservative joined into the discussion. At first I assumed he had my back. He was citing numbers from the WI, and he was well informed on the matter. And then he suggested to me that I drop my argument. He said that there are enough transgenders in Canada now to make up a significant voting bloc, and that conservatives should try to incorporate that voting bloc into its interests. He said that the single percentage point increase could sway a number of ridings in a federal election, particularly in Ontario, Nova Scotia, and Eastern British Columbia.”

I suddenly felt myself relaxing. Maybe the timing was perfect. Maybe we didn’t do anything wrong after all. Maybe Anders was about to change his stance on transgenderism and our little romp would float away, consequence free.

“And do you want to know what I said back to this young conservative man?” Anders asked as he looked around the room. “I told him that transgenders have no place in our movement.”

Suddenly, that room seemed especially quiet. It was a long fifteen seconds before I realized I was holding my breath. My shoulders were tense and almost up to my ears. My legs were trembling and I was starting to tap my foot awkwardly against the floor.

“The reality is, we need to take a stance against the growing trend that is transgenderism. As conservatives, we cannot allow a voting bloc of a single percentage point completely alter our ideals. Transgenderism and conservatism do not mix, and they won’t ever mix. Now, you might be wondering why I’m bringing this up. I’m sure you were all already against transgenderism, so this may all seem completely pointless. But there are two of you in this room who are anything but real conservatives, so it has come to my attention.”

Now my fingers were beginning to tense up, curling around the seat of my chair. I could feel awful beads of sweat tickling the back of my neck and dribbling down my spine. Someone must have told Anders what we did. Someone must have caught us—or maybe that girl ratted us out.

Anders stood up and scanned the room. As his gaze met mine, I looked down at the table, feeling weak and vulnerable and foolish. Why did I let Carson and Quaid talk me into that gang bang? Why did I participate?

I looked up at Carson, whose face was dark red. He was looking at me, and I could see that he was trembling.

Then Anders pointed suddenly at Greg. “Greg,” he said. “It’s come to my attention that one of your best friends is a transgender, female to male.”

Greg shrugged his shoulders. “We aren’t best friends,” he said. His voice was low and weak. “We’re just—we dated, back when she was a girl, in high school. We stayed close.”

“I don’t care,” said Anders. “That’s part of the problem. We can’t stay close with these people. If our liberal friend from last night is to be believed, we’ve become too accepting of this societal disease. You’re all familiar with the statistics, which are posted in the front room, if you aren’t. If we encourage this behaviour, we’re encouraging suicide—end of story. The truth is, more than fifty percent of transgender people end up attempting suicide. We have to take a stand against youth suicide, even if it means being called mean names like ‘transphobe’.”

I looked at Carson again. He was still red in the face and as stiff as a board. I felt about the same.

Then Anders pointed at Kath. “Kath, I’m sorry, but I found out that your name is registered with the campus LBGT Allies Association.”

“My cousin is a lesbian,” she said with wide eyes.

Anders shook his head. “You need to drop your registration until they remove the T from that abbreviation. This is a matter of tough love. People will call us mean and evil, but if we even prevent one single young person from exploring transgenderism, and it saves that young person from suicide, then this has all been worth it.”

I felt myself relaxing slightly. Anders said there were two people in the room, and now he’d called out two, meaning he likely didn’t know about what we did at that party, in that basement bedroom.

“After today, if I find out that any of you are associated with transgenders, I will use my power as the head of the Young Campus Conservatives to have you removed from our organization. As of today, this is a zero tolerance policy. We must all disavow transgenderism when we see it. Don’t be afraid to comment. Don’t just stand in silence when the topic comes up in your classroom, just because you’re afraid of being called homophobic, or transphobic, or whatever new words they want to invent and shout at you. As of right now, we stand up for our ideals and we stop this societal virus from spreading.”

A few heads nodded in the room. I tried to break free of my paralysis so I could nod along, worried Anders would see me sitting still and think that I was hiding a secret. I looked over at Carson one last time. He was nodding. So I finally forced myself to nod as well.

“I’m glad we all agree. Now let’s move onto other matters. We have a big charity event coming up, but we still don’t have all the volunteers we need. All of you are registered, but some of you haven’t managed to register any of your classmates.” He pulled out a list. “If your name is at the bottom of this list, then you simply aren’t doing enough. This is for kids with cancer, people. If you’re at the bottom of this registration list, you should be hanging your head in shame.” Thankfully, I was near the middle of the list, but I planned on registering more of my classmates so I could end up near the top.

The rest of that meeting went by slowly. Anders had a lot of topics he wanted to cover, and they were all difficult to pay attention to, seeing as the transgender thing was still lingering in my head. I could still picture that giant, thick cock on that girl’s stomach. I could still remember the amazing feeling when I started to unload on her erection, after pulling out from her tight butthole.

Now, it was more important than ever to keep our little romp a secret. We couldn’t let Anders, or anyone, know about what we did in that basement with that trans girl.


CHAPTER 3
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Isaw Quaid the next day. We met up at the mall to grab a coffee. Quaid was technically part of my campus jurisdiction, so I was required to pass along the main points from the Monthly Arrangement.

Our little meeting started out quiet. Neither of us could think of anything to say after we went through the standard, “How’s it going?” It was clear that the trans girl was still on our minds, and I knew that it was about to be even more on his mind, once I told him what I needed to tell him.

I wanted to start out with some small talk. It had never been hard to have small talk with Quaid before. He was always telling me crazy stories or jokes that he’d invented (often very inappropriate). But now, he was silent. And I wasn’t any better. I tried to think of something to say, but I could only imagine his thick cock sliding into that trans girl’s mouth.

Quaid was lucky. He didn’t get quite as intimate with the trans girl as Carson and me. He stuck to her face, and he never touched his cock to another cock. He could argue that he never really had sex with a trans girl, as long as one could argue that a blowjob isn’t sex. Though I don’t think it would have made much of a difference in the eyes of Anders. Either way, if Anders found out, we’d all be out of the organization.

He sipped his coffee and then he checked the time on his watch. “I have to get to this thing in a bit. Maybe we should just jump right into business,” he said.

“Okay. Sure,” I said. And then I started to draw a blank.

“So what did you talk about? Anything interesting?”

“Um,” I said. “We need to get more people to sign up for the cancer thing next weekend. We’re right in the middle of the list, and Anders wants everyone to at least double the numbers they’ve put up. So that means another fifteen volunteers, at least.”

“That’s asking a lot,” Quaid said, sipping from his coffee.

“I know you haven’t asked any of your classes, Quaid. All you have to do is ask your professor to ask for you. It’s not the end of the world.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” he said. But I knew he wasn’t going to do anything. Quaid wasn’t the type of guy to go above and beyond. He liked sitting comfortably in the middle of the pack. He liked being invisible, putting in the least amount of work necessary to get the job done. It wasn’t a quality that would get him any jobs, but it wasn’t one that would disqualify him from any either—though he probably would never end up running for any office.

“Anything else?” he said.

“Well,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. I knew we made a pledge to never talk about what happened in the basement at that party, but this technically had nothing to do with that. This was just a discussion of organization policy. “We went over the usual numbers—you know, all that stuff. Anders wants us all to dress better on campus. He said that he’s seen a few of us going to class in sweatpants. He said he won’t kick us out of the YCC for it, but we should all know better. He even suggested we all wear suits to really bolster our image.”

Quaid rolled his eyes and nodded his head.

“And, uh, there was one other thing,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Anders said that, from now on, if any of associate with transgenders, we’ll be immediately removed from the group.”

Quaid looked up at me from his coffee. His eyes were wide. “What?” he said.

“That’s what he said. He said that the YCC is taking a new stance against transgenderism. And, uh, that means no one can have any association with anything related to transgenderism. Apparently we’ve been too relaxed, and we’ve let it become normalized.”

Quaid was staring into my eyes, making me feel awkward. He clearly wanted to ask me a question about a topic that we agreed we wouldn’t talk about. But he resisted, remaining silent as he stared blankly at me.

“And that’s it. That’s all we talked about,” I said, taking a long sip from my drink.

“O—Okay,” he said. Then he took a sip from his drink.

Now we were very silent. I cleared my throat and tried to think of something to say—anything. “So you have a thing later, huh? What are you up to?” I asked.

He shook his head. “It’s nothing interesting. It’s just… I’ve been meaning to return these books to the library, and I’m going to do it this afternoon.”

“Oh. That’s it?” I said.

“Yeah. And I have some homework. I should actually probably get to that now.” He pushed his chair back and stood up. He brushed some crumbs off of his shirt. “I’ll see you later, Derek.”

“See you,” I said sheepishly, still looking down at the table. I felt a bit relieved now that I was done telling him about the new anti-transgender policy. But I was still terrified the info was going to get out. And now it was more important than ever that everyone keep their mouth shut. Even though it was a new policy, I had a good feeling that we couldn’t argue that we did the act before Anders made it a rule.

I sat alone and sipped my coffee, trying to calm myself down. But it seemed like the longer I sat there, the more nervous I became. I found myself suddenly terrified that my political career would soon be over. I was relying on three different people to keep their mouths shut, and I didn’t even know the name of one of them. At any moment, my phone could ring and Anders could be on the other end, telling me to get lost.

I was sure that Quaid would keep his mouth shut—and there was no question on my mind that Carson would stay silent, knowing how religious and conservative Carson’s family was. But that trans girl was a complete wild card.

I didn’t sleep that night. I tossed and turned—and it was the third straight night of getting next to no sleep. When my alarm finally went off in the morning, my body ached with sleeplessness. I had a big test that day, and I knew before I even got dressed that I was going to bomb it. And I knew that things weren’t going to get better until I managed to find some closure with what we did in that basement.

I had to talk to that trans girl. I didn’t know her name or what classes she was in, but I knew I had to track her down. Maybe I could find her and talk to her. Maybe I just needed to have a short chat with her, to give myself some peace of mind, so I could relax and focus properly on important matters, like impressing Anders so I had a shot at that coveted top spot in the YCC.
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Ispent many hours flicking tediously through campus Facebook groups, trying to find her face. I had nothing to go off of, aside from the fact that she went to the same school as Carson back when she was a boy—but Carson didn’t have a Facebook page, and even if he would have had one, he probably wouldn’t have had her on it, especially after Anders’s little speech at the Monthly Arrangement.

And it was starting to seem like the mysterious trans girl also didn’t have a Facebook page. I must have searched every single UBC group, including alumni groups. And maybe I did come across her, and I just didn’t realize it. She was wearing a mask the whole time we fucked her, so I really didn’t have a great idea of what she looked like. I remembered her lifting the mask a few times, but I couldn’t trust my memory: maybe I’d just imagined that.

But I could remember her eyes: big and bright and shining, even from behind that fox mask. And her lips were unforgettable as well: thick and plump and full in every way possible, possibly with some help from some injections. I knew that I would recognize her as soon as I saw a pair of bright brown eyes with those full lips.

The LGBT Community of UBC Facebook group was closed, and entry required vetting. I knew that I would never make it through the vetting process, especially with my reputation of being one of the more outspoken conservatives on a very liberal campus. I thought about making a fake account to get inside, but that would require a lot of work and time, because there was no way they would allow a brand new account with no friends or posts into their private group.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if they were talking about me inside of that closed Facebook group. I wondered how many times my name had popped up in conversation. Maybe that mystery girl was in the group, and maybe she was telling the eight hundred members a detailed account of what we did to her on that night. Maybe they were all giggling at me and preparing to humiliate me and my fellow conservatives in a big way.

I could feel my fingers becoming cold. I had to close my computer screen for a moment, so I could calm down. I had to remind myself that it was very unlikely that she was publicly telling people what we did. Why would she admit to having a foursome with a group of campus conservatives? Unless she wanted to martyr herself to her cause… She wouldn’t be the first activist to try to have our organization removed from the campus.

I took a deep breath. There was no sense in worrying about it, but I did need to talk to her so I could get some closure. I grabbed my phone and started to write out a message to Carson. He went to school with her back when she was a boy, so I just needed to figure out what name she went by back then. That would be enough information to work from.

But I stopped right before pressing send. I remembered that we made a vow not to talk about what happened under any circumstances. It had only been a few days—I couldn’t be the one to break the vow, especially now that Anders was cracking down on all association with transgender people. So I bit my tongue and deleted the message. I would have to find another way to track her down.

After another sleepless night, I found myself walking down the road towards that party house. As I turned onto the quiet residential street, my heart started racing. I started recognizing houses and lawns and even cars that were parked along the road. I stared at those very sights as I walked home from that basement romp. I knew I was getting close and I could feel a strange, dark energy growing stronger. When I saw the house appearing in the distance, my bones started to tingle and my skin started to turn cold. The details of that night were suddenly more vivid than any other memory that I had. There was no way that I was drunk that night. Nobody could remember a drunken night quite this vividly.

I took a deep breath and turned up the walkway. I had no idea who owned the house. I got a text message with the address from Quaid three hours before the party; he never mentioned whose party it was.

It was a nice house: Cape Cod style with lots of dormer windows on the top floor. The whole structure had recently been painted white, and there was a pair of impressive marble pillars holding up the dormer above the front door. I’d only seen the house at night before that moment.

I reached for the doorbell. I wasn’t sure what information I was hoping to get, but I needed something to work off of if I was going to track down that mystery trans girl. I pressed the button and waited. Then I looked back and noticed the expensive Benz parked on the street. It had recently been washed, and it couldn’t have been more than a year since it rolled off of the factory belt.

The door opened and I turned back to greet the homeowner. Then I froze as I saw the face of Anders. “Derek,” he said. “What are you doing here?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but a swell of terror left me frozen. I suddenly had no idea what I was there to say, so I just stood with my open mouth, feeling like more and more of an idiot with each passing second.

“You okay?” he said.

“What are you doing here?” I asked as I tried to stop my face from turning red. Now I felt really stupid because I was wearing a pair of old jeans and a t-shirt with a few little holes. I wasn’t planning on running into the man who told me to start dressing better when I was out of my apartment.

“This is my house,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “You were just here the other night, for my house warming party.” His eyes narrowed even further.

“Oh,” I said. I had no idea that the party was his housewarming party. That explained why all of the drinks were provided by the house.

“So why are you here, Derek?” he said, leaning over to look behind me, to see if I brought others with me.

“I, uh…” I cleared my throat and stood up. “I was actually just coming by to congratulate you on the new house. I didn’t get a chance to do it at the party.”

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s really nice of you, Derek. Thanks.” Now he was staring into my eyes. He looked down to my hands, probably to see if I had a house warming present. Then he looked back into my eyes. “Is that all?”

“Well…” I said. I had to clear my throat again. “I was wondering if you have a list of people who were here for the party. I’m trying to get into contact with someone I met here.”

He cracked a grin. “A girl?” he said.

I paused, reevaluating my strategy. “Yes,” I said.

“I don’t have a complete list of names, but I can probably help you find the girl. What was her name?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I said. “I forgot to ask.”

“What did she look like?” he asked.

“Um,” I said. I was terrified of describing her. If she was at the party, did that mean that Anders invited her? Did Anders know that she was a transgender? Why would he knowingly invite a transgender to his house just a day before announcing a strict policy against transgenderism.

“She had brown eyes—or maybe they were dark green,” I said.

“That’s not very helpful, Derek. You’ll have to be a little more descriptive than that.” He leaned against the doorframe and stared into my eyes, making me feel even smaller.

“Well,” I said. “She had long blonde hair. That’s all I really remember. She was wearing a costume.”

“What costume?” he asked, cracking another little grin.

And now I knew I was flying too close to the sun. I needed to back out and leave before I made my situation any worse. “I can’t remember,” I said. And then I remembered that there was a blonde girl dressed as a nurse at the party. “Oh, I think she might have been a nurse.”

He laughed and nodded his head. “Petra,” he said. “She’s a good friend of mine, actually. And she’s single. Is that what this is about, Derek? Did you have a sort of romantic connection with Petra?”

I shook my head. “Um, no,” I said. “I was just talking to her about the charity event coming up, and she was interested. So I, uh, was hoping to get her signed up.”

Now he was narrowing his eyes again. “She’s already signed up. She was one of the first ones to sign up.”

I paused. “Oh, no kidding. Alright then, I guess that’s that then.”

“That’s all you came for?” he asked.

I paused again. “Well, I talked to a few people about the event. But I can’t really remember any names. I’d probably remember them if I saw them. You wouldn’t have a list you could photocopy for me, would you?” I forced a smile, showing lots of teeth.

And he remained still, leaning against the doorframe as he looked into my eyes. “I think I have a list of the people I invited, but I don’t have a list of the people they brought along. I gave everybody a plus three, remember?”

“Sure,” I said.

He narrowed his eyes even more and leaned forward slightly. He was trying to get a read on me—and maybe he was trying to intimidate me into telling the truth. But somehow, I kept my mouth shut. “I’ll get you that list. If you think you can get a few volunteers out of it, then all the best to you. I have a feeling they’re all already signed up though.” He turned around and walked into his house. “Come on in. Make yourself comfortable for a few minutes. I need to start up my computer.”

He went off to a study, leaving me in the foyer. I looked around. I was standing around that spot when I first saw that trans girl in that fox mask and tight white dress. Just across the room was where she first smiled and winked at me. And from that spot I could see the kitchen, where we bumped into each other. And from that spot I could also see the staircase to the basement, where we did more than just bump into each other.

Now my heart was sizzling in my stomach. I didn’t just have group sex with two other men and a transgender woman—I did it in Anders’s house! Now I was positive that he would be outraged if he found out. Now I was positive that him finding out would mean my expulsion from the YCC and every future conservative function that he had anything remotely to do with. Now it was more important than ever to smooth things over with that trans girl, even if it meant bribing her with all of the money in my bank account (which wasn’t much). I couldn’t lose my future over one little mistake.

“Here it is,” Anders said, holding a paper as he emerged from his study. “Here’s the invite list. I’m pretty sure you know most of the people on it, but you’re welcome to take it. Now, if any of these people reach out to me and tell me that you’ve been spamming them, I’m not going to be happy. Reach out to them individually, and do it once—no mass e-mails, no mailing lists, nothing like that. Some of these people are our donors, and I’m only giving you this list because you’re in good standing with the YCC. Got it?”

I nodded my head. “Absolutely,” I said.

I turned around to leave. That’s when I saw the fox mask sitting next to the door. It was porcelain white and cut exactly like the mask the trans girl was wearing at the party. I paused and stared at it. “Did someone leave that behind?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.

“Leave what?” he asked.

“The fox mask.”

“Oh that?” he said. “Um, no, that’s mine. I was going to wear it at the party, but I ended up finding that other costume at the last minute. I guess I should probably put this away.” He grabbed the fox mask and then he tossed it over a nearby couch, so it was out of sight. “I’ll clean that up later.” The reaction was strange. He seemed nervous about the mask.

“Okay,” I said, not sure how to respond to the strange reaction. “I guess I’ll be going now.”

“See you later, Derek,” he said, waving with a small smile. But now his face was red. He didn’t look quite as cocky anymore, as if I’d caught him doing something he wasn’t supposed to be doing. Was he involved with that trans girl? Was he fooling around with her behind our backs? And would she rat us out to him?

I shook my head, pushing the crazy conspiracy away. It was too outrageous. There was no way Anders, of all people, was fooling around with a transgender girl.
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The rest of that night was spent looking up names on various websites. It was an exhausting hunt. I used every single trick I learned in my Political Tactics class, which was essentially a class on digging up dirt on political opponents.

There were a few names on the list that I couldn’t find on the various social media websites, so for those names I turned to paid services. I searched Kelsey Taggart on NameHunter, and then I searched Lisa Brindovich and then I searched Rachel Hunter and then I searched Victoria Johnson (of which there were many in my area). I spent over one hundred dollars to find out who the people were, and sadly, none of them were the trans girl. She wasn’t on the list that Anders provided me, meaning she was probably somebody’s plus-one.

And I knew that the next step in tracking her down was even more tedious than what I’d just dragged myself through. I knew that I needed to go to every single person’s social media pages and search through their friends lists. I knew it was going to be a long task: one that could take many long days. And it probably wasn’t going to be much different from what I would be doing once I was out of school and working on someone’s campaign.

First, I needed to take a break. I put on a pot to make some soup and then I jumped in the shower. I closed my eyes as the warm water dribbled down my body. I was exhausted and I desperately wanted to crawl into bed, but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to sleep. I knew that I was on a time limit. I knew that the trans girl could rat me out at any moment, so I couldn’t waste any time. Even that shower was probably taking too long. What if the difference between me finding that trans girl and her ratting me out was just ten minutes?

I wanted to stay in the warm water, but I knew I needed to get back to work, so I shut off the shower and I went to plop the noodles into the pot of boiling water in the kitchen. I went to grab that list of partiers while my noodles cooked.

135 people were invited to that party, which meant I would have to scan through about that many friends lists—and some people had thousands of friends. Sure, there were a few people on that list who didn’t have social media accounts, and that just made the hunt even more worrisome. If that trans girl was the plus-one of one of those social media-less people, then I was hooped. Or if she didn’t have social media herself, then I was just as hooped. But I had to try. I couldn’t let my future career slip away from me, knowing I could have done something to save it.

I was about to put the list down so I could stir my noodles, and then I noticed something. Anders had the guest list numbered, but there was a number missing: 79. Down the list, the numbers went in standard order, until it reached 78: 75, 76, 77, 78, 80, 81, and so on… So where was 79? The list was obviously generated by Microsoft Word, or some other word processing software, and software doesn’t just forget numbers.

I looked through all of the numbers, to see if there were other numbers missing. But 79 was the only missing number. Anders must have deleted that row right before printing off the paper for me, and his word processor must have failed to correct the preceding numbers.

My heart fluttered. Was I onto something?

To make the find even better, the list was alphabetized, so I knew that the missing name started with the letter N, as it was sandwiched between Nancy Wellington and Nora Paul. Forgetting about my noodles, I ran to my computer and looked at Anders’s Facebook friend list. I scrolled down to his friends with N names. I saw Nancy there and I saw Nora there, along with a few other N names. The only female N name sandwiched alphabetically between Nancy and Nora was Nicole Grant.

She had no profile picture and her account had complete privacy settings engaged, so I couldn’t seen anything besides her name.

I went to Instagram and searched through hundreds of Nicole Grants, but couldn’t find that trans girl. So I tried LinkedIn, and then I worked my way through various public SnapChat profiles.

Then I heard a fizzling and realized my noodles were boiling over. I had to run to pull the pot off of the stove. The noodles were bloated and horribly overcooked, but it didn’t matter because I was no longer hungry. Now I just wanted to continue chasing my small lead, even though it may have been completely irrelevant.

Even if Anders did delete the name before handing me the paper, that didn’t mean that the missing person on that list had anything to do with that trans girl we fooled around with in the basement. Maybe he just took the name off because it was the name of some political donor and Anders didn’t want me harassing him or her. Maybe there were other names omitted from the list, and that number 79 was the only one Anders forgot to reformat. Maybe the original list had 150 people on it, or 200 people on it.

I decided to spend twenty-five bucks to have NameHunter search the private profiles of thirteen different people named Nicole Grant in my area. And then sure enough, her face appeared on the list.

My heart skipped a beat and I let a small gasp slip out from my lips. I recognized the big, plump lips, and the bright brown eyes and the long blonde hair. The photo came from an unpublished university newspaper article. Apparently the article page existed on the university website, but it had never been properly published or linked. But NameHunter scoured the university’s database and found the unpublished page.

‘The New Trans Faces of UBC’ was the name of the unpublished article, and the author was named Kieran Tremblay. I knew Kieran because he was always writing hit pieces about YCC members. He was an outspoken member of the NDP, Canada’s far left political party, and he hated Anders and he hated me and he hated every single person who casually stepped foot in the YCC office, unless they were there to vandalize the bathroom.

The article was three meandering paragraphs long, and it ended with, ‘What the fuck am I even writing? Is anyone going to read this?’ At the bottom of the article was Nicole’s face, along with three other trans faces (none looked nearly as convincing as Nicole). And under Nicole’s picture was a note: ‘Nicole Grant. Be sure to pick up her consent form before pressing publish. 22 Hazlehurst Way.’ Was that her address? Was the little rat, Kieran Tremblay, finally doing me a service?

I looked up the address and saw that it was only a ten minute walk away from me. My heart started to pound against my ribcage. I jumped to my feet and grabbed my coat. I stuffed my phone into my pocket and I zipped over to the door. It wasn’t until I was four blocks away from my apartment that I realized it was almost midnight. The streets were quiet and most of the windows around me were blacked out. Even if the address did belong to Nicole, there was a good chance she wouldn’t even be awake.

I stuffed my hands into my pockets. It was a cold night. I looked up at one point when I thought I noticed snowflakes coming down: the first snowfall of the year. But the flakes quickly turned into beads of freezing rain: a light rain, but enough to make my exposed skin sting.

I came around the corner, onto Hazlehurst Way. I looked at the house number to my left: 56. I was on the correct side of the road, and only a handful of houses away from Nicole’s house—assuming the address did indeed belong to Nicole.

I kept my head down as I walked. My heart was still pounding, and I felt like I was doing something criminal. I mean, I did use a service that was popular with stalkers to find her, and maybe she didn’t want to be found. Maybe she would see me and be revolted that I was treading on her privacy.

I looked up just as another hooded figure turned down the walkway of an upcoming house. I stopped and looked towards the small house. A porch light beamed down on the number ’22’. The hooded figure was going up to Nicole’s front door.

I side stepped so that I was behind a truck.

I watched as the hooded man stepped up to the door. And it was definitely a man. The gait was obviously masculine and his shoulders were too wide to be feminine… Then again, Nicole had narrow feminine shoulders, but she was technically a man, so maybe it was harder to gauge than I realized.

He waited for a minute at the door before the door opened. I couldn’t see who opened the door, but I kept watching while they talked. I was out of earshot, so I couldn’t hear what was being said. At one point, the hooded man turned to look towards me. I dropped down, hitting my knees uncomfortably against the cement. “Ouch,” I whispered before grabbing my knees with both hands. When I stood back up, the door was closing and the man was being let inside.

I crept up to the house, ducking as I slipped onto the property, so I wouldn’t be seen from the front window, even though the curtain was closed. I slid up to the side of the house and then I spotted a window. I crept towards it. It was high up, so I had to gently pull an old folding chair over, so I had something to stand on. Then I peeked into the house.

My heart was nearly exploding in my chest. I had to take a series of deep breaths to calm myself down. What was I doing? Why was I trespassing and looking through a window like a peeping tom? Why wasn’t I just going to the door and ringing the bell like a normal person?

I was looking into the kitchen, but the kitchen was empty. I could see shadows moving in the other room, so I climbed down from my folding chair. I had to press my hand awkwardly through the gap between the fence post and the house to unlock the gate, so I could get into the backyard. Then I located the next lit window, about thirty feet ahead. I took my folding chair with me, so I had something to climb up on. I rose up slowly, gripping the window sill tightly with both sets of fingers. The room was also empty, but I could see an open door leading to a lit staircase. I stepped back from the house and looked down at the basement windows. There was a faint glow in one window to my left, so I went around the side of the house, and I found them.

The hooded man had his back to me, and Nicole was standing in the middle of the room. I jumped to the side before she looked up and noticed me lingering in her yard like a creepy pervert. Thankfully, the window was open a crack, so I could hear what was being said.

“I could get in a lot of trouble for being here,” the man said softly. His voice was trembling as if he was nervous. I suddenly had a bad feeling that Nicole was a transgender prostitute, and this was one of her clients. If she was a prostitute, did that mean I needed to get checked for diseases? Did Quaid know that she was a trans prostitute when he took her to the basement at that party?

“So why are you here?” she asked. The sound of her voice made my skin tingle. Until that moment, I was only 98% sure that it was her, but now I was completely sure; there was no doubt in my mind.

“I had to come and talk to you,” the man said. And the man’s voice was curious. I was fairly certain that I recognized it—but who was it? I wanted to look in the window again, but I didn’t want to give myself away.

“About what?” she asked. “And why do we need to talk in the basement?”

“I just—I don’t want to be by any windows.”

“There’s a window there,” Nicole said. My heart skipped a beat.

“I know, but that’s just your backyard. I know people who live on this street. If they find out I’m here—I could get into a lot of trouble. There’s a reason I waited until midnight to come here.”

“What’s this about? Just tell me,” she said.

He sighed heavily. I was still desperately racking my brain to give a face to his voice. “The other night—when we were together. I liked that. I liked it a lot more than I thought I would like it, and I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

Suddenly that voice clicked: it was Carson. I slapped my hand against my lips to stop myself from gasping. Now I really wanted to peek through that window, just to be sure. But I knew that voice. I’d spent the past four years seeing Carson on an almost daily basis. And, of course, I knew that he had been with Nicole just a few nights before.

“I just can’t stop thinking about you,” Carson said. “I wanted to see you.”

“You’ve known me for years. Why do you want to see me now?” she asked.

“I want to feel your body again. I want to feel myself inside of you.”

“Well you can’t just show up here and expect me to put out. That’s not how it works.”

“I can get into a lot of trouble if I’m caught here,” Carson said softly. “There’s a new rule with the YCC, and the rule says I can’t be seen talking to you. I can’t even add you on Facebook.”

“Well luckily for you, I don’t have Facebook,” she said with a grin in her voice.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Why was Carson so obsessed with her?

“Please, just let me kiss you. Let’s fool around—just me and you. I promise it will feel good.”

“I don’t want to do that, Carson,” she said.

“Please,” he said.

“Carson, I’m serious. Please don’t touch me,” she said. Now I had to peek again. I looked through the window and saw Carson trying to hold her by the arms. His body was tense and trembling. His hood was down now, showing off his shaggy hair and his pale skin.

I’d known Carson for nearly half a decade. He was always going after ‘trad’ girls, as he liked to call them: catholic girls who wanted nothing more than to be mothers and homemakers, pretty girls who wore dresses that touched their ankles, usually blondes who claimed to be virgins. Nicole was certainly no virgin, and she was anything but traditional.

Maybe he was drunk. I knew Carson to have a few drinks when he was stressed out, and maybe this new anti-trans policy had him more stressed out than ever. Maybe he just planned to find her to tell her to keep her mouth shut, but now he was drunk and out of control. I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt, but it was difficult.

“Seriously, Carson. It’s not happening right now. I’m tired and I have class in the morning.”

“I’ll come back tomorrow then. We’ll talk about this. I know you think I’m just horny, but it’s so much more than that. I feel different when I’m around you. I want to be with you.”

“How can you be with me if you’re not even allowed to be seen with me?” she said, once again with that grin in her voice.

“We can figure that out. We’ll meet in the night. I’ll give you a key to my house, and I’ll give you my spare garage door opener. You can pull into the garage and come straight into the house. I saw that you have tinted windows.”

“Carson, you need to go home now,” she said.

“Fine,” Carson said. “I’m just happy to finally told you how I feel.”

“You don’t even know me,” she said.

“I know enough,” he said.

“Do you?”

I shook my head, still reeling in disbelief. I listened as they left the basement. And then a minute later, I heard the front door open and close. I peeked over the fence and watched as Carson flipped his hood up and hurried off in the other direction.

I was still confused. He didn’t seem to be swaying or staggering. He wasn’t leaving a trail of whiskey breath behind him. He didn’t appear to be drunk. So what was going on? Was he actually attracted to Nicole?

I waited for him to be out of sight before creeping up to the door. I didn’t ring the bell. Instead, I knocked gently. My heart was still racing. It had been racing for what felt like a solid hour now, and I was starting to worry that I would soon end up on the ground, suffering from a serious heart attack.

“Carson, I told you we can talk about this later!” I heard her muffled voice say. And then the door opened and her eyes became wide. I don’t think she recognized me—at least not right away. “Can I help you?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but for some reason I was suddenly at a loss for words.

Her eyes narrowed. Now she definitely recognized me. “You? What are you doing here? Are you here with Carson?” She leaned out from her house and looked left and right.

“No, but can I come in? I don’t want him to see me here.”

She sighed. “Right. I heard about the new rule.”

“It’s not about that,” I said. “I mean—I want to talk to you about that, but I don’t want Carson seeing me here. He doesn’t know I’m here.”

She shook her head and rolled her eyes before stepping aside. “You have five minutes, and then I really need to get to sleep.” I stepped into her house and looked around. It was surprisingly feminine: pink-hued walls, floral decorations, and flowers everywhere. The whole place smelled like her perfume, reminding me of that moment in that basement. I was tempted to look down her body now, towards her crotch. I hadn’t forgotten how big that cock was, and now she was wearing satin pyjamas: a tight long sleeved satin top and a tiny pair of satin shorts. How was her cock not hanging down her leg? Was it tucked back? Did she have a pair of panties on, holding it in place?

I looked back up into her eyes and saw that she was smirking. “See something you like down there?” she asked.

I felt my face turning red. I didn’t mean to let my gaze drift—but I still couldn’t understand how she kept her massive womanhood hidden. “Um,” I said before clearing my throat. “I’ll just make this quick. So you heard about the new rule with the YCC. We aren’t allowed to associate with… uh—your kind of people.”

“Transgenders,” she said unenthusiastically.

“Right,” I said. “And look, I don’t care one way or another. I’m a libertarian at heart. People can do what they want.” I laughed nervously. “Well, I mean people can’t do whatever they want. We should have some restrictions, so that we don’t become complete degenerates. Like distributing child porn and stuff like that—no one should be allowed to do that. And I don’t know about that drag story time they’ve been doing with kids. I get that it’s all voluntary—but are we really sure that isn’t traumatizing those kids?”

“Did you come here to discuss the political spectrum?” she asked.

I shook my head and cleared my throat again. “Sorry. I’m just saying: I don’t care what you do. But if I’m going to have a career, I need to stay in the YCC good books, and that means no one can find out about what we did in that basement.”

“Okay,” she said.

“If people find out, then Anders might find out. And if Anders finds out, then I could get into a lot of trouble. He would probably have me kicked out of the group.”

“I said okay,” she said with the same unenthusiastic tone.

“And like I said, it’s nothing personal. I think you’re a very, uh, pretty girl—trans girl. And, uh, I’m sure you’re very nice.”

“I said okay, dude. I won’t tell anyone what we did. It’s not like I want people finding out either.”

I paused and stared into her bright brown eyes. Even in that dark foyer, her eyes seemed so bright, almost as if they were glowing. She was wearing mascara on her thick eyelashes, and a touch of gloss on her plump lips. She really was convincing, and genuinely pretty. I figured that she must have been one of the very few trans people on the planet that was actually convincing and pretty. But even still, now that she wasn’t wearing a choker around her throat, I could see the subtle bulge of her Adam’s apple, and I had a feeling that she was shaving every single morning (and maybe she was shaving twice each day) so that there wouldn’t be any stubble on her face. She was still a biological male, no matter how many pills she swallowed and surgeries she went in for.

“Want to go now?” she asked.

“I mean—just hypothetically speaking,” I said. “Would you not want to tell your LGBT friends about what we did in that basement, just to get back at the YCC? I’m assuming, like most liberals on campus, you’re against the YCC.”

“I don’t care about the YCC. You can do whatever weird stuff you want with your weird friends.”

“But, like, there are people who would kill to expose a YCC controversy,” I said.

“What we did was hardly a controversy,” she said. “A regret? Sure. Something I’d like to forget about? Definitely. But a controversy? You don’t know anything about controversies…”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

She shook her head and turned away from me. “Never mind,” she said. “Maybe you should just get going. I won’t tell anyone because the last thing I want is for people to know that I lost my virginity to three guys at the same time.”

“Your virginity?” I said.

She looked away from me. Her cheeks were rosy. “You heard me.”

“No offence, girl, but I don’t really believe you.”

“Well it’s true,” she said. “I wasn’t myself that night. I don’t know—I think someone slipped me something. I’m not a slut—not that I expect you to believe me. And now I’m paying the price for it. So if you could stop coming to my house and reminding me about what happened, that would be great. I’d like to focus on one issue at a time.”

“Okay,” I said, backing towards the door. I felt a bit better, even though I couldn’t be entirely sure that I could trust her. She was still a trans person, and she apparently had ties with Kieran Tremblay, a campus journalist who would have loved to see my reputation squashed. “I promise we’re not evil people,” I said. “The YCC is well-intentioned, even with this anti-trans policy.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Not evil,” she said in a sarcastic tone. “That’s rich.”

“I’ll have you know that I’ve logged almost a thousand charitable hours over the past four years. I’ll let you do the math to figure out how much charity that is each week.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile.

“I used to donate a chunk of each paycheque to the children’s hospital.”

“That’s great. I’m sure you’re a great guy,” she said, still sounding sarcastic.

“So you think that a person can do all that good stuff and still be ‘evil’ because they’re conservative? You know, there’s a saying: conservatives just think that liberals and wrong, but liberals think conservatives are evil.”

“What’s your name?” she said.

I hesitated. If she didn’t know my name, maybe that was for the best. Maybe there was a better chance of me getting away with this whole mess if she had no idea who I even was. “It’s Derek,” I said, caving. I didn’t like lying, and I wanted her to think that she could trust me. Maybe I was giving her too much credit. Maybe I was just setting myself up to be outed.

“Okay, Derek,” she said. “You think you know everything because you’re some political science major, and that’s fine. But just trust me when I tell you: there are things you don’t know. There are things you don’t even know about your little club. Now get going so I can get to sleep.”

I thought about fighting her on the topic. I hated that she assumed I was evil, just because I was a member of a campus club. I’d done more charity work by the age of 22 than she would do in her whole life. But there was no sense in arguing. She was determined to think what she was going to think. I turned to the door, and then I paused, suddenly processing what she’d just said. For some reason, the image of that fox mask in Anders’s house came into my mind, and then I remembered that Nicole’s name was originally on that invite list, and Nicole was Anders’s friend on Facebook, even though she told Carson that she didn’t have a Facebook page.

I turned back to her and looked into her eyes. I nearly called her out on lying to Carson, and then I remembered that her conversation with Carson was a conversation that I wasn’t supposed to hear. “I found you on Facebook,” I said. “And when I looked up your name, I found an unpublished article with your address on it.”

“Okay,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

I thought for a moment. “How do you know Anders?”

I watched as her eyes widened. Her skin seemed to become pale right before she turned her gaze down to the floor. “I don’t know him. I just met him the other night.”

“So why were you at his party, at his house?” I asked.

“I really think you should leave,” she said.

“Wait,” I said. “It was the next morning that Anders announced the anti-trans policy. What do you know that I don’t know?”

“I don’t know anything. Look, you shouldn’t be here. Like you said: you could get kicked out of your group for talking with me. So you’d better go.”

“I just need to know how you know him.”

“Why? Why do you care?” she said. She walked to the door and opened it. Then she pointed towards the street. “Just get going and I promise I’ll never bring up what happened. Isn’t that all that you wanted?”

“I—I guess so,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say, even though I suddenly had tons of questions I wanted to ask. I couldn’t figure out how she was connected to Anders, or why. Why would she be invited to a YCC house warming party? I stepped out from her house. As she was closing the door, I turned and said, “And obviously don’t mention any of this to Kieran.”

“I won’t,” she said.

Then the door closed with a dull thud, which reverberated in my bones. I wasn’t sure if I felt better or just more confused than ever. I definitely believed that she wasn’t going to tattle on me, even though I had no real reason to believe her. But what was her tie to Anders? Why did she get so defensive and awkward when I brought Anders up?

I started to make my way home, hands buried deep in my pockets as cold beads of ran seeped through my cotton hoodie. At least I would be able to sleep now. At least I could get a few hours of rest now that my brain had calmed down slightly. I wasn’t going to be kicked out of the YCC—at least not any time soon. But I wasn’t going to be able to rest fully until I understood what was going on between Nicole and Anders. What if the whole anti-trans policy was just a way for him to lead people away from some sort of secret relationship? And if that relationship came out, what would happen to the YCC? Would we all be disgraced and embarrassed? Would it have a lasting impact on all of our future careers?

First I needed to sleep. Then I planned on getting to the bottom of this new mystery.


CHAPTER 6
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Isaw Carson the very next morning, in my fourth year economics class. He came right up to me and took the seat next to me before looking at me with a smile. “Good morning,” he said. He had a thermos of coffee with him. I wasn’t thrilled to have him sitting right next to me, but I was a bit relieved to see that he had no idea that I’d been spying on him.

“Morning,” I said with a nod of the head.

He stretched back and let out a deep sigh of relief. “Great weather today,” he said. Was he just putting on a show, or was he actually in a good mood?

I cleared my throat. “You get laid last night or something?” I asked.

He laughed and shook his head. “No,” he said. “Why do you ask?”

“You’re in an unusually cheery mood—especially for 8:30 in the morning.”

He chuckled. “Well, what can I say? I guess I got a good sleep. My first good sleep in forever.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I knew that he was out until at least 12:30 AM, so how good could his sleep really have been?

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“No reason,” he said as he flipped open his textbook.

I nodded my head and let the topic go, even though I was still very confused as to why he was so cheery. It made no sense. His night literally ended with rejection—and not just any normal rejection, but a rejection from a trans girl he wasn’t even supposed to have anything to do with. Maybe he got home and realized her rejection was a blessing. Maybe it was the slap in the face he needed to realize he was being crazy. Or maybe he was happy because he was going to see Nicole again, and he assumed he was going to get some action this time.

I wanted to know how Carson managed to find Nicole’s house. I had a feeling he found her the same way that I found her, by paying to have her name searched on NameHunter, seeing as we both took the same political tactics classes, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he found her in some other way. Did he already know her name when he began his search? Did he have to do as much digging as me? Did he know more than me? Did he know why Nicole and Anders knew each other, and did he know why she was at that party?

I couldn’t ask him anything because of our vow to never mention her, and because I didn’t want to embarrass him by letting him know what I knew. So I had to keep my mouth shut. I would have to find different leads.

And that’s when I remembered another investigative strategy we learned in a political tactics class: burner e-mails.

When you’re involved in politics, the very first thing they tell you is to scrub everything clean: every Facebook page, every Twitter page, every blog, and even every old Myspace and Friendster page from fifteen years ago. Once everything is clean or non-existent, an aspiring politician should go to great lengths to remain private, particularly online. One professor suggested we all create a number of ‘burner e-mails’: e-mail addresses that can’t be traced back to the owner, which can be used to sign up for websites and newsletters anonymously. “You should even be e-mailing people anonymously, unless it’s very important that you use your real identity,” he told us.

And now I had an idea. I had a few burner e-mail accounts that I used for my less than savoury internet subscriptions. I could use one to reach out to Carson, to try to figure out what he knew about Nicole. I knew that Carson would fess up right away, especially if he was afraid of certain knowledge making its way to the ears of Anders.

So as soon as class was over, I used my phone to log into one of my burner e-mail clients. I punched in Carson’s e-mail, and then I started my message by saying, “I know that you’ve been seeing Nicole Grant, a well-known member of the transgender community. The YCC would be very disappointed to learn about this information.”

My heart started throbbing as I typed out the message. Once my thumb was hovering over the send key, a dread began to churn in my gut. I didn’t love the fact that I was blackmailing one of my best friends. I wasn’t proud that I was going to put him through torment, just to satisfy my lingering curiosity—and it really was just a curiosity. I’d talked to Nicole and confirmed that she wasn’t going to tell anyone about what we did in that basement, so this was no longer any of my business. It didn’t matter what Nicole was doing in private, even if she was secretly seeing Anders.

But I just had to know. I couldn’t stand the idea of being in the dark, completely oblivious to the real agenda of the man I called my political leader. If he was going to end up being exposed as a gigantic hypocrite, then maybe I needed to know so I could jump ship before the news broke. And maybe I was doing Carson a favour, scaring him away from Nicole and saving him from a possible humiliation. So I pressed send and waited a moment while the message was delivered.

Then a flurry of new students began to fill that university classroom. I shuffled out from my seat and headed off to my next class, still with that dread churning in my stomach. I knew it wouldn’t take him long to reply. I knew there would likely be a reply before I sat down for my next class, and I was correct.

“Who are you and why are you spying on me?” his message read. “I have a feeling I know exactly who you are, and I have to say, you make me sick.”

My heart fluttered and my gut turned again. “Who am I?” I wrote, nervous he was onto me. I tried to remember if Carson was with me when I made my burner e-mails. What if I’d screwed up? What if I hadn’t taken the proper precautions before blackmailing my good friend?

“Kieran Tremblay,” he replied. I let out a sigh of relief.

“Maybe I am, maybe I’m not. But I want information that you have, and you’re going to give it to me. Or I’ll tell the YCC about how you grovelled at Nicole Grant’s feet.”

Now, there was a long pause before he replied. It was nearly a whole hour of stress before he wrote, “What do you want to know?”

“How did you find her?” I asked.

“What do you mean? I’ve known her for years.”

I stewed on my next message. I knew that Carson knew Nicole before she was Nicole, but he didn’t have her on Facebook or any of his other social media pages, so how did he keep in touch with her? How did he find her address? What exactly was I hoping to find out?

“How did you find out where she lives?” I asked, not sure the question would get me any further than I already was.

“Why are you spying on me?” he replied.

“Answer the question, or I’m forwarding these e-mails to the YCC head office.”

“You’re sick,” Carson wrong. “I got her address off of a registry.”

“What registry?” I’d looked through dozens of registries, and I’d found nothing.

“It’s none of your business,” he wrote.

“I’m making it my business. Send me the registry.”

It was another long thirty minutes before I received another e-mail from Carson. This e-mail came with an attachment. “I could get into a lot of shit for sending this to you, so I really hope you’re going to keep your word about keeping me out of your story, or whatever you’re doing. Just leave me out of it. And do me a favour—if you are going to break a story, give me a week or two of notice, so I can step down from the YCC.”

I clicked on the document. The title of the document was ‘The Subjects of the Leaned Council’. It was a very long list of names: about two-hundred and thirty in total, split into three groups: Elders, Initiates, and Wetters. Wetters? I’d never heard the word ‘wetter’ before.

Beside each name was a phone number and an address. Nicole’s name was down in the Wetter section, which was mostly comprised of female names. Carson’s name was at the top of the Initiates section. There was an asterisk next to his name, and in parenthesis was the term ‘subject organizer’. Anders was one of the five ‘Elders’. The other four names were familiar: Dennis Craig, the leader of the CSS (Campus Socialist Society), Elaine Filmier, the leader of the UBCL (The University of British Columbia Libertarians), Roger Blackwater, one of the department heads (not a student), and Peter Larg, the head of political science administration. What were the names all doing together? Dennis Craig was Anders’s arch-nemesis, so what were they doing together on the same list?

At the very top of the list was an unfamiliar address, a date and time (which was coming up in just two nights) and the document contained nothing else.

Now I had more questions. “What is this? What is this for?” I messaged Carson.

“I told you enough, now leave me out of this,” he wrote.

“Tell me,” I wrote.

“I’ve told you enough,” he wrote again. And now he was knowingly risking being doxxed—but why? What was so much more important than his own reputation? Or could he tell that I had no real plans of doxxing him? Was I not being aggressive enough? Could I be meaner? I already felt bad enough, so I decided to leave Carson alone. He was probably going to spend the next week or two stressed out about the e-mail thread, and maybe that was enough torment.

But now I had a very confusing list and I had no idea what to do with it. I decided to start by looking up the names of the Initiates. They were all easy to find: all UBC students and some alumni, all part of either the political science program or the journalism program. They all had easy-to-find LinkedIn pages, complete with all their information, and they were all fairly highly ranked within their respective organizations. In fact, I was a bit sad that I wasn’t included, seeing as nine of the top fifteen members of the YCC were on the list, Carson included.

I couldn’t even begin to guess why the list included just as many liberals. Was it some sort of ‘common ground’ secret society? And what kind of implications would that have? What was the point of having a secret society on a university campus?

I knew I couldn’t ask Carson; I couldn’t ask anyone in the YCC without them wondering how I got the list, and I certainly didn’t want to be outed as the guy who blackmailed one of our own members. The only person I could think to safely talk about the list was Nicole.

Nicole didn’t want our romp becoming well-known around campus—or so she said. She claimed she didn’t care at all about the YCC or any of its members, so maybe I could ask her what the hell she was doing on that list, and maybe she could let me know what exactly a ‘wetter’ was.


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]


It was almost 1:00 AM when I finally arrived at her house. I approached slowly, wearing a hood over my head while constantly looking around me to make sure I wasn’t being followed. I had no reason to believe that anyone would be following me, but for some reason, I had this horrible sense that someone had been watching me since Carson sent me that document.

I walked up to the door and rang the bell. Then I turned to look at the street, again to check to make sure I wasn’t being spied on. The street was silent. All the lights in the neighbourhood were off, including Nicole’s, so I knew I was likely waking her up. But it was important to have the discussion in the night.

I rang the bell again, then I saw a light turn on inside the house. It was a minute later when I rang the bell one more time, and then the door opened. I turned to look at her.

Her hair was messy. She was wearing an old ripped t-shirt and black sweat pants. She rubbed her eyes and shook her head. “You again?” she said. “My God, why won’t you people just give up?”

“You people?” I asked.

“Never mind,” she said, but I knew she was referring to Carson, who must have paid her a visit earlier. “What do you want? I’m, like, five minutes away from filing a restraining order.”

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the printed version of that strange list of names. “What is this and why is your name on it?”

I watched as her face turned a shade of white. Her eyes became wide and she no longer appeared to be tired. “Where did you get that?”

“You can’t know that I have it,” I said.

“Come inside,” she said, moving aside and then looking up and down the street before closing the door behind me. “Come to the basement.” So we went down to the basement, ending up in the same spot she had her conversation with Carson just the night before. “You shouldn’t have that list.”

“Why not? What is it? Why does it matter?” I asked, turning the list around to look at it again.

“You don’t want to know. I don’t even really know—I just know that you shouldn’t have it, or you’ll end up getting a lot of people into serious trouble.”

“What kind of trouble? What’s the big deal? Why is your name on the list? Why is Anders listed as an ‘Elder’ and why is Carson here? What is this? Why won’t you just tell me.”

“I told you: I don’t even really know. It’s just a meeting that happens every couple of months. That’s all I know. Now you should probably throw that away and never think about it again, especially if you care so much about your career, like you told me you did last night.”

My heart pounced around in my chest. She looked genuinely terrified: pale face, wide eyes, arms crossed as if she was cold, even though it was a good 24 degrees in that basement. “So why are you on the list? Do you go to the meetings?”

“I went to the last one,” she said.

“Well your name is here on the list, and the date is for Friday, so it sounds like you’re going to another one. So what is it? Are you trying to become an initiate or something?”

She took a deep breath. “I told you what I know: it’s a meeting. There are powerful people there, and some of them scare me. I’m not a member—I’m just… I’m a wetter. I’m someone they just bring in for the entertainment. It’s the Initiates’ job to bring in wetters for the night, among other jobs. If they do a good job, they become part of the club. That list isn’t even a list of the members—it’s just a list for the Initiates to keep track of the wetters. That’s all I know, okay?”

“Well you were at the meeting, so what the hell was it?” I asked.

Her face started turning red. “I don’t know. I just saw the main room for a few minutes before they brought me to another room, and that’s where I stayed all night. They gave me money, which I needed to pay my rent and my student loan. Then they sent me home at the end of the night.”

“So what did you do in the room?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. Instead, she just looked down at her feet, looking humiliated and defeated. It was obvious that she was brought in for some sort of sexual thing.

“Are you a prostitute?” I asked.

“It was one night, and I needed the money,” she suddenly snapped. “And it’s not like they gave me much of a choice. It was a horrible night.”

“So why the hell are you going back?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It’s not like I want to,” she whispered, and then she looked at the basement windows, as if she was worried someone was listening. “They took pictures and videos and now they’re giving me no choice.”

My skin was suddenly cold. A horrible nausea was filling my gut. “Are you telling me the truth?” I asked. “We should go to the police.”

She shook her head. “Don’t do that,” she said. “The police won’t be able to do anything. Nothing they’re doing is technically illegal.”

“Blackmail is illegal,” I said.

“There would be no way to prove it, and I cashed the cheque they gave me, so we wouldn’t have much of a case. Just drop it, and don’t get involved, or they’ll make your life a living hell. If you’re worried about people finding out about what we did in that basement, you definitely won’t want to get on the bad side of this.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. Maybe she was right. Maybe I didn’t want to know more than I already knew. I was already starting to question the YCC and the man I called my political leader and mentor. I was comfortable a week before when I still had my oblivious innocence, and maybe if I stopped now, I could get that back.

And how could I even trust this trans girl? I hardly knew anything about her. What if she was just screwing with me so I would abandon the YCC? Maybe she was just trying to sew division within our group. Maybe she thought I would call out Anders and the members would end up taking sides, and then the only conservative group on campus would dissolve so the campus could become purely liberal and purely progressive.

Or maybe she was telling me the truth. Maybe there was a strange secret society of blended political ideologies, and maybe they were up to no good. That list did exist, after all. Nobody wanted to talk about it, including Carson, even though he was being blackmailed.

I saw a tear fall down Nicole’s cheek. “What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head and wiped the tear away. “It’s nothing,” she said. “It’s just…” She took a deep breath. “I’m not looking forward to Friday. Maybe you should just go.”

She sat down on the edge of her couch and wiped another round of tears away. Now I was standing in her basement feeling awkward and out of place. Was it my cue to leave, or was I supposed to comfort her? I didn’t want her telling anyone about what we did, so maybe this was my opportunity to get into her good books, so I sat down next to her on that couch and I put my hand on her shoulder. “Is there any way you can get out of it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No,” she said bluntly. Then she wiped more tears.

“Maybe it won’t be that bad. I mean—maybe you can have a few drinks…” the more I tried to comfort her, the worse her situation started sounding. I cleared my throat. Now she was crying. “It’s okay,” I said.

“I just hate being a fetish,” she said. “I’m just there to satisfy the few members with their special fetish.” She planted her face into her hands. I looked around awkwardly and then I put my arm around her.

“You aren’t, uh, a fetish,” I said.

“Yes I am,” she said. “It’s fine—I know it’s true. It just is what it is, and I need to accept it.”

“No,” I said. “You’re a pretty girl. I mean—I didn’t even know that you were, uh, trans. I was actually going to ask you to dance the other night before Carson told me…” I cut myself off.

She shook her head.

“And honestly, when he told me, I didn’t believe him.”

“Just shut up,” she said.

“But I’m serious. You’re a pretty girl. You’ve got beautiful eyes and a great body. I’m sure you’ll find a guy who doesn’t care about what you’ve got down there—and it won’t just be as a fetish.”

She laughed and wiped her tears. “Why are you trying to comfort me right now?” she asked. “I’m telling you that you want nothing to do with me or that piece of paper you’ve got—but you’re still here. I told you everything I know. You have what you want. Just go.”

I shook my head. “I can’t,” I said. “I—I want to help you.”

“Why?” she asked, looking into my eyes. Her wet eyes looked so big and shining. When she blinked, her lashes fluttered and my skin suddenly tingled. I remembered that night in the basement, feeling her body as I pressed myself into her back door. I took a deep breath as I tried to push that memory from my mind.

But now she was leaning into me, as if she was actually finding comfort in my attempt to comfort her. I pulled her close and gave her a gentle pat. “It’ll be okay,” I said, still looking around the room. Then her hand landed on my thigh, making me perk up.

“I don’t know why I’m crying right now,” she said with a sniffle. “It’s so embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. I mean—maybe we just need to expose this weird club and then it will stop.”

“Don’t,” she said. “If you try to expose them, they might link you back to me, and then they’ll come after me.”

“Who’s they?” I asked.

She looked up into my eyes and batted those pretty eyelashes again, making my heart flutter once more. Why did I suddenly think she was so pretty? Why couldn’t I remind myself that she was a biological male? “I don’t know,” she said. “But I don’t want to find out.”

I gave her soft back a gentle rub, and then I realized I could see down her loose t-shirt. I was at the perfect angle to see her perky breasts: braless, with erect nipples. I took another deep breath, gently biting the edge of my tongue.

“Are you okay?” she asked. I looked away quickly.

“I’m fine,” I said.

Then she looked down at my lap. “Oh,” she said.

“Oh what?” I said, and then I looked down and noticed that I was getting an erection, and my sweatpants weren’t doing a great job of concealing it. “I’m sorry. It’s just—it’s just the touching. I haven’t—you know—since that night in the basement. And I’m tired. I’m really so sorry.”

I was about to stand up, then she said, “Don’t be sorry. It’s fine. It’s actually kind of a compliment.” She let a nervous laugh slip. Then she reached down and slid her fingertip down my erect bulge. “It’s just nature, right?”

I laughed, feeling my face turning dark red. Now she was looking into my eyes again, and I just couldn’t help myself: I leaned down and kissed her on the lips. She kissed back, making my heart flutter up into my throat. Her hands suddenly slid up onto my sides and my arms wrapped around her. A moment later, we were laying on the couch, me on top of her, gently grinding together. She rubbed up and down my sides as her tongue penetrated my lips.

What was I doing? Had I forgotten how this whole mess started? Why was I caressing her? Why was I sucking her lips and her tongue? Why was I grinding my erection against her crotch? Of course I hadn’t forgotten about her python, which was almost twice as long as mine. Yet I wasn’t stopping—I couldn’t stop. A part of me just kept saying, ‘What do you have to lose? You already had her once, so what’s one more go?’ I slid my hands down to her sweatpants. I grabbed the waistband of both her pants and her panties, and then I tugged down, exposing her crotch. her long cock unfurled and rubbed up against my thigh. It was warm and throbbing and growing.

I gasped and paused, finally getting that reality slap that I needed. But it was too little too late. Now she was staring into my eyes again. “Is everything okay?” I couldn’t turn back now—not after just giving her that speech about how she wasn’t just a fetish, and that someone would love her because she was beautiful. Now I felt like a sort of hypocrite, and an asshole. But I didn’t have to be a complete asshole; I could listen to that little part of me that just kept saying, ‘You have nothing to lose at this point’. So I pulled her back in and we kept kissing until she was fully erect. Our erections rubbed together, filling me with a strange combination of dread and excitement. I could feel her foreskin pulling back as she rubbed up my abdomen.

I closed my eyes, trying to will some sense back into my brain. When I opened my eyes again, she was gone: sinking down my body, puckering her lips around the tip of my cock. “Oh God,” I groaned, and then she sunk her face down, letting my cock push towards the back of her throat. She started sucking, using the tip of her tongue to stimulate the tip of my penis. I let out a lungful of air. “That feels good,” I said, and I wasn’t sure if I was letting her know or trying to reassure myself.

She bobbed her head gracefully, stroking up and down with her warm, wet tongue. I pushed my hands down, sliding my fingers into her soft hair. I gently massaged her scalp and then I tugged on her hair, which she seemed to enjoy.

She looked up at me with those bright, shining eyes. She looked frightened; her face was still pale. And now I was wondering if I could believe her when she told me that she had been a virgin when we had sex in that basement. How was it possible if she’d been hired as a prostitute at Anders’s secret party? And now she was freely sucking my cock even though she hardly knew me… I didn’t know what to believe, but it was hard to turn her down. Her lips and tongue just felt too good to turn down.

I groaned as a swell of pleasure rushed through me. For a brief moment I was worried I was going to come in her mouth. She must have been able to tell that I was getting close, because she stopped suddenly. She slid back up and wrapped her arms around me before pressing her lips against mine.

And now there were new anxieties rushing through my mind. What if there was a hidden camera in that basement? She brought Carson down there to talk to him, and now she had made a point of bringing me down there. What if she was filming all of this, to expose us to our own organizations? What if this was part of a conservative demolition scheme?

She reached down and grabbed my cock firmly, making me gasp. She wriggled her body until my tip was pressed between her butt cheeks. Then she closed her eyes and pushed her body down, letting out a long groan as my cock slipped inside of her body.

Her hole was tight, apparently no longer stretched out from our previous romp. She moaned loudly as she dug her fingernails into my skin. “Oh my God, it feels so good,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, feeling overwhelmed and anxious and excited at the same time.

She nodded her head and looked into my eyes with a smile. “It feels really good,” she said. Then she started to bounce, still gripping my body with her fingernails. She pushed her bum hard into my lap with each rise and fall. I could feel the deep inside of her body with the tip of my shaft. I could feel her tight rim stretching to accommodate my size. She moaned beautifully. I wanted to stare at her face, but it was hard not to look down at her massive erection, which was pointing directly at my face. She made it disappear by dropping down, nestling it between our stomachs. Now her face was against mine; we were kissing and she was thrusting her cock between our stomachs while my cock pumped in and out of her tight hole.

I closed my eyes and tried to hold back the euphoria that was getting stronger and stronger. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, even with that big cock throbbing against my tummy. “Don’t come,” she said with a soft voice. “I’m close.” She bounced faster. But how was I supposed to stop myself from coming? And if she was about to come, what did that mean? Did that mean that she was going to spray me with her trans load?

I took a deep breath and bit hard on my tongue. I couldn’t hold my orgasm back—it seemed impossible. I groaned and squirmed. “Oh God, I’m so close,” she said. Now I could feel her cock bloating.

“I can’t,” I said, and then I gave up. I ended up pushing my dick deep into her back door before filling her cavern with warm goo.

She gasped, and then she came. Hot streaks of thick cream blasted across my chest, but I was in too much pleasure to care. I let her make a mess of my body while I filled her tunnel. I looked down to see her squeezing the tip of her cock to make each blast streak further and land harder.

It was a few seconds later when the act was over. I looked down at my glistening chest. She stood up, letting my cock slide out from her hole. It fell down and slapped against my sweat-dampened abdomen. I took a deep breath, trying to figure out what just happened, and why I let it happen.

She cleared her throat. “I guess you should be going,” she said.

“I guess so,” I said. Then I cleared my throat. “And uh, let’s maybe not tell anyone about this. Same deal. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” she said, looking sheepishly down at her feet.

“And as for that party on Friday—I’ll get to the bottom of it.”

She looked up into my eyes, suddenly looking afraid again. “Derek, don’t. Didn’t you listen to a word I said?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll play it safe,” I said. “But there are things I need to know. If there’s weird stuff happening in my party, then I need to know about it.”

“You’re going to get yourself hurt—or worse.”

I looked into her eyes. Now I really was starting to think that she knew more than she was letting on. Maybe she didn’t tell me the whole story, and maybe she never would tell me, no matter what tactics I used.

“Maybe I’ll see you around,” I said.

She nodded her head, and then I went to let myself out.


CHAPTER 8
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The next two nights were sleepless ones. I was getting nervous about the upcoming event, which I still had no idea what I was going to do about. I still had no idea if Nicole was lying to me, or if she was telling me the truth. I suddenly felt less certain about my future, and whenever I got an e-mail from the YCC, my stomach would growl, leaving me with a strange uneasiness.

I hated to think that I was being misled. I hated to think that I was part of a phoney organization that only served the desires of an elite few—and a few of those elites may not have even been conservatives at all.

“Remember that next week is pledge week,” Anders said in a mass e-mail to every member of the YCC. “We want this to be our biggest year of growth yet, so start campaigning around the school! Make sure your pledges fill out the referral page, and remember: I see every new signup.” But for the first time in years, I had no desire to go out and convince freshmen to join our organization. I didn’t want to waste my time debating young people and trying to win their minds. What if the YCC was going to come crashing down in an embarrassing way? What if this whole thing was just a front for some elite party network?

It was Friday morning when I ended up dozing off during school, just twelve hours before the big event (if there was even a big event). Two long days without sleep finally caught up to me and I face planted against my small desk. No one noticed and I ended up sleeping through two classes. When I woke up, I was surrounded by asian students, and a professor was talking about complex mathematics. It had been three years since I’d enrolled in a mathematics class.

I awkwardly slipped out from my row and left the room, and then I looked at my watch and saw that three hours had gone by. Now it was 2:00 PM, and that party started in nine hours.

I decided to skip my final class, knowing I wouldn’t be able to focus anyway. I went back to my small apartment and started getting ready, even though I had no idea what I was getting ready for. I looked up the address that was written on that piece of paper that Carson sent me. It was far away: almost an hour out of town, so I was going to need a car. So once I was showered and dressed, I took the bus to a car rental company and I took out a vehicle for the evening.

As I climbed into the car, a strange sensation washed over me: that familiar feeling of being watched. I looked around, but there was nobody watching me—at least as far as I could tell.

As I took the seat behind the wheel, the reality of what I was doing began to catch up to me. I hadn’t forgotten how Carson was when I asked him to tell me what the list was about; he was literally willing to risk his reputation to keep me from knowing about the party. And then Nicole was reduced to tears when I pressed her about that list. She begged me to stay out of it; she even made a point of saying that I could be risking my life. So maybe I really did need to stay out of it. Maybe I needed to take my small victory and focus on myself. If this secret group really was as big and powerful as it seemed, then there was probably nothing I could do anyway, aside from make some serious enemies. I currently had the opportunity to walk away from all of this with clean hands. Maybe I could leave the YCC and start my own campus group. Maybe I could just leave the group and become independent altogether.

But then I started thinking about Nicole. I remembered her crying as she thought about the last secret party she went to. I remembered her vague description of being used as some sort of fetish. Maybe I didn’t want to be associated with Nicole, but I couldn’t just let them blackmail her and abuse her. I had to do something, even though I had no idea what I would be able to do.

I went home and finished getting myself ready. I ate a bit of dinner, did a bit more research on the ‘Initiates’ on that list, and then I looked at the time and realized it was almost 10:00 PM, and I still had to drive an hour to get to that party.

I got into my rental car and took off. It was a long drive, across town on one of the less busy highways. Once I was away from the glow of the city, I started to feel isolated. I watched my phone’s screen as I slowly lost reception, one bar at a time.

I felt more and more uneasy. A pit began to grow in my stomach, and a nausea was quick to fill that pit. I heard my stomach groan, and then I felt like I was going to lose the bit of food that I managed to put down despite my lack of appetite. I tried to spot the city’s faint glow in my rear-view mirror, hoping it would call me back and I could give up on this crazy little endeavour. But I just couldn’t stop thinking about Nicole. And why did I care? It’s not like I planned on seeing her again. It’s not like I needed to give anyone a reason to link us together. The truth was: she was probably a campus liberal and she was plotting to destroy the campus conservatives. Maybe Carson was secretly a liberal as well—it would explain why he was so obsessed with Nicole, and it would explain why he knew so much about her. Maybe they worked together to create that list of names with that date and address. Maybe I was driving into a trap.

I turned onto a dirt road, now just five minutes away from the house, according to my GPS (which was no longer connected to data). I pulled over and took a deep breath. I pressed my forehead against the steering wheel. Then I felt a gentle rumble. I sat back up just as a shiny black car roared by down that dirt road. It looked out of place: possibly a Rolls Royce chugging down what appeared to be a farm road. And where was it going? Was it headed to the same party as me?

I turned off my headlights and then I pulled out to follow the fancy car. I stayed about five hundred meters back, until the car suddenly turned down a driveway, reaching a large iron gate. The gate opened and the car pulled in. Then I looked down at my GPS and saw that the gate belonged to the address that I’d driven an hour to find.

I slowly drove my, looking down the driveway beyond the gate. It was a long driveway, and at the end was a very large house: an impressive build, almost looking like a small castle. Cars lined the front of the house and it looked like a team of valets was working hard to take all of the cars over to the field, which was acting as a parking lot for the busy event.

So the party was real, and it was populated by elites (or at least very rich people driving very nice cars). I knew that I wouldn’t be able to simply drive my rental Prius through that gate and then walk in through the front door. I could see from afar that all the men were dressed in black suits, and I was just wearing a sweater and a pair of jeans.

So what could I do now? How was I going to get into that party, to see what was happening inside of those walls? I drove half a mile down the road and then pulled my rental car over, almost in the ditch. I stepped out and looked towards the house. I couldn’t see it beyond the small forest, but I could see the glow in the sky. I started hiking towards the house, climbing over the fence and then trudging through the mud and deep grass.

I paused and ducked down every time a car came by. I would wait until the countryside was completely silent before standing back up and tiptoeing towards that forest. Once I was inside the trees, I was able to relax slightly. From the edge of that forest, I had a pretty good view of the house, and I could even see in some of the windows.

The women were all wearing tight black dresses, and the men were all wearing fitted black suits. Everyone, as they stepped up to the house, put on a fox mask, exactly like the one Nicole wore at that party, and exactly like the one Anders had by the front door of his house.

“What the fuck is going on?” I whispered to myself. It was some sort of masquerade party for wealthy college students and alumni. I recognized a few people before they put on their masks, including a few members of the YCC, and a few members of our campus opposition parties. Why were they all cavorting? What kind of party was this?

I crept down the tree line, trying to spot a way into the house, or at least somewhere I could peek in through one of the many windows. But the windows were high up, almost ten feet off the ground, and there were no handy ladders laying around.

I had to figure out a way to get in, so I kept circling the large house from the safety of the woods, one hundred meters away. From the woods I could see through some of the windows, and I could see the many men and women in their fox masks. The lights inside were mostly dimmed. Some of the curtains were drawn, and behind one drawn curtain I could see the figure of a naked woman standing before a naked and erect man. She dropped down to her knees, still with her fox mask on, and began to suck his erection. My heart bounced. What if that was Nicole? What if they were taking turns with her in there?

My body froze as I watched the silhouettes. Was this actually some sort of creepy sex party, or was it just a normal party and this couple happened to be having sex? Maybe Nicole wasn’t lying to me. Maybe she wasn’t just some liberal plant, sent to divide the YCC. Maybe there was a lot more going on behind the scenes than I realized.

I kept moving, and then I spotted Carson standing outside with another man. They were sharing a cigar, with glasses of whiskey in their hands. They were chatting. I thought about calling Carson over. Maybe he could help me get inside. Or maybe I would just out myself as the anonymous blackmailer. I watched and waited for them to slip back into the house, putting their fox masks back on.

Maybe that back door was my only way inside. Maybe I could sneak in and quickly see what was happening, and then I could sneak out. I just had to see with my own eyes that it was a normal masquerade. I just had to confirm that it wasn’t some weird cult gathering. It’s not like it was any secret that elites often gathered to discuss various topics, especially in politics. Maybe this party was a good thing. Maybe it was keeping our campus parties from clashing. Maybe they were finding common ground in there, and in the end it would benefit everyone.

I spotted a box beneath one of the main windows. It was just high enough that I could climb on it, and just high enough that I could stand on it, hold my phone up with the camera recording video to see into the party. Maybe I didn’t have to go inside at all. Maybe I could just stand on the box with my phone in the air, watch a minute of the video of the benign party, and then be on my way.

I started running across the grass. My heart was pounding. I had no idea what would happen to me if I was caught, and I didn’t want to find out. But I needed answers. I threw myself against the side of the brick mansion and then I took a deep breath, wiping the sweat from my forehead. I was close now, just a few paces away from that box. I gripped the edge of it and started to pull myself up. I took a deep breath once I was on top. Then I held up my phone and started recording. I recorded for a long minute, but I didn’t get a chance to watch.

That back door opened again and a couple emerged.

I threw myself over the box, landing with a thud on the neatly trimmed grass. Now my heart was racing, pounding ferociously into my ribcage. I was waiting for the people to come around and spot me, and then drag me into the middle of their party so they could humiliate me. I closed my eyes and held my breath. But then nothing happened.

I heard a small thud, and then I heard a groan. I opened my eyes and stood up slowly. Then I ducked down quickly as I realized the couple was just on the other side of the box from me. I slowly backed away. They didn’t notice me because they were too busy kissing, locking their lips together and groaning as if they couldn’t get their tongues deep enough in each other’s mouths.

I kept backing up until I hit one of the mansion’s many AC units, then I crept behind it and ducked down. I watched the couple for a minute as they violently sucked each other’s faces. The man was trying hard to get the girl undressed. Now they were in my original hiding spot, behind that box where they wouldn’t be seen by anyone going in and out to smoke. Their masks were on the ground. Then her dress was on the ground. He was squeezing her small breasts, making her moan.

Hardly able to catch his breath, he stepped back and started undressing. He tossed his jacket on the ground and then he tossed his shirt on the ground. Then he dropped his pants and kicked them away, and the girl was quick to drop to her knees to suck his already erect penis.

I looked away, grossed out. It wouldn’t have been quite so gross had the man not had a large piercing on the tip of his penis. I couldn’t look towards the thing and not feel a tiny portion of the pain he must have gone through to get that thing.

I noticed the pile of their clothes, just a few feet away from them. They were so distracted, groaning and wrapping their tongues together. I just needed to grab the man’s clothes, and one mask. I took a deep breath and waited for the perfect moment. Both their eyes were closed and their heads were turned away and mashed together. This was it: this was my chance.

I jumped up and grabbed the clothes. I didn’t look back as I scooped up a mask and sprinted back towards the forest. I had a feeling they would chase me, but it didn’t matter—as long as I didn’t look back and they didn’t see my face. I could keep running until I was safe, and then I could get changed and slowly make my way back to the party.

I was biting down on my tongue as I sprinted. Every muscle in my body was clenched. Finally, as I reached the trees, I caved to the temptation to look back, to see how close behind me they were. But they weren’t behind me. They hadn’t moved from their spot. They were still grinding each other against the side of that mansion, oblivious to the fact that I’d just stolen their stuff.

I awkwardly picked out the man’s undies and then then got changed in that forest. It was tough, tying up that tie in those dark woods, but I managed. Once dressed, I circled back to the front of the house. I waited until there was a quiet moment before making a break from the woods to the driveway. I don’t think anyone noticed me before I settled into a casual walk. Another expensive SUV pulled up to the house and two well-dressed men stepped out. They weren’t college-aged, but much older. I vaguely recognized one of the men before he pulled his fox mask over his face.

I had the fox mask on my face now, and it was strangely hot, even though it only covered the top of my face. Following behind the recently arrived duo, I stepped up to the door. A man stood at the door to greet all the newcomers. I watched him carefully, making sure that he wasn’t scanning the newcomers for IDs or any sort of hidden handshakes or passwords. But the duo before me went in without saying a word, and then the man by the door nodded at me and didn’t stop me from entering.

I was inside.


CHAPTER 9
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The party was busy. The house was large, with what must have been a five thousand square foot main area, yet it still seemed like I was touching shoulders with people no matter where I went. And I was nervous: I could smell all of the rich perfumes and colognes, and I probably smelled like a musty forest and sweat.

I had no idea where to go or what to do. I was only in that room for a minute before a server came up to me with a glass of champagne, which I took so I could blend in better. I tried to move to the edge of the room, but no matter how much I walked, I just couldn’t seem to reach the end of that massive room.

The fox mask didn’t cover the face completely. I could see everyone’s eyes through the large holes in the mask, and it did nothing to cover the lips or chin or hair. I knew that I would instantly recognize Carson if I ran into him, which made me think that he would instantly recognize me. Even as I walked through that dense crowd, I found myself recognizing the odd person, despite their face mask.

I accidentally bumped into a man, making him spill his champagne. “My Lord, excuse me!” he said with an angry tone, as if he was my dad telling me to apologize.

“Sorry,” I said. And suddenly all of his friends were staring at me, looking into my eyes. Could they tell that I didn’t belong there? Was it obvious that I wasn’t a member?

Finally, I made it to the wall, and I had a bit of space between me and the people around me. I was able to breathe, even though I was still terrified that my little excursion was going to come to a terrible end.

I looked around the party. Aside from the masks, nothing seemed terribly unusual; it was just a party filled with rich people. I didn’t overhear any particularly strange conversations. Nobody was talking about plans to overthrow the government or to undermine the faculty. The whole place was simply filled with rich people talking about tedious rich people stuff. The people directly next to me now were talking about boats. “I thought about getting that model, but having the extra space just didn’t seem worth the brand association. I want to bring clients onto my boat, after all. I can’t be bringing clients onto a ‘Pleasure Craft’.” Then he started laughing and his friend laughed with him.

I made my way down the wall, listening in on conversations as I sipped my drink. Still, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. “My students are all in a nihilism phase,” said one man, who I recognized as a professor because of his thick moustache. “They’ll get out of it, like always.” And then his friends laughed as well.

It wasn’t until I reached the far end of the room that I realized I had literally broken into a very boring party, and it definitely wasn’t worth the risk. Maybe it was time to go. Maybe I needed to get out before someone spotted me. I was lucky: no one had recognized me yet. Nobody was calling me out. I still had my position as a top member of the YCC.

But where was Nicole? If they were bringing her into their parties as some sort of fetish prostitute, then where were they keeping her?

I looked around, and then my heart fluttered as I noticed something: there were no women in that large room; not one single female. But I was sure that I saw women walking into the party, dressed in tight black dresses, wearing the same fox masks as everyone else. Where were they now? Was I infiltrating some sort of men’s club? Were the women all riffing on some other floor of the large mansion?

Now I was looking for a stairway. After five minutes of trudging through the crowd, I found a desolate hallway. I made my way down, checking behind me every few seconds. I had a feeling I wasn’t supposed to be there.

Then I reached for a door handle, but the door was locked.

“Hey!” someone yelled from behind me. I was suddenly frozen with terror. I tried to turn my head, but I was too afraid. “What are you doing?”

I bit down hard on my tongue and forced a smile as I broke free from my paralysis and turned around. “Huh?” I said.

“What are you doing down here?”

The man had a fox mask on, but I could tell that he wasn’t with the party. He was dressed in red vest over a black dress shirt, making me think he was staff. “I’m just looking for a bathroom,” I lied.

“The bathrooms are by the front door,” he said. Then his eyes narrowed. “Are you a member here?”

Then a chill crept down my spine. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know any of the secret words or what being a ‘member’ even meant. “I’m, uh, a new Initiate,” I said.

He shook his head and I felt my head sink into my stomach. “Then what are you doing here?” he said. “You need to be with the wetters.”

“Right,” I said.

“Go to the bathroom, then get downstairs before the Elders get here and find you wandering around the house. If you want to have a future here, you need to follow the rules. Got it?”

I nodded my head like a good little puppy, then I skirted by him and made my way back to the front. I was lucky to see a new arrival walk through the front door and turn to the left, heading to a stairway I hadn’t noticed when I walked in. I followed the man. It was a long staircase, going down what felt like three floors, leading into a dimly lit hallway, which curved like the tunnel in some catacomb.

I turned left and then right and then left and then right again. Then I could hear the swell of a crowd. I could hear laughter and I could hear female voices. I found myself looking back, to make sure nobody was behind me, and then I found myself checking doors on both sides of the winding hallway, but nothing was unlocked. Finally, after another series of turns, I found myself in a large windowless basement ballroom. It was a vast cavernous space, possibly larger than the upstairs party area. There was a thick pillar every twenty feet, and the space was just as crowded with people: men in suits and women in tight ballroom dresses. There must have been two hundred fox masks in that dimly lit space.

I stayed near the cool stone wall along the left side of the room. I tried to look as casual as possible, grabbing another champaign flute just so I would blend in more. I had the strange urge to record what I was seeing, so I slipped my phone into my front pocket with the camera facing out so it could just see over the fabric of my pocket. I let it record as I walked through the place. I figured the recording would be useful later. I could analyze the footage and try to identify faces: something I wanted to do now, but I was too afraid to look anyone in the eye.

I recognized a few girls as I made my way through the large space: Jessica Walters was a new YCC member and someone that I recruited earlier that year; I recognized her hair: three buns in a vertical line down the back of her head. And then I recognized one of the journalists for the college paper: a girl named Simone Peterson, with her stripe of neon pink hair on the left side of her head.

The odd person turned to look at me, filling me with an increasingly familiar dread. I received a few smiles and a few blank looks. I found comfort in the fact that there were so many people there: too many to possibly keep track of, so there was no way anyone could know that I shouldn’t be there, even if they did recognize me.

I heard a faint cheering from further down the massive space. I moved towards it, fuelled by curiosity. Then, through the dimly lit and strangely hazy space, I saw a woman bent over a table. Two men were pulling up the skirt of her dress, exposing her base ass and red thong. One of the men was tugging down his pants, exposing his long, thick erection. A small crowd was gathering to watch the strangeness.

And it got weirder: a man came by with what appeared to be a bucket of red paint. He pulled out a brush and started to flick it towards the woman, who was now being mounted by the erect man. Spots of red made her twitch, and then as the man’s thick cock pushed into her body, she gasped and clutched the edge of the table, standing up tall on her toes.

The man didn’t spend long behind her; he pumped her five times and then stepped aside for the next man. There was a whole line of erect men, now with their cocks out, getting ready to take turns with the girl.

“Forty more!” a man shouted with his arms raised in the air. He had a black hood pulled over his head, drooping over his fox mask. And now a line was forming. When the next man finished his five pumps, the man shouted, “Thirty-nine more until her First Degree initiation is complete!”

I watched with a tense body until that remaining number reached thirty-five, and then I had to look away. Standing nearby was a man with a camera. He was snapping photos of the men with their erections, but nobody seemed to care. I thought for a moment before assuming he was just producing future blackmail: ensuring nobody in the room spoke about the weird club outside of that large mansion.

I saw one of the finished men stuffing his erection back into his pants. He looked up at me and I looked away quickly with a racing heart. He looked vaguely familiar, but it was hard to place him because of that fox mask.

Then someone put their hand firmly on my shoulder, making me gasp. I spun around and found myself staring into the eyes of an older man. He had grey hairs in his beard, and his eyes were beady and dark as he seemed to scowl at me. “What is it?” I managed to ask. My voice was soft and weak. Was I about to be thrown out? Did someone rat on me?

“Fifth degree Initiates,” he said.

I slowly nodded my head, not sure what he was talking about. “Huh?”

“Where do we go for further initiation?” he said, and then he tapped on his arm where he had five notches stitched.

“I—I’m not sure,” I said. “I mean—I can’t remember. Sorry, I’m, uh, a bit tipsy.”

Then he stared into my eyes for a moment longer before cracking a grin. “It’s okay, brother,” he said. “Just relax and have a good time. I’ll figure it out.” I watched him as he sauntered away, and then I looked at my own sleeve, and I saw that I had twelve notches stitched into my sleeve. Did I steal the jacket of a Twelfth degree member of whatever organization this was?

I looked back up and watched the man as he looked around, trying to figure out where he was supposed to go. Then I started noticing the notches on the jackets of the other Initiates. Nobody was higher than four, so I could see why the man singled me out. I started to follow him from a distance, to see where he was going.

I watched as he found a man with eight notches sewed into his suit sleeve. They talked for a moment and then the higher ranking member pointed the man towards a door at the far end of the room. I followed the man as he continued towards that door. He passed through and then I waited a moment before also passing through.

I froze in horror as my gaze fell upon a large-scale sexual orgy. Most of the men in the room were naked and all of the women were naked. Men were taking turns with mask-clad ladies, swapping partners and changing positions. To my immediate left was a woman riding a man on a table, with another man behind her pushing his cock into her asshole. Standing next to the trio was another hooded figure, sprinkling the three of them with speckles of crimson.

I stayed near the wall, trying to keep my distance from the horrifying degeneracy. And that’s when I noticed a transgender woman standing on a step ladder with a line of men before her. She was naked and erect, with a blindfold over her fox mask. The men were taking turns sucking her cock. Next to the scene was another hooded man, but this man was holding a small hourglass. “Next initiate,” the hooded man said, and then the man sucking stood up and returned to the back of the line, to wait for his next turn while the next man started sucking the trans girl’s cock.

I was terrified for a moment that I was seeing Nicole, but the woman had short, dark hair. Her cheeks were turning dark red (what I could see under the mask) and she was starting to moan.

Each man in the lineup had ten notches sewed into his suit.

I wasn’t able to look away. I was too shocked and too curious. The trans woman was squirming now, grasping her breasts with both of her hands. She squeezed hard, and her nipples pushed through the slits between her fingers. Then she let out a loud moan.

The man before her started to moan. He gripped her thighs, and then ten seconds later her stood up and opened his mouth so everyone could see the cum on his tongue. He threw his arms in the air while the others in the line groaned and shook their heads, as if they just lost some sort of contest. Then a hooded figure came up to the man with the trans cum in his mouth and painted a red notch on his arm. Now he was an eleventh degree member.

I finally turned away, but there were no better directions to place my gaze. The whole room was filled with sex. Near the back of the room I spotted some male fifteenth degree members, taking turns being stuffed in the ass by well-hung trans women. I only sauntered close to see if Nicole was there, but she wasn’t.

The cult wasn’t so clear. I was only able to figure out two facts: the members were almost entirely political and the Initiates moved through the ranks by performing different sexual initiations. I began to notice notches on the women’s dresses. Most of the girls were fairly low in the ranks, though I did come across one thirteenth degree female member. But most of the girls in those rooms had Ws stitched into their dresses, which I assumed stood for wetters. And now it was seemingly like a wetter was a girl who came in for no other reason than to put out, so other members could climb through the ranks.

Now my heart was pounding hard. Was Nicole in the house somewhere? Was she being used to initiate members?

I took a deep breath and thought about leaving. I had no reason to care for Nicole. She was her own person and she could take care of herself.

I heard a loud scream. I quickly spun around, and so did many other people in that room. The room became silent for a moment, and then one of the hooded men emerged from another room and said, “Calm yourselves. Tonight’s sacrifice is complete. Calm yourselves.” Another hooded man came out with a bloodied knife and blood on the sleeve of his cloak. Was it actually blood, or was it just more of that paint they were spattering on people?

Or was it not paint that they were spattering on people?

Now I could feel my skin turning cold. Men with too many notches to count on their arms began lining up at the door where the ‘sacrifice’ just happened. They were being let in one at a time, every few minutes. My heart fluttered and sunk into my gut. There was something horrible happening in that room and I didn’t want to know what.

I started to move quickly through the room, trying to spot Nicole in the crowd. When people were turned away, I would try different doors. I ended up walking in on a frightening sexual act: a man chained to the cold stone floor. His arms and legs were pulled painfully towards the corners of the room while two women were pushing a dildo thicker than my arm into his asshole while he screamed. The girls looked up at me.

“I’m sorry,” I said, stumbling back.

I ran to the next room and threw open the door. Now I was beginning to fear for my life. What would they do to me if they realized that I wasn’t supposed to be there? What would they do to me if they knew I stole my outfit?

Now I felt like people were looking at me. I could feel beads of sweat forming under my mask. Was it obvious that I wasn’t supposed to be there? Was I not doing something that real members knew to be doing? More heads turned towards me. I stumbled back, hitting the wall.

One of the hooded men turned and looked at me. Then he stepped up to me holding his little bucket of paint in one hand and his brush in the other. He looked down at my arm and then up at my face. “Are you feeling okay, brother?” he asked.

“Me?” I said, looking side to side. “I’m fine. I’m perfectly fine. Why?”

“You seem disoriented. Are you looking for someone?”

My skin crawled and my heart pounced. “I’m fine,” I said.

He watched me for a moment longer before looking at my arm again and then turning away. I scanned the faces in the room as they stared at me, and then I noticed the trio entering in from the room’s only entrance (that I knew about): two cloaked men and a woman with long platinum blonde hair. My heart flew up into my throat. Even though she was wearing a fox mask, I knew it was her: I knew it was Nicole.

They brought her to a room. She went in along and they closed the door, then one of the hooded men painted ten swatches on the door. A minute later, men with ten notches on their right arm started forming a line. The man in the front of the line was short and scrawny: hardly one-hundred pounds fully dressed.

I was suddenly teeming with adrenaline. I had a terrible feeling that someone had already ratted me out and the people in charge would soon be on their way down to apprehend me. Surely the man who owned the suit I was wearing was now finished having sex with that woman. Surely he was seeking someone out to alert the party that there was an intruder. I needed to act quickly, and I wasn’t about to leave that party empty-handed.

I went to that new lineup and I budged my way to the front. “Hey, brother. Wait in line,” said one of the men. Then I tapped the notches on my arm.

“It’s an important matter,” I said.

The men perked upright and suddenly looked awkward. “Sorry, brother. I didn’t see your degree.”

I went into the room. There was already a man undressing before Nicole. Nicole was on the bed, still in her dress and her mask.

“Get out,” I said to the man. He turned to me and paused. “What are you waiting for? You can have her once I’m done with her.”

He looked at my arm and then he pulled up his pants. “Don’t be long, brother. I want to be an eleventh degree by the end of the night.” He took one last look at me before shuffling out of the room. I closed the door behind him and then I searched for a lock, but there wasn’t one.

I turned to Nicole and flipped up my mask. “We need to get you out of here,” I said.

“Derek?” she said.

“I came to get you out of here. Now let’s go,” I said.

She shook her head. “I can’t go. They won’t let me go.”

“I can sneak you out. I snuck in—and I’m sure I can get out.”

“How did you sneak in?” she asked, standing up on her feet. Then she shook her head. “Never mind that. Just get out of here before they get rid of you. They can make people disappear, Derek. You don’t want to know what they are capable of.”

I took a deep breath. “I can’t let them do this. It’s not right. They’re just blackmailing you into doing this—it’s basically slavery. They’ve turned you into a sex slave. It’s not right.”

“Why do you care? Just get out of here before it’s too late, or you’ll end up getting both of us killed. They’re going to think I brought you here.”

I walked over to the door and pressed my ear against it, not sure what I was expecting to hear. I had a terrible feeling that they had already come for me, that they were preparing to snatch me. And what would they do with me? Was Nicole right? Would they do away with me? Would they make me disappear? Would my corpse be floating in the river before sunrise?

“Just go, Derek. Save yourself and leave me out of this. I won’t have to do this forever. It’s once a month, and after a year they’ll cut me loose.”

“A year?” I said. “You told me it was just one more time.”

She sighed. “Just go, Derek.”

I shook my head. “No. I can’t. We need to get you out of here. I’m not letting them do this to you. Do you know what they did? I was standing in the room and I heard a scream. I saw blood.”

“Derek,” she said with a stern voice. “You don’t want to mess with these people. Stop prodding. You want to have a good political career, right? Then cut this out. Get out of here and leave me. I’ll survive.”

I walked over to her and put my hands on her shoulders. I looked into her eyes. “I can’t leave you,” I said.

“Why not?” she asked.

“I just can’t,” I said. “It’s just not right. I won’t be able to live with myself if I just leave you here.”

“And what about all the other wetters out there? Will we just leave them here? Why am I so special?” she asked, raising her brows.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I can’t save everyone,” I said.

Now she was staring into my eyes. I found myself getting lost in her deep brown nebulas. My heart skipped a beat and then I gently moved my hands down her warm skin. “So how do we get out?” she asked. “And then where are you going to take me so they won’t find me?”

I looked around. Then I took off my jacket. I was going to put it on her, so she could dress up like a member of the strange organization and sneak out of the house. Then I planned on bolting with my mask on for the front door. I knew that I was a good runner and I could slip by a few security guards. I would give Nicole a few minutes to get ahead of me. “My car is just up the road, about a mile away—maybe less. The keys are on top of the front left tire. Get into the car and lock the doors, then I’ll come and knock on the window.” I reached out the jacket to hand it to her, so I could start working on my pants. I was still trying to think of a way to cover her hair, so she could look like a man as she slipped out.

Suddenly, the door behind us swung open. I turned to look back as my heart clutched and fizzled into the pit of my stomach. I dropped the jacket on the ground. Three men and a woman stepped into the room, all wearing fox masks. “Oh boy,” said one of the men with a boisterous voice. “Look what we’ve got here!”

I was frozen, unable to respond. The group was blocking the only door into the room: the only exit. I could feel my skin turning pale.

“Look at him. Look how scared he looks,” said another man. He started laughing, and then he nudged his friend.

“Don’t be scared, brother,” said one of the men. “The pain will be quick. The ascension is worth it.”

Now I felt sick. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble.

“Well,” said the lone woman. “Don’t mind us. Go on.”

“With what?” I asked with a soft voice.

They started laughing. “I remember graduating from the tenth degree,” said one of the men. “That’s a hard one to forget.”

“Go on, brother. Get it over with. Join the eleventh degree. You’ll be one step closer to being part of the real fun that happens upstairs.”

The group spread out slightly along the wall, drinks in hand, ready to watch. I looked at their notches: they were all above the twentieth degree: too many notches to count quickly.

I turned back to Nicole, who was now looking at me with wide eyes. “Get on your knees,” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Do it.” The audience behind me snickered.

I took a deep breath. I knew I wouldn’t be able to escape now—not without making them know that I wasn’t supposed to be there. I had to go through with whatever it was they were expecting from me. So I sunk down to my knees. Nicole stepped forward. She bent over slightly and grabbed the skirt of her long dress, pulling it up. I felt lightheaded, like I was on the verge of falling over and passing out. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. Then I saw the big bulge in her red thong.

Her dress was tight enough to stay hiked up on its own once she let go. She reached down and pulled her thong down to allow her long, thick snake to fall out. Her balls took a moment to swell to full form.

She slipped two fingers under her girth and lifted it up, pointing her swollen tip in my direction. “Open your mouth,” she said.

I hesitated. I didn’t want to suck her cock—especially in front of those strangers. But what else could I do? I couldn’t think of any other options. Maybe I could just bore them. Maybe I could suck on the cock for a minute and then they would leave.

But the cock scared me. Nicole was huge. Her shaft was nearly as thick as my wrist and nearly as long as my forearm, and it wasn’t even erect yet. I squirmed and was suddenly tempted to cry. But instead, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. It was a few seconds later when I felt the warm throbber slide onto my tongue. I twitched, but I managed not to turn away. She was pushing her cock into my mouth. I could feel her thick veins rubbing against my lips. I groaned. She pushed in deeper and deeper, until her tip was pressed against the back of my throat.

“Suck it,” she said.

I pressed my lips firmly around her cock and began to bob my head, massaging her length. It wouldn’t have been so bad had she not started to become aroused. I could feel her shaft growing. I could feel it thickening and pressing against my lips and stretching out to press harder into the back of my throat. I heard snickering behind me again. I felt so humiliated and weak, but at least I was still alive, and at least they weren’t dragging Nicole out of that house for exposing cult secrets.

She reached down and grabbed my head. She started to pull and push it, making my lips massage her length. “You have to make me come,” she said.

My heart clenched again. Maybe this was a big mistake. Maybe I shouldn’t have ever come to that house. Maybe I shouldn’t have blackmailed Carson into sending me that list. Why couldn’t I just leave good enough alone? Why did I have to dig myself into such a deep hole?

“It looks like she likes you!” one of the men said behind me. “My God, look at the size of that thing! They didn’t make them that big when I was an Initiate!”

“She’s huge,” said one of the other men.

Then I heard the woman laugh. “Maybe I need to graduate the tenth degree again. Should I hop in line?” They all laughed. And suddenly, I felt bad for Nicole. They really were treating her like some sort of fetish. It couldn’t have felt nice. She probably felt worse than me, especially seeing as she was expected to do this with the whole line of men at the door.

And was she supposed to come for all of them? There were half a dozen men waiting outside when I came in. There was no way Nicole could have half a dozen orgasms in a single night.

“I think she’s hard enough,” said one of the men behind me. I looked up at Nicole, who was now closing her eyes and sighing. “Let’s get a move on! C’mon! You’ve got a line waiting outside!”

“Stand up,” she whispered. I stood up slowly. Then she took my hand and brought me over to the bed. “Lay down.”

“Why?” I whispered.

“Just do it,” she said with harsh bluntness. “On your stomach, feet on the floor.”

I bent over the bed. She walked up behind me and reached around for my belt buckle. I knew exactly what was happening, but I had no idea how to stop it. I didn’t want to be penetrated. I was an anal virgin and I liked it that way—and I especially didn’t want to have a group of strangers watching me.

“Here we go!” said one of the men. She tugged down my pants, making me feel vulnerable and humiliated beyond what I knew was possible. Then I felt her warm, wet tip pressing between my butt cheeks. I groaned and bit down on my tongue. I knew how big she was. I knew how thick her shaft was. I knew it was going to hurt, so I took a deep breath.

“Fuck him!” the woman said.

She started to push into me. I clenched and resisted, but her shaft was too slick with my saliva. I provided her with all the lubrication she needed to penetrate my back door. And she did manage to penetrate after just ten seconds of pushing forward. I squirmed and groaned and then I let out a loud cry as I could feel my hole stretching wide. She was pushing her monster cock into my body. I knew my butthole would never be the same.

The men behind us started to laugh. But Nicole didn’t stop; she couldn’t stop until she came. This didn’t end until that audience was gone or until my bum was full of Nicole’s warm load. She pushed in deep, sliding through my tight cavern. I moaned and gripped the bed sheets. I wanted the pain to go away. I wanted that stretching feeling to end—but it just became more and more noticeable. I could even feel the organs inside of my body being pushed away so her long shaft could push into my body; it was horribly unnatural feeling.

Then her hands came to rest on my thighs. She gently caressed my legs, as if she was trying to tell me to relax. And strangely, I felt more relaxed. I took a deep breath and realized she wasn’t going to let me die or become permanently injured. She would go as gentle as she was allowed to—though I found myself wondering just how gentle she was allowed to go.

She started pulling out, leaving me with an empty feeling for a brief few seconds before she pushed back in, making me gasp. She was thrusting and out of my body, slowly and meticulously. I could feel her thick tip sliding all the way to my rectum before she plunged deep, eliciting yet another gasp. I clutched the sheets tighter.

“He’s doing a good job,” said the girl.

“I have a feeling this isn’t his first time,” snickered one of the men.

“I’m guessing he likes it. Maybe he’ll climb quickly through the degrees. Maybe he’ll be standing right here next to us in the not-too-distant future.” They laughed again.

“Fuck him harder, slut!” yelled one of the men.

She gently dug her fingernails into the skin on my hips, and then she began to pump me harder, plunging slightly deeper as her cock slid in faster. I groaned and became tense all over. I couldn’t believe just how much I could feel! I could feel her veins throbbing inside of me. I could feel her cock every time it twitched, and I could feel her big tip swelling as she started to be filled with her own euphoria. I heard a little moan slip out from her lips.

Her nails dug in deeper. She pumped harder and harder and harder. I started to scream. It no longer hurt, but now there was something worse: pleasure.

“Flip him over! Let him ride on top!” yelled the woman in the audience.

Nicole awkwardly flipped me over without taken her cock out from my ass. Now I was sitting on her lap, facing the crowd at the door. I closed my eyes, feeling horribly awkward as my own cock was erect and pressed against my abdomen.

“Don’t close your eyes, brother,” said one man. “We don’t close our eyes here. The whole point of this is to open your eyes more than they’ve ever been opened. Open them, brother.”

So I awkwardly opened my eyes. Nicole started to pump me from below, shoving her thick cock deep into my body as I stared at the complete strangers. They were grinning with red cheeks. They liked the show we were putting on.

“I think he might just come before her!” said the woman.

“It looks like it,” said one of the men.

And maybe they were right: I could feel her swelling inside of me, but the pleasure was growing strong between my legs. I was unable to hold back the moaning. And the tip of my cock was tingling more than ever. I knew that feeling well: it was the feeling of holding back a cumshot. But why was I about to come? I never touched myself! I was so humiliated. I wanted to close my eyes and turn my face away, but I knew they wouldn’t let me.

Nicole pushed her cock deep into my body: deeper than any thrust before. I gasped and then that swell of euphoria became too much. I came. My cock was like a fountain at Disney Land, shooting cum straight into the air, which landed on my chest and abdomen and thighs. One blast even shot up and landed back on my tip, stopping the next blast from shooting high. Now thick cum was pouring down my erection.

The men and woman clapped. Then Nicole groaned and sunk her nails deep into me as she filled my hole with her load. She was coming in me.

“Flip him over so we can see,” said one man.

Nicole flipped my limp body over, so I was back on my stomach. She used both of her hands to pry open my butt cheeks, just as her load started to pour out from my body.

“Well done! Welcome to the eleventh degree!” And just like that, they started to shuffle out from the room satisfied with the entertainment we provided.

It was a long moment before I was able to move. I stood up carefully and my legs began to tremble. I could feel a warm wetness moving down my thighs. I looked down and saw the big globs of her warm cream stretching towards my feet. “I’m sorry,” she said.

I took a deep breath. “It’s fine. It’s not like we had any choice,” I said. “But now we have to get you out of here. Put on the suit and get to my car. Move quickly and stay near the wall. I’ll wait five minutes and then I’ll meet you there and we’ll leave.”

“And then what?” she said.

“I have no idea. We’ll figure that out later. Now hurry up.”

Someone was already knocking at the door. “Hurry up in there!” the person shouted.

Nicole pulled the suit onto her petite body. It was baggy, especially in the arms and down by the ankles, but it was better than nothing. She didn’t have to make it far: just down a few hallways, up a long staircase, and then down a stretch of road: not even a full mile. I helped her to tie her long hair into a tight bun on the top of her head, and luckily there was a small bathroom attached to that bedroom, so she was able to wash the mascara and shadow off of her eyes, making her look a little bit more masculine.

And that was the first time I saw her looking closer to how she should have looked had she not taken years of hormones and undergone a number of small surgeries. I could see a sort of maleness in her face, though she was still very feminine. Now, her cheeks were red and she looked strangely defeated. “What?” she said. “Why are you staring at me?”

I looked away quickly. “I’m sorry. I’ve just—I’ve never seen you without makeup.”

The person knocked at the door again. “C’mon, brother. You can’t take all night! This isn’t fair!”

“Are you ready?” I asked, looking at her in her suit, with her hair tied up in a tight bun. She flipped down her mask and shook her head.

“No, but I guess I’m as ready as I’m going to be,” she said. She took a deep breath and went to the door. Then she pushed the door open and slipped out. My heart started racing. A part of me was waiting to hear a commotion: something along the lines of, ‘Hey! What are you doing? Where are you going?’ But there was no commotion. It was silent on the other side of that door, except for the sounds of the strange sexual party that was happening inside of that dimly lit basement.

The doorknob began to turn. Someone was letting themselves in. I froze, unsure of how to hold them back. Then I quickly jumped aside, hiding myself behind the door, just as it opened. A man stepped in with ten notches on his jacket sleeve. He took two steps into the room and closed the door behind him. Then he scanned around. “Where are you?” he asked quietly. “Are you just getting cleaned up?” He started walking towards the bathroom.

And now I was really starting to wonder how I was going to delay a full five minutes, and how I was going to make it to the car. If I just bolted now, fully naked, I probably would have passed Nicole. And even if I managed to wait five or ten minutes so she could reach the car, if I bolted naked through that mansion, surely a mob would chase me. Maybe they wouldn’t catch me if I ran fast enough, but they would definitely identify me, and they would probably end up seeing my car and my license plate. If they were as powerful as Nicole seemed to think they were (and it was hard to deny now, given what I’d seen), then I was doomed if they could identify me.

I watched the man step into the bathroom doorway. I bent over and picked up Nicole’s dress from the floor. I quietly stepped up to the man, just as he was about to turn around. Then I pulled the dress over his face, covering his mouth, and I pulled as tight as I could, bringing the man bluntly into my chest. He tried to scream, but the dress did an okay job of muffling him.

He started punching backwards, but he wasn’t able to muster up much force. I wrestled him over to the bed and pressed him flat on his stomach. I’d never been much of a fighter, but now I was fighting for my life, fuelled by adrenaline. I used my left knee to pin him down as I tried to wrap that dress around his head. He was still trying to punch and grab at me with both of his hands.

I was lucky. The man was scrawny. I was able to grab both of his wrists with one hand while still holding that dress around his face. Then I was able to pin his wrists with my other knee, so now I was completely on top of him. I tied the dress tight around his head, and then I started to pull off his suit jacket. He suddenly went limp, to my surprise, almost as if he was playing dead.

I got his suit jacket off. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get his dress shirt off without flipping him over, so I didn’t bother. I went straight for his pants, reaching down and back awkwardly. “Just be gentle,” he said through the muffled dress. I had to strain to hear him. “It’s my first time back there. Please be gentle.”

And that’s when I realized he thought that this was part of his tenth degree graduation.

I cleared my throat. “Just be still,” I said in a soft, girly voice: the best I could muster. I slowly took my knees off of his back, cautiously, ready for him to retaliate. But he just remained still. So I pulled off his tie and used it to tie up his wrists. Then I used a pillowcase to tie up his ankles.

I quickly put his pants and jacket on my bare body, watching the scrawny man closely and making sure he wasn’t trying to squirm loose.

“Just get it over with,” he said, still muffled.

“Just give me a minute to get it up,” I said in that soft girly voice. He took a deep breath. I backed towards the door with soft steps. Then I carefully pulled the door open and slipped out.

There was a man staring at me: the next in line for the tenth degree graduation. “She’s going to need a few minutes,” I said. “I made, uh, a bit of a mess. She’ll let you know when she’s ready.”

The man smirked and nodded his head. “Congratulations on your graduation, brother,” he said.

I started walking away. I was trying to walk but it felt like I was running. My whole body was tense with terror. I stumbled a few times, wanting to look back—but I was afraid of seeing a mob coming after me. I knew it wouldn’t take much for that man to get loose from that tie and bed sheet. My heart was pounding with intense force against my chest. I looked down and saw that my hands were trembling.

People were looking into my eyes as I passed. My vision was starting to turn blurry as my head became lighter and lighter. I finally reached the hallway. Now I started moving faster, almost jogging. I probably looked like one of those silly Olympic Speed Walkers.

I turned down all of the bends, passing more Initiates. Some nodded at me and said, “Brother.” I tried nodding back, but the knot in my throat was too big, clogging all words from coming out.

It now seemed unlikely that the man was still tied up. It seemed unlikely that he hadn’t ran out of that room and told everyone in that line that I stole his clothes and was getting away. I thought about running, but I still had many cult members to walk by.

I could feel the sweat trickling down my back in my small suit. I must have looked so silly: all sweaty and in a suit that was far too small for my body, without even a dress shirt underneath. But thankfully, nobody was looking too closely at me in those dimly lit hallways.

I reached the stairs. I ascended quickly, skipping a stair with each step. Then I felt the cool night’s breeze coming from the large open front door. I set my sights on that opening. I moved quickly. The two men at the door turned to face me, but I didn’t look into their eyes.

I took a step by the men, feeling the cool freedom of the outdoors. Then a hand grabbed my shoulder, stopping me. “Hey,” said a deep voice. The feeling in my legs went away and I was suddenly numb. I turned my head slowly to face the man: a burly guard posted at the front door.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You dropped this,” he said, bending over to pick up a pack of cigarettes.

“Oh,” I said, grabbing the pack. He looked down at my hands, seeing that they were trembling violently.

Then he looked into my eyes again before looking down at my arm. “That’s one of the tougher graduations,” he said. “But good for you.” He gave me a pat on the back. I forced a smile and then I slipped out, pulling a cigarette out from the box.

“Cheers,” I said. I stepped out and reached into my pocket to find a lighter. I moved around the side of the building where I’d seen other smokers. Now, the side of the building was empty as the activity inside of the building had reached its climax.

I looked around. Nobody was watching me, so I bolted for the forest. I ran across that grass without looking back, and then I jumped into the safety of the woods, behind a large fallen log where I could compose myself and catch my breath. I peeked over the log to make sure no one had seen me, and that’s when I saw that couple, still going at it next to that large box. The woman was on top, riding the man. Her breasts were bouncing up and down, and even from one hundred feet away, I could see the glisten of their sweat. They’d been fucking for almost forty-five minutes.

I took a deep breath and then released a deep sigh of relief. I did it: I managed to infiltrate the secret society and escape without being chased or identified, as far as I knew. Now I just needed to make sure that Nicole had made it to the car.

I found my personal clothes where I’d left them. I got changed and then I started jogging towards the car, which was still quietly resting in that shallow ditch. I went up to the window and peered in. Nicole looked up at me; she was laying across the back seat with a fire blanket pulled over her body that she must have gotten from the trunk. “Let me in,” I hushed. She unlocked the door, and then we drove away.


CHAPTER 10
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We returned to my apartment. I shut the blinds right after locking the front door. I couldn’t be sure that I hadn’t been spotted or recognized at the strange event.

Nicole was still standing by the front door, still wearing that suit, which was a good size too big for her. “Are you okay?” I asked. We hadn’t spoken much during the long car ride from the mansion to the apartment.

“I’m fine. I just don’t know what you’re getting me into,” she said.

“I’m not getting you into anything. I’m getting you out of something—something very serious.”

“You got me out of that house, but you haven’t gotten me out of anything,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “By now they’ve definitely realized that I’m gone. They’re going to send people to my house and they’re probably going to break in looking for me. And when they don’t find me there, they’ll start looking all over this town. They aren’t just going to let me go that easily.”

I looked down at my feet, feeling awkward and embarrassed. “But what was the other option?” I said.

“The other option was biting my tongue and being a wetter at their parties. All of those girls upstairs—do you know how they ended up there? They were wetters first.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, but I don’t want to be dead, either!” And now I really believed her. Now I had a good feeling that the people running that strange organization were capable of making people disappear.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just—I had to do something.”

“Well you certainly did something,” she said, turning away from me. “I’m tired. I want to go to sleep.”

“You can have my room,” I said. “I’ll sleep on the couch.” I showed her my bedroom door. She peeked inside and then she went to take a shower while I stood quietly in my apartment. My stomach growled, empty, but I couldn’t muster up an appetite. Had I done something bad? Would Nicole have been better off biting her tongue through the night, and over the next year or however long they wanted her to be a ‘wetter’?

She came out from the shower with nothing but a towel wrapped around her body. Her wet hair was down, cascading over her shoulders. Now she didn’t have a bit of makeup on her face, yet somehow she looked even more feminine than before. I never realized that she had freckles; she must have kept them covered with concealer.

She looked at me for a moment and then she turned towards my bedroom.

“Goodnight,” I said. She didn’t say it back, still mad at me—and I couldn’t blame her. I thought that I was doing her a favour by saving her from that party, but I wasn’t thinking into the future. Would they ever stop trying to hunt her down? Surely she was going to be their biggest priority now if they truly wanted to remain a secret society.

Thankfully, nobody knew that I knew her. Nobody had any idea that I’d ever interacted with her before—except for Carson and Quaid, and they swore complete secrecy. But even Carson and Quaid surely wouldn’t suspect I was the one who broke into that mansion and stole Nicole away.

But I still had the issue of keeping her a secret. I couldn’t just hide her in my bedroom for the next ten years. She was going to need to get out at some point.

It was late when I fell asleep and early when I woke up. My phone was ringing. I picked it up and saw that I’d missed half a dozen calls, all from Carson. My heart fluttered and then it plunged down into my stomach. Why was he trying to get in touch with me? Were they onto me? Was I spotted at that event?

As I sat up, I struggled to convince myself that the party had been real. It was so surreal that it must have been a dream, but those fox masks were still on my kitchen counter, and that stranger’s suit was still flung over the half wall between my living room and kitchen. I needed to get rid of that stuff before I had anyone over.

I answered Carson’s next call. “Why haven’t you been picking up?” he asked.

“Why? I was sleeping. What’s this all about?” I asked. I rubbed my eyes and rose to my feet. I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost noon, though it was after sunrise when I finally fell asleep, so I knew I didn’t get much rest.

“I need your help with something,” he said. I could tell that he was panicked. He was talking quietly and it sounded like he’d just finished running a marathon.

“With what?” I asked.

“We should just meet up and talk in person. Are you free in fifteen minutes? That cafe by your place—let’s meet there.”

My skin tingled. What if it was a trap? What if Carson was luring me out from my apartment so they could snatch me. I took a deep breath and walked over to the window. I peered out the curtains and scanned the street, making sure there weren’t strange figures watching me. I still had that horrible feeling that I was being watched.

“Okay. I can meet you,” I said. And now I was already trying to invent an alibi in my head. After I hung up the phone, I went straight to my TV and turned on Netflix. I looked at the shows that had just dropped the night before, and then I picked one: a show called ‘We Are Us’. I went to Google and looked up all the spoilers while I brushed my teeth and got dressed.

Then, when I saw Carson sitting nervously at a table in that little cafe, I started going off. “Hey man, have you ever heard of the show, We Are Us? It dropped last night on Netflix. I binged the whole thing. If you’re looking for a new show, I highly recommend it. It actually made me think of you, to be honest. There’s this one scene—”

“Derek,” he said, cutting me off. Then he looked around. “Sit down. I need to talk to you about something. It’s important.”

I took a seat. “What is it?” I asked. It was hard stopping my hands from shaking as I rested them on the table.

“I’m in a bit of trouble,” he said. “I did something bad. I mean—technically we did something bad.”

“What? I didn’t do anything.” I laughed nervously and shook my head. “What are you talking about, Carson?”

“I—I can’t really talk about it. But someone’s gone missing,” he said. “Someone we both know.” He raised his eyebrows, and I knew right away that he was talking about Nicole. He was technically breaking our pact, even though he wasn’t saying any details.

“Who?” I said, trying to play dumb.

“You know who. And look, this is all you need to know: she’s gone missing and now there are people looking for her. These people are good at digging up dirt; they do it for a living. I wanted to meet with you to warn you, and to ask you…” He suddenly stopped talking, looking down at the table where his coffee was sitting, untouched.

“What? What do you want to ask me?” I was doing my best to remain still and calm so I wouldn’t look like a suspect.

He looked into my eyes and stared for a long moment, as if he was trying to read my mind. And for some reason, I suddenly had the instinct to make my mind go blank. I saw strange things at that party: people practising in weird occult rituals. What if he did have some strange paranormal powers? “Nothing,” he said, shaking his head. “Never mind. I just want to warn you that people are looking into this. I’m sure they’ll find her quickly and this will be nothing.” He was looking into my eyes again, so I kept my mind blank and my face still. I knew a few tricks from a class I took on political optics. I knew all about body language. We had lessons about being calm and still while delivering speeches.

“Well, I guess consider me warned,” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m going to get a coffee. Save my seat.” I got up and sauntered over to the cashier. Then I looked back at Carson, who was now on his phone, typing a message with his thumbs. Was he reporting to one of the higher ups in that strange organization? Was he telling them he thought that I was innocent? Or was he telling them that he thought I was guilty? I took a deep breath and then I ordered myself a decaf coffee. I was exhausted, but I didn’t need the caffeine contributing to my horrible anxiety.

I sat back down with Carson as he slipped his phone into his pocket. “What else is new?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. Same old.” He forced a smile. But he wasn’t able to stop his hands from shaking. I couldn’t help but wonder if they suspected him of getting Nicole out of that party house. What if they knew that he’d been going to her house at night to see her?

“Get up to anything interesting last night?” I asked. “I heard there were a few parties around town.”

He shook his head. “Just stayed at home. Did a bit of homework and worked on my website a little.”

“Make a new post?” I said.

“Oh, no, nothing like that. Just administrative stuff. Cleaned up some code and whatnot—nothing exciting.” He forced yet another smile. Then the conversation went stale and the room became silent.

I sipped my drink, which tasted bitter even though I’m sure it was actually fine. “I should probably get going,” I said. “I’ve got a lot of homework I need to get done for Monday. I meant to do most of it last night, but I just got caught up watching that show.” I took my drink and stood up.

“What show was that again?” he asked.

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I suddenly forgot the name of the show that I built my alibi around. I knew it had the word ‘Us’ in it. All of Us? What was it?

His eyes narrowed.

“I, uh, I’m drawing a blank. It’ll come to me,” I said.

“You watched the whole thing?” he said.

I nodded my head. “Yep. All eleven episodes. It gets better as you go on. And I know—eleven episodes in one night. I’m not saying I’m proud of myself.” I forced a chuckle. “But it’s a good show, what can I say?”

“Well if you remember the name, let me know and I’ll check it out,” he said while still staring into my eyes, still with his eyes narrowed.

“Sure. Sounds good,” I said. My stomach turned and I realized that my whole alibi had just come crashing down in a matter of seconds. How did I forget the name of the show? Why did my brain fail me at the worst possible moment? Now Carson thought I was lying. Now Carson thought that I was covering something up.

Would he make me disappear once he found out I was at that party? Or was he just trying to track down Nicole because he loved her?

“I should be on my way,” I said. “Later, Carson.”

“Bye, Derek,” he said without getting up. He watched me as I left, and I felt his gaze tickling the back of my head until I was around the corner and well on my way back to my apartment. I found myself looking over my shoulder many times, worried he was following me—worried that someone from that party was following me.

I could feel that adrenaline building inside of me. I could feel my nerves tingling. I was relieved when I entered into my apartment building. I took a deep breath in my elevator, and then I began to truly relax as I walked up to my door.

Then I opened my door and my heart plunged back into my stomach. All of the curtains were open and the whole apartment was flooded with natural light. There was pop music playing loudly, audible from as far away as the elevator (when I heard it in the hall, I assumed it was one of my female neighbours).

I rushed into my apartment and looked around. Windows were open, but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I took a step into the kitchen and then I slipped. I grabbed the counter and then I looked down at the blood on my floor. “Oh God!” I gasped. Now my heart was racing. I spun around. “Nicole!” I shouted.

Did Carson lure me out from my apartment so that they could slip in and murder Nicole? Was she actually dead or did they just injure her and take her away?

“Nicole!” I shouted again.

I looked down at the blood on the floor. There was a lot, and there was spatter on the cupboards. What if they killed her and planned on framing me? What if the police would be on their way soon?

I rushed over to my TV, which was playing the loud pop music. I fumbled with the remote to turn it off, before my neighbours started showing up at my door. “Oh God,” I mumbled again. Now my hands were shaking violently and there was nothing I could do to calm them down.

The reality seemed obvious: Nicole was dead and soon they would be coming after me.


CHAPTER 11
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Icarefully walked into the living room, worried the intruders were still there, waiting for me. I grabbed a knife from my knife block and held it close to my body, ready to stab outwards if necessary. I took a deep breath and turned the corner, but the room was empty, left a mess, probably from the struggle between Nicole and the intruders. The throw pillows and blankets were on the floor and the coffee table had been moved halfway across the room.

“Shit,” I mumbled. My heart swelled with a painful dread. It just wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair: the poor girl had been through enough. In case life wasn’t hard enough as a transgender, she’d been drugged at a party and forced into a strange sort of cult prostitution—and now she was likely dead.

“Get him!” a voice shouted behind me.

I spun around and screamed, slashing the knife as I jumped back, ready to attack any assailants. But nobody was coming at me. The only other person in that apartment was Nicole, standing across the room with her hand against her lips. She was giggling as if the whole thing was funny.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I asked, placing my palm against my heart in an attempt to slow down the pounding.

“What?” she said. “What’s wrong with you? You’re the one going through your apartment with a knife.” She was wearing nothing but a towel.

“What’s going on in here? Why is my apartment such a mess? And why are these curtains open?”

“I was getting ready and I needed the light. Your apartment is so dark with the curtains closed. Half of your lightbulbs are burnt out.”

I went through the space shutting the blinds, stopping the natural light from entering my pad. “You need to be more careful. They’re out looking for you.”

“They don’t know to look here. You really think they’re looking up six stories into your little windows? They would have to suspect you first.”

“Well I think they do suspect me,” I said.

Then her smile faded. I told her about my meeting with Carson and I watched as her face turned a shade of white. “I don’t know that he really suspects me, but he made a point of breaking our pact, which is saying something.”

“Your pact?” she said, raising her eyebrows while still looking small and frightened.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said. My stomach awkwardly grumbled. “That night—at that party—after you left, we agreed not to ever talk about what happened.”

She stared at me for a long moment, looking strangely offended. “Because of the anti-trans policy?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said. Then my stomach churned. “I mean—maybe that came the next day, but yeah, it was just to safeguard our reputations.”

“So you made the pact before the policy was announced?” she asked, looking down at her bare feet.

I stuttered for a moment. Then I laughed nervously. “What? It’s not like you would have wanted us to go around talking about it—right? I’m sure you would have agreed to the pact too, had you not been under the influence of drugs.”

“Were you under the influence of any drugs?” she asked. “Because if you’re going to make a pact to never talk about something you did, why do it in the first place?”

I turned away, unable to look into her sad, offended eyes. “Look, it’s not a big deal. It was just—we all knew that we made an impulsive mistake, so we agreed not to talk about it. We’re all political science majors; we have to take care of our reputations. You understand—it’s really not a big deal.”

“Right,” she said softly, sounding like she didn’t really understand at all.

“Just forget about that.”

“So you’re saying that night at the party was a mistake, as in, you regret it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It was something we shouldn’t have done. I suppose I regret doing it—yeah.”

I could see that she was biting her tongue. “And what about that night in my house? Do you regret that?” she asked.

“What?” I said quickly. “I mean—we were both in a weird place. There was a lot going on. It’s… It’s not so simple.”

“Right,” she said. “Never mind. I’m going to keep getting ready. Do you have something I can wear? Maybe something that won’t make me look like a boy?”

I thought for a moment. “I have an old t-shirt that’s way too small on me, and a pair of jeans that haven’t fit me since the tenth grade. You can cut the jeans into shorts or something—wait. What are you getting ready for? You can’t go out. Not now.”

“Then when?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but definitely not the day after you escaped that mansion!” I said. “You need to lay low. They’re out there looking for you.”

“I can’t stay in here. I still have to finish my classes. I have a lot of homework due on Monday.”

“Are you insane?” I said. “You said yourself that they’ll kill you if they find you. You can’t go to class!”

“They won’t attack me in public. We just need to figure out a way to sneak me in and out of class. You got me into this mess, and now you need to help me. You can’t just lock me in your apartment and think that you’re helping me, Derek. I have a life.”

I was dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe she was willing to risk her life for a university degree. Though now I felt strangely guilty. Maybe she would have been better off like all the other wetters: one terrible night of being used by many men so that she could live her normal life without too many disruptions.

“I’ll need a couple of outfits,” she said. “So maybe today we can go to the mall. I’m not going to all of my classes in a t-shirt and your old jeans. I’ll wear that stuff today, but that’s it.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. We had a dangerous secret society on the hunt for us, and she wanted to go to the mall—and I was actually going to take her.

“You’re wearing a wig to the mall,” I said.

Thankfully, I had an old wig in my storage locker, in the basement of my apartment building. It was a shoulder-length black wig from a gender-swap costume party I went to in my Freshman year: an annual party that I never went back to, because it turned out to be quite lame (everyone was so self-conscious dressed up as the other gender). I grabbed the wig from my storage locker, and once I was upstairs, she was already in that t-shirt and pair of tight jeans, which fit her surprisingly well. I couldn’t help but wonder why I’d held onto those pants for so long.

“I’ll need makeup too,” she said.

“How much is all of this going to cost?”

“That’s for you to figure out,” she said. “Because I already own everything I need, but you insisted on ‘saving me’.”

I felt stupid and embarrassed, but also terrified. She was now going through my shoe closet, looking for a pair of shoes to wear, as the dress shoes she wore out of the mansion the night before were four sizes too big for her feet. She found a pair of sneakers that she was able to tighten by yanking on the laces. “I guess I’ll need shoes, too.”
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The cost for the day came out to around five hundred dollars: a pair of flats, three different outfits (a dress, a skirt and blouse combination, and a sweater and pair of jeans, along with a few pairs of panties, two bras, and a pack of ankle socks), two-hundred bucks worth of makeup, and a small bottle of perfume, which she insisted on. “It’s the least you could do,” she said.

The whole three-hour trip to the mall was excruciating. It felt like everyone was staring at us. I kept seeing men glancing our way whenever we stepped out into the main corridor. At times it felt like people were following us. When Nicole said she had to use the bathroom, I didn’t let her. The hallway to the bathroom was too empty; it would have been too easy for someone to grab her and steal her away without anyone looking. “We need to stay where there are lots of people.”

Halfway through the mall excursion, I started planning our escape back home. I had a whole scheme of leaving her in a crowded store while I pulled the rental car around to one of the loading bays. Then we could sneak through the back of one of the department stores, hop in the car, and then zoom home. But then I started thinking about my apartment. If anyone at the mall truly was spying on us, then they already knew that Nicole was with me, which meant they were likely already waiting at my apartment for us to return.

So I carried out the plan of pulling the rental car into a loading bay. “You can’t leave that here!” a worker yelled at me, but I ignored him as I ran into the mall. I got Nicole and then I hurried her down the service hallway, back to the car. When we emerged, the worker was standing there with a red face. “You stupid idiot! Move your fucking car so we can pull our truck in!”

“Sorry!” I said. We hopped into the car and we sped off. But we didn’t go back to my apartment. My apartment was compromised. Instead, I started driving down the highway, towards the edge of the city.

“Where are you taking me, Derek?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Just relax—don’t worry about it.” I saw that my hands were trembling. I looked into my rearview and saw that there was a black SUV behind me. I turned off the highway and the SUV followed. Then I started turning down random roads. I noticed that SUV was still behind me—or was it a new SUV? There were so many black SUVs in our town—how could I know for sure?

I kept speeding down random streets until my rearview was clear. Then I pulled back onto the highway and continued on to the next little town, almost thirty minutes away.

“Are you okay?” she said. “You’re sweating. Your skin is all pale.”

“I’m fine,” I said. We pulled into a small motel. I parked the car around back, next to a dumpster where it wouldn’t be seen from any street. “We’re going to stay here for a while.”

“Whatever you want,” she said, looking at me nervously as if I was a dangerous kidnapper.

We went into the office and booked a room. Thankfully it was a cheap motel: forty bucks per night., with an even cheaper weekly rate, and an even cheaper monthly rate. I was tempted to get the monthly rate, but I had a feeling we would be moving around a lot.

“What about all of your stuff? What about your clothes and homework and all of that?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’ll just leave it. I’ll buy new clothes and I’ll redo my homework. It’s not the end of the world.”

Our room was small and even darker than my apartment. There was only a single bed, and it wasn’t even a queen. “You don’t mind sharing, do you?” I asked.

“It’s fine,” she said.

I took a deep breath and peeked out the curtains. The view was clear, and for the first time in many days, I didn’t have the strange feeling that I was being watched. I turned to Nicole. “I’m really sorry about all this,” I said. “Maybe it would have just been better had you toughed the night out last night. Now you’re in a real shit storm here.”

“It’s fine, Derek,” she said. She started unpacking her new outfits. She held up the little dress to her body, and then she turned her back to me so she could get changed. I thought it was strange that she wasn’t going to the bathroom to get changed, so she could have some privacy. And then I remembered that we’d had sex multiple times and we’d seen each other naked multiple times, so it’s not like there was anything to keep hidden.

“I don’t know what I was thinking. I don’t know why I went to that party, and I don’t know why I was so keen on busting you out. I mean—there were dozens of other girls there who were in the same position as you.”

Nicole giggled. “Maybe it’s because you like me,” she said.

I felt my body turn stiff. I turned to look at her. She was naked now, still with her back turned to me. She bent over to slip into a fresh pair of panties. As she spread her legs, I caught a quick glimpse of her long, thick cock and her bulky ball sack. My heart jumped.

“What?” I said. “No. I just—I feel bad for you. I mean—I don’t know those other girls.”

“But you know me?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at me. And now I could see the side of her supple breast. It almost seemed like she was teasing me.

“Well I know you better than I know any of those girls. And—I don’t know—you’ve been through a lot in your life. And you seem like a nice girl who deserves better.”

She turned to me, topless, not even bothering to cover her perfect breasts. I tried to keep my gaze at her face instead of that amazing body. My heart trembled and I forced a smile. And was she really showing her naked body off because she thought I didn’t care? Did she really just assume her body was now meaningless to me because I’d seen it a few times before? “So you just saved me because you’re a good person, and for no other reason?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t looking down, but I could still see the contour of her long shaft, curled in her panties. I could even make out the bulbous roundness of her tip. “I guess so,” I said. “Is that so hard to believe.”

“Yes,” she said with a smirk.

“Why’s that?” I asked, trying as hard as I could not to look down from her eyes.

“Because you’ve got a boner,” she said.

I looked down and then quickly covered the bulge in my pants. I was so focussed on keeping my eyes up that I hadn’t even noticed the tingling and throbbing between my legs. “It’s not a boner,” I said awkwardly. “It’s just—it’s just the pants. They look like that when they get bunched up.”

“Sure,” She said with a wink. “Bunched up by a boner.”

“I don’t have an erection!” I said.

She walked towards me, still topless. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“About what?” I asked, once again trying to keep my eyes up. I could smell her new perfume; it was perfect, almost making my head spin. I wanted so badly to reach up and cup her breasts and squeeze them as hard as I could. I knew she would like it, but it just wasn’t appropriate, especially under the circumstances.

“I’ve been hard on you,” she said. “Nobody has ever cared enough to do anything like that for me. And maybe I would have been better off spending the night at that mansion—I would probably be better off right now. But it’s sweet to think that someone cared enough to do something. And you risked your life—that’s either very sweet or very stupid.”

She leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the lips. Then she looked into my eyes. Then I caved to the urge to look down at her body. I took a deep breath and then I finally cupped her breasts with both of my hands. I gently squeezed.

“But please don’t touch me,” she said, stepping back. “I think you’ve got some serious soul searching to do.”

Now I could feel my face turning dark red. I watched as she walked across the small room and grabbed that little dress. She pulled it over her naked body and turned to me. “How does it look?”

“It’s looks nice,” I said. My voice cracked. I felt so humiliated and confused.

“I want to go for a little hike tomorrow. Know of any trails out this way?”

“I can look into it,” I said, still with that soft voice.

“Alright. Because I’m definitely not staying cooped up in here all day.”

I nodded my head.

We slept in that bed together. I woke up in the middle of the night to a whimper. I turned around quickly to make sure she was okay, and she was. It sounded like she was having a nightmare. Her body was squirming and she let out another whimper: maybe a nightmare about being kidnapped. I put my hand on her shoulder, hoping it would calm her down, but she was a deep sleeper. She kept squirming—and then suddenly she went still.

I gently caressed her arm, and she remained asleep. Then my body began to tingle. I slowly moved that hand down to her hip, so I was just touching the edge of her ass. She continued to remain asleep. I was tired and not thinking straight. I had the strangest urge to do something bad, and for some reason my sanity didn’t kick in to stop me. I slipped my hand around her front, just so I could feel her breasts. I knew that I could pretend to be asleep and blame the move on my unconscious if she woke up. I gently squeezed her amazing breasts, and then I slid my hand down to feel her flat abdomen as I continued to caress her body.

I didn’t even make it to her bellybutton before I felt her hard tip. She was erect. Her erection was so big that it had pushed out from the panties she went to sleep in. I froze and a chill crept down my spine. Maybe it wasn’t a nightmare after all—maybe it was a sex dream.

I had a new urge. She was asleep and snoring gently. I knew I could get away with it. So I curled my fingers around her thick shaft. I gently squeezed. I could feel it throbbing. She moaned. I paused for a moment, making sure she was really asleep. “Just like that, baby,” she whispered. I leaned over to see if her eyes were closed, and they were. She was back in her sex dream. So I went with it. I started to slowly pump her shaft, pulling up and down while it throbbed warmly in the palm of my hand.

“Don’t stop, baby,” she moaned. So I kept pumping. I squeezed harder and tugged faster. She moaned louder and started squirming again. Now my body was hot with anxiety. I knew she could wake up at any moment and realize I was touching her sexually without her consent. I knew I was doing something bad, but I couldn’t help it. I loved hearing her moan. I loved the way that shaft felt, throbbing in my hand.

And now I could feel it bloating. I could feel it stiffening even more, which I didn’t think was possible. She groaned and I squeezed harder. I pumped faster. And then she let out a high-pitched whimper, and I could feel her cock pulsing. I slid my hand up to her tip and I caught a blast. She was coming all over the motel bedsheet.

I let go of her cock and wiped my hand on the blanket, worried she was about to wake up. I quickly rolled over and pretended to be asleep while she finished coming: moaning and squirming until she was empty. Then the room became silent, save for my pounding heart. I waited a moment, expecting her to wake up in her new mess. But she was asleep—fast asleep.

I finally let myself relax. I closed my eyes and tried to go back to sleep. But now I couldn’t stop thinking about her cock. I wanted to reach over and dab a bit of her cum, so I could taste it on the tip of my tongue. But I resisted. I’d done enough for one night. I was already filled with an uncomfortable guilt. And I kept hearing that comment she made, echoing in my head: ‘I think you’ve got some serious soul searching to do.’. What did she mean when she said it?
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Idrove her to school on Monday. We were both sore from a long day of hiking nature trails the day before. I tried convincing her to stay away from school, at least for a couple of weeks, but she was determined to graduate with her 4.0 GPA.

Before arriving at the school, we made a plan to leave the school without being caught. In a bag, she had a costume with her: that same dark wig and a whole new outfit, complete with thick-rimmed glasses. After her final class of the day, she was going to slip into the bathroom outside of her class and she was going to change. Then I was going to meet up with her and escort her to the back exit, which would spit us out right next to the rental car.

I knew it wasn’t a perfect plan, but it was better than nothing. I knew that someone could follow her into the bathroom, even though it would be busy. And I knew there would be a good chance she would be recognized even in her costume.

Before she went to her first class, I asked her to tell me her class list. “If you show up at my classes, they’ll think you’re up to something.”

“I know. I’m just curious,” I said. But I had a plan of my own. Once she was off to class, instead of parking the car, I drove off to the mall and picked up an outfit of my own, complete with my own pair of thick-rimmed glasses and a baseball cap. I even found a blonde clip-on man-bun, which I made stick out the back of my baseball cap, making me look like a lazy hipster. But at least I wasn’t very recognizable.

I went back to the school and parked by that back exit. Then I went to her first class, which was just ending. I slipped in and sat in the back row. It took a moment to spot her. I scanned the room to see if there were any suspicious figures around, but the place seemed fairly innocuous.

I followed her from afar to her next class, and then I followed her to her third class. She had a bit of break before her fourth and final class, but she went straight to sit down in the lecture hall. That lecture hall had two hundred and fifty seats, but there were only ten people sitting in there, so it wasn’t as easy to blend in. I decided to wait out in the hall, pretending to be on my phone, peeking in every five minutes, just to make sure she wasn’t being dragged out of the room by members of that strange cult.

Then, fifteen minutes before the start of her class, I saw a man walk up to the door. He poked his head in and then he came back out. He pulled out his phone and started writing a text message.

I sauntered behind him, keeping far enough away that I wouldn’t be noticed, but close enough that I could read his message. “She’s here,” the message read.

My heart skipped a beat and my legs suddenly felt numb. I couldn’t think of any other reason for him to write a message like that.

I looked at his face, trying to recognize him, but I had no idea who he was. He poked his head back into that classroom. He watched for a minute, and then he entered. I followed, keeping a bit of distance.

The man sat down in the back row, near the middle. So I took a seat in the back row, off to the far right. I did my best to watch the character without giving myself away. The class started to fill up. Then I saw the man nod to another male character entering the room. The man nodded back before taking a seat just behind Nicole.

Were they planning to grab her as she left the class? I knew it was a bad idea to go to school. I knew a good grade wasn’t worth risking her life over.

The class went by slowly. The professor droned on and on about ‘rare grammatical rules’. I found myself squirming, trying to think of a plan before it was too late. But what could I do? They were surely going to follow her to that bathroom. Would they grab her before she went in? Would they recognize her as she came out? To my left I saw a face poke into the room from the door. He looked around before making eye contact with the original agent. They shared a nod, then the man slipped out. I picked up my bag. The class still had five minutes left.

I got up and left the lecture hall. Standing against the wall was the third agent, pretending to be busy on his phone. I walked over to a nearby bulletin board and pretended to look at the notices as I counted down the seconds until the end of the class.

The man sauntered over to the exit. Then people started to filter out. I walked up behind him and pretended to be trying to read a notice that was posted next to the door. Then one of the other agents came out and stood on the other side of the door with the man. “She’s coming,” he said quietly to his partner.

My heart was racing. The men were bigger than they looked from afar. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to take them in a fight, especially alone. I was already risking so much by standing next to them in my disguise. What if one of them recognized me? If they were part of the political science department, then surely they would recognize me from all of the campus charity I did with the YCC.

Nicole emerged. I expected them to grab her, but instead they slipped behind her and started following her, as if they were just part of the crowd. I followed from a few people behind. The crowd started to disperse. Now they were going wide, one to the left and one to the right, as if they were trying to corner her like a pack of wolves. Their friend caught up to them, ready to help in apprehending her.

She was approaching the bathroom. They were moving in. One of the men side-eyed a nearby door. A black SUV was parked just outside of that door. A similar-looking man was waiting by the SUV with the door open. Maybe they planned to grab her and rush her to that vehicle. Maybe they didn’t even care about getting her alone; if they acted quickly enough, nobody would be able to get a proper ID on them before it was too late. Maybe they didn’t even go to the school. Maybe they were just hired goons who would disappear once Nicole was gone.

One of the men took his hands out from his pockets. He raised them up as if he was about to grab her. Then I charged. I pushed into the man to the left before slamming my body into the man on the right, knocking him over.

“Whoa!” he shouted.

“Hey man, watch where you’re going!” shouted the other.

Nicole slipped into the bathroom, without being grabbed. “I’m so sorry,” I said. I reached and offered the man a hand. “I’m just late for class. I didn’t mean to bump into you like that.”

The men shared a look before turning to me with narrowed eyes. “Then what the hell are you waiting for? Get to your stupid class then!” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. Then I brushed off my shirt. But I didn’t move.

“Well?” the man said. “Are you waiting for something?”

“You just look really familiar,” I lied. “What’s your major?”

“My major?” he said.

“Yeah. You’re in the physics program, right?”

He stared blankly at me for a moment before saying, “Um, yeah. That’s right. Are we in a class or something together?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s my elective.”

“Okay. Well, you’d better get to class.”

“Well you’re in the same class,” I said.

He was staring at me blankly again.

“Look, buddy, we were just having a conversation here. Do you mind moving along?” said his friend. Now the third agent was standing far away, watching us carefully.

“Yeah, in a minute,” I said. “I’m just confused. You know we have a test, right? Aren’t you worried about missing it?”

“Maybe you have me confused with someone else.”

“You said you’re taking physics, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m just a first year though. I don’t have a class right now.”

“Are you taking a journalism elective?” I asked.

He sighed and looked around. “Look, man, I don’t know what your deal is. We were trying to have a conversation here and you won’t go away. You said you’re late for class, so go on. Go to your dumb class.”

“I just don’t get why you’re all the way over here in the journalism wing if you aren’t taking journalism.”

“It’s none of your business why I’m here,” the man said, pressing his lips thin.

“I know,” I said. “I—I’m just sure that you’re in my class. I can tell the professor that you’re running late, if you want.”

“Sure. Do that,” he said.

“Well what’s your name, so I can tell him.”

“Morty,” he said.

“Morty what?”

“Morty none of your fucking business. Now go!” He gave me a shove. A group of people passing stopped to look.

“Hey,” I said. “What’s your problem? I’m just trying to do you a favour.”

“Do me a favour and get out of here.” His friend walked up to me with his chest puffed out. Then the third man, still standing far away, sauntered over to the bathroom door, still ready to grab or follow Nicole once she was finished in the bathroom.

“You’re lucky I don’t call campus security,” I said.

“Go ahead. Call campus security, loser. See if I care. In fact, if you don’t run along right now, you’ll be wishing they were here to pull me off of you. Now I recommend you fuck off right now.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a shiny pocket knife, only for a brief moment before slipping it back.

My heart was racing. I had a feeling he wasn’t a student, and he was definitely mad enough to give me a quick stab with that blade. I didn’t want to be stabbed, but I didn’t want them to get Nicole either.

“Vin,” hushed the man’s partner. “Take it easy.”

“Don’t tell me to take it easy!” His face was turning dark red.

“Hey everyone!” I shouted. “This man just threatened me with a knife!”

“You want to die, punk?” the man whispered.

Nicole slipped out from the bathroom in her wig and new outfit. The man by the door didn’t even flinch. He was watching our fight. He only looked at Nicole for a split second before turning back to us. The disguise worked.

“Get lost or you’ll be getting a ride home in an ambulance.”

“Why would an ambulance be taking me home?” I said. “I think you’re thinking of a taxi.”

“You think you’re smart, huh?”

“Vin!” the friend shouted. Now a member of campus security was approaching.

“Fine. I’ll leave,” I said. Then I pointed at the man while looking at the security guard. “This man just threatened me with a knife.”

“I don’t know what he’s talking about!” said the cult agent.

I hurried away from the group to catch up with Nicole. My heart was still pounding. I kept my distance until we were down a long empty hallway. Then I jogged up to her and tapped her on the shoulder. “It’s me,” I said, but she jumped regardless. “I hope that was worth it.”

“I told you nothing would go wrong,” she said, completely oblivious to the fact that she was nearly kidnapped by a knife-wielding maniac and his gang of violent cult members.

“Let’s just get back to the motel,” I said.

It was a long drive home. Nicole’s face turned while when I told her what happened. “Are you sure you’re not just being paranoid?” she asked.

“I’m pretty sure,” I said, rolling my eyes. “They want you dead. I think you need to look into going to the police. Maybe you can be put in some sort of witness protection program. Maybe they can move you to another city and you can transfer your university credits.”

“I don’t want to live in another city,” she said.

“If I were you, I would want to get far, far away from here,” I said.

“Would you go with me?” she asked.

I paused for a moment and then I shook my head. “No, of course not. I mean—they aren’t trying to kill me… Not yet, anyway. And my life is here. It’s not easy to make it in politics in a city that you aren’t from. It takes a long time to become established: thousands of hours of campaigning and charity work. I’ve met just about every politician here.”

“You think it’s any different for me, with journalism? You think it’s easy enough for a journalist to just move to a random city and know all the ins and outs?” She was staring at me now with narrowed and unimpressed eyes.

“No, of course it won’t be easy, but at least you’ll be alive to try.”

Then she became silent. She turned to look out the window, looking sad. And maybe it hadn’t fully dawned on her yet just how lucky she was. I stopped those men from taking her, and they probably would have made her disappear. Maybe she would end up thanking me one day in the not-too-distant future. Maybe all of this would blow over in time and she would look back on this whole scandal and realize that I actually did something very nice for her.

Or maybe I wouldn’t be able to save her from that cult every time they tried to attack her, and she would end up dead and it would all be my fault.
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Iknew that they were going to start suspecting me if I remained hidden away, missing classes and ignoring phone calls. Fortunately, Nicole finally realized it wasn’t worth going to school. She messaged one of her professors, asking if she could have the workload sent to her. “I’ll contact one of the students in the class for the lecture notes,” she said to the professor.

But the professor said, “You need to come in. Why don’t you come and talk to me about it in my office tonight?” I drove Nicole to the university that night. I told her to wait in the car and then I scoped out the path between the parking lot and that office. Sure enough, I recognized a couple of faces from the altercation outside of the women’s bathroom, now waiting around the professor’s office. I went back to the car, started the engine, and started back towards the motel. “What’s going on? What’s wrong?” Nicole asked.

“Either your professor is part of that weird club, or they somehow hacked your e-mail and knew that you were coming,” I said.

She threw her head back and groaned. “I can’t live like this,” she said, rolling her head from side to side. For a moment I assumed she was being a bit dramatic, and then I really thought about it. There were men out trying to kill her. She was stuck living in a crappy motel, unable to contact any of her friends. My situation wasn’t much better, but I knew that I could ditch her at any point if I really wanted to. I could just cut her loose and go on to live my life however I wanted to live it. She didn’t have that option. She was stuck hiding, and it was still all my fault.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said. I couldn’t let her down. I had to figure out some way to help her.

“No offence, Derek, but maybe I need to figure this out on my own,” she said without looking at me. “It’s nice that you’re trying to help me, but you’ve honestly done nothing but make my situation worse.” Her words stung. I knew that she was just upset and taking it out on me, but I also knew that she was telling the truth: this was all my fault. I should have left her alone. I should have left that whole strange society alone. “I’ll figure it out,” she said.

It was two days later when I got an e-mail from Anders, calling an early Monthly Arrangement. Every e-mail I received from the YCC made my heart skip a beat. I had no idea which members were part of that large secret society, and I had no idea if they knew that I’d infiltrated their mansion.

“We have a few important matters to discuss,” Anders said in his message. “We’ll meet on Friday morning, before classes.” The message was sent to the whole organization, not just the top fifteen members.

One of the newer members used the ‘reply all’ feature to respond to the message. “Should we prepare ourselves to talk about anything in particular?” he asked.

“Just bring yourselves, and don’t be late. This meeting is mandatory,” he replied bluntly, which was unlike his usual wordy messages, often filled with jokes and positive quips and usually an inspiring quote or two.

I left Nicole at home over the next couple of days as I drove to university to attend my classes. I made a point of sitting near YCC members in the lecture halls, just so they would see me and know that I hadn’t disappeared along with Nicole. Each time I entered that school, my heart would plunge into my stomach. Every time someone looked my way, my skin would turn cold and time would slow down as a terrible dread filled my gut. It seemed like it was only a matter of time before they realized that I was the one who broke into that mansion and stole one of their prized wetters.

Friday came slowly, but it came. I got dressed in my best suit, which I had to pick up from my apartment (walking into my apartment was especially terrifying as my door was unlocked, though I was sure I remembered locking it). It was a quiet Friday morning, still very early, and I still had no idea what Anders wanted to talk about that was so important. As I made my way towards the school, I practised a few breathing exercises, trying to calm my anxiety so that I wouldn’t look quite so stressed out.

The room was already full when I entered. It was the busiest Monthly Arrangement I’d ever been to, and I hadn’t missed an Arrangement since my freshman year. There were no remaining seats, so I stood by the wall, and the next fifteen people to enter the room did the same. It would have been nice for one of the new members to offer a seat to me, but I didn’t mind standing against the wall and blending in.

Anders showed up exactly two minutes before the start of the meeting. He closed and locked the door behind him. “If you aren’t five minutes early, you’re late, and we don’t accept lateness here,” he said. It was only ten seconds later when someone gently knocked on the door. “Tell him to go away. He’s late and now he’s out,” Anders said with a grungier voice than I was used to him having. He didn’t even know who was on the other side of the door.

I looked around the room and noticed Carson wasn’t there. Was Carson the one knocking at the door, or was he just missing the meeting? Had they found out he’d been chatting with Nicole? Did they make him disappear? My hands began to tremble, so I hid them behind my back.

“You’re all here on fairly short notice,” Anders said. “I appreciate that. I don’t have much to talk about today, if I’m going to be honest. Some of you did great with the recent charity event, and some of you really dropped the ball. I’m not going to bother going through a list of names because you already know if you did great or if you didn’t. For those of you who didn’t even meet the minimum requirements, you’re out.” Anders looked up and his gaze met with Quaid’s. He was silent for a moment as everyone turned to Quaid. “Well?” Anders said.

“What?” Quaid said.

“You heard me,” Anders said. “You’re out. You’re done. I’ve already taken your name off the website. Your YCC e-mail was deactivated this morning. You can go now.”

“Are you serious?” Quaid said.

“Go on,” Anders said. He walked over to the door, flicked the lock, and then opened it. He motioned Quaid to leave. Quaid was slow to rise to his feet. He said nothing as his face turned red and he dragged his feet towards the door. Anders closed and locked the door behind him. “We’ve been a passive organization for too long. You all like to make fun of the progressives on this campus, but at least they know how to organize. They know how to enforce their own rules, even if their rules aren’t consistent. If we’re ever going to have any sort of edge over the other campus groups, we need to learn to organize. And that brings me to my final point of this short meeting: it’s time to organize. There’s a missing person—someone who goes to this school.”

I looked around the room, trying to see if anyone looked as nervous as I felt. It was hard keeping a straight face. It was hard keeping colour in my cheeks, so I wouldn’t look like the guiltiest suspect.

“A transgender girl named Nicole Grant went missing shortly after our last meeting,” Anders said. “There are rumblings that we had something to do with her disappearance. And as you can imagine, this doesn’t look good for our organization. Our good friend, Kieran Tremblay, is already writing an article about how our ‘evil’ policies have possibly driven a young trans woman to suicide. This is, of course, not true. Our new policy, if anything, was put in place to prevent future suicides. That being said, we need to find this girl. I know that many of you have connections in this city and on this campus. It’s time to use those connections. Find Nicole Grant, and you’ll have a very bright future in this organization. Show initiative now if you really want to know a bright political future. As you all know, my family is well-connected. I will happily share my connections with you if you help me out here. We’re facing a PR nightmare, but if we can just manage to organize, this could be shining opportunity. Any questions?”

The room was silent.

“Good. Find this missing transgender girl. Make it your top priority. Make it your only priority. The future of the YCC may depend on it. Now get going.” Everyone stood up and started towards the door. There were many confused faces in the crowd, but I’m sure mine was the most confused.

“Derek,” a voice called out. I stopped and looked around. And then I saw Anders staring at me. My body froze. Did he just call me, or was I hearing things? “Mind coming here?” He waved me over. Now my heart was puttering and sinking into my stomach.

“Huh?” I said.

“I said, come here. I want to talk to you,” he said. Anders had never pulled me aside before, so why was he doing it now? Surely he knew about Nicole. Surely he was trying to separate me from the rest of the group so he could have me apprehended. I thought about leaving and staying with the crowd. I didn’t want to be caught alone. I needed the safety of that group setting. But I couldn’t just defy Anders, so I remained still while the room emptied out.

Anders slowly sauntered over to the door. He pushed it closed and then he turned to me. “How have you been, Derek?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m fine,” I said. “Why? I mean—how have you been?”

“I’ve been just fine,” he said. “But you: I worry about you. You look tired. You look like you haven’t had a real sleep in weeks. Is something keeping you up? Something on your mind?” He walked towards me, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

I shook my head quickly. “No,” I said. “Nothing’s wrong. I’ve been sleeping fine.” I paused for a moment. “Though I think I’ve caught that cold that’s been going around. I was sniffling all day yesterday, and now I have this cough.”

“I have my own theory,” he said, stepping even closer, making me feel awkward and small. He looked into my eyes and made a little grin. “I think you’ve been up to something.”

I took a step back and hit the wall, then I took a deep breath. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I think you’ve done something bad,” he said. “And honestly, Derek, it’s probably best if you just confess. I was raised catholic, Derek. I believe in second chances. But you only get a second chance if you confess and repent. So, Derek, why don’t you confess?” He took another step closer. Now he was uncomfortably close to me, surrounding me with his crippling aura.

“What?” I said. “I didn’t do anything. I swear. I—I was watching a show. I watched, uh, that new Netflix show. Just ask Carson.” I could feel him creeping closer. I could feel him weighing down on me.

“You got your hands on a list, didn’t you?” he said. He suddenly turned away and started to pace around the room. I thought about making a dash, but I still had hope that I could convince him that I hadn’t done anything bad.

“A list? What list? I mean—only the list you gave me.”

“But you got your hands on the full list,” he said. “You realized I gave you an edited list.”

“What?” I said. And now I was actually confused. “Why? I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Was he referring to Carson’s list?

“Don’t lie to me, Derek,” he said.

“I swear I’m not lying!” I said, pleading. I didn’t want to die or disappear.

“Well then how did you reach out to the Peters twins? And how did you get in touch with Anthony Cavill?” The names belonged to prominent British Columbian politicians.

“What?”

“They donated big to our fundraiser. I’m assuming it was you, seeing as you’re the only one who got that list from me. And after I gave it to you, I realized it would be easy enough—especially for a tech savvy guy like you—to search the list and find the full thing in my public Google document folder. Just admit it, Derek. I’m not mad. I never thought of reaching out to those guys, because, to be honest, I didn’t think they would ever donate. But you came through and we had our best charity even in half a decade.” He walked up to me and gave me a pat on the shoulder. “You’ve got a bright future in this industry, Derek.”

“I do?” I said. My skin was still tingling. I had no idea if he was being serious or if he was setting me up.

“Certainly,” he said. “In fact, after seeing the numbers from the event, I’m thinking of making you my replacement. What do you think of taking the YCC reigns next year? I know you’ll be graduating in a couple of years, so it would be a shortly lived title, but it would look great on a resume—not that you will need a resume. There will be a job waiting for you once you’re finished school.”

“Really?” I said. And now my heart was lifting up towards my throat. I could feel a warm energy beaming inside of me.

“Don’t act so surprised,” he said. “People who work hard get ahead in the end. You’re patient and calculated and you’ve been working towards this for years. The meek inherit the earth, right?”

“I guess so,” I said.

He gave me another pat. “So let’s talk more about it: you running the show. I think it’s a great idea. You’re a consistent person, and that’s what the world needs in a good leader: consistency and predictability. The status quo is important. Sit down.”

I paused for a moment before taking a seat.

“There’s just one thing,” he said, turning away from me again.

“What is it?”

“Derek,” he said. He took a deep breath. “There’s a lot of… things in this world that people don’t know about. I’m sure you know that most politicians have their public platform and their private platform. Even every organization has a private mission statement and a public one. I’m sure that you’re not too naive to know that.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“I’m going to let you in on a secret now, and it’s very important that you be loyal to me and keep your mouth shut about this. It really is a secret, and I think it will really blow your mind.”

“What is it?” I asked.

He smirked. “The YCC is just a branch of a much larger organization,” he said. “And I’m not talking about the Conservative Party. Even the Conservative Party is just a branch of a bigger system of organizations.”

Now my hands and feet were becoming cold again.

“Of course, as the leader of the YCC, you’ll have lots of power and influence, but it’s important that you adhere to the rules of the parent organization.”

“What organization?” I asked.

He laughed. “It’s not like a registered LLC,” he said. “You won’t find it on any federal corporation search. It doesn’t have a name, but it has many, many members. Almost a thousand, just in the Vancouver branch, to be exact.”

“Okay,” I said. And I could already picture that mansion in my head.

“You would need to start out as what they call an Initiate. Each month, you can move up a degree—kind of like Freemasonry. In fact, this has been around even longer—but we’ve managed to remain much more secret.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but now I couldn’t push words beyond the lump in my throat.

“The first couple of years can be tough for some Initiates. It can be mentally exhausting and even physically draining—but the rewards are worth the effort. We can talk more about that later.” He walked back over to me and pulled up a chair so he could sit across from me. “Our next little shindig is in two weeks. I’ll get you on the list. I’ll introduce you to a few people. And then maybe you can end up a second degree member by the end of the night. But just know: now that I’ve told you this information, it’s important you never mention this to anyone. Let’s just say that there’s a reason you’ve never heard of this organization.”

“Okay,” I said. “I won’t talk about it. But what if—What if I just want to pass?” I said. “What if I don’t want anything to do with it?”

He stared at me for a long moment. “I’ll let you in on a secret,” he said. “Every premiere, every prime minister, every member of the cabinet, and even every campaign manager with a chance of winning even a small mayoral election—they’re all in the club. Your career will end with some failing municipal campaign if you choose not to be in the club. And why wouldn’t you want to be in the club?”

“It just sounds a bit… I’m not a big fan of secrets,” I said. “I think politicians should be open. I don’t really think anyone should have a private platform.”

Anders sighed. “Wake up, Derek. That’s not how the world works. You need to have a private platform in a democracy, otherwise nothing will ever get done—or, God-forbid, you’ll end up with angry mobs deciding the fate of entire nations. The sheep can’t have power. The power needs to stay in the hands of the elite—let’s face it. Go for walk outside, downtown. Look at all of the people on the street, getting drunk in bars, fighting over prostitutes, whining about how they deserve more money from the government. Those people can’t have a real say in the world. We need to keep those people out of policy making, and for centuries now, we’ve had a perfect system to keep things moving along in the correct direction. We offer the illusion of political parties, but really, it’s just the one party.”

“It just doesn’t sound like my thing,” I said.

Anders stopped grinning. Now his hands were both buried in his pockets. “Well, it’s not a matter of debate. If you want the spot I’m offering you, you need to be at least a second degree member. Technically, the way it’s always been, you need to be at least a fifteenth degree member to lead the YCC, but I’m making an exception, seeing as I have a bit of sway. The other option is you turn the position down, you’re removed from the YCC, and if you ever mention this conversation with anyone, you disappear.”

He stared into my eyes. My stomach groaned. “Okay,” I said. “I guess I can check this party out.”

He smiled and then stepped forward to pat me on the shoulder. “I think you’ll like it,” he said. “And in two weeks, you’ll officially be a member of the elite. You know that’s a big deal, for a guy like you to become a member of the elite. Most members are born into it. There are only a few dozen members in this province who weren’t born into it. It’s an accomplishment, and you should be proud.”

I forced a smile. I didn’t feel good about any of it, but I knew I had no real option, unless I wanted to drop politics and fade entirely into obscurity, making my many years of education and charity work a complete waste. “Thank you,” I said.

I started towards the door. “Oh, and Derek,” he said.

“Yeah?” I said.

“This transgender girl—she was at one of our parties,” he said.

I became still. My tongue and lips suddenly felt dry.

“She got away and now nobody can find her. We just want to bring her back and make sure she’s okay,” he said, staring into my eyes. Was he suggesting that he knew I had Nicole back at the motel? “Let’s just say that there’s a big reward to whoever can find her and bring her back to us. Have I ever told you that I could see you being the Prime Minister one day?”

I shook my head. “I—I don’t think so,” I said.

“Well it’s true. You’ve got a lot of leadership qualities that you should be very proud of. Anyway, now I’m just keeping you. Go along. Oh, and just so you know, we don’t allow phones or any recording devices at our parties.”

“Okay,” I said.

I turned around and left, not wanting to give him another opportunity to hold me up. I was relieved when I stepped into the hallway and it was clear; a part of me was expecting a gang of goons to grab me. Another wave of relief washed over me as I stepped outside. No one was waiting for me. Nobody was following me. I was a free man.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if Anders was right: maybe they weren’t going to hurt Nicole. Maybe they just wanted to bring her back to complete her duty as a wetter. No, being a wetter wasn’t something she wanted to do, but maybe it was better than living her life in hiding, afraid to ever leave a crappy motel room again. And maybe ‘finding’ her was my chance to score some real points with this organization. Maybe I didn’t have to live in fear of the people from that mansion. Maybe I could join them and get to truly be a part of the elite.

I reached out to Quaid before getting into the rental car. “Sorry about what happened,” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “I dropped the ball big time—it’s my own fault. Maybe I needed the wake up call. Now I’ve got this big test tomorrow and I can’t even focus. Oh, hey, do you want to come to a party tonight?” Maybe he hadn’t learned his lesson.

“I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “But Quaid—I was hoping I could send you something. I’ll send you a link, and you can just keep the link on some note in your phone or something. If anything ever happens to me, send the link to everyone.”

“Happens to you?” he said. “What would happen to you? And what’s the link?”

“It’s just some video that I took—not that interesting. Just do me a favour and keep the link safe.”

“Okay,” he said.

I hung up the phone, sent him the link to the video, which I had uploaded to a private and encrypted server, and then I got into the rental car and started back towards the motel.

I was walking up to the motel room after school that day when I noticed a figure moving behind the curtain. I was back early, having skipped my last class, seeing as I hadn’t been able to focus, so sitting through a lecture seemed pointless. I assumed at first that it was just Nicole in the room, and then a second figure moved across the curtain, and my heart plunged down into my stomach.

I ran up to the room and carefully pressed my ear against the door. I could hear talking, but they weren’t talking loud enough for me to hear. Were they waiting for me? Did they find Nicole? Were they cleaning up after a messy hit?

I dug the key out from my pocket and took a deep breath.
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Iput my key into the door. I turned slowly, holding my breath. I felt the lock turn out from its socket. Then I turned the handle quietly, leaned back, and kicked the door in, jumping into the room as if I was ready to fight, though I had no intention of fighting at all.

Nicole gasped, and so did Carson who had his back to the door. He spun around quickly and then he stumbled backwards onto the bed. “Carson?” I said. “W—What are you doing here? How did you find us here?”

“Derek?” he said. “What the hell are you doing here?”

We were staring at each other, and then I turned my gaze to Nicole, who was standing with a pale face in the corner of the room.

“I told him to come. I reached out to him,” she said. “I can’t keep hiding anymore. They won’t stop looking for me, so Carson’s going to take me back.”

Carson stood up and turned to Nicole. “Nicole,” he said. “Just watch what you say. Derek isn’t a member.” He turned to me with a dark look in his eye.

“Anders invited me today,” I said. “To the party in two weeks, at the mansion.” My heart fluttered.

Carson paused and stared at me for a long moment. “He did?” he said.

I nodded my head. “After the meeting. Where were you, by the way?”

“I had things to do,” he said. “I talked to Anders last night. He knew I wasn’t coming. That’s not important. What I’m trying to figure out is—why are you here?”

Now I was frozen, trying to think of a good excuse.

“I told him to come,” Nicole said.

“Why?” Carson said.

“I thought he could help me—I don’t know. It was before I called you. I left him a message but he didn’t answer.” She looked at me with wide eyes, as if she was begging me to follow along. “So when I didn’t hear back, I called you.”

“I missed your call. I was in class,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

He looked at me again and then he looked back at her. He was remaining reserved, with that untrusting look on his face.

“I just want to stop hiding. I made a mistake running away from the party that night. I don’t want my life to end because of a little mistake.”

Carson shook his head. “You’re life isn’t going to end. You’ll get a chance to explain yourself to the Elders and they’ll give you little more than a slap on the wrist.” Carson looked back at me. “You really talked to Anders about joining the Order?”

I nodded my head, though I’d never heard it referred to as ‘the Order’ before.

“I suppose I believe you,” he said. “Then you should know not to talk about any of this with anyone. Nicole was a guest at our party and she ran away, giving us all a good scare. We’ve been under complete secrecy for decades—centuries, according to some. We can’t let something silly like this ruin everything.”

“Understandable,” I said.

Carson turned back to Nicole. “Then I’ll take you to see them. We’ll get this ironed out.”

Nicole nodded her head. “Okay,” she said with a soft voice.

I cleared my throat. “But—I mean—How can we be sure they won’t… you know?”

“She’ll be fine,” he said, looking at me with a blank stare.

“You’re sure?” I said.

“Derek,” he said. “I don’t know how much you talked with Anders about the matter, but it’s really important that you don’t question the Order. Nicole will be dealt with as necessary. That’s not our business.”

“So will she be fine or will she be ‘dealt with’?”

He stared at me, narrowing his eyes.

“Don’t you care about her? I mean—you love her, right?” I said.

Now his face was turning white and his eyes were widening. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. What the hell are you talking about?” He shook his head.

“You told her. I heard you,” I said.

“When? Where?”

“At her house, before she went missing,” I said.

His face turned even more white. Now Nicole was staring at me with wide eyes of her own.

“I don’t think the Order would like to hear that you were spying on one of its top members.”

“But you aren’t a top member. You’re just an Initiate, like me.”

He bit down on his lip. “I’m a fifteenth degree Initiate,” he said with a scowl. “I’m a few degrees away from being a full member. Do you even know what that means? Do you understand that I have complete authority over you?”

I shook my head. “But you don’t. And you can’t take her,” I said.

“Excuse me?” he said.

“Derek,” Nicole said. “Let him take me. I want to go. I can’t keep hiding forever.”

“Let the girl do what she wants, Derek. Don’t meddle in business that’s above you. And don’t ruin your career over some petty shit.”

“So you don’t love her then,” I said.

He tensed up again. Then he walked towards me. He detoured to the window and peeked out before stepping right up to my face. “Do you have something you want to tell me? Why are you really here right now? How did Nicole end up in this motel room?”

I could suddenly feel his power. I knew that he wasn’t a full member, but I knew he could command a force that could surely see that my life was ended. I took a deep breath and stumbled back. “She called me,” I said. “I reached out to her a few weeks ago to apologize for what happened in the basement at the party.”

“And that’s it?” he said.

“That’s it,” I said.

He turned and looked at her before looking back at me. “Then that’s it,” he said. “Now mind your business if you value your life—and that’s not a threat, it’s a warning from a friend. I’m taking Nicole back to the mansion so she can be dealt with by the Elders of the Order.”

I looked at Nicole. She was looking down at her feet. “Okay,” I said. “Then take her, if that’s what she wants.”

“I will,” he said. He walked to the door. “C’mon, Nicole. Let’s go.” Then Carson turned to me. “We’re friends, Derek,” he said, strangely.

“I know.”

“I want to stay friends. I’m happy to hear that you’re an Initiate. Did Anders say why he invited you?”

I nodded my head slowly. “He wants me to take his position as the head of the YCC.”

Carson paused. “Are you serious?”

I nodded my head, still feeling small and cold and confused.

“That’s amazing news,” he said. Then he smiled. “Maybe you can come with me. We can take Nicole in together and share the reward.”

It was a tempting offer, especially if she was just going to be taken in anyway. I wanted to be in good standing with the Order. Maybe they would even let me skip a few of the more tedious degrees. I saw things in that mansion that I wanted nothing to do with, after all. “Okay,” I said.

“Great. We can all ride in my car. C’mon, Nicole. Leave your things. You can come back for them later.” We all stepped outside of the motel, into the warm sunlight. Carson’s shiny SUV was waiting in the distance. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed it as I pulled up.

I held the back door open for Nicole. She looked into my eyes for a long second before getting into the vehicle. I paused, feeling a churning in my stomach. Then I closed the door. Was I turning towards an evil side of society? Was I losing touch with my own morality? What else could I do? Nicole was already turning herself in and I only had two options: accept the one-in-a-lifetime opportunity, or flutter off and become a pointless person.

Carson gave me a pat on the back as I was just about to hop into the passenger seat. “Welcome to the club, brother,” he said.

I paused again, feeling that awful churning in my stomach. “Thanks,” I said softly. But it just didn’t seem right. I didn’t want to be the leader of the YCC under these conditions. I wanted to have a moral career. I wanted to do what I thought was right, not what some massive secret society told me was right.
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It was a long, quiet drive to that mansion outside of the city. I looked back at Nicole a few times, and she had her gaze set on her lap the whole way. She clearly knew there was a chance that she was facing the end of her life. But there was a good chance they would be lenient as well. Maybe she was inventing a story in her head. Maybe she had a good excuse as to why she disappeared from that party. Maybe she could say that one of the members threatened her life and she ran away, but because of the fox masks, she had no idea who it was. She still had options: she didn’t have to die.

I looked over at Carson, who was just as silent. His eyes were glazed over and I was worried about him being behind the wheel with so much on his mind. I couldn’t understand how he could tell Nicole that he loved her before turning around and turning her in to people who possibly wanted her dead.

Maybe he never actually loved her. Maybe he was just one of the many men with a trans fetish. Nicole told me all about them; it was the whole reason she was brought into that secret party, and it was possibly going to be her saving grace at the end of the day. It probably wasn’t easy finding a convincing trans girl with a very large cock, so it would probably be easier to give her a slap on the wrist instead of trying to find a replacement. Then again, the Order was supposedly massive and all-encompassing, so maybe tracking down a replacement wasn’t really such a big deal.

We turned onto the side road and I recognized that spot where I originally turned off. My heart was aching now. What was more important to me: my career or my morality? We continued towards the mansion. I knew it wasn’t far. My whole body began to buzz with a terror, remembering the horrible things I saw within those walls. I couldn’t help but wonder just how much of what I saw was voluntary. How many of those girls had no choice? Even Nicole’s voluntarism was a thin illusion. She was essentially a sex slave: in a worse position than a prostitute, because at least a prostitute can turn down the work without fearing for her life.

The mansion started to grow on the horizon. It was just a matter of time now. I was going to meet the Elders and I was going to get the reward for helping Carson bring Nicole in. But it still didn’t seem right. I couldn’t live with myself knowing that Nicole could be entering the final hour of her life.

We pulled up to the gate. Carson opened his window and leaned out. He smiled at a camera for a moment, and then the large iron gate swung open. We pulled onto the long driveway. “Beautiful place, isn’t it?” Carson said, breaking his silence for the first time in almost an hour.

And I could tell by that smirk on his face that he really didn’t love Nicole. He just wanted to play with her; he wanted to enjoy her body, but he didn’t actually want anything to do with her outside of the bedroom. He cared more about his reputation and his career. But was I any different? Would I be caught taking Nicole out into the world?

We parked. “Let’s go,” Carson said with a beaming smile on his face. He knew that this was a big step in his career. Maybe this was all he needed to graduate from being an Initiate to a full member.

I got out of the car and opened Nicole’s door for her. She looked up at me with frightened eyes. I offered her my hand. “It’ll be fine,” I said. “They’ll forgive you.” But I was starting to doubt that glimmer of hope. Maybe she was doomed. Maybe she was just martyring herself at this point—but for what?

We went up to the door. A man in a suit came out to greet us. He looked from Carson to me, and then to Nicole. “You found the girl,” he said with a thick French accent. “The Elders will be so pleased.”

“Can we take her to them ourselves?” Carson asked. His body was tense with excitement.

“I suppose so,” the man said. “Follow along.” He walked into the house and Carson followed. I reached down and took Nicole’s hand, squeezing it.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just—I probably won’t ever get another chance to do this.”

She looked down at our hands. “You’re going to get yourself killed.” She pushed my hand away, making my skin tingle cold. We followed Carson as he followed the frenchman. We zigzagged through the large mansion, which seemed even larger now that it was completely empty. We found a staircase that went up thirty feet, passing the second floor and going straight to the third floor. Then we went down a long hallway, dotted with sconces. We found ourselves before a tall wooden door.

“Wait here a moment,” said the frenchman. He slipped through the door. A cool breeze tingling my exposed skin.

“I’ve never been up here,” Carson said, looking around with wonder in his eyes. “It’s an amazing place, isn’t it?” He looked at me as if he was expecting an answer. I just shrugged my shoulders, which he didn’t seem to appreciate.

The hallway became silent. Nicole was once again staring at her feet. As I looked over at her, her eyes closed and her lips moved, as if she was mouthing a prayer. “It’ll be okay,” I said to her.

She looked at me for a brief moment. Her eyes were wet. She was expecting the worst, and maybe that was the sane expectation. Maybe she thought that she was saving me by turning herself in. Maybe she knew that her life would never be able to resume, and she just didn’t want for me to have the same fate. She looked back down and then she closed her eyes again.

Then the doors opened. Three men in perfectly fitted suits stepped out. They all looked at Nicole and then relaxed with a wave of relief. “What a tremendous success,” one of the men said. And then I recognized him: Dennis Craig, the leader of the CSS (Campus Socialist Society). Carson walked up to him and shook his hand.

“Mr. Craig—so nice to see you again,” he said.

“Remind me your name,” said Dennis.

“It’s Carson.” Carson was beaming, even though Dennis was supposed to be our campus enemy. We spent years running smear campaigns on Dennis and his organization. But apparently it was all just a facade. Apparently they were all just part of the same society: Dennis, Anders, Carson, myself, and everyone with any clout.

“Well thank you for bringing the girl back to us. We were all starting to worry that something terrible had happened,” said Dennis. “You can go along now. And Nicole, we’ll see you in our office.”

Carson nodded his head with a handsome smile. Then he turned around and looked into my eyes. “C’mon, Derek,” he said.

I remained still. I couldn’t just let Nicole go like this. I couldn’t let this be the last time I saw her. Even worse than the thought of them killing her was the thought of having no idea whatsoever of what happened to her. What if I turned around and then just never heard about her again? How would I be able to live with myself?

“Derek,” said Carson. “Let’s go.” His voice was stern and blunt now.

“No,” I said softly. The hall became silent. Now the three suited men were staring at me. The frenchman and Carson were silent as well.

Then Carson broke the silence with a nervous laugh. “Why not? What’s going on?”

“Can we help you with something?” one of the Elders asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said. “Just let her go. Let her come with us. You found her: here she is. Now what else do you need?”

“Derek…” Nicole whispered.

“We’re going to have a little conversation with her. It’s above you, brother,” said the taller of the three Elders. “Just go. We’ll be sure to have the two of you rewarded properly.”

“Thank you, brother,” said Carson.

“No,” I said. “I don’t want a reward. I just want you to let her go.”

“Derek!” said Carson. “Don’t be an idiot.” He turned to the Elders. “I’m so sorry about him. He’s tired and he’s new. He just needs a few days to figure all of this out. He means well—I promise.”

“No. I won’t allow you to make her disappear. No person should have that kind of power. You don’t get to play God.”

“What’s your name, brother?” Dennis asked. “Derek what?”

“It’s Derek Engles,” I said. “And I’m not going anywhere until you let her go.”

“Perhaps you need to come in and have a talk with us as well, Derek Engles.”

“No,” Carson said. “Really—he’s just tired and new and a bit dumb. I’ll straighten him out. C’mon, Derek. Don’t make this mistake. It’s not worth it. It’s not worth your life.” He admitted it: it was a matter of life or death. Nicole was being taken to her death. It just wasn’t fair. They used her as a sex object and now they were going to discard her because she stopped being convenient. It simply was not fair and I couldn’t stand for it.

“Let her go,” I said.

“Antoine, call the guards, please,” Dennis said to the frenchman.

“Certainly.”

“Please don’t,” said Carson. “He’s my friend. He’s a good person. He’s just new. He’ll figure everything out. I promise.”

“Do we need to deal with you?” Dennis asked.

Carson suddenly became tense and silent. He shook his head quickly.

“Then go,” Dennis said. And then Carson turned around and hurried off.

Antoine was gone now, fetching the men who would soon be coming to end our lives. What had I gotten myself into? Why was I doing this?

“Derek, please just go. Don’t let them kill you over me,” Nicole said with tears swelling in her eyes.

“Nobody is killing anyone,” I said. “Because if I don’t walk out of this building, then this whole thing gets exposed.”

The room became silent again. “What are you talking about?” asked Dennis.

“I was the one who broke Nicole out of here at the last party,” I said. “And while I was here, I taped everything. That video is online now, on an encrypted server, and that link will go live to every single student on campus the moment I disappear.”

The Elders were silent, all looking pale in the face. “You’re bluffing,” said Dennis with narrowed eyes.

“I’m not. I recorded everything: upstairs and downstairs. I was able to personally identify over thirty people—just people that I know,” I said. “I’m sure everyone will be identified in a matter of days.”

“You’re bluffing,” he said again.

“Do away with me and find out,” I said.

Now Dennis was pressing his lips thin. His face was starting to turn red. “You broke one of our brotherhood’s rules,” he said.

“Well I wasn’t part of your little club then, and I don’t want to be a part of it now. I just want to be left alone—and I want you to leave Nicole alone as well.”

“You can’t just blackmail the Order,” said the tall man to the left. His tongue was moving from cheek to cheek, as if he was trying to hold back his rage. And maybe they did want to strangle me with their own hands. Maybe they were still trying to decide if I was bluffing, so they could have at me.

“Well I just did,” I said. “So you can either let us go and leave us alone forever, or you can see what kind of footage I got at your last party. And just a hint: Anders got up to some very non-conservative fun that night.”

I didn’t tell them that when I held that phone up outside of those mansion walls, my camera was looking into a private bedroom. Anders was in that bedroom with two other men. He was on his knees, pleasuring both men with his mouth: footage Anders would have killed to keep from getting out.

The men were tense. The mansion’s armed guards came up behind us. “Are these them?” the head guard asked.

“Yes, but—but don’t touch them,” said Dennis, who was now seething with a dark red face. “Just see that they leave the compound.”

My heart flew up from my stomach.

“You’re letting us go?” Nicole said. Her voice was hardly a whimper.

“Go and don’t come back,” he said. “And if any of that footage gets out, know that we will do everything we can do make it go away, and then we will do everything we can to make you go away.”

I reached down and took Nicole’s hand. “Let’s go,” I said. I couldn’t know for sure that I could trust the Elders or their Order, but I wasn’t going to let our little opportunity slip away from us. I gave her a gentle tug and we started moving quickly towards the mansion exit.

“And don’t you dare tell anyone about what you’ve seen within these walls!” Dennis called out.

I didn’t answer. I had no intention of spilling their secrets. I knew it wasn’t a battle I would win. I knew that it was a powerful organization, which was apparently worldwide.

We ran outside. Carson was gone, so we were stuck hiking back to the highway. “We’ll flag someone down,” I said. Nicole was smiling. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were glossy.

“You didn’t have to do that for me,” she said.

“I had to do it,” I said. “I couldn’t let them do that to you.”

“Well they’re doing it to dozens of other girls here in the city, and probably thousands of girls across the globe,” she said, still clutching my hand.

“Well maybe we can do something about it one day. Maybe we can work on some story over the next few years and then find the right person to make it public. Or maybe we should just slip away—get away from everything and just be ourselves.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, I’m certainly going to drop my political science classes. I guess I’ll be changing my major, dropping out of the YCC, and I’ll start thinking of other things to do. I’ve always liked working with wood—maybe I can be a carpenter. Or farming sounds nice.”

She playfully bumped into me and giggled. “And what about me? What should I go and do?”

“Live with me,” I said.

“What? In your basement? Are you going to keep me hidden?”

“No,” I said. “In fact, maybe this weekend you can meet my family.” I smiled. Her face lit up. Tears of joy swelled in her eyes.

“Don’t mess with me,” she said.

“I’m not messing,” I said. “For a moment there, I thought they were going to kill us. And in that moment, I realized that it doesn’t matter what I do with my life; it doesn’t matter how hard I try to have the perfect reputation—I don’t want to die knowing I didn’t spend every possible moment with you.”

We stopped. She turned to me with that warm smile on her face. “You’re sweet,” she said. We kissed. I gently ran my hands down her soft sides.

“Whatever happens, we’ll make it work,” I said.

“And you don’t care that I’m trans?” she asked. “Because it’s going to come up. There will be days that I’m less convincing than others. That’s just the way it is sometimes.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “And to be honest, I don’t think most people in the world care. I think the YCC tried really hard to make people think that there is a large population that cares. And maybe the Order had something to do with that. People can think whatever they want, but at the end of the day, I only care what you think. I’m not going to risk losing you again.”

We kissed again.

Then she giggled. “What is it?” I asked.

“I really thought you were going to turn me in with Carson,” she said. “But you didn’t. You didn’t let me down. You didn’t choose to do something bad to advance your career. Instead, you did good—and I love that about you.”

“I love you,” I said.

We smiled and kissed again.

THE END
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TRANS ACCEPTANCE WEEK


Aidyn isn’t excited for his school’s ‘Trans Acceptance Week’. He thinks it’s silly that the principal wants every student to dress up as the opposite gender for an entire week. So he decides to protest the nonsense by showing up on Monday morning in jeans and a t-shirt, thinking all of his friends will do the same.

But Aidyn is alone in his protest, and he’s shocked when the faculty takes his demonstration so seriously that they begin to talk about expulsion. So he’s given one more chance after a morning at Principal Carrington’s house, where he gets a full lesson on how to be a pretty and proper girl.
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“Trans Acceptance Week starts on Monday,” my English teacher said just before the bell rang. “I expect everyone to take it seriously. This will be our first annual Trans Acceptance Week, so it’s important that it goes off without a hitch. Got it?”

Everyone nodded and droned the same “got it”. He wasn’t the first teacher to make the exact speech at the end of his class. Every teacher repeated the same reminder as if this silly Trans Acceptance Week was no different than Peanut Allergy Awareness Week or Eastern Religions Week. Our lame school was always pushing special ‘weeks’ on us, thinking they were turning us into enlightened and accepting individuals. But really, all they were doing was making us waste our parents’ money on stupid props and costumes and field trips and so on.

For Peanut Allergy Awareness Week, we weren’t allowed to eat peanuts—at school or at home. The idea was to give us all an idea of what it was like to live with a peanut allergy, and the whole stupid week started because one stupid made a peanut allergy joke to another student when the principal was within earshot. Really, the student was just quoting a Lewis CK bit, but it didn’t matter: it was enough to usher in a whole week of nonsense. Of course everyone just ate peanut snacks when they got home. Even most parents didn’t care enough to make sure their kids were following the silly rules set out by our overly progressive principal, Mrs. Carrington.

Now it was about to be Trans Acceptance Week: maybe the lamest week they’d come up with yet. We had no trans kids in our school. No one ever showed up for class dressed up as a gender that wasn’t what they were born with, and our principal was convinced it wasn’t because the ‘real trans students’ were afraid to come out. He couldn’t accept the possibility that there were just fewer trans people in the world than CNN suggested.

We were all dreading the week: girls would come to school dressed like boys and boys would be dressed like girls. Whenever teachers weren’t around, students would giggle and mock the ridiculous concept. The previous Monday, we were all pulled from our final period class to prepare for the outrageous week. Our TAs went through the room pairing guys with girls. We were supposed to trade clothes: five outfits, enough for five school days. Guys with sisters got a pass, and so did girls with brothers. I got out of the embarrassing trade by saying I could wear my sister’s clothes, but I didn’t mention that my sister was ten years older than me, or that she’d moved out to another province along with her clothes about half a decade before.

My friends and I mocked the kids who took the Trans Acceptance Week thing seriously. We snickered at our lunch table as we watched boys meeting up with girls, trading suitcases. I was early for my first period after lunch one afternoon, and in the classroom I saw a girl showing a boy how to clip in hair extensions. He looked at me with a red face while I started to laugh. I couldn’t help myself. It’s not like any of the guys were going to look like chicks, and it’s not like any of the chicks were going to look like guys. It was just a silly dress-up week. It was no different than Halloween. Was Halloween now Ghost and Vampire Awareness Week? Would we all feel more accepting of ghouls on November 1st?

We were told to practise over the weekend. We even had a whole class on what to practise: a massive waste of time that could have been devoted to math or physics or biology, or even physical education. We were told to practise doing our makeup and hair. We even had a female teacher come in and demonstrate how to apply eyeliner, and what the difference was between foundation and concealer. My friends and I wondered what the girls were doing in their classroom, next door. Were they being shown how to pick the first shirt on the top of the pile? Were they being shown how to shave their non-existent facial hair? It was all so absurd.

Of course I didn’t practise anything over the weekend. Instead, I played video games, grateful to have absolutely no homework for the first weekend since the summer break eight months before. I had friends over and we gamed together, and then we went out to see a movie. We bought a case of beer and drank the whole thing down by the river before cruising through the neighbourhood, trying to find a house party. We found a college party that had no problem with us being there. We partied until Branton started throwing up, then we had to drag him home—fifteen blocks, because the cab refused to let him in.

Sunday was filled with more video games and more movies. I exchanged a few text messages with my buddies. “This week is going to be hilarious,” I wrote. We couldn’t wait to see all of the losers in the school trying hard to look and act like they belonged to the opposite gender. It was Branton who wrote, “Think there will be at least one sexy trap?”

I laughed and shook my head before replying. “You’re such a homo,” I wrote.

It was Sunday night and I had no plan for the week: no costume, no makeup, and I hadn’t practised my voice or any of my mannerisms. I didn’t lose any sleep over my ill preparedness. I figured there would be dozens—maybe even hundreds—of guys showing up dressed like themselves. I figured half of the girls in the school wouldn’t be caught dead wearing men’s clothing—and if they really did dress up, then they would probably find a way to make the male garb sexy and feminine: like an oversized hockey jersey without pants underneath.

I was so wrong.

I walked into the school with a calm demeanour and a subtle smile on my face, rested from a perfect weekend spent doing all of the things I loved to do. And then my heart began to flutter and my smile sunk down. I took ten steps into the school and then I stopped, looking around at all of the students. Everyone was dressed up. Girls weren’t wearing makeup, with their hair either tied into tight buns or concealed under baseball caps. Boys were in skirts and dresses and stockings, with dark lines around their eyes and pink blush on their cheeks. There were so many wigs: one hundred blondes and one hundred brunettes. Everyone was taking the nonsense week seriously: everyone but me.
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Ifelt strangely uncomfortable as I approached my locker. People were looking at me. I heard whispers and scoffs, as if I was the crazy one. I turned around and saw a whole group of girls dressed like boys staring in my direction. They looked away quickly, leaving me with a strange sensation churning in my gut.

But the fact that they could instantly pick me out from a crowd just reinforced the stupidity of their little dress-up week. If an actual man sticks out like a sore thumb in a crowd of fake men, then doesn’t that just prove that gender can’t be changed so easily? Was I not proving that the whole trans thing was just a big joke?

The looks continued as I made my way towards class. I sat down at a desk, doing my best to remain calm. But now I was worried that I was going to get into trouble. The teachers made it clear that it was mandatory to participate in the cross-dressing nonsense, though they never said what the punishment would be for people who failed to meet the criteria. I had a feeling I was about to find out, and I was about to be turned into an example: maybe suspension, maybe a month of detention, or maybe they would make me stand out on the street all week with a rainbow flag and a sign that said, ‘I’m transphobic!’ My stomach was already gargling, but I did my best to keep a calm smile on my face.

A girl walked into the room looking just as worried as I felt. She was wearing a skirt and a blouse—and she was a relieving sight: someone else who failed to dress up for Trans Acceptance Week. I wanted to wave them over, so I could be near another person who could see through the lunacy, and then I realized the girl wasn’t a girl at all. She was a boy, and she was my friend; I was staring at Branton.

My heart fluttered back down into the pit of my stomach. Why was Branton dressed up? I assumed I had a non-verbal agreement with all of my friends that we were going to protest the school’s nonsense. We hadn’t talked about it at all, but I didn’t think we had to. We all mocked it, and wasn’t that enough of an agreement? I felt betrayed. Now, he was coming towards me.

His legs were clad in white stockings, which extended up to his thighs. His skirt danced and swayed around him as he walked. But what was really shocking was his face: his makeup, which was well done. His eyeliner was perfect: thick lines with cute flicks. He had dark eye shadow brushed around his eyes, and perfectly even clouds of blush on his cheekbones. “Did your mommy do your makeup for you, Branton?” I asked as he came within earshot.

He shook his head and stared at me, as if I was the freak between us. “Why aren’t you dressed up?”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Why would I be dressed up? Why are you dressed up? You look ridiculous.”

He looked down at himself. “It wasn’t optional,” he said with a meek tone of voice.

“So what?”

“What do you mean, so what? You’re going to get in trouble.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Oh well. Then I’ll get in trouble. It’s better than being emasculated in front of the whole school. Just look at yourself. Have you looked at yourself?”

He looked down at himself again and then back at me. “Everyone else dressed up,” he said, completely ignoring what I’d said. I should have made our non-verbal agreement a verbal one. I should have made sure I wouldn’t be alone in showing up to school dressed like myself. Now I felt strangely humiliated, even though I was the only one who wasn’t dressed up.

The class began to fill up. More people turned and looked at me with narrowed eyes and lots of judgement, as if my failure to dress up was some sort of attack against he LGBT community. I could have cared less about gay people or trans people; they weren’t on my radar. I just didn’t want to act like a girl in front of the people who determined my reputation.

I heard more whispers and caught more people quickly throwing their gazes away from me. The feeling in my stomach was getting worse and worse by the second. Then the teacher walked in, took a seat at her desk, and looked up at me. Her gaze connected with mine for a long ten seconds as the rest of the class became quiet. And once again: the fact that she spotted me instantly—picking me out from the dense crowd of cross-dressers—only solidified the whole point that I was hardly trying to make: boys can’t be girls and girls can’t be boys.

But she didn’t get my message. She shook her head and said, “Aidyn, please go to the principal’s office.”

Everyone was staring at me now as feeling fluttered away from my body. I felt numb. I didn’t want to get into trouble. I’d already been suspended twice in as many years, and the school had a three-strike policy. Of all the reasons to end up being tossed out of school, this was the worst imaginable: because I didn’t get myself dolled up for some silly attempt at creating a tradition.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said softly in the quiet classroom.

“Exactly. Go to the principal’s office.”

My stomach rumbled. Why couldn’t she just punish me? Why couldn’t she just give me a series of detentions? Why did my punishment have to be delegated to the worst possible person?

I stood up slowly and the whole class watched as I dragged my feet towards the door. It was a long walk to the principal’s office. The hallways were quiet and empty now, making it easy to sink into my own mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about Branton, in his stupid skirt and white stockings, with his long blonde hair cascading down his meek shoulders. He betrayed me. We should have been walking down that hallway together.

The receptionist took one look at me. Before I said anything, she said, “You can see the principal now.” I bet my teacher didn’t even call her. I bet she figured out what I’d done wrong on her own, with a single glance. Maybe I really was the only person who didn’t dress up. Maybe I was in more trouble than I thought.

I hated being in that office—especially now as I felt like the victim, about to be treated like a criminal. The past two times I was in that office, I was in trouble for bullying: pushing a student (who had been making a point of getting under my skin for weeks) and swearing at a teacher (I told her to ‘fuck off’ when she graded my math test as a fail for ‘not showing enough work, even though the answers are all correct’). Now, I was being judged for not wearing a wig and my sister’s makeup—how absurd!

“Sit down,” she said to me as I stepped into the room.

“I forgot,” I said.

She stared at me. I tried to stare back, but it was difficult. The sight of her made me want to roll my eyes. It was her first year with the school, and maybe her first year out of university. She was hardly fifteen years older than me—younger than most of the teachers in the school. How did she get such a high-salary job so soon? Which school board member did she blow?

She looked silly now, dressed up for the event. Her hair was slicked back and she was wearing a suit that was a little bit too big on her. She looked like a character and not a real person at all. Her suit was intentionally too big because she probably knew that if the suit fit, it would have just looked like a women’s suit. And even with her hair slicked back, she still looked like a chick. If she was really devoted to her mission, she would have cut her hair off and styled it into a fauxhawk or something.

“I don’t think you forgot. We sent out reminders on Friday night and last night.”

“I didn’t get them,” I said, keeping my arms crossed while trying to hold my ground.

“You showing up to school like this makes this whole week pointless. Trans students will see you and continue to feel uncomfortable. It only takes one person to make someone feel uncomfortable in their own skin.”

I couldn’t help myself: I rolled my eyes and shook my head, even letting a little scoff slip. How could I not? Her statement was ridiculous? Did she really believe that some trans kid would see four hundred people dressed up like idiots, but one guy in jeans and t-shirt would make them stay in the closet?

“Did I just say something funny, Aidyn?”

“No, sir,” I said. Now I was biting my tongue, trying hard not to laugh. Her eyes narrowed. I knew I was in bigger trouble than I originally though, and I wasn’t making my situation any better. But did she not see herself in the mirror before she left for the morning? Did she really think trans kids were going to feel more comfortable after seeing her with her slicked hair and baggy suit?

“You’ve already got two strikes here. You know what a third strike would do, right?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “You’re telling me that you might expel me because I forgot to put on my sister’s dress this morning? It sounds like you want to hear from my family’s lawyer.” I was bluffing. My family didn’t have a lawyer, and we probably didn’t even have enough money to pay for a lawyer.

“Your lawyer is welcome to go through our policy. Give me his e-mail address and I’ll send him the document.” She leaned forward, now with a grin on her face. She was calling my bluff. Now I had nothing: nothing but dread twisting and turning inside of my stomach.

“So I didn’t put on a dress. What’s the big deal?” I said, throwing my hands up into the air. “I was busy this weekend. The last thing on my mind was cross-dressing.”

“It’s not ‘cross-dressing’, Aidyn. This is about identity.”

And once again, I couldn’t help myself. I rolled my eyes and let another little scoff slip out from my lips. I regretted it instantly, seeing her eyes narrowing further. This was worse than lipping off to a teacher. She hardly knew the teachers in the school after her few months at the school, but she apparently felt quite strongly about the non-existent trans kids. “Okay, then you’re giving me no choice. Head home and then we’ll set up a meeting with you and your parents, so we can discuss your expulsion.”

“You’re fucking with me, right?” I said.

She just stared at me with a blank expression.

“You aren’t actually going to expel me over this, are you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Three strikes: that’s the rule. You agreed to it when you enrolled here.”

“But I’m applying for colleges now. None of them will take me if they find out I’ve been expelled.”

She nodded her head. “Yes, that’s probably true.”

“You’re ruining my life!” I said.

She nodded her head again. “No, you’re ruining it yourself. You broke the rules: not once, not twice, but three times. Now you’re going to finally learn the meaning of the word ‘consequences’.”

I could feel my hands trembling as my gut swirled. I wanted to cry, but I wasn’t about to cry in front of her: a grown woman dressed up like a weird man. I couldn’t give her another victory—though maybe it would have helped my case. Maybe I could have drummed up some pity. Was it worth it?

“Goodbye,” she said, motioning towards the door. “You can pick up your things later this week when you return with your parents.”

“Please don’t do this. Don’t expel me. I’ll do anything,” I said. My voice was shaking. My parents were going to kill me. They’d invested so much time and money into my education, and now it was all being flushed down the toilet.

She kept staring at me with those narrowed eyes, not moving an inch, letting the misery sink deep into my soul.

“Please. Anything—I’ll do anything. I’ll go home and get dressed up now.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said. Now my head was pounding with the worst migraine. My heart was fluttering quickly and I was worried I was going to pass out in her office. Then she stood up and walked over to her door, closing it. She turned to me and said, “I’ll give you one more chance—but just one.”

I perked up with wide eyes. “Really?” I said.

She nodded her head. “I’m going to send you back to class. But first, I’m going to dress you up, and then if I find out that you’re making a joke out of your female persona, that will be it for you.”

I nodded my head slowly, not quite sure what was worse: being expelled and having my future ruined, or having to act like a girl for a whole week. Both options were horrible, but what else could I do? I had to let her have her way. I had to play along with the stupid Trans Acceptance Week.
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She led me down the hallway towards the drama room. I assumed the drama room was where we were going, but instead we passed it and went out the back door, into the staff parking lot. She walked up to her shiny BMW and opened the passenger door. “Men should always hold doors for ladies,” she said with a smile. I had to fight not to roll my eyes. I already felt emasculated as I got into her car, which still smelled like it rolled off the factory floor that morning.

She got into the car and pulled out of the parking lot. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“My place,” she said.

“Is that even legal?” I asked.

“Aren’t you eighteen?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “But you’re the principal. That’s weird.”

She smiled, showing her teeth. “Why don’t you start practising your female voice?” she said. “Tell me about your weekend, and don’t use your masculine voice.”

I took a deep breath. Using a high-pitched voice with a soft tone, I started telling her about Branton getting drunk at the college party. It was tempting to veer my tone into a joking one. I was tempted to make up a bullshit story that would make the thin hairs on her feminine arms stand upright. But I knew what was at stake, so I did my best not to mock her silly Trans Acceptance Week again—but it was hard.

She nodded her head with a smile. “That’s a very convincing voice, actually. It sounds like you’ve been practising,” she said.

I had to bite down hard on my tongue to fight away the urge to defend myself. I felt attacked, like she was purposely trying to get under my skin, trying to suggest that I was naturally feminine and not manly at all. I had to take a deep breath before forcing myself to say, “Thank you.” I pressed my lips thin, and then we arrived at her house.

She didn’t live far from the school. Unsurprisingly, she lived in a large house that was way too big for her—even if she had a husband and four kids. Though I had a feeling she was single, just flexing her status to her neighbours, rubbing it in everyone’s faces that she slept with some school board member and now she made more money than most of the people in our city.

We went inside. The house was amazingly clean, smelling like patchouli. “Now what?” I asked.

“Use your female voice,” she said, quickly raising a single finger, as if to tell me I just got some sort of ‘mini strike’. I bit down on my tongue, forced a thin-lipped smile, and repeated my question in my female voice.

“Now, we get you shaved up. A good girl shaves, and a boy can’t possibly know what it’s like to be a woman without first going through the hassle of shaving everything.”

She led me to her bathroom and then she handed me her razor. “Get undressed and get started. And I want you to shave everything.” She took a step back but she didn’t leave the room. I stared at her for a long moment.

“Well? Aren’t you going to leave?” I asked.

“I need to make sure you shave everywhere,” she said with her hands now on her hips. “And I really mean everywhere.”

“You’re kidding right? You want me to strip in front of you?” It wasn’t until she held up two of her fingers with a stern look on her face that I realized I’d just broken my female voice. What would happen if I got a third mini-strike? Did three mini-strikes add up to a full strike? Did I just need to break one more little rule before being tossed out of school?

I shook my head. “Okay, fine,” I said in my girly voice. I pulled off my shirt and then I tugged down my pants, trying my best not to look embarrassed. I didn’t want to give her the humiliation that I was pretty sure she was looking for. But then it was time to take off my boxers. I hesitated. That humiliation was starting to set in, no matter how hard I tried to push it away. I groaned and squirmed and then I closed my eyes before tugging down my boxers. I was naked in front of my principal. Surely she was breaking some sort of law. If not a law, then she was breaking a school rule. But what could I do about it? If I told someone on the school board, she could just say that I was lying in an attempt to avoid expulsion. It would be her word against mine, and it was already obvious that she had some sort of admirer on the other side of the school system.

So I opened my eyes and I saw her staring at me. Her gaze was down between my legs, staring at my cock, which now looked smaller than ever. It was all shrivelled up and afraid. “I’m usually bigger,” I said softly as a fist-sized lump filled my throat.

“Sure,” she said with a grin. She wasn’t using a masculine voice. Why did she get a pass? Why did I have to do a dumb girl voice but she was just allowed to use her regular voice? That seemed awfully convenient for her…

I ran the shower warm and then I stepped in with the razor. Then I started to strip away my hair. I watched it swirl into the drain. It was an awful sight: watching my manhood disappear before me. But I had to do it if I wanted to stay in school. And then once the week from feminine hell was over, I only had to behave for a couple more months, and then I would be graduated. Once I had that diploma, there was nothing she could do to me.

It took a long time to shave: a lot longer than I expected. I had to rinse the razor every two swipes, and each swipe only covered a few inches. Once I finished my legs, it was time to shave around my cock. I’d never shaved my package before, and now I couldn’t do it. My hands were trembling as I held the razor close to my cock. I’d kept myself covered with my free hand up until that point, but now I had to be uncovered, and she was right next to me, staring at my naked, wet body. I’d never felt more humiliated in my whole life.

“What’s wrong? Why aren’t you shaving?” she asked.

“I—I can’t do it,” I said. “Not with you watching.”

“Fine. I’ll turn around for five minutes.” So she did. I tried shaving, but my work was patchy. I couldn’t see under my ball sack, so how was I supposed to shave there? I didn’t know how to get the hairs on the sack itself, and then I didn’t know how to get my bum, as I could hardly even hold the razor straight while reaching around myself. So when she turned around, I wasn’t surprised to hear her say, “That’s all you could do?” She reached out her hand for the razor. “Give that to me and I’ll help you this one time.” She said it as if there would be more times.

But instead of reaching into the shower, she stepped back. She pulled off her suit and unbuttoned her dress shirt. Then she unclipped her bra and slipped down her panties, leaving me with a pounding heart. Why was the young principal of our school getting naked with me? Was she some sort of sexual deviant? Did she sleep with students? Was I not her first victim?

I stared at her with a dark red face as she stepped up close to me, with her perky tits just inches away from my face. She knelt down with her razor and then she grabbed my ball sack. She began to swipe gently, pulling off hairs. She pulled the skin of my scrotum taut and gently glided the razor across it. My heart fluttered and I grabbed onto the shower pole. “Oh God,” I said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. I couldn’t say it, but she was about to see. I’d never been in the same room as a naked woman before. I’d never seen a pair of tits outside of pornography—unless you count the tits I saw when I was still breastfeeding. My cock was hardening, beginning to throb and grown. I tried covered my shaft, but she brushed my hand away. “I can’t work with your hand there,” she said.

So I was forced to keep my hands at my sides while my cock throbbed and grew in front of her face. “I’m so sorry,” I said, trying hard to use my girly voice.

She laughed. “It’s natural,” she said. “If you have to relieve yourself—maybe that will help.”

“Relieve myself?” I said.

“You know: masturbate. If you’re excited and can’t help it, then maybe it’s best that you relieve yourself. You should have told me that you get aroused from feminization. It explains why you didn’t dress up this morning. It’s a normal fetish. But if you masturbate, you won’t get an erection as easily.”

“I’m not into cross-dressing,” I said quickly, almost breaking free from my feminine voice. I managed to stop myself, taking a deep breath while reminding myself what was on the line. “And I’m not going to masturbate.”

“Are you too embarrassed to masturbate in front of me? It’s a natural thing to do.”

“I’m not doing that,” I said, wishing my erection would go away. It didn’t help that her tits were still hanging free: perky and perfect on her tight body. She looked so much better naked than she looked in that silly suit.

“Would you prefer I did it for you, so we can keep working? If you’re going to be erect this whole time, it will be difficult to try on clothes.”

My heart stammered and my stomach groaned. I was speechless, unable to respond as I stared down into her eyes. She sighed and shook her head, then she reached out and grabbed my shaft firmly with a clenched grip. She began to stroke up and down while warm water peppered my front side. Each pump she made was loud, with water between her hand and my cock: slosh, slurp, squish! She was pumping fast, and it felt good. My legs trembled. I was too afraid to move. I was getting a handjob from my principal! But it wasn’t exactly a dream. She thought that I was aroused because I liked being shaved. And now, I was already about to come and it had only been twenty seconds. I was about to validate her absurd theory. She was about to think that I was some women’s clothing fetishist. I closed my eyes and tried to will away my orgasm. But now my cock was tingling. Her hand felt so good as she squeezed hard in all the right places.

“Oh God,” I groaned. “I’m about to come. I’m so sorry.”

She stood up slightly, high enough that her chest was in line with my swollen tip. She aimed my cock down and then took a deep breath in. I started unloading on her perfect tits. It was my first handjob and my first ever sexual experience. I watched as my cum rolled down her perky nipples. She squeezed the final few drops out from my tip and then she reached for the razor again. “Now turn around and bend over.”

Just like that, we were back to shaving. She shaved my taint and my ass crack while my cum dribbled down her chest—and she didn’t even seem to care or notice. Maybe she liked it, or maybe it really was just something she felt I needed to get out from my system so we could continue to work. I wasn’t sure whether to be horrified or excited that I’d just gotten a firm handjob from an attractive woman. It was every high-school boy’s dream, under all of the wrong circumstances.

And now I felt like a complete loser with my hands against her wall, legs spread wide, while she ran a razor gently between my legs. I looked down at my smooth thighs, which I hardly recognized without hair. It was already an uncomfortable feminine sight, and we were just getting started.
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She left me alone while I shaved my armpits and chest. It didn’t take long, but I appreciated the small amount of alone time. I found myself standing in front of the mirror, staring at my own reflection, wishing the week would end already. I looked at my phone and saw that it wasn’t even lunchtime. I still had four and a half more days of this nonsense, and I already had my two mini-strikes. Would she really let me get to Friday and then catch me slipping from my girly voice and then expel me as if I didn’t put in any effort at all?

“Are you coming, Aidyn?” she called out from the next room over.

“One second,” I said. I squirmed, trying to convince myself that it wouldn’t be so bad: it was just makeup and clothes and a stupid voice. Hell, I didn’t even have to do the voice; I could just sit quietly and say nothing all week. There were no rules against silence in any of my classes. Even if a teacher called on me to read a paragraph or something, I could just accept the point deduction and remain in my seat.

I walked down the hall to the next room. It was her bedroom: white walls, white bed sheets, and an immaculate white carpet. The only colour in the room came in the form of skirts and dresses, which had been laid out on her bed. But first, she had a makeup station set up, with a little chair that she now wanted me to sit on. I walked over slowly. She was now wearing a satin robe with nothing underneath, probably with my cum still on her chest, drying in long streaky strands. “Sit,” she said, as if she was talking to a dog. So I took a seat. “Lean your head back and close your eyes. I’ll expect you to do your own makeup for the rest of the week—I’m hoping that you paid attention to your makeup instruction class.”

I said nothing as I leaned back. I didn’t pay any attention during those classes, I but I figured it was something I could figure out with the help of the Internet in about ten or fifteen minutes. I closed my eyes and she started working: brushing my face, making me almost sneeze a number of times as plumes of powder went up my nose. She giggled a few times, like when she drew eyeliner on my eyelids; it was as if she was enjoying my humiliation. “You have the perfect cheekbones,” she said. And she kept making similar comments, trying to get under my skin, trying to get me to break so she could have an excuse to make my misery even worse.

But as embarrassed as I was, I was still buzzing with excitement from our moment in the shower, when she got me off, all over her chest. I would never be able to tell anyone about the incident, but I felt like I wanted to tell everyone: the sexy school principal jerked me off! I tried not to smirk about it now, as she started closely at my face, brushing a seemingly endless amount of makeup onto me.

“Almost done,” she said with a big smile in her voice. Now she was carefully brushing gloss onto my lips. She made me pucker, and then she made me press my lips thin. “Okay—perfect! Now open your eyes!”

I opened my eyes and looked into her mirror. It took my eyes a moment to adjust to the bright light in her room.

I was hoping for a hilarious abomination. I was hoping for a silly-looking drag queen, so I could walk into school with a big smirk on my face, so everyone could know that I didn’t take this nonsense seriously. But instead, staring back at me was a girl—and she was pretty. My gut turned and that earlier excitement suddenly fluttered out from my body. “What’s wrong? Don’t you like what you see?” she asked.

I wanted to shake my head. I wanted to cry. Why was I able to look like this? Could any man look this convincing, or was I now discovering that I had a girly face?

It only got worse. She got the wig onto my head and pulled a few fringes down onto my face. Then she made me squeeze into one of her little dresses before putting a black lace choker around my throat. Each little detail made the feminization even more intense. I really was looking at a girl. She was cute and fragile and her eyes were big and flashing—but she was me.

I couldn’t make myself laugh, no matter how badly I wanted to. I felt defeated, having reached my final humiliation. But the humiliation was just getting started. “Do a spin for me,” she said once she had me in a pair of short heels, which were tight on my feet, and probably at least a size too small.

I did a spin. The light fabric of my dress lifted into the air, exposing my newly shaved legs, which felt cold now, as if that slight amount of hair had been working hard to keep my legs warm.

Mrs. Carrington didn’t like the way I was standing. “Put your feet closer together—almost touching. And stand up straight, hands in front of you—not hanging at your sides like you’re some confused gorilla.”

She had lots of notes, and she ended up repeating herself many times as she guided me through her house, watching me closely as if she was training a dog for the Westminster Dog Show. She had me make a pot of coffee: a simple task made extremely difficult with all of the mannerisms I had to incorporate. Standing tall to reach the coffee on the top shelf was especially hard. I wanted to simply climb onto the counter, but she wanted me to press my legs together and stand up high on my toes, keeping my butt perked out. I was getting a workout.

“Can we go back to school now?” I asked, still perfecting that sissy voice that seemed to make her so happy.

“Do you think you’re ready? Because if there’s just one slip, your free ride is over,” she said. She had a grin on her face. She liked reminding me that she had power over me. She liked being the boss.

“I think I’m ready,” I said. But really, I just wanted to get the day over with. Once she wasn’t watching me, I could relax. I could sit still and keep my mouth shut. I wouldn’t have to make a pot of coffee or sweep the floors or do ten laps around a large house, making sure one foot landed carefully in front of the other with each tedious step. I could just lay low and maybe even call in sick for a few of the remaining days. She couldn’t expel me for calling in sick, could she?

“Okay then, let’s go,” she said, grabbing her car keys. And just like that, we were back on our way to school: on our way to further my humiliation. At least everyone else was still going to be dressed up. At least I wouldn’t be the only guy in a wig and some makeup.

Even though I knew I wasn’t the only one, it was still hard to walk through those front doors. The hallways were buzzing with students—my friends—and soon they would all be seeing me: perfectly convincing and even a little bit sexy in my short dress.

I stepped into the school. A few heads turned my way, but I pretended not to notice. Though it was hard not to notice the other students now—now that I was wearing a dress and stockings and heels and makeup and a wig. Most of the other students weren’t even half as committed to their gender-bending roles. One guy standing at his locker was wearing a sweater and a skirt. He didn’t even have a wig on his head, and I couldn’t see any makeup. How was that fair? Why didn’t he have to go through Mrs. Carrington’s private school of sissification?

The effort from the girls was even worse for the most part. Some girls weren’t even wearing clothes that were necessarily male clothes. Half of them were just wearing their usual jeans with loose t-shirts on top, with their hair tied into tight buns. None of the girls were using male voices. Some of the guys were talking like girls, but none of them sounded nearly as convincing as me.

“I’ll be watching you,” Mrs. Carrington said before turning to leave for her office. I gave her a smile and then I let my muscles relax as she turned the corner, out of sight. I figured she would have my teachers keeping a close eye on me—she wouldn’t literally be watching me all week by herself. And I figured my teachers wouldn’t care enough to really be watching me constantly, so I wouldn’t have to keep my legs crossed and my back straight, like I practised with Mrs. Carrington. But when I went to my next class, I became nervous. What if my teachers were watching me closely? What if Mrs. Carrington was watching me somehow, through some hidden camera or something? What if I did let myself slouch in my chair and then my graduation was cancelled?

I sat upright in my chair, with my legs crossed, just like I practised at Mrs. Carrington’s house. Some of the other boys weren’t as committed, letting their bodies slide down, legs spread wide (because they had boxers under their skirts and not dainty panties like me). I wasn’t willing to take the risk. They weren’t on the chopping block like me. None of them had two strikes and two mini-strikes.

I could feel my classmates staring at me, probably wondering why I was taking my role so seriously. Or maybe they were trying to figure out who I was, because my feminine disguise was so spot on.

The teacher, Mrs. Gulka, took a good look at me. Our gazes connected for a few seconds, and then I looked away quickly, my stomach swirling. Unlike my other teachers, she actually made herself look like a man. I thought for a moment that she was a substitute teacher, and then I recognized the beauty mark on her cheek. Even her voice was strangely impressive when she began her lecture, sounding genuinely masculine, even though her usual voice was girly and soft and gentle, and her body was usually the reason I didn’t skip class. She had a great ass and big tits—always showing off a bit of cleavage (which I think she did on purpose, so that guys would keep their attention forward during her class). Now, those big knockers were nowhere to be seen.

She kept looking over at me, making me think Mrs. Carrington had passed along her warning: keep a close eye on Aidyn, and if he slips, let me know immediately. So I stayed on my best behaviour, sitting upright with that perfect female posture, which was surprisingly exhausting.

When class was over, I pushed my books into my bag and got up to leave with the rest of the class, trying to blend into the crowd, but Mrs. Gulka stopped me. “Aidyn. Could you stay behind, please?”

My heart fluttered and my stomach grumbled. Had I slipped? Did I make a mistake? Was it the way I put my books in my bag? Should I have taken my time and slipped them into my backpack one at a time, instead of sliding them all into the bag in one push?

I stood silently while the class emptied out, and then I watched with a churning gut as Mrs. Gulka closed the door and flicked the little lock.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


She told me to sit down, and then she went to sit down behind her desk. She stared down at her desk, as if she was reading a note she’d received, and then—after a long five minutes—she looked up at me. “You’re on thin ice—so I understand.”

I nodded my head. “I won’t make any more mistakes,” I said, focussing hard on making each word come out perfectly feminine.

She nodded her head and looked back at that note. “You know it’s serious: everything Mrs. Carrington said about trans students being afraid to come out—it’s all true.”

I nodded my head and forced a smile, trying my best to not look condescending. “Right. I know,” I said.

“Do you?”

She stared into my eyes while I tried hard not to roll them. I nodded my head.

“Do you have a problem with trans students?” she asked, leaning forward.

I shook my head. Why was I being interrogated? Had I not been punished enough? So I showed up without my costume—why was everyone making this into such a big deal? “Why would I?” I asked.

“You tell me,” she said.

“I don’t care about trans students. People can do whatever they want. It doesn’t affect me.”

“It’s very serious,” she said.

And then I caved to my urges. I sighed and shook my head. “This is so stupid,” I muttered under my breath. I thought the words came out quietly, but I could tell by Mrs. Gulka’s sudden expression that my words had reached her ears. Now my heart was frozen and my skin was cold.

“What was that?” she asked in her strangely male voice.

“Nothing,” I said.

“No—I heard what you said. You know I have to tell Mrs. Carrington about this, right?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Why is everyone out to get me? What did I do?” I opened my eyes and stared into Mrs. Gulka’s narrowed gaze.

She didn’t reply. Instead, she stood up and walked over to the phone. I looked at the clock. It had hardly been an hour since we got back from Mrs. Carrington’s house. If Mrs. Gulka made that phone call, I was doomed—that would be the end of my education, just months before graduation. “Stop!” I said, going back to my girly voice. “I’ll behave. Please don’t call Mrs. Carrington. I’ll be better.”

She stopped and looked at me. “Why should I believe that? You think you can just change without being punished? How will you ever change if you don’t have to face any consequences?”

“Then punish me,” I said. “Do whatever you want—just don’t get me expelled. Please.”

Now she was smirking. She walked away from the phone, towards me, walking like a girl and probably not even realizing it—and I wouldn’t have realized it had I not just spent an hour at Mrs. Carrington’s house, learning the difference between a male and female gait. She leaned over my desk and stared down into my eyes.

“I don’t think you’re taking this seriously,” she said. The urge to scoff came back, but I resisted.

“I am. I swear—I’m taking it seriously. I don’t know what everyone is expecting me to do.”

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up. “Come around the desk.” So I came around the desk. “Now bend over the desk. Lay your chest down flat.” I hesitated, staring into her eyes. Then—not wanting to be expelled after all of the humiliation I’d been through—I bent over. She gently pulled up my skirt, making my skin tingle with a whole new humiliation. Then she slapped my ass hard, making me gasp. She slapped a second time, which was somehow just as shocking as the first, and then she slapped a third time.

“What was that for?” I asked, still bent over the desk.

“I’m teaching you a lesson. You aren’t committed to Trans Acceptance Week. To you, it’s just another annoying thing that you have to do. And if that’s going to be your attitude, you won’t make it to the end of the week.”

I opened my mouth to reply but no words came out. Why did she think I wasn’t taking it seriously? Was it really obvious that it was just an inconvenience to me? Was it not an inconvenience to her or the other students in the school? Because let’s face it: it was an inconvenience. We had to waste time getting dolled up—time that could have been spent learning math or science. We had to wake up early to put on costumes, as if it was Halloween. And it was all for nothing—all to make a principal feel morally superior to the other principals in the city. It seemed like I was the only one who could see that—but sadly it seemed like the teachers could all tell that I could see it.

“Stay bent over.” Mrs. Gulka went to her desk and fished something out. I remained with my chest pressed against the cool wood of the desk. It was thirty seconds when she returned behind me. She pulled my skirt up again, exposing my bum and my panties. She was holding something. I thought it was a small camera, with a long camera strap, and she was about to take humiliating pictures of me to use as blackmail. But I was wrong. She tied the strap around her waist and then she pushed something up between my butt cheeks.

“What is that?” I asked.

“If the clothes and the long hair and the makeup don’t make you feel like a girl, then maybe this will,” she said in that masculine voice. She pulled my panties to the side, exposing my butthole. I gasped as the reality of what was happening sunk in. I looked back and caught of glimpse of it: a long, black dildo attached to a harness that was fastened around her crotch. It was a strap-on, and it was about to be inside of my body.

“Don’t do this,” I said.

“Be a good girl and take it, okay?” she said, running her hand down my back, sliding it onto my bum, and then squeezing where my skin was already sore from being spanked.

I nodded my head, feeling strangely submissive. “Okay,” I said. Now the dull tip of the dildo was pressed against my asshole. It was wet with something: maybe spit, maybe lubricant that she slicked on over at her desk. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. The tip suddenly penetrated me. I gasped, feeling my hole stretching. She grabbed me firmly by the hips and then she held me in place while she thrusted forward.

I grunted and squirmed. I could feel that long shaft pushing into my body. “How does it feel?” she asked.

I wasn’t able to reply; I was too busy trying to fight away the pain that I knew was coming—it wasn’t there yet, but I could feel things stretching, and I could feel that dildo pushing into organs that weren’t supposed to be pushed on.

She pushed deeper and deeper, until her pelvis was pushed against my bum. I was getting intimate with another member of the school’s faculty, but this time I didn’t feel like running into the hallway to brag about it. I really didn’t think my sense of humiliation could get worse, but this was certainly worse than before: worse than when Mrs. Carrington was making me spin around in her bedroom while wearing her little dress.

She started to pump. I was still waiting for that pain to start throbbing. Maybe it would come after the act. Maybe it would come in the form of healing pains, from all the pounding and stretching. Or maybe it wouldn’t hurt at all. Maybe that tingling euphoria I could now feel between my legs would get stronger and stronger and I would realize I actually liked being fucked in the ass.

I let out a soft moan, spreading my legs wider for her. She slapped my ass again, which only made that tingling euphoria even more intense.

Oh God, what if I ended up liking this? What if she was planting a new fetish into my brain? What if this Trans Acceptance Week was messing with my brain? It really felt good, and it was feeling better with each pump. “Oh God,” I groaned. “Fuck my little asshole.” I don’t know why I said it; it was like I was possessed. I could feel the fake veins on the long shaft, and they felt so good, rubbing in all the right places.

My own cock was hardening now, lifting up the front of my skirt. I wanted to reach down to stroke it, but I was already embarrassed enough, so I left it alone.

Mrs. Gulka got a leg up on a chair, propping herself up slightly so she could thrust straight down into my body, getting even more of that shaft inside of me. Now I was starting to scream, clutching the edge of the desk with both of my hands. We were sliding forward with each thrust. Pre-cum oozed out from the tip of my cock, making a wet spot on the front of my panties.

Then she pulled out suddenly, leaving my asshole gaping. She pressed three of her fingers into my hole and fingered me for a few seconds, getting the last of her sexual aggression out before stepping back and taking a deep breath.

I remained still for a long moment, taking almost two whole minutes before stumbling up to my feet. I reset my panties, but I could feel that my asshole was still gaping under the thin strip of lace. I pulled down my skirt as much as possible, feeling strangely vulnerable. Then I looked at Mrs. Gulka, who was fixing her hair, pushing back the long strand that she had carefully slicked back with the rest of her hair. “You can go now,” she said without looking back at me.

I left without saying anything. The hallways were empty and all of the students were already gone for the day. I grabbed my things from my locker and then I moved as quickly as I could to the public bathroom, four blocks from the school. Those four blocks were bad enough, with drivers slowly down to look at me as they went by. I didn’t want to be seen my one of my neighbours, or God forbid, one of my family members. I washed off my makeup and crammed my wig into my bag before putting my boy clothes on overtop of my dress.
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The dress couldn’t be salvaged. It needed to be washed, but I didn’t know how to wash it, seeing as it was satin and lace and I hardly knew how to do my own laundry. There was a round stain on the front: presumably my pre-cum, and there was a wet stain on the back, which I think was lubricant from Mrs. Gulka’s strap-on dildo.

So I needed to find a new outfit for day two of Trans Acceptance Week. My parents were home when I got back from school, so I had to move carefully, crossing the hallway quietly as I slipped into my sister’s bedroom, which was mostly unchanged from when she was still living with us. The walls were still pink and her old posters were still tacked up: pictures of teen heartthrobs that were no longer relevant, and bands that no one listened to anymore.

Her closet was pretty much empty. She’d taken her clothes with her when she moved out for university, but a few things were left behind: some bathing suits, her prom dress, old undies and bras, and a couple of outfits that she’d outgrown. Now, those small outfits were all I had to work with. Luckily, I was a bit shorter and a bit thinner than my sister.

I had to toss aside the more juvenile options, including a few Disney-themed shirts and flamboyant pink tights. I found a black bodysuit that seemed normal enough. I squeezed my body into it and was happy to see that it kept my chest and shoulders covered with a tight black polyester—though it was very tight on my crotch, and it left my bum and hips completely bare, so I had to slip a pair of jean shorts on over top of it. The shorts were tight and terrifyingly short, hardly covering my butt cheeks—but the only other option was a mini skirt that may as well have had the words, ‘PLEASE FUCK ME’ written on it, from my sister’s punk rock stage.

I didn’t love having my legs completely bare. Luckily I found a pair of thigh high stockings and big black boots, which covered just about everything, except for about five inches of thigh. I didn’t mind showing a bit of thigh: better than showing everything.

I looked in the mirror and felt a wave of relief. “Good enough,” I said quietly to myself. And then those words resonated inside of me. Good enough wasn’t going to be good enough. I was already on the chopping block, already skating on the thinnest possible sheet of ice. I couldn’t just accept ‘good enough’. I had to do more.

So I waited until my parents were asleep, and then I took my feminization a step further, so my teachers wouldn’t have any excuses to boot me out of school. I painted my fingernails red, and then I found a few pieces of costume jewellery. In a drawer I found a pair of fake eyelashes. I had to watch a video tutorial on how to put them on. I went to the bathroom and spent those late night hours practising my makeup skills: applying mascara and drawing on eyeliner. At first I was really awful, but then I started getting better. It was 3:00 AM when I was finally satisfied with the look I’d accomplished, then I decided not to wash it off, as my alarm would be going off in just three hours. I slept on my back, praying my parents wouldn’t come into my bedroom and catch me in my sister’s makeup and nail polish.

I snuck out the back door while my mom was in the bathroom the next morning. I walked to school dolled up, feeling embarrassed but happy to still have a chance. I felt relief as my school came into sight and I started seeing my gender-bent classmates speckling the sidewalks.

Many of them looked better today—especially the girls (who were used to being boys). Everyone’s makeup was better. Wigs looked better and outfits even seemed to fit better. A little bit of practise had gone a long way. And with everyone looking a bit more convincing, I felt a bit more comfortable, no longer feeling like the only one who really looked like a girl. In fact, a few students took me by surprise, having taken their guises to a new level. I was stopped a few times, thinking I was seeing girls who had decided to stop playing along, only to realize a moment later that I was looking at boys in mascara and eyeliner.

I saw Mrs. Carrington in the hallways that morning. I looked at her as she looked at me. She looked down my body, grading my outfit and makeup, which I’d done on my own. Then I watched as she cracked a smile before moving along. I felt my heart throb up towards my throat. She seemed to approve, which was the first approval I’d ever gotten from her.

I saw Mrs. Gulka ten minutes later, and I got a similar look of approval. I smiled, knowing that I was only going to get better. I was no longer in state of anxiety, worried that I would have a slip and all of this humiliation would be for nothing. Now I was starting to think that I would really make it to the finish line—and I would make it there with a whole new positive approval rating from the school faculty.

My first few classes went off perfectly: no concerning looks from teachers and no scoffs from fellow students. In was in my third class that I noticed one of my male classmates looking rather uncomfortable in his skirt and blouse. He kept tugging at his skirt, and his face would turn red whenever anyone looked his way. I decided to approach him after class, right before he took off for lunch. “Hey—are you okay?” I asked.

He stared at me with frightened feral eyes. “Why?” he asked in a soft voice, which was almost perfectly feminine, but not quite there.

“You look nervous. Is your outfit bothering you?”

“I just didn’t realize this skirt was so short when I left the house. It keeps riding up, and I feel like everyone’s staring at my butt. You don’t have a pair of tights I could borrow, do you?” He stared into my eyes, still looking scared and out of place.

I shook my head. “I don’t have tights. But I wouldn’t worry about it. You look good in the skirt. I can’t see your bum—it’s not as short as you think it is.”

He cracked a smile. “Really?” he said.

“Don’t get me wrong—it’s short. But it suits your legs.”

Now he was biting his lip. “To be honest, I’m actually kind of scared that I don’t look girly enough. I heard the teachers are cracking down on people who aren’t trying hard enough. They’ve already suspended three girls.”

I perked up, my heart tingling. “Really?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Just be honest: I look like a boy, don’t I?” Now his face was red, but his voice was getting better as he got more practise. I had a feeling he’d been silent since the week started, in the same position I was in when Mrs. Carrington led me back into the school.

I looked around. We were alone in the classroom now. “I can give you a few tips if you’re really worried about it.”

“Would you?” he said.

So I walked over to the door and locked it. Then I returned to him. “What’s your name?”

He stared at me for a moment before saying, “Katie.”

“Okay. Katie,” I said. It was a good idea to use a female name: a good way to stay in female character. “First, you need to stand up straighter. I know that it will make your skirt feel shorter, but trust me: slouching is the worst thing you can do.” She tried standing up straight, puffing out her chest. “And relax your shoulders.” She took a deep breath and then she let her shoulders sink down. “That’s great. You look better already.”

I had her walk around the room, the way Mrs. Carrington made me walk. I gave her the same tips and even made a few adjustments of my own. I knew what Katie was going through: I knew that horrible uncertainty—I was still feeling it in my gut. So if I could help her out, then maybe I could feel a bit better about my own situation.

We spent fifteen minutes going over mannerisms. Most of that time was actually spent trying to inject some confidence into her. She really did look good, but she just wasn’t convinced that I was telling her the truth. “If I was a girl, I’d be the ugliest girl in the school,” she said, still with that red face.

I shook my head. “You really wouldn’t be,” I said. “You’re actually, like, really pretty.” She smiled, but she still wasn’t buying it.

“You’re pretty,” she said. “I just look like a boy in a skirt.”

I shook my head and laughed. “Turn around.” She turned around. I stepped up behind her and put my hands on her sides. “You’re very sexy,” I said softly into her ear. Now I was trying to see her as a girl. It was becoming obvious that I wasn’t good at speaking dishonestly. Mrs. Carrington saw through my fakeness and so did Mrs. Gulka. Now Katie seemed to be seeing through it, even though I wasn’t being entirely fake with her. Sure, she sounded a bit masculine and had a few masculine qualities about her look—but she was still pretty and I was sure she could pass if she could just overcome her anxiety.

But from behind, she looked like a girl. She had the curves and her hair was soft (and it was real—her own long hair, curled and styled instead of just sitting on her head as a man-bun). She smelled amazing, like flowers and vanilla. I ran my hands up her body and tried to pretend like I was touching a real girl. It wasn’t hard to pretend.

“You’re super hot,” I said. “And your legs are amazing.” I ran my hands down, onto her bare thighs. Then I pulled my hands up, under her skirt, to her soft bum. She let a little giggle slip.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to prove to you that you’re hot,” I said. “I’ll make you feel like a girl—if my words aren’t doing it for you.”

The more I pretended like she was a chick, the more she really seemed like a chick. In fact, from behind, it was becoming hard to remind myself that she was actually a boy—especially with that amazing perfume. I moved my hands up to her chest and then I squeezed her soft tits, which were likely just pads. She let a little moan slip out. Then I brought a hand to her face and pressed a finger into her mouth. With my free hand, I reached down and clenched her butt cheek, then she sucked on my finger, letting a whimper slip.

Now I was the one giggling. She sure was acting like a girl. Maybe she liked being dolled up. Maybe she was so anxious about Trans Awareness Week because she was one of the fabled trans girls in our school, who was too afraid to come out. Suddenly, a tingling sense of terror swept over me. What if she was actually a trans girl? What if I had her fate in my hands now? I could either help her come out or I could scare her back into the closet for another five years.

Now I had to be careful. I really had to treat her like a girl. If she left that room crying, it could mean the end of my upcoming graduation. I reached for her chest again with both hands and squeezed her breasts. Now I wasn’t so sure I was squeezing pads; her tits felt real: squishy and soft, but small. Maybe she kept them pressed down under her shirt usually. Maybe they were made from hormones. Maybe I was squeezing real breasts.

“That feels good,” she said as I felt her nipples. Her nipples were perky. So they really weren’t pads. So she really had breasts—or maybe I was just squeezing her soft pecs. Maybe her chest was flat and I was imagining lumps.

Either way, she felt good and she smelled nice. I sunk down to my knees and flipped her skirt over my head. She was wearing black panties: lace, just like the panties I had on. I pulled her panties to the side, spread her butt cheeks, and I pressed my tongue into her hole. I began eating her out, making her squirm and moan. She bent over the desk, walking her legs out slightly. She reached back with both hands and spread her cheeks for me, so I could use my hands to stroke her long legs.

She started moaning, letting a bit of that masculine voice slip, reminding me that I was with a boy and not a woman at all. I paused for a moment. My tongue was in her asshole, my face between her soft butt cheeks. Was I having a gay experience? Was I starting to lose control of my sanity? I looked up at her bent over body. At least she looked like a girl. At least she was cute and curvy and she smelled more like a girl than any of the girls that I actually knew. I pushed my face back in and kept eating her out.

Then I stood up and pulled out my erect cock. I pressed it between her butt cheeks and she gasped. “You’re hard,” she said.

“Of course I’m hard,” I replied.

A whimper fluttered off of her tongue. I could hear joy in that whimper, as if my erection said everything that my mouth wasn’t able to before. It was the confirmation she needed: whether it was just so she could survive Trans Acceptance Week like me, or if it was because she needed to know she could pass as a woman before committing to coming out as a trans girl.

I slid my cock down to her wet asshole, and then I pushed my cock inside. She was tight. She clenched hard and moaned loudly. Then she began to squirm, clutching the desk the same way I did the day before. I held her hips and began to thrust in and out. I pumped faster and faster and faster—and I didn’t last long. How could I last long, with that skirt flipped on her back and her long hair spread out on that desk; she looked hot, and she was aroused for me. It was my oldest fantasy, coming true; except she was actually a boy, and in my original fantasy, I never saw myself in a tight bodysuit and slutty jean shorts.

I came in her asshole, and then I watched as my cum oozed out of her while I put my cock away and stumbled back. She stood up slowly and turned to me with wide eyes. “That felt good,” she said, blushing.

I nodded my head. “Really good.” I was looking at her face for the first time since before we became intimate. I could still see those masculine features, but now they were being strongly overpowered by her feminine beauty. “You make a good girl,” I said.

She smiled. “Thanks.”

“I should get going,” I said. We shared one last glance before I took off, heart pounding and head swirling with confusion.


CHAPTER 7
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Wednesday was even easier than Tuesday. I no longer had to be careful with my voice, as my words were starting to naturally come out with my feminine twang. In fact, the real anxiety came on Wednesday night, when I sat down to eat dinner with my parents and my voice kept trying to revert to my feminine tone. I had to clear my throat multiple times, and then I lied to my parents and said that I had a cold.

“You should take the next day or two off of school,” my mother suggested. My heart fluttered. Until that moment, I’d forgotten that I’d originally planned to skip part of Trans Acceptance Week by pretending to be sick. Now I was being gifted a golden opportunity: to have my mom call into the school for me. She rarely believed me when I said that I was sick, but she seemed to believe me now.

But then I remembered how serious Mrs. Carrington was about tossing me out of school. I didn’t want to give her a single reason to go through with my expulsion, so I shook my head and said, “I think I’ll be okay.” Besides, there was an outfit in my sister’s closet that I really wanted to try out, and I really wanted to see how my classmates reacted to it.

It was a white dress with blue stripes around the skirt and the short sleeves. It looked like something out of an anime: adorable but sexy at the same time. I also found a pair of white stockings in my sister’s closet, near the bottom of her old sock drawer. The stockings pulled up past my knees, and made my legs look amazing.

After my parents went to bed, I found myself lounging around my room in the outfit. I had my wig on and I was carefully curling it with a curling iron I found in my sister’s bedroom. The wig looked even cuter curled.

I rolled over on my bed and then I closed my eyes, running my hands down my body, feeling the soft fabrics of the dress and the stockings and my panties. Trans Acceptance Week had two days left: two days until I never had to wear another dress again, until I never had to wear another pair of thigh-high stockings, until I never had to wear a pair of tight panties over my shaved cock. I had a feeling I was going to miss it. I was going to miss the looks I got in the hallways: looks I never got wearing my usual hoodie and jeans. Biological girls were looking at me with jealousy in their eyes and many of the biological boys wanted to fuck me: I could tell. And I couldn’t help but fantasize about letting them: going into the locker room after school, bending over, and letting them all take turns with me.

I knew it would feel good—so much better than the plastic strap-on. I couldn’t even imagine how amazing a real shaft would feel: warm and throbbing, with soft pubic hair bumping into my tush with every penetration.

I opened my eyes and looked down. My skirt was standing up; I was erect. I reached down and grasped my erection and gave it a gentle stroke. Then I turned my head and looked in the mirror. I still looked sexy, even though I wasn’t currently wearing any makeup. I watched myself as I stroked my shaft, and then I found myself trying to think of ways to make my fantasy into a reality, without sacrificing my reputation as a cool, manly guy. How could I convince a few jocks to fuck me in the locker room? Seducing them wouldn’t be hard. Keeping them quiet might be a bit tough—though they wouldn’t want to ruin their reputations either.

I felt a strong tingling. I was about to come, so I let go of my cock. I didn’t want to lose that horny feeling. I knew what came after ejaculation: regret and guilt. I wanted to stay in my positive headspace. I wanted to have fun with my female guise and not succumb to the anxiety of reality. So I kept my hands off of my cock and I fell asleep wearing that little white dress.

The next day, I got to school early. I wore a big coat over my tiny outfit, and then I stashed the coat in my locker as soon as I walked inside the school. When people started showing up, I started feeling more and more comfortable. Once again, everyone looked better, as if they’d all improved from another day of practise. Girls really looked like boys and boys really looked like girls. The awkward tension was no longer lingering in the air. Guys were freely prancing down the halls and being flirty, and girls were settling into their macho cliques.

A girl whistled at me as I walked by. She had a baseball cap on, with a surprisingly realistic moustache drawn on with what I assume was mascara. “Lookin’ good, girl,” she said.

I winked at her, feeling a surge of warm energy pulsing through me. Then an announcement came on. “Tomorrow is the final day of Trans Acceptance Week. Please note: Monday will be a holiday. Normal classes resume on Tuesday.” The announcement left me with a strange sensation buzzing in my stomach. Was it excitement? Was I happy to know that I was almost across that finish line: a line that I didn’t think I would make it to just a few days before? Or was the buzzing a sense of dread, knowing that this would all soon be over, and I would go back to being invisible in the school hallways.

Maybe being invisible was a good thing. Maybe all of this attention I was getting wasn’t healthy. Embracing it certainly wasn’t healthy, but I couldn’t help myself. I wasn’t used to the smiles and the winks. I wasn’t used to having my butt checked out—sometimes by biological guys and sometimes by biological girls… Either way, it was nice and refreshing.

But it was the sex that I was going to miss. I knew that sex wasn’t going to be easy to come by once I was a boy again. I never managed to find it as a guy before, so I assumed that was the way it would be once my wig and skirts were retired. A part of me wanted to make the most of the time I had left as a girl. I knew I had the power of seduction, as long as I was in a tight outfit with a bit of eyeliner around my eyes. But who was worth a last hurrah? Who deserved my final couple of days as a girl?

I considered my gym teacher, Mr. Fullerton. He looked a bit silly dressed like a girl—only because he was a hulk of a man, with thick arms and a dense chest. He shaved his beard off for Trans Acceptance Week, but it didn’t do much in terms of making him look like a girl. And no matter how hard he tried, his deep voice just wouldn’t go high enough to be believable. Even his outfit wasn’t terribly convincing: just his usual gym outfit but in pink instead of navy blue. At least he shaved his legs.

I could tell that he had a big cock. At the end of the final period, he would change in the boys’ changing room with the students. I had final period gym the year before, and I saw his big bulge in his undies before he slipped into his jeans. Now, as he explained the day’s activity to the class, I found myself staring at his crotch, trying to make out the contour of his long shaft in his little shorts. I was fairly certain I could see it: almost as thick as my wrist and about as long as my forearm. It was curled: the only way it would stay in his underwear. If it was that big flaccid, how big did it get when it was hard? Did his tip touch his chest? How much of it would he be able to fit inside of me?

He looked over at me near the end of his little speech. Our eyes met and I found myself smirking at him, peering straight into his eyes without an ounce of the shyness I was so used to having. When did I become so bold? Why was I braver while wearing makeup and a wig? Was there something wrong with my brain?

I threw a few more looks his way throughout the class. I could tell that I was getting into his mind. His cheeks were starting to turn a slight shade of pink, and I was starting to catch him looking my way more and more as the class went on. I couldn’t help but think that he was considering the possibility in his mind; he knew that I was really a boy, but it was Trans Acceptance Week—and ‘when in Rome’…

He cleared his throat right before saying, “Katie—could you please stay after class to help clean up?”

I caught myself smirking again. Every day he asked a different student to stick around to clean up the gym equipment. Was I just a random selection, or was he trying to get me alone? I looked into his eyes and he looked away quickly. When the bell rang, my heart started pounding. I watched as all of the students filtered out of the gymnasium. Mr. Fullerton just stood there, staring down at his clipboard as if he was reading over his class notes—but it was obvious that he was just trying to pretend like he didn’t notice me standing across the room from him, staring at him. There wasn’t much to clean up: just a few cones, as we had only done some simple running drills. So I was done cleaning up in less than a minute. “Should I set something up for the next class?” I asked. He was still staring down at his clipboard.

He looked up at me. “Um, no,” he said with an awkward smile. “I don’t have a next class—just a fourth period spare.” He stared into my eyes for a long moment before darting his gaze away. Did he really need help cleaning up those six cones? Or was he keeping me around for another reason, which he was now too shy to act on?

I watched him as he sauntered over to his office, between the sets of bleachers. He looked back at me with his red-cheeked smile before disappearing inside. Then my heart fluttered. I knew I was being given an option, it was his way of asking me: do you want to fuck? His nervousness was off the charts—as if he was back in high school as a student himself.

I walked up to his office door. My heart was pounding. I carefully pushed it open and saw him standing by his desk, without his shirt on. While his legs were shaved for Trans Acceptance Week, his chest wasn’t. His big pecs were hairy and manly. He turned to me quickly and said, “Oh—sorry, Katie. Can I help you with something?”

I stared into his dark eyes and smile. “I just came to grab something,” I said.

“Grab something?” he asked.

I walked towards him and looked down at his tight shorts: at that bulge that was so well defined. I reached down and slipped my finger around it, feeling the width of his girth. He froze and perked up. “W—What are you doing?” he asked. But he wasn’t trying to stop me. He obviously liked it. He obviously wanted it.

“Don’t you think I’m cute, Mr. Fullerton?” I asked, looking into his eyes. I was doing my best to make my eyes big and puppy-like.

He stuttered and then he smiled. “I just don’t think it’s appropriate.”

“Then why aren’t you stopping me?” I asked as I rubbed up and down, feeling his shaft becoming warmer and harder.

He stuttered again, but this time he didn’t come up with a reply. He just looked down and then he closed his eyes, probably trying to remind himself that I wasn’t actually a girl. But the reminder was clearly hard to process, seeing as I looked and sounded and felt and smelled just like a girl. His face turned redder and redder, and then I tugged down his shorts so I could see what I was working with.

I froze for a moment, taken by surprise by his massive size. It was way bigger than I thought: at least as long as my forearm, uncurling slowly as blood pumped into it. I found myself sinking slowly to my knees, grabbing the throbbing cock with both of my hands. I led it to my mouth and plunged the tip through my lips. I heard him groan as I closed my eyes. That groan was a scary sound: deep and masculine, making my bones tremble. But at the same time, it was a reassuring sound, letting me know that I was passing, that I was hot, and that I was satisfying. I squeezed his shaft firmly with both hands and sucked as much as I could fit into my mouth. I pumped fast, bobbing my head back and forth until the shaft was so hard that the tip was pressed against the roof of my mouth, trying to lift me off of the ground.

I pulled my head back, just to get a breath of air. Saliva dripped from my chin as I stared up at the amazing beast. A gasp slipped out from my mouth as it throbbed before me, intimidating and impressing me. I didn’t know cocks could be so big. I grabbed it carefully again, using both hands, and brought it back into my mouth. Now it was so thick that it was stretching my lips while I bobbed my head.

His hands nestled into my hair. He pulled me tight into his groin and he began to thrust gently, using my throat to massage the tip of his shaft. He was incredibly hard—and he was hard for me, putting a grin on my saliva-covered face.

He groaned louder and louder as his cock throbbed harder.

Then I fell back, gasping for air. Saliva dripped down from his bulbous tip. All of the muscles in his body were tensed and flexed. His shoulders were up near his ears as he took deep breaths. I managed to crawl up to my feet and turn around, bending over with my elbows planted firmly on his desk. “Fuck me,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

“Just do it,” I said.

He slowly came up behind me. He took my little gym shorts and pulled them down to my thighs, exposing my bum. Then he stuck one of his thick fingers under the waistband of my panties and pulled those down—just enough to expose my asshole. There was a long silence before his swollen tip squeezed in-between my butt cheeks. I gasped and clenched, closing my eyes. Was this really such a good idea? Was I really about to let a well-endowed man stick his cock into my asshole?

I took a deep breath. I wanted it so badly—but why? What was possessing me to crave anal sex? Since when had I ever wanted to be sodomized?

“Do it,” I said, unclenching—an act that took all of my willpower.

He grabbed my hips and then he firmly pushed his cock into me, filling me completely, making me gasp loudly as I felt my insides stretching. Are insides supposed to stretch? Were human bodies designed to be able to handle foot long cocks?

“Oh my God, you’re so tight,” he grunted, still pushing deeper and deeper. I could feel him through my abdomen, and then I could feel him up into my chest. Then—even though I know it’s not possible—I felt him up in my throat, gagging me with the tip of his cock. I wanted to moan his name but I couldn’t make any sounds.

He started pumping, sliding all the way back before slamming down, making my nerves tingle all over. The pleasure was immediate and powerful. I was groaning and squirming after just a few seconds—and that pleasure only became more and more intense. “Don’t stop,” I begged, clutching the edges of his desk with both of my hands. He pumped harder and harder. I groaned louder and louder.

And then I heard him scream and I felt something strange and shocking: warm pulses, deep inside of me, making me feel full and weirdly wet. He was coming, filling me with his thick substance. His pelvis was pressed against my bum, meaning his entire shaft was buried in my body.

He held it there for a moment before pulling out, leaving me with a gaping asshole and tingling skin. I slumped over his desk while he fell back, into a nearby chair, while a glob of cum oozed down the length of his amazing penis.

“Holy shit,” he mumbled. “That—That was insane.”

I was only able to nod my head, still unable to speak.

“You should probably get going. Your teacher is probably wondering where you are. I can call in and say that you stuck around to help clean up.”

“Thanks,” I was finally able to say as I pulled myself up to my feet. I looked into his eyes and saw the conflict: the mix of his elation with his confusion, knowing he’d just fucked a biological male—and a student.

“See you tomorrow,” I said, waving and smiling.


CHAPTER 8
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On that Friday morning, I woke up in a panic. I had lots of time before I needed to leave for school, but I knew it was my final opportunity to get dolled up: my last excuse to put on a cute outfit and try out a new makeup style. There were so many outfits and so many styles I wanted to try out—picking one seemed impossible, but sadly it was necessary.

I decided to go with a simple schoolgirl outfit, as it seemed most fitting for my final day as a schoolgirl. The skirt was probably too short and the blouse was probably too tight, but I still looked adorable and beyond fuckable. I went heavy with the eyeliner and the eye shadow, and thick with the lip-gloss. I was determined to turn heads, to prove to everyone and myself that I was able to be a female.

And it wasn’t until I was leaving out the front door of my house that I wondered: why did I care to prove such a thing to anyone? Why would I want people to think that I had it in me to be a convincing girl? Shouldn’t I just be happy as a man? I was born as a man and that hadn’t been a problem before… Or had it been a problem? Was I happier as a girl? Had I always secretly wanted to be a girl? Sometimes I would find myself staring at girls: at their little skirts and their cute shoes. My head would spin when a girl wore white stockings—maybe not because I had the hots for girls in white stockings, but because I wished I could be one of them…

I tried not to think about it. I tried to remind myself that I had one day left, and that was a good thing—not a bad thing. And maybe it was a good thing that I was excited to be a girl for one more day. That excitement would help me get through the day without any accidents. That excitement would help me finish Mrs. Carrington’s challenge, ensuring that I graduated come June.

But as I walked into the school, my heart was filled with a peculiar sadness. I looked around at all of the convincing trans girls and boys, and I thought about what that same scene would look like on Tuesday: boys dressed like boys and girls dressed like girls. Why did that thought make me so sad? What was I going to miss about the sight that was currently set before my eyes? Did I really wish Trans Acceptance Week could be every week?

During my second period, just before lunch break, the secretary made an announcement to remind everyone that Monday was a holiday, and that Trans Acceptance Week would be over in a matter of hours. Some students sighed in relief at the tail end of the message. I wasn’t so pleased. I looked down at my smooth thighs, crossed comfortable beneath my desk. Then I looked around the room at some of the other cuties.

The bell rang ten minutes later. I stuffed my books into my bag and stood up. Then Mrs. Gulka pointed at me. “Katie, could you just wait right there for me, please?” So I carefully sat back down, worried that I’d zoned out during an important piece of her lecture, putting me back on the chopping block despite my surprising devotion to the week of feminization.

Once the class was emptied out, she closed the door and walked over to her desk. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “Mrs. Carrington asked me to hold you before lunch. She’s coming to have a chat with you.”

My heart stammered. I thought about my week: the teachers and students that I’d fooled around with. Had someone ratted me out? Was I going to get in trouble for taking my feminine persona too far?

It was a minute later when the door opened, making me jump, even though I heard the footsteps coming. She walked into the room, hair slicked back the way it had been all week. She didn’t look at me as she crossed the room towards Mrs. Gulka’s desk. She leaned forward and the whispered, and then she finally turned to me with a little smirk. My heart fluttered again as I tried to swallow the lump in my throat.

“So you’ve made it. I have to say: I’m impressed,” she said, nodding her head.

I forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said, suddenly very conscious of my posture and my voice and even the fake eyelashes that were hovering over my eyes.

“I’ve received nothing but good feedback from your teachers. And I don’t know—I feel like you’ve learned a thing or two about being more accepting.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. “Well we still have a few hours left,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “Well, actually, because you did so well, I thought maybe you’d like to go home early today. Consider it a reward for being so committed. I’ll let your third and fourth period teachers know that you’ve been excused.”

Now my heart sunk into my gut. That was it? My time as a girl was over? I didn’t want it to be over. I was looking forward to those final two classes. I was looking forward to lunch, and my spare, so I could venture around the school and see what kind of attention I could drum up. I wanted to get a few more looks, and I wanted to harden a few more cocks. “Really?” I said.

“Yep. Go ahead,” she said. “You passed.”

“O—Okay,” I said, standing up slowly. I could feel the soft fabric of my outfit against my skin. It felt nice. I could even feel my tight lacy panties against my bum and crotch; I was going to miss that feeling. I started walking to the door. Out the little door window I could see my fellow classmates, all dolled up and happy, seemingly carefree. It had taken the whole week, but now there were no shy faces in the crowd. No one was self-conscious or timid. Sure, for some people it was just a silly week, but no one was making fun of it—no one was mocking anyone else for looking one way or another.

I stopped at the door. “Is something wrong, Aidyn?” asked my principal.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I don’t want to go home,” I said.

I looked back and saw my teacher and my principal staring at me with raised brows. “Excuse me?” asked Mrs. Carrington.

“You heard me. I don’t want to go home. I’m having fun. There’s only a few hours left and I don’t want to miss them.”

I watched as a big grin swept across her face. “I think you should go home, Aidyn,” she said.

“But then I’ll miss what’s left of the week,” I said. “And that’ll be it.”

She shook her head. “Why will that be it? There’s always next week.”

“But next week isn’t Trans Acceptance Week. It’ll just be another week and everyone will just be themselves again.”

“Well maybe you can finally be yourself,” she said. And now she was staring into my eyes, grinning. She knew something—something about me—something I didn’t even know about myself, and she’d known it this whole time.

I became still, heart pounding. My mind was quickly spinning around and around. I watched as she stood up and walked by me. “I have to meet with a few more students before the end of the lunch break,” she said, and then she left. Now Mrs. Gulka was staring at me, waiting for everything to click in my brain.

And was it clicking? Was I understanding the scenario right? Was Trans Acceptance Week designed for students like me to realize their true identities? Could Mrs. Carrington and the other teachers see qualities in the students that we couldn’t see ourselves? Were there others?

“Why don’t you go to the mall, Katie?” asked Mrs. Gulka. “There’s a big sale at Aritzia that I think you might like.” She smiled as a warm energy flooded into my heart.

And it turned out, I wasn’t the only one who got that afternoon off. I went to the mall, and at the mall I saw a number of other students: some more nervous than others. But even with the nervous ones, I could see that glimmer in their eyes: that excitement for the start of their new lives. I was excited. I’d never felt more excited as I stepped into that women’s clothing store and found myself surrounded by so many options. Now I didn’t just have to pick through my sister’s leftovers.

Now I could wear whatever I wanted.

I could be whoever I wanted to be.

THE END
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GANGED & BANGED


I spent my whole life dreaming of being an athlete. I’d always been good at sports, but there was one problem: that growth spurt I was waiting for never came. I was short, the same height I was when I was twelve years old. I thought that I was just going to be a late-bloomer, but my doctor told me one day, “You aren’t a late-bloomer, Kory. You were an early-bloomer. You just didn’t bloom to be so big.”

It seems like my dreams of being a Wildcat will never come true. I’ll never get to lead a team to victory. But Eva, the cheerleading captain, has a proposal for me. She insists that there is a way that I can still help the team, by motivating the players and building up their confidence. I thought that I was willing to do anything, but am I willing to put on a wig, some makeup, and a dress—for a dozen men?


CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


“There are other ways to help the team, son,” said Coach Meyers as he looked down at me, with his whistle dangling around his neck.

I bit down on the edge of my tongue and did my best not to roll my eyes. I’d heard it before—from Coach Willis and from Coach Andrews. They were all too afraid to tell me the truth: ‘You’re just too small to play sports, Kory.’ That’s what they all meant. ‘And there’s nothing you can do but buy the team merchandise and cheer from the stands.’

I didn’t make the volleyball team. I didn’t make the hockey team. Now, I wasn’t making the basketball team. It didn’t matter that I was one of the best in all the aforementioned tryouts. I’d always been a sports star, since I was just five. My bedroom at my parents’ house was basically just a shrine of all my achievements: medals, trophies, ribbons. I dominated every sport I ever played… until fairly recently. When I was thirteen, my hockey coach even pulled my parents aside and talked to them about the ‘very real possibility of Kory making it to the NHL one day.’

But that didn’t happen because that growth spurt never came. All of my coaches always assumed it was just around the corner. When it hadn’t hit by sixteen, I could tell that some of the coaches were getting worried. My parents started worrying around seventeen. At eighteen, I was in a full-blown panic. My NHL dreams were already gone; many of my teammates had already been drafted into the AHL, but the scouts all passed on me because of my size.

I was sure that I was just a late-bloomer. It was going to happen for me one day…

Then my nineteenth birthday came and I decided to see a doctor, to see if there was some issue with my development. I was two inches taller than five feet and seven inches shorter than the average man. “You’re just short, Kory,” my doctor said. “Some men are short. It’s not a medical issue. It’s just… your height.”

“But I’ve been five-two since I was eleven,” I said. When I was eleven, I was one of the taller kids in school.

“You aren’t a late-bloomer,” he said. “You were an early bloomer. You just didn’t bloom to be so big.” And he said it with a smile on his face, as if it was a little bit funny—as if I was going to get a kick out of his little joke. But it wasn’t funny. My dreams were ruined. I was supposed to be an athlete. I was supposed to take a team to the playoffs… maybe hockey, maybe volleyball, maybe basketball. I was one of those kids who could do it all. “What about ping pong?” my doctor asked. “You don’t have to be tall for that, do you? I love ping pong. I have a table in my living room.”

After a few weeks of misery, I altered my dreams slightly. Instead of eyeing the Olympics or the NHL, I decided to set my targets on the Wildcats, my university’s sports franchise. They had a volleyball team, a hockey team, a basketball team, a football team, a running team—I figured I could make just one of those teams. I figured I would slip into one roster and get to wear the Wildcats uniform. Maybe my picture would forever be framed in the university hallway. Future students would look at my face and all of my trophies in awe, and maybe they would aspire to be like me one day…

But the teams were passing on me. The coaches would snicker behind my back as I ran the drills and fought through all their little challenges. It really didn’t matter that I was consistently one of the best players on the field. I could tell that the coaches all thought my tryout successes were just flukes, and that I was too short to actually be good in competitions.

I was starting to think that they were right. Maybe it wasn’t some coincidence that each and every team was passing on me. Maybe being short was just no good for athletics.

On the basketball court sidelines, as Coach Meyers told me the bad news, the cheerleaders all giggled, looking away from me as I turned to look at them. Were they laughing at me? Probably. They’d been there when I was told I wasn’t cut out for the volleyball team too. They laughed then too.

And they had no idea how lucky they were. It didn’t matter how tall they were. There were no height requirements to make the cheerleading squad. They just had to be fit and hot—and, of course, female.

I glared at them with annoyance. I could have probably been a better cheerleader than them if I had a month to practice—not that I was interested in cheerleading. I’d always hated dancing. But I could do anything remotely athletic. I was gifted, but that gift was pointless because of my height.

My friends called me Rudy, but at least Rudy made the team in that movie…

“Don’t let those girls get to you, son,” said Coach Meyers as I turned to leave the gym, where I’d spent the last week trying to make the team. I wished he would have just told me when I stepped into the tryouts: ‘You’re too short, so don’t bother.’ Instead, he wasted my week. I pushed myself so hard. I was thirty minutes early every day and I stayed for an hour after practice, getting more shots in: an attempt to prove that I could be part of the team. But it just didn’t matter. I could have played like Michael Jordan, but my short stature just sealed my fate.

“I don’t care about them,” I said.

I was walking out of the gym when a blonde ran up to me in her green-and-white cheerleading costume. She had tall white stockings on, and her green-and-white pom-poms were still attached to her wrists. “The girls weren’t laughing at you,” she said to me. I didn’t want to look into her eyes. Those girls were at all the tryouts. They were the cheer squad for all the teams, and apparently for all the tryouts too.

“I’m sure that’s true,” I said with a grumpy smile.

“Okay, well a few of them were laughing. It’s just—you’re trying out for every team. Usually guys only try out for one team. Maybe next year, if you focus on one sport, you can make the team. That’s what I did.” She made a big, innocent smile. “It was between dance and this, and I chose this.”

“I’ll take that into consideration,” I said, trying to brush by her. Even she was six inches taller than me.

“Oh, don’t be so sour,” she said.

And then I bit down on my tongue. I took a deep breath into my lungs and I turned to her to unleash a bit of pent-up aggression. “You don’t know what it’s like,” I snapped. I was already embarrassed about my outburst, but I just couldn’t stop myself. “You don’t know what it’s like to be sidelined because of the way you were born. You were here every day for the tryouts. You saw me out there. I was better than the other guys. I mean—maybe not better than each and every one of them—but I was better than a lot of the guys who made the team. But I’m short, so apparently that means I’m not cut out. And next year I’ll be short too.”

She just stared at me with those blank, innocent eyes. The big green bow tying up her ponytail made her look even more innocent. “Do you even like basketball?” she asked casually.

“I like all sports,” I said with a strangely defiant tone.

“Which one is your favorite?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t have a favorite.”

“If I put a gun to your head and told you to pick a favorite or I would blow your brains out, which sport would you pick?”

I paused for a moment. I hated the question. I hated the silly hypothetical that would never exist in reality. “I don’t know,” I said, refusing to answer the question. “I just want to be on a team. I want to see a team win—because of me.”

“Well there are other ways to support your team,” she said with a smile. Then she motioned down at her own body. “That’s what I’m doing!” She was so bubbly and naïve. And she was spurting the same bullshit that the coaches spurted when I tried to argue with them.

“Alright,” I smiled. “I’ll make a sign and cheer at all the games. Hopefully the players are able to see me. Hopefully I don’t get a seat behind a tall guy who blocks me out.” I moved by her and walked down the hallway, towards the bus station so I could get home.

“Wow, you’re a real downer,” she said, catching up with me.

“I guess so,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Is that a serious question?”

“Sure,” she smiled, skipping next to me now. I was trying to move quickly, but she had no issues keeping up with me. Her legs were much longer, after all.

“I’ve been turned away by three coaches,” I said. “I have a feeling the football team is going to turn me away next week, and then the track team will definitely pass on me.”

“What about chess? Are you good at chess?”

“I’ve never played, but I’m sure I would be good,” I said.

“Then try out for the chess team,” she said with a warm smile, still skipping next to me.

“It’s not a sport,” I said. “And it’s not a team. You don’t play chess on a team. I mean—maybe they give out prizes to ‘teams’, but it’s an individual game.”

“Oh, I see,” she said. “You want to be the hero. You want the glory of leading a team to victory.”

“Does that make me a villain?” I asked, stopping and looking at her. “I think it’s only natural for a man to want to be part of a winning team. Would it be cool to be the hero? Sure. But really, I just want to contribute to a victory. I want to think that I helped out in some way—more substantial than just waving a sign.”

I started walking again, and she kept skipping along next to me. I didn’t mind being seen with a cute blonde cheerleader, but I had no idea why she was following me. Now, she wasn’t even chatting. She didn’t even look like she had anything else to say… but she was still following me. At first, I assumed she was just heading to the same bus station. Then, I started to think that she was just trying to tease me. “Is there a reason you’re following me?” I asked.

“I know a way you can help,” she said.

“Let me guess… water boy?” I said.

She giggled. “No. It’s not like that. It’s kind of weird. But if you actually care about helping, and not just being the hero, then maybe you might be interested. Though you seem to have a bit of an ego. I’m not sure your ego could handle it.” She giggled again, and now I knew she was just teasing me.

“Spit it out already!” I said.

“I won’t say who—that’s a secret—but one of the guys on the wrestling team likes girly boys.”

I stopped and felt the color rushing from my face. Was she calling me a girly boy? “Excuse me?” I said. I think I would have slapped her had she been a man.

“It’s kind of a secret, so don’t go telling anyone. Before each match last year, we would get a different boy to dress up and flirt with him—get him all excited and energized. It sounds silly, but he won a lot of matches last year.”

“You’re nuts,” I said. “And I know what you’re trying to do. You’re trying to prank me. You’re trying to humiliate me—because I’m an easy target. Believe me: I’m used to it. I know when someone is trying to fuck with me, because people have been fucking with me for the last five years because I’m small. I get it: I’m small. Laugh it up. But I’m not going to fall for you little prank.”

“You said you wanted to help, I told you how you can help. Don’t get all bent up.” She rolled her eyes and shook her head. And now I was confused. Was she being serious? Was there really some guy who needed some weird trap to flirt with him, just so he could perform in competition?

“Prove it,” I said.

“Prove what? That I’m trying to help you?”

“No, prove that you’re not lying about this guy. Who is he?”

“I can’t tell you that. He’s a good friend of mine, and he’s always been super nice to the other girls. I’m not going to rat him out, and I won’t rat you out if you were to help out. But I know you’re not going to do it, so let’s just drop it.”

“Who is he?” I asked again, now getting even more curious. I knew all the wrestlers—not personally, but I was familiar with the roster. I knew all of the guys on all of the teams. I’d met many of them at tryout parties. Some were even guys I went to high school with, not too far from that university.

“I’m not telling you!” she said.

“So it is a prank then,” I said, brushing her off.

“It’s not. Just forget about it. I made the mistake of believing you for just a split second, about wanting to help out the Wildcats. But you just want to be the star. That’s fine. There’s nothing wrong with wanting glory. Just don’t pretend to be some altruist who just wants to help, no matter what.”

I don’t know why, but I was starting to believe her. And I was starting to feel the need to prove to her that I wasn’t lying, and that I wasn’t afraid of her silly little suggestion. I’d always told myself that I could do anything, and I was sure of it. “How can I be sure that you won’t—I don’t know—take pictures of me and send them to the whole school?”

She giggled. “If I did that, a few people might laugh at you. But more likely, they would come after me. I would get kicked off the cheer squad for being transphobic. This isn’t the 80s.”

I paused for a moment. I had no idea why I was considering this nonsense scheme. Maybe it was because I hadn’t done anything in so long. I couldn’t remember the last time I was on a team. I’d quit all of the sports I was enrolled in, one by one, as they started demoting me for seemingly no reason. I would score all of the goals and then the season would end and the coach would come up to me and say, “Next year, we’re putting you in the lower group. Try not to take it personally.” None of them would say why, but I knew it was because of my height.

Now—assuming she was telling me the truth—I had the opportunity to help someone out. Maybe it was a bit unorthodox, but it was a chance nonetheless. “If this is a prank, I’ll put all of my time and energy into ruining you,” I said quietly.

“You’re an angry little guy, aren’t you?” she said. And then I thought about storming away from her. I hated being called ‘little’, especially after being cut from a team because I was small. But that anger brewing inside of me only made me feel more determined to prove to her that I meant what I said: I only cared about winning and not about being the hero. I wanted the Wildcats to be the best athletics program in the province—maybe even the best athletics program in the country. And if this would help slightly…

“Just stop with all the giggling. When are we going to do this?”

“Don’t you want to know my name first?” she asked.

“Whatever,” I said.

“I’m Eva,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Kory.”

She smiled. “Ready to put your money where your mouth is, Kory?”
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Iobviously flip-flopped. Every now and then, I would get a moment of clarity and realize the whole thing was insane. Then, I would remember that look on her face: that judging look, as if she thought I was totally hopeless and nothing but talk. I just had to prove her wrong, even if it was a completely nonsense thing to do.

It was the night before the year’s first wrestling competition. Eva messaged me. “Hey Kory. Hope you didn’t me a fake number. You free tonight? The big match is tomorrow morning.”

I hesitated before replying. “You’re not going to make me do anything weird, right? And none of this is going to be recorded or anything—is it?”

“Just come down to the gym. I’ll meet you outside.”

It was dark out—nearly 11:00 PM. I was tired from a long day of class—and tired from a long day of stressing out over this little scheme. I still had no idea what I’d signed myself up for. From what I could understand, they were going to put some mascara on me and make me flirt with some guy… that was it. I really didn’t get it, but I wasn’t there to understand their motives. I was just there to prove Eva wrong.

I was going to prove her wrong.

I stood at the gym doors for a long ten minutes. The air was cool and the moon was bright. I paced back and forth, constantly waiting for a team of jocks to jump out and point at me, laughing. “You were really going to do it!” I could imagine them all yelling. “You were going to pretend to be gay just to make a point!” And was I just there to make a point? Or did I really want to help the team?

I rolled my eyes. Sure, I was small, but I probably could have won that wrestling tournament. I was the best wrestler in my junior high school… In high school, the gym teacher wouldn’t let me wrestle because he was worried that I would get hurt. But before high school, I was the best. I knew a few great moves that always took my opponents by surprise. They never saw it coming—and maybe it was because I was small. I was small, but I wasn’t weak. I had a strong grip, and—

“Kory!” hushed a voice from a faraway doorway. It was Eva. She was standing with a smile on her face. “Come over here. We need to get you ready.”

I walked over with my hands in my pockets. She pulled a key out from her pocket. Now, she wasn’t dolled up like a cheerleader. Now, she was wearing a grey Wildcats hoodie and a pair of black leggings. She let me into that side door before slipping in behind me and locking the door with that key. “They gave you a key?” I asked.

“All team captains have a key,” she said.

“You’re the cheerleading captain?” I said.

She nodded her head. “Why does that surprise you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I was admittedly a bit jealous, even though I had no interest in cheerleading. I wanted to be a captain one day. I was good enough to be one. Someone just had to give me a chance first…

“Okay,” she said. “We’re meeting him in one hour, so we have to get you ready. I’m going to do your makeup and hair. You have to practice your voice. We’ll go over a few little lines that he likes. He really likes it when girls compliment his arms.”

“Girls?” I said. “I thought you were just going to make me look like a gay.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I told you that he likes girly boys. Hmm… maybe ‘girly boys’ wasn’t the best term. He likes guys dressed up like girls—and he likes them to be convincing.”

“This has to be a joke,” I said, feeling my skin turning cold.

“A joke?” she said. “No! Don’t judge the guy for what he likes. All you have to do is get him excited. You don’t have to kiss him or sleep with him or suck his dick or anything. He just likes flirting. Tell him you’re going to be at his match tomorrow. Believe me—this is how we got him out of his slump last year. He likes what he likes. I’m sure you like weird stuff too—I’m not going to judge you.”

“This is just crazy,” I said.

“Are you going to do it or not?”

I paused for a moment, considering my options. My heart fluttered and my stomach turned. My skin was tingling all over. Why was I even considering this? “You promise this isn’t some sort of setup?”

She smiled. “You’re really surprising me, Kory,” she said. “I had you wrong from the start.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I asked.

“C’mon, this way. We don’t have a ton of time.” She led me down the hallway towards the dressing rooms. That whole basement area was so desolate and strange. I’d never seen it so empty before. “Is it just us here?” I asked.

“A few of the other girls are here somewhere,” she said. “But don’t worry about them. They’re just working on their outfits for tomorrow’s matches.” We went into one of the changing rooms. There was a small table set up, covered in makeup. On another table was a selection of wigs, and then there was a rack of clothes. “We’ll get you pretty and then we’ll go meet up with our wrestler friend,” she said.

I took a seat in the chair that I assumed was for me. “I’m only doing this for the Wildcats,” I said. Though maybe I was doing it to prove a point—and now, that point escaped me. The anxiety was looming heavily over my head, making me forget what I’d even signed myself up for.

She got right to work, starting with makeup. She gently wiped my face with wipes before applying some sort of soft cream. She rubbed my cheeks and my forehead and my nose and then she wiped some down my neck. “You have very supple skin,” she said.

“Is that a good thing?”

“It is for this,” she said. So I assumed she meant, ‘No, it’s a bad thing for a man, just like your height.’

“You honestly think that I can look like a woman?” I asked.

“Oh yeah. We made lots of guys look like girls last year. And they weren’t nearly as…” She paused for a moment.

“Short. Just say it. They weren’t as small as me.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “You’re obsessed with your height. Do you honestly think that it’s all anyone thinks about?”

“Just admit that you were going to say height,” I said as she began to smear lines of a dark cream across my cheekbones.

“I wasn’t,” she said. “I was going to say that you had feminine features, like high cheekbones and a smooth jawline—but I was worried I was going to offend you. I’m an inch taller than the average man. Does that mean that I look masculine?”

“Whatever,” I said.

“You may be the most stubborn man I’ve ever met,” said Eva. And then she began to blend the creams on my face before reaching for a little brush and a colorful pallet.

“So wait,” I said. “Do you honestly think my size had nothing to do with me not making those teams?”

“I’m not a coach, so I can’t say anything with certainty.”

“But that’s what you think,” I said.

“It’s not. I think you didn’t make the teams because you weren’t a team player.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “I scored more goals than anyone at the hockey tryouts. I was third with assists. Nobody else put up those numbers.”

“Exactly,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I groaned. She just didn’t get it. “Just tell me what you want me to say to this guy,” I said.

“Okay,” she smiled. “Let’s practice while I do your eyes. He’s going to want to hear that you like his body—his arms in particular. Maybe feel them with your hands if you’re comfortable with that. Tell him that he’s handsome. Ask him what he’s doing next week. Try it on me. Make your voice as convincing as possible.”

I shook my head before clearing my throat. “Hey there,” I said softly, with a high-pitched voice. “You’re, like, super handsome. Do you work out?”

She giggled. “That was pretty good! The voice comes natural to you, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t push it,” I groaned.

“Quit taking offense to everything. It’s borderline unbearable.”

“You’re calling me unbearable?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Well… Borderline unbearable. I can handle you in small doses. You just need to be more positive. Quit taking everything so personally—and so seriously. Just be happy that you’re helping a guy out. Don’t you believe in karma, Kory?”

“No,” I said.

“Well you should start believing in it, because it’s real. I’ve experienced it firsthand. If you put positivity into the universe, the universe will reward you.”

“Now you’re getting preachy,” I said as she began to paint thin black lines on my eyelids. I groaned again, hating the fact that I was being ‘dolled up’ for some silly pseudo-date with a closeted-homosexual… at least that’s what it sounded like he was. I had no idea what he was or what his deal was—or who he was. It didn’t really matter. I just had to prove my point for the sake of my own ego.

“You’re starting to look pretty,” she said. And I nearly lashed out at her again, but then I bit my tongue. Now, I wanted to prove another point. I wanted to prove that I wasn’t easily offended. I wanted to prove that I could take matters more casually. So I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders.

“I’m the best at everything,” I said. “And apparently that includes looking like a girl.”

She giggled. “That’s better, Kory,” she said. “But keep working on the voice. We don’t want Bruce to get uncomfortable.

“Bruce?” I said. “Bruce Senotov?”

She paused and her cheeks turned red. “Oops,” she said. “I didn’t mean to let that one slip.”

Bruce Senotov wasn’t just some random guy on the Wildcats wrestling team. Bruce was the star of the show. He was the three-time provincial champion, and the two-time national champion. He was trying for a spot on the Olympics. There were half a dozen pictures of him down the school’s hallway of champions… And he was a beast. He weighed nearly three-hundred pounds, and that was mostly muscle. “You’re fucking with me, right?” I said.

“Bruce likes what he likes, Kory,” she said, now whispering as if she was worried someone would hear us. “It’s our job to make sure he performs at his best. So don’t screw this up. He needs the points from this weekend to secure his spot at the Olympic qualifiers in a month.”

“No pressure or anything…” I said.

“Try saying that in your girl voice.”

I bit my tongue. Now I was really regretting this. I didn’t want Bruce Senotov to see me dolled up like a girl. I didn’t want him getting angry with me and crushing me underneath his size-22 foot. “I—I don’t think I can do this,” I said, trying to sit up. She put her hand on my chest and pushed me back down.

“You just have to flirt with him,” she said, suddenly with wide eyes. “It’s important. We have to get him amped up for his match tomorrow. C’mon, Kory. It’s just some harmless flirting.”

“No. No way. Find someone else. I don’t know what I was thinking.” I pushed my way out of that chair and went straight towards the door. “Where’s the bathroom so I can clean my face up?”

“Kory!” she said, chasing after me. “Please, Kory? I already sent him a text after you showed up here. He’s expecting to see you. C’mon, Kory, I’ll make it worth your while! Me and the girls will make it worth your while.”

Then I paused. I turned to look at her. She had a slight grin on her face. She bit her bottom lip and shrugged her shoulders. “What are you saying?” I asked.

“We’ll make it worth it,” she said, blushing. “Just trust me. But you have to do this for us. You have to do it for the Wildcats.”

I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed as I stood there. I turned to see a mirror, and I saw what she’d done so far. I actually looked strangely feminine, with my face covered in girly makeup. My eyes looked big, surrounded by a soft green hue and dark eyeliner.

And I was pretty sure that she was bargaining with sex. Was she going to put out if I did this for her? And did she really just want me to flirt with the guy? That was easy enough. I knew what guys wanted to hear, because I knew what I wanted to hear. I could smile and giggle and tell a guy that he had big arms.

I sat back down in that chair. Eva smiled and approached me with her makeup brush in hand. “You’re a real team player,” she said.

I tried not to groan. I was committed to proving to her that I could behave myself, and that I could play along without taking a hit to my ego.
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Ifelt like an absolute nutjob as I stood outside of that dorm building. It was a Friday night and the campus was buzzing as students went from their dorms to the nearby house parties. Some students were camped out on the grass, watching the stars together on their little dates. Some students were working on homework out in the fresh air, surrounded by the old sandstone buildings.

And there was me: standing in a short skirt, padded bralette, tight tank top, and long blonde wig. Eva was next to me. I tried not to look at all of the people passing by. I felt the occasional gaze turn my way. I swear I could even hear the occasional snicker. I must have looked ridiculous, but at least I wasn’t recognizable. At least I didn’t think I was.

Before we left that gym changing room, I stared at myself in the mirror. Eva did a smashing job, using contouring to change the shape of my face, and to make my eyes look bigger and brighter. The fake eyelashes made a huge difference as well, but not as much as the straight blonde bangs that were now covering my forehead. I actually thought I looked a bit like a girl. Eva seemed to think that I was one of the most convincing girly boys she’d ever seen. “I wouldn’t know,” she said, but I knew she was just trying to build up my confidence before the big event.

Now, I was trying to control my breathing. “Bruce is on his way down,” Eva whispered. “I’ll introduce you, and then you will go for a walk with him. Chat with him for a while and build up his confidence.”

“Easy,” I said with a grin. I hated what I was doing, but I liked the idea of having a goal that I could crush. It almost felt like I was being put out on the ice, and the coach was asking me to score the big game winning goal in overtime. It was starting to seem like I was never going to get that chance in a real sport, but maybe this wasn’t too far off. Maybe Eva was right: if I pulled this off, it meant Bruce winning his match. If I failed, he would go into his fight feeling lousy and uncertain.

The door opened and he stepped out, looking taller and thicker than ever, like a giant stomping his heavy feet on the ground. My heart trembled and I felt the color rushing from my face. “Hey, Bruce!” said Eva, skipping towards him. I think I was supposed to follow, but I was rendered frozen with fear. I just stared up at him and shook all over, terrified he was going to crush me in his giant fist.

He eyed me before looking at Eva with a warm smile. They hugged and then they chatted, but I was too far away to hear them. Was I supposed to go up, or was I okay keeping my distance?

I took another deep breath. I looked down at my bare legs, which were awkwardly shaved. Well, they weren’t completely shaved. Eva made me shave my thighs, but she let me leave the rest, since I was wearing tall stockings. Eva also insisted that I shave around my crotch. “Just in case,” she told me.

“Just in case what?” I asked.

“In case the wind blows your skirt up or something. I’m not telling you to completely wax your balls, Kory. Just clean it up down there.” So I did, but I didn’t like doing it.

Still, I felt the need now to hold my skirt down with both of my hands, worried it would blow up and he would see a few hairs that I missed. I wanted him to think that I was a girly boy. I wanted him to win his match. Though I still couldn’t quite wrap my head around how this was going to help him.

Bruce stepped away from Eva. He came up to me with a blushing smile. “Hi there,” he said with his deep voice. “I’m Bruce. Eva told me that you wanted to meet me.”

I stared into his eyes, still not convinced he wasn’t about to crush me to death. Then I managed to nod my head slowly, forcing a smile. My glossy lips pressed together, and it was a weird feeling. I was constantly tempted to lick my lips, but I had to keep reminding myself that I didn’t want to ruin my makeup.

“Would you like to go for a walk with me?” he asked.

I kept staring into his eyes. I didn’t know what to do or say. His words were processing slowly in my brain. “O—Okay,” I finally managed to whisper. Then we started walking. Eva didn’t come along. She stayed back. I looked at her, hoping she would find some way to rescue me, but she just watched me leave with a smile on her innocent face.

And once again, I found myself trying to figure out how I ended up in that position. What did I do to deserve this? Why did I agree to this insane plan? What even was the plan?

“So you’re shy, huh?” he asked, putting his hands into his pockets. Now, we were wandering away from the dorm building, down a darker path through the campus. We were close to where my English classes were, but there were no classes in session now—just a few lit windows where students were studying. “That’s okay. I’m actually pretty shy too,” he continued. “Eva didn’t tell me your name.”

“It’s Kari,” I said softly.

He smiled and nodded. “I like that name,” he said. He was much more soft-spoken than I expected. I’d seen him wrestling men to the ground with ease before. I’d seen his face turning dark red as he pinned a three-hundred-pound hunk to the floor and held them there.

And now I was staring to worry that he was going to recognize me—not in that moment, but later, once I finally made it onto a Wildcats team. I knew that the Wildcats teams all got together and partied from time to time. If I ended up on the baseball team or the lacrosse team or something, then we were bound to meet again. If he saw me while I was in boy form, what would he think?

“You’re very pretty, Kari,” he said.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“I mean it. I’m not just saying that.”

Then we walked in silence for a while. I knew he didn’t really mean it. He was just trying to be nice to get me out of my shell. But I was too afraid to come out from my shell. Now, I just wanted this ‘date’ to be over. I shouldn’t have agreed to it in the first place…

But I hadn’t forgotten Eva’s offer. She was going to reward me if I could come through for her. She offered sex—at least that’s what it seemed like, and I really wanted to fuck the cheer captain’s brains out.

So I bit down on my tongue, forced a smile, and said, “You’re very handsome, Bruce.”

I watched as his face turned dark red. He laughed and then he looked at me, and I looked away suddenly, terrified he would get too good of a look at my face. “Oh, don’t lie to me,” he laughed.

“I’m not lying,” I said. “And you’re… like… really strong.” I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. It took a lot of willpower to force myself to reach out and touch his bicep, which was frighteningly big and hard. “You—You don’t mind if I feel it, do you?”

“Go for it,” he grinned. Then he cleared his throat. “So Eva said you’re freshly out of a relationship. That true?”

I fought myself to nod my head with a smile on my face.

“Did it end badly?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Well, the guy must be a dumbass, because he let you go.”

And now I wasn’t sure what to say. I felt like I’d already used up all of my ammunition. I told him he was handsome; I complimented his muscles… what else could I say? My brain was running on empty. I just walked next to him for a long few minutes as the moon lit our path.

“I need to be up early for a competition,” he said.

“Are you going to win it?” I asked.

“I’m going to try. But I—I don’t know. I’ve been off of my game lately. I don’t know if this is going to be my year,” he said, looking down at his feet. And I knew that this was my opportunity.

“Maybe I’ll come and watch. I want to see you win,” I said in that girly voice that I spent an hour practicing with Eva.

His face lit up. “Really?” he said. “I mean—I hope I don’t lose in front of you.” He looked back down and let out a nervous laugh.

“You won’t,” I said. Eva was right; he really did have confidence issues. And how was it possible? He was the champion. He was one of the best college wrestlers in the world.

“What makes you think that?” he asked, looking into my eyes.

Then I engaged my brain in a battle. I fought, squirming and trying not to groan aloud. I knew what I had to do. I knew what Bruce wanted. I knew what he needed for motivation. I reached out and took his hand. My heart skipped a beat. I had to do this for the team. I had to do this for the Wildcats—and so I could get some action from Eva, and maybe from her cheerleader friends too.

I took his hand and pulled it under my skirt. I brought his hand to my cock and made him feel it, tucked into my tight panties. God, it felt so wrong, having another man feel my cock. I felt so dirty. I felt so ashamed in such a strange way. “Do it for me,” I whispered.

His face turned dark red—almost purple. He nodded his head slowly, now looking like a hungry dog. I let go of his hand, forced a small giggle, and I kept skipping down that path, doing my best to stay in character. He remained paused for a moment before springing back to life.

“O—Okay,” he said. “I’ll win. I’ll win it for you, Kari. And then we’ll go out on a proper date. I’ll get to know you better. I feel like I don’t know you at all. But it’s weird. I feel like I know you better than any girl I’ve ever met before.”

So it was true: Bruce Senotov really liked girly boys. He was beaming now, and bouncing around confidently, happy that he touched my dick.

And that was apparently all he needed. We walked back to his dorm. He blushed and looked into my eyes “Are you really going to watch my match tomorrow?” he asked.

I nodded my head, even though I had no intention of showing up to that event dressed like a girl. The humiliation would kill me. But I knew it was going to be a packed house. I could show up as myself, as a man, see his performance, and then I could send him a few flirty text messages before ghosting him later on. The cheerleaders would find him another girly boy to keep his spirits up before the next contest.

He gave me a hug, squeezing the life out of me for a moment before blushing again and turning to go up to his bed. Eva called out to me a minute later.

“Over here!” she said. I rushed over to her. I couldn’t wait to get out of that skirt and that bralette—and especially those panties. I felt so out of my element. I felt like everyone was staring at me, even though I never actually caught a single person looking at me, unless Bruce counted. “How did it go?”

“I did what you told me to do. He’s going to win his game tomorrow,” I said.

“That’s the Wildcats spirit!” she said, bouncing up and down as if I just gave her a front row ticket to the next Justin Bieber concert.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas tingling all over as she led me back to the gymnasium building. We went in through that same side door, using the key that was only given to team captains. We snuck down the hallway. She was holding my hand and gently pulling me. I kept my eyes on her tush as her skirt bounced up and down.

This was perfect. It was almost too easy. I just had to put on a silly disguise and flirt with a guy for ten minutes, and now I was getting pussy. I was the luckiest man on that campus. And I wasn’t just getting any pussy: I was getting pussy from the cheerleading squad captain, a stunning blond with big breasts and a firm, round ass.

We went into the cheerleaders’ changing room. Three girls behind sewing machines perked up. One of them was wearing an almost-finished green-and-white cheerleading costume. One girl was just wearing her bra and panties. The final girl was in a satin nightdress, with her hair tied up in a green scrunchy. They all paused and stared at me with wide eyes. “Who’s the girl?” the girl in the bra and panties asked.

“Bruce’s date tonight,” said Eva with a big smile.

Then the girls gasped. They all looked at me with big, glowing eyes. Their lips were parted. “You’re a guy?” one of them said.

It was the quickest way to burn down my confidence. I squirmed and shrugged my shoulders. “Eva did a good job,” I said softly. And I wasn’t sure if I could use my man voice again or not. In that costume, it just seemed weird to suddenly speak in my normal, deep voice. Though my normal voice wasn’t really so deep… It wasn’t girly, but it wasn’t exactly manly. I suppose it wasn’t doing me any favors on the manliness front.

“I made a deal with him,” Eva said. “I told him if he helped Bruce, we would mess around with him. And, well, he helped Bruce.”

“Looking like that, I bet Bruce is over the moon right now!” said the girl in the nearly-finished cheerleading costume.

I felt myself blushing. I didn’t like all of the little comments insinuating that I looked like a perfectly convincing girl. I knew it was my height…

“I’m just going to grab a few things. If you girls want to help me reward him—I wouldn’t be mad. And I’m sure he would be thrilled as well.”

Now I could feel myself turning dark red as the girls rose to their feet. They all had smiles on. They came towards me, and I thought they were going to start making out with me, sucking my face and bending over for me to dominate them. But instead, they came over and started examining me, admiring my makeup, feeling my skin, staring into my eyes. One girl went behind me and put her hands on my waist. She gently moved those hands down, feeling my hips. “His curves!” she said.

“I love the way you did your eyeliner,” said the half-naked girl as she stared into my eyes.

“Thanks. But Eva did it,” I said.

One of the girls lifted up my skirt and touched my cock, making me gasp. She gasped as well before giggling. “I just had to make sure,” she said. “He’s really a boy!”

My heart fell deeper into my stomach. They all giggled. I felt like I was right back in front of Coach Meyers, being told I wasn’t making the team. These were the same girls that were there, giggling at me. I wondered now if they recognized me.

Then, one girl put her hands on my shoulders. “Thanks for being a team player,” she said, staring deep into my eyes. “Would you like to kiss me?”

“Okay,” I said softly.

Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. I could tolerate a bit of bullying to get a kiss from a beautiful cheerleader. She leaned forward, sliding her forearms across my shoulders until her wrists were crossed behind my head. She pushed her tongue into my mouth. I could feel the other girls feeling me, all over. They felt my ass and my hips and one of them even took a moment to feel my non-existent breasts.

And it was going great, until the girl leaned back, licked her lips, and said, “She even kisses like a girl.”

“He,” I corrected. “I’m just wearing this for you girls.”

They giggled, and then the kissing resumed. A small, stubborn part of me wanted to pull myself away and tell them to get bent. They were lucky that I was horny. I didn’t love their little remarks and comments.

“Her bum is nicer than mine!” said a girl behind me.

“Her tits feel real,” said another.

“She really does kiss like a girl,” said the girl in front of me.

I had to bite my tongue for a moment. It almost seemed like they were trying to get a reaction out of me. I decided not to give it to them.

Then Eva came back, running into the room giggling. She stopped in the middle of the changing room and got undressed. I watched as she pulled off her top, letting her big boobs fall down and bounce as they settled into place. Then she shimmied down her skirt. My heart started pounding hard.

Yes, this was all worth it.

I decided to pull off the top of the girl in front of me. She let me. She let me unclip her bra. She let me look at her big nipples. She let me squeeze her soft, heavy rack. Then she even let me suck on her nipples. She moaned softly.

Then I felt the fingers between my butt cheeks. I felt them picking out my panties. There was a silence in the room, then I gasped as I felt the warm, wet tongue sliding up my crack. The girls all giggled. The licker giggled too before doing it again, this time pushing deeper. She went deeper and deeper until she had the tip of her tongue in my anus. I clenched hard, feeling awkward and tense. I took a series of deep breaths.

Her tongue pushed into me slightly. She giggled again. It kind of felt nice in a funny way. Her togue was so soft and so warm and so wet. She flicked her tongue gently, massaging my rim. I kept sucking those big, fat nipples.

Then, one of the girls grabbed my cock and began to massage it. I was hard, but she wasn’t stroking me. She was just rubbing me, pushing her palms in small circles, as if she was rubbing a pussy. She even bent my erection down and began to stimulate my tip as if it was a clit. It still felt good, so I didn’t stop her, but it was starting to get a bit… weird.

And then it got weirder. The girl eating me out moved aside. She stood next to me and grabbed one of my hands, pushing it to her breast. Another girl took my other hand and pushed it to her other breast. They both giggled, but I was happy to fondle their tits. But there was more to their giggling… I felt a sudden dull pressure push between my butt cheeks. I felt it forcing itself against my hole. I clenched hard and tried to stand up, but now the girls were holding me down, giggling.

“Hey! What are you doing?” I asked.

I turned my head but could only see Eva with a blushing smile on her face. She was looking down at my butt, and that’s where her hands were as well. She was doing something—trying to push something into my—

“Oh God!” I gasped as it penetrated me. The girls laughed. One even snorted. One of them slapped me on the ass.

“Take it, girly!” she hollered.

I felt it pushing into my body. I felt the hard ribs, sliding deep. It was a strap-on cock! They were fucking me with a strap-on!

And across the room, the fourth girl was getting her own strap-on fastened around her pelvis. It was big ang black: thick and adorned with big fake veins. “Oh God…” I groaned again, feeling it deep inside of my body.

The two girls were still holding my arms, keeping me bent over. At least one had the decency to pull my hand down between her legs, so I could feel her pussy, so I could feel like I was still a straight man and not some sissy.

Eva started thrusting. The girls laughed as my body went suddenly limp. “She likes it! She likes it!” one bounced.

“And she’s taking it like a queen!”

Eva was thrusting hard, sliding that long toy in and out of my body. I’d never been penetrated before. I was a virgin back there… until that night.

It didn’t hurt. It just felt… weird, like a dull pressure moving up and down inside of my backside. At times it felt like it was up near my lungs. At times it felt like it was in my throat. My legs were beginning to tremble. I slumped forward again, but the girls caught me.

Then Eva pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. The other girls slipped in, pressing her big black cock deep. It was much, much thicker, stretching my hole wide. Now it hurt a little bit. Now I was straining and groaning and trying not to shed a tear. I clenched hard but it didn’t seem to make a difference. She started pumping me, and the girls all leaned over to watch as my hole was abused. “Wow!” one even said.

Now Eva was holding my hand and the mostly-nude girl was getting a strap-on around her pelvis.

They took turns fucking me while holding down. The girl with the big black cock made me suck her toy, tasting my own anus while her friends took turns with me.

After fifteen minutes, I was down on my knees, no longer able to stand. They were still rotating. I couldn’t clench hard enough to close my hole. I was covered in sweat and my body was simply exhausted from trying to clench my muscles.

It was embarrassing—but the embarrassment was about to get worse.

“She’s coming!” one of the girls shouted, then three of them crowded down around me to see my erection as I gushed cum onto the floor. God, it was so humiliating! I didn’t even touch myself. Nobody had touched me there for fifteen minutes. But the girl inside of my bum now was hitting a spot that just made everything tingle. It was a nice feeling, but that embarrassment stopped me from enjoying the euphoria.

The girls giggled. One of them fingered the tip of my cock before tasting my cum. Her friends called her a slut, and she just shrugged her shoulders.

And the giggling continued as they got themselves cleaned up and they went about tidying the room. It wasn’t long before they were all pretending like nothing had happened. Eva pulled me up to my feet. “There’s your reward, Kory,” she smiled.

I was too embarrassed to reply. It wasn’t at all what I thought I was getting. My cock never entered a single pussy. And now, I was worried that word was going to get around that I let a bunch of girls gang-bang me in a dressing room.

I went straight to the washroom to get cleaned up, and then I left through a narrow hallway leading to an emergency exit, so that I wouldn’t have to face the girls again on my way out.


CHAPTER 5
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The gymnasium was flooded with Wildcats fans the next morning. Getting in was no easy task. At the door, they told me that they were beyond capacity, and that I would have to wait—but I wanted to see Bruce’s match, so I found another way in, through that side door. I had to wait for a smoker to slip out before I ran up and grabbed the door before it closed and locked, and then I snuck through the athletes’ hallways before finding the main area where the event was taking place.

Bruce went up about five minutes after I got in. He was up against a big guy: a newcomer from New Brunswick. It was the ‘headline’ match of the morning, and Bruce won it easily, displaying his confidence and his strength as Wildcats fans cheered for him the way I wished they would cheer for me… Maybe one day I would make one of those teams.

But I tried to accept it as a little victory for myself. I had no idea if my little contribution actually made a difference; Eva had me convinced that it possibly made a small difference. And in a way, that made me feel like I was a little bit part of the team.

Maybe it made more of a difference than I realized.

After the match, I saw Bruce looking around at the crowds. He was clearly trying to find someone. His face was glowing as his coach tried to lead him back to the locker room, but Bruce was seemingly determined to find that face in the crowd. Was he looking for me? Did he win the match for me?

I felt awkward, but in a way, it was nice to feel appreciated. I decided to send him a text message. “Great fight, Bruce!” I wrote. “Sorry I have to run to a class this morning, but I saw the whole thing. Good work!”

Ten minutes later, he replied. “Thank you so much, Kari. Let me know when you have some free time and we can meet up.”

“For sure!” I replied. I wasn’t looking forward to stringing him along for weeks—and maybe for months. But I’d done my job. I helped to seal a victory for the Wildcats.

In a way, I was part of the team.

For the rest of that morning, I was buzzing. I stuck around to watch a few more fights, and then I saw the cheerleaders take centerstage while the event organizers got the place cleaned up for the next round of fights. I watched the beautiful girls jump and kick and twirl, shaking their pom-poms. Men ogled the girls with parted, drooling lips. They really were beautiful; they were possibly the most beautiful cheerleaders in the province.

The opposing teams’ cheerleaders did their routines, but they didn’t get the same reaction.

As Eva was finishing up her routine, her gaze met mine. She smiled and winked, and then she turned to the crowd and waved, shaking her pom-poms. The crowd cheered and then the next round of matches was underway.

Eva’s eyes found me again. This time, she waved me over, telling me to follow her before she jogged back to the changing rooms. So I found my way back to that maze of hallways, back down that narrow passageway that led away from the main area and into the athletes’ area.

Eva was in the hall waiting for me. “Bruce did great,” she said. “I’ve never seen him beaming like that before.”

“Glad I could help,” I said softly, worried he was going to come out from one of those changing rooms and see me. I knew he was back there somewhere.

“Seriously,” she said. “I’ve never seen him so amped up before. You have a gift.”

“Alrighty,” I said, smiling before turning around. It wasn’t exactly a compliment: telling me that I had a gift for passing as a woman while flirting with men. I was happy to help, but she could have softened the blow just a little bit.

“Kory, wait!” she said.

I stopped to face her. Now, she was blushing. “Can we talk in private for a minute?”

I hesitated. I didn’t like getting involved with her—especially after what she did to me the night before, with her friends. My ass was still sore, and my hole was still slightly agape from being penetrated by four different girls. “What is it?”

“Come, this way,” she said, and then she led me into a private room, away from the noise of the competition.

“What is it?” I asked again as she stood there, blushing and grinning.

“The first volleyball game is tomorrow,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“I think you can help them win.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment. “How?” I said.

“Just keep an open mind, Kory. I can tell that you’re already getting angry.”

“Just tell me what you want to tell me!” I said.

“You told Bruce that you were going to sleep with him, didn’t you?” she said. “You did what we did to you: you told him that you were going to put out if he won. I can tell. He’s all excited, thinking he’s going to get some action.”

“Maybe I did,” I said. “Maybe I just insinuated it. It’s not like I shook his hand on it or anything like that.”

“Do the same with the volleyball team,” she said. Her eyes lit up. “Tell them they can have you for a night if they win their game. It’s an important game, Kory.”

“I know it’s an important game!” I snapped. “I was supposed to play in it. And hell no, I’m not doing that. Those guys will all recognize me. I’ll be a laughing stock.”

“They might recognize you, but they’ll stay quiet about it,” she said.

“No they won’t. Are you mad?”

“Everyone always keeps quiet about it, Kory. That’s how it works.”

Then I paused. What was she saying? “Have you done this before?” I asked softly.

She nodded her head. “We do it all the time,” she said. “It’s our job to keep the team motivated. And those guys can go out and get girls whenever they want. Girls throw themselves at Wildcats boys.”

“I know…” I said, because I was supposed to be a Wildcat.

“Right!” she said. “But they want a bit of excitement. They want something a bit more… taboo. You’re taboo. It’s like team bonding for them. They hold a secret as a team, and it brings them closer. I’ll tell you a secret if you promise not to tell anyone.”

“What?” I said.

“Do you promise or not?”

“Fine! What is it?” I said.

“They did the cracker last night,” she said.

“What cracker?”

“They all came on a cracker,” she said. “Surely, you’ve heard about the cracker… right? Well, it’s a bonding exercise. It brings them together in a sort of… intimate way. Now, they have a secret together, and they will all work together to keep their secrets safe. You would just be a continuation of that secret.”

“I don’t understand the cracker,” I said. “They came on a cracker? Why? That’s gross.”

“Lots of teams do it. The men all stand in a circle around a cracker. They masturbate onto it. The last guy to come has to eat the cracker.”

“Ew!” I said.

“I won’t tell you who ate it,” she smiled. “And they won’t tell anyone what happens in their changing room.”

“Wait!” I said suddenly. “Are you telling me to flirt with them like I did with Bruce, or are you actually telling me to let them fuck me!?”

She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders. “Both,” she said.

“No way! There are ten guys on the team,” I said. “That’s so fucked up!”

“Look, Kory. I wouldn’t normally push this so hard, but you really helped Bruce out. Our volleyball team isn’t our strongest team. They need a push. They need motivation. They need something to strive for, because right now, they’re convinced that they won’t even make the playoffs. They need you. If you want to help the Wildcats, you’ll at least consider it. They won’t kill you, Kory. It will feel good. Hell, I would do it but, like I said, there are thousands of girls on this campus. They could easily just find a girl to sleep with them all, win or lose. But a girly boy… that’s something special. That’s taboo. That’s exciting.”

“You’ve lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Just meet me here tonight, same time as last night. We’ll do your makeup and then you can send them a video message. I promise you it won’t get out. Then, if they win, you just have to get dolled up again, bend over, and let them do the rest.”

“No way,” I said, and then I stormed out of that room.

But that night, I found myself standing outside of that gymnasium building. I really didn’t know why I was there. I think it was the guilt. I didn’t think Eva was lying to me. I really believed her when she told me that the team wanted to group-fuck a trap, and that my identity would be kept secret. I believed that the excitement of the opportunity would fuel them during their match, and maybe it would be enough to propel them to a victory… But that didn’t mean that I was going to do it.

Then why was I there? I couldn’t just send them the video message that Eva had planned. They all knew me. I spent a week trying out for the team with them. Even in makeup, they would recognize me. It wasn’t as simple as tricking them, the way I tricked Bruce (and Bruce was still messaging me every few hours, and I was still stringing him along).

This was all getting too out of hand, and I was about to make it a lot worse for reasons I just couldn’t wrap my head around. Dealing with Bruce was easy; he didn’t know who I was. But the whole volleyball team—ten guys who knew me—that wasn’t so simple. They knew my name. Most of them knew which classes I took. Would they hunt me down? Maybe not. Would they resent me? Definitely. And I could only imagine the limits of their resentment.

Eva poked her head out of that door and smiled. “You came!” she said. “I knew you were going to come. C’mon, let’s get you pretty. Maybe tonight you can pick your own dress.”

“No thanks,” I said. “I’m not even here for that. I just came to talk to you.”

“Talk to me?” she said, looking perplexed. “Talk to me about what?”

“Why are you doing this?” I said. “Is this fun for you? Is it a joke for you?”

“That’s not really why you came all the way down here, is it?”

“I just don’t understand. Do you really do this to guys all the time? I just… I can’t believe you.”

She giggled. “I’ve told you over and over, it’s my job to make the team win. The Wildcats are the best for a reason. Winning goes beyond the players on the field, Kory. To win, you need to be motivated. Most of these athletes aren’t eyeing the Olympics, and there’s not an NHL for sports like volleyball or college wrestling. We have to motivate the players to win. Oh, Kory, don’t look at me like that. You had fun with us last night. Tomorrow night, assuming the boys win, it won’t be any different. The only difference is that the cocks will be real—but most won’t even be as big.” She giggled. “Those were big toys last night.”

“I’m seriously not doing it,” I said.

“And when the guys lose tomorrow, how are you going to feel? How will you feel knowing that you could have made the difference? Is it about winning or is it about being the winner?”

It took me a moment to understand what she meant by her last sentence.

I really did want them to win… and I really did want to be the one who made the difference. I could be the winner. Maybe not on paper. Maybe not in the news. Maybe not on the scorecard. But I could have that feeling again: the same feeling I had when Bruce defeated his opponent with ease. And all I had to do was… bend over. I suppose it did feel good. The back door plunging did make me tingle all over before I came. It was kind of nice to have all those hands on me…

I pushed those thoughts away. No! I wasn’t going to do it. I wasn’t going to put out. But maybe I could just do the video. Maybe Eva could make me look especially unrecognizable, so they wouldn’t come after me. “Let’s just do this message and then I’m done,” I said.

She smiled.

And maybe they wouldn’t end up winning. Maybe I wouldn’t have to put out after all.

Eva worked on me for a long two hours, getting all of the little details perfect while I practiced my lines for the video. “Hey boys, my name’s Kari. I just wanted to tell you that I’m all yours if you win tomorrow.” I even practiced the little wink that would end the video.

And Eva’s hard work really did pay off. She went heavy with the contouring, thick with the mascara and eyeliner, slick with the lip gloss. She gave me fake freckles. She gave me a little beauty mark above my lip. She made my skin look sun kissed. The wig hid my forehead. The choker around my neck framed my face in a different sort of way, making me look cute and sexy. The strappy black dress made me look a bit like a high-class escort. The smooth shave down my legs made me look like a real girl.

I took the outfit a step further, borrowing a pair of glasses from one of the lockers in the room. They were round-rimmed and hip, pushing my disguise just a little bit further. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long fifteen minutes before deciding that I was truly unrecognizable. “If I don’t go through with the act tomorrow,” I said, “are you going to rat me out?”

“No,” she said. “But I’ll be disappointed.”

Then she got out her phone. She aimed it at me and smiled. “Ready to record the video?”

I cleared my throat. I took a deep breath. Then we did it. I put on my sexiest smile and laid out my softest, girliest voice. We recorded that message and she sent it off before I could even proof the video. My heart was racing now. My head was spinning. It was only a minute before her phone was dinging. She giggled. “What are they saying?” I gasped.

“They’re excited,” she smiled.

And the next day, they won their match, looking like a group of natural champions. Now, Eva was messaging me. “Meet me at the same place, 8:30 PM. Date’s at 10:30 PM.” She sent the message with a kissy face emoji.


CHAPTER 6
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“Ten men,” I kept saying under my breath, trying to wrap my head around how I got into that position.

“Just relax. It won’t be that bad,” Eva said as she brushed makeup onto my face.

“Ten men…” I said again, I felt like I was smothered with four girls. Ten men—that was a lot worse than four girls. And all of them were going to want a piece of me. They were all going to want to penetrate me. And their cum! Were they going to ejaculate into me? Were they going to ejaculate onto me? Were they expecting me to open my mouth and swallow? “I’m not gay,” I said.

“Nobody said you were,” Eva said with a smile in her voice. She wasn’t shocked at all; this was just a normal day for her. She wasn’t the one about to face ten men…

“I don’t want to have a cock in my body,” I said.

“You took four dildos the other night. What’s the difference?”

“What’s the difference!?” I snapped. “It’s a big fucking difference! These are real! These have… skin, and veins… and they come!”

“Oh, get over it. It’s not that weird. Just let them use you for an hour or so. They won their match and they won it for you. It’s the least you can do.”

“Easy for you to say, Eva. You’re not the one putting out.”

“I would if that’s what they wanted. And I have before, Kory. We all get our ticket punched at some point. You said you wanted to help. Don’t act like you want to help one minute and then take it back the next.”

“Ten men,” I said, making it very clear, in case it wasn’t already very clear. “Will I even be able to walk afterwards? What if I die?”

She giggled and rolled her eyes. “You won’t die, Kory. Quit being so dramatic… And if you can’t walk, I’ll help you back to your dorm. You’ll rebound in a day or two.”

My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. Eva finished up the final details of my face. She was willing to let me pick out the outfit. “I think you should go with Playboy Bunny,” she said. “It’s always a big hit—and it has an access hole that we made for the last guy. He was short like you, so it should fit just fine. You won’t have to take it off, so that should—you know—cut down on foreplay time.”

“I think I’m going to throw up,” I said.

“That’s fine, Kory, just don’t throw up on your outfit. And use some mouthwash when you’re done. Puke breath will turn the guys off. This is supposed to be a reward, not a punishment. And just relax! You’re going to love it. You’re not going to want it to end. Trust me. That’s always what ends up happening.”

And I was pretty sure that’s exactly what I was afraid of. What if I did like it? What if I didn’t want it to end? What if I came back for more? I didn’t want this to be a part of me. I was supposed to be the team captain, leading my group to a golden victory. Now, I was the team whore—the team’s dark, taboo secret. Was I helping them to win? Maybe. But what was I getting out of it? They got the glory, I just had to suffer through humiliation after humiliation.

“You can do this,” she said, stepping away from me. “You’re all done now. Stand up. Let’s get you into the other room so you can get this over with. They’re already there.”

“I—I don’t think I can do this, Eva. I really think I’m going to throw up. I’ve never done this before. I don’t know what to do.”

“Just go along with it. They’ll lead the way. You’ll be in heaven before you know it.” Then she gave me a surprise kiss on the kips. She giggled and took my hand.

“You look adorable, by the way. I really like the ears.”

I felt like I was going to pass out. As we stepped into the hallway, I could smell the residual smell from the concession stand, which had been handing out burgers and fries all day. That smell almost made me barf on myself, but I held it together. I groaned as we approached that loud room. I could smell the booze and hear the heavy laughter. The men were partying: celebrating their victory. I could hear them high-fiving each other. I could hear cheering. They broke into a chant before cheering again, and then laughing some more.

I wished I was a part of that celebration. We would have won with me on the team—and we wouldn’t have needed some girly boy to motivate us.

Now, we were right in front of the door. “Good lucky, girly,” said Eva. I didn’t like being called girly, but I didn’t fight it. I just took a deep breath, then she opened the door.

The men saw me.

The room became silent as they all looked into my eyes.

Then, after the silence, everyone cheered. “There she is!” someone shouted. And then they broke into another chant. Two men came up to me suddenly as I stood in a state of frozen terror. They hoisted me up, making me gasp. Then they paraded me around the room as if I was the Stanley Cup and they’d just won their final game in triple-overtime. They cheered and bounced me up and down. I will admit that I let a few nervous giggles out as I thought I was going to fall.

Then one of the men grabbed me and spun me around before cradling me in his thick arms. “The real trophy!” he said, and then the men cheered some more. I blushed, looking into his eyes.

“And she’s hotter than she looked in the video!” said Jones, the guy who took that last spot on the team. Then he got all flustered. “I mean—she was hot in the video.”

“This is so gay,” muttered a grumpy fellow in the corner. I didn’t know his name, but I remembered him from the tryouts.

“Oh, boohoo,” said another guy, slapping him on the back. “Relax and live a little bit, Andrew. She helped us win. The least you could do is show a bit of appreciation.”

“I don’t care what Andrew says. If thinking she’s hot is gay, then I’m the biggest faggot in the room!” The guys all laughed. I wasn’t sure if it was supposed to be a compliment or not.

The man set me down on my feet, and then the team captain pulled me away, spinning me to face him. He dipped me like a professional ballroom dancer, making me gasp again. He looked into my eyes.

“Hello, beautiful. So nice of you to join us tonight.”

“Don’t hog her!” yelled another player.

Their faces were starting to blur together. I knew most of them, but my anxiety was too high to identify them. My heart raced as he gently caressed my thighs.

“Don’t be nervous, baby. We’ll be nice!”

“Speak for yourself,” said another guy.

They all snickered. I was terrified… but I have to admit that the attention was nice. And they really did seem to think that I was a big part of their victory. Maybe I was contributing more than I realized. Maybe I really had helped to win the game—maybe even more than Jones, who botched a few plays and almost lost the game for the team. Maybe I was more of a Wildcat than I realized.

I caught myself grinning. “She’s having fun!” someone shouted, and then someone handed me a shot. They all suddenly had shots in their hands. “To Kari!” And then we all drank.

It was strong booze, and thank God for that. It tingled and burned and it wasn’t long before the wave of relief came with it. The men passed me around the room, taking turns holding me and thanking me for my ‘service’, which I hadn’t even provided yet. I never got a chance to reply. I just remained silent, blushing and smiling as they moved me around.

One man sat me down on his lap and he gently stroked my thighs. “I’m Tanner,” he said with a deep voice. I knew Tanner and was shocked he didn’t recognize me. We spent most of that week together, doing drills as partners. He really didn’t recognize me, blowing my mind. Eva’s makeup skills were better than I realized. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“You’re stunning. I like your outfit. And your hair—and your makeup is great too.”

“Quit hogging her!” someone shouted.

“I only just got her!” he said.

“It’s my turn.”

“Hell no! You had your turn.”

“Don’t listen to them,” Tanner said to me with a grin on his face. I could feel his throbbing erection against my bum. “Did you see that point I scored at the end of the game. I did that for you.”

I smiled and bit my lip.

“God fucking damnit, you’re hot,” he said, and now I felt his cock throbbing harder as his face turned dark red.

Then a man pulled me away from him.

“Hey!” he shouted, now covering his crotch to hide his erection.

“Someone’s hard!”

The men all giggled.

“I scored the winning point,” Tanner said, standing up with a hand over his crotch. “I should get to go first.”

“I’m the captain,” smiled the captain with his long blonde hair. “I think I should go first.”

“Bullshit,” said Tanner. “I also scored more points than anyone else.”

“Who cares? How is that fair to us guards?” said another man in the room.

“We’ll take turns. Or—even better—we’ll let Kari decide.”

Then all the men turned to me. There was a silence in the room as they all blushed and stared into my eyes.

“Who’s it going to be, beautiful?” Tanner asked, apparently just fine with me picking the first victim.

I just stood in a silent state of terror as ten men stared at me, ogling me, unwrapping me with their eyes. I could see a few bulges, some throbbing, some already firm. They were ready for me. Eva was right: the men really wanted me. And if they really wanted me, then maybe I was real motivation for them.

“Okay, so she’s shy,” said Tanner, turning to face his friends. “But I still think I should get the first go.”

“Get her on her knees,” said one of the men.

Suddenly, there were two men behind me, both with their hands on my shoulders. They pushed me down and I folded like a cheap lawn chair from the dollar store, landing on my knees as my nerves tingled. Tanner was the first one in front of me, not missing his opportunity. “Open up, sweetheart,” he growled, and then he stuck his fingers into his fly and pulled out a long, semi-erect cock. It flopped out and his friends cheered as if he’d just scored another winning point.

He looked around the room with a confident grin, and I could understand why; he had a big dick. It wasn’t even fully hard, but it was huge, dangling like a heavy snake, swinging gently from side to side as more and more blood pumped into his member.

“Suck it!” someone said. “Don’t be shy!”

He lifted his cock up. “C’mon, honey. Open those cock-sucking lips.”

I closed my eyes. How did it all come to this? This was all happening because I was too short to play competitive sports…

I didn’t want to disappoint. I had to live up to the promise I never wanted to make to begin with. So I opened my lips. The men cheered and the cock went in, pushing onto my tongue and slithering towards the back of my throat. I groaned as I felt his throbbing veins, feeling as his foreskin was pulled further and further back while his shlong throbbed and grew.

I awkwardly pressed my lips around it, trying not to gag. I tried to suck, and he started to gently thrust. “It’s warm,” he moaned.

“I’m next!” someone shouted, jumping into line. And it wasn’t fifteen seconds before there were five men in front of me, all fishing their cocks out, ready for some attention. Some were soft, some were hard, some were somewhere in-between. Some of the men stroked themselves to get hard—some only had to look at me to get the erection they needed.

I closed my eyes again, unable to look at them. There were so many of them, and they were all going to get their turn in. I was going to get my fill—and it was going to be a real filling.

Tanner was rock hard by the time he pulled out from my mouth. He let out a sigh of relief before going around back. He spanked me, making me yelp. Then another cock went into my mouth. I started to close my lips, then a dull, warm tip pressed against my mouth. I opened my eyes to see another man wanted to share my mouth with his friend. I tried to open wide for both. It was a tight fit, but they made it work, pushing both their cocks in at once. I gagged and drooled, unable to move my tongue around the throbbing members.

Tanner was spreading my cheeks. I heard someone behind me snapping a photo. “Look how tight she is!” he said. Then Tanner dropped to his knees to give my hole a lick, making me gasp.

There were hands on me, caressing me, feeling my skin. One man went for my cock. He gripped it and tugged it and groaned. “Just suck it if that’s what you want,” his friend said to him. But I didn’t want him to suck my cock. I didn’t want this to feel like I was becoming gay. Somehow, if I stayed in ‘girl-mode’ it wasn’t gay. So I covered my cock and tried to shake my head. The boys got the memo and they left my cock alone after that.

But they didn’t leave my mouth alone, and they definitely didn’t leave my asshole alone. Tanner got what he wanted, penetrating me first. He pushed deep and stretched me wide. Luckily, I was still feeling loose from the night before, so there was no pain. I did try to clench him back a few times, but the effort was hopeless. He was determined, and he ended up getting every inch of his long shaft into my body while I sucked on two cocks.

One of the men took my hand and made me jerk him off. Then then tilted me up so that I could my free hand to jerk another one off. I had half of them now, in my mouth, my ass, and my hands. I tried my best to pleasure them all, knowing that the night wasn’t over until they were all finished.

I did my best, and it was hard to do anything while the tingling in my ass took over. I moaned and trembled, but I didn’t stop.

Tanner came first. His friend didn’t let it drain out of me before plugging my hole and using that cream as lubricant. I kept sucking. I kept stroking. I had no idea who was in my mouth. I had no idea who was in my ass. I had no idea who I was jerking off.

The second man came in me, and then a third man plugged my hole, stopping that double-shot from draining out. Then a fourth man decided to push into me with his friend, stretching me, pushing my limits. Now it hurt. Now I was trying not to scream as I felt my anus being stretched to its absolute limit. I had two cocks in my bum and two in my mouth.

I moaned fiercely. They pumped me, turning me into a limp ragdoll. Someone was holding me up—maybe Tanner, maybe someone else. My vision was blurry. I’m sure my eyes were in the back of my head.

They spanked me.

They pulled my hair, which was clipped onto real hair firmly with many little clips, so it actually hurt. One man strangled me for a minute, which actually made it feel kind of… nice. Another pair of men decided to try the double-anal, and this time it didn’t hurt. Now, I was strangely numb, and tingling all over.

They squeezed my chest.

They spanked me some more.

A man came on my face.

Then a second man came on my face.

Then I felt the cum pouring down my legs and I could hear it squishing out of me with each back door penetration.

Someone stuck their cock into my mouth. I started sucking, and then they came into the back of my throat, and that cum pooled on my tongue.

Someone came across my back, and then I felt more ejaculating in my tush.

I don’t know how long they were fucking me for. I don’t know how many cumshots I endured. It was certainly more than ten as men came back for seconds.

By the end of that night, I was limp, sapped of all energy. I could hardly even breathe. Cum dripped down my face, down my legs—and out from my own cock. My bunny costume was ruined, stained all over with ejaculation and sweat, and probably a few spilled drinks as well.

Then the team captain put his hands under my arms and hoisted me up, lifting my limp body to show his friends. “To Kari!” he yelled.

“To Kari!” they all yelled.

I somehow managed to force a smile. Someone went to grab Eva, and then the next thing I knew, three cheerleaders were hauling me off, straining and grunting as they pulled me down the hall, away from the satisfied men.

“They were a lot rougher than usual,” one of the girls said. I was too limp and exhausted to comment.

“I think she’s okay. You’re okay, right, Kory?” asked Eva.

I tried to grunt the word ‘yes’.

“I think she said yes,” Eva said.

“That’s what I heard too,” said another.

“Let’s get her cleaned up. You did good tonight, Kory!”


CHAPTER 7
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Iwasn’t expecting to be so drained the next day—but I wasn’t surprised. I swear, I could still feel cum inside of me. I spent a good chunk of the morning in bed, feeling sore all over from the rough fucking I got from that group of men. I peeled myself up and groaned loudly. I stretched out my arms and my back cracked.

I’d been playing sports my whole life, but I’d never been that sore before after any match or competition. Now, I felt like I was earning a whole new respect for porn stars who put themselves through gangbangs like that one on a regular basis. That was one hell of a workout.

I had class. It was Monday. I thought about skipping and staying in bed, but I didn’t want to fall behind. And I didn’t just have class—football tryouts started that afternoon. I wanted to try out for a wide-receiver position, but I was good enough to be a quarterback or even a running back. I could dodge a hit like nobody else… but I knew what they were going to tell me. “You’re just too small.”

I took a few Tylenol pills and drank a glass of water. Then I packed up my books and went to class. I saw a few of the volleyball guys in my classroom. They looked tired from a night of hard partying. None of them noticed me—and if they did, I don’t think they recognized me beyond me being ‘that guy that didn’t make the cut at tryouts’. My identity seemed safe… though now, I was almost tempted to go over and reveal myself with a whisper.

I didn’t do it, and I don’t know exactly why that temptation was there. Maybe it was just so I could get a bite of that glory. Maybe I wanted them to pat me on the back the way they patted each other on the backs, as if I was a part of their team.

I had to accept that my contribution was going to be more-or-less thankless. If I was going to keep doing this, I needed to accept that it was my job to help the team win, and not my job to accept the reward…

And then a smile crossed my face as I thought about that hard fucking. It was embarrassing and terrifying at times… but it did feel good. Once again, the sliding in and out of my butthole made me ejaculate. I filled that bunny costume with warm cum, and then that euphoria lingered until I was back in my dorm room, unlike any climax I’d ever felt in my life. In a way, it was better than any reward I’d ever gotten from any sporting event. I’d won so many trophies before—so many ribbons and medals—but none of those prizes ever made cum pour out of my cock. None of those trophies ever left my body tingling with intense pleasure.

“You okay?” a girl asked me as the class began.

“Yeah. Why?” I asked.

“You look like you were strangled,” she laughed. “And there’s a bruise on your cheek.”

The bruise was from being slapped during sex. The redness around my neck was indeed from being choked during sex. She couldn’t see half of the red marks and bruises on me. For some reason, I just grinned. “It’s the price of winning,” I said with that cheeky smile.

In the middle of class, I got a message from Bruce. “Any chance you have the evening off?” he asked, thinking he was messaging Kari. I decided to tease him a bit, flirting with him to get his blood flowing, so he would stay confident before his next match, which was now just five days away.

I wasn’t expecting to get him quite as excited as he got. He ended up sending me a picture of his erect cock. The photo was taken in the university bathroom, in a stall. I actually recognized the graffiti on the stall.

“That’s a big dick,” I wrote back, grinning as I hid my phone from the girls sitting next to me.

“It’s certainly big for you right now,” he wrote.

On my way to my next class, I passed by the gymnasium. I was suddenly overrun by a curious curiosity. I took a detour, going down the hallway, past the basketball practice, and past the guys working on their badminton swings. The cheerleading room was unlocked and empty. I snuck in, opened a random locker, and dug through a random bag until I found a pair of green-and-white stockings. I slid them up. I stole a green-and-white cheerleading skirt. I slid that on too. Then I took out my phone. My cock was already hard, so I didn’t have to spend any time stimulating myself.

I sent Bruce a photo.

“I want it so badly,” he said.

And then he sent me a photo of pre-cum oozing from his cock.

My heart was racing now. I eyed the makeup in the locker. I went on the hunt for my wig, and I found it in Eva’s locker. I quickly started dolling myself up. I didn’t have the skills that Eva had, but I did my best. “Cheerleading locker room,” I wrote to him. “Come now. I’m waiting.”

My heart was slamming my ribcage like a sledgehammer against concrete. I felt sick, but the excitement kept me buzzing, pacing around the room. The white leather boots felt nice on my feet and my calves. The slutty cheerleading skirt felt so sexy. I loved the way the top hugged my chest. And those long white leather gloves were made for my arms.

Bruce came into the room ten minutes later, red in the face, eyes wide. He looked at me and then I immediately froze. I’d forgotten how big he was. He was like a real-life giant, nearly seven feet tall and thick all over with dense muscles.

His jaw trembled and he took a slow breath in. I managed to force a small smile. Then he came up to me. He lifted me off of my feet, making me gasp. I felt like a small child in his arms: helpless and weightless. He touched his lips to mine. I felt his hot breath while he took a moment to gather himself. Then he kissed me—and then he took me.

He fucked my brains out in that little changing room, holding me up as he drove his cock in and out of my body. His giant hands pinned me against his ripped chest. His swollen shaft stretched me wide—somehow even wider than when I had two whole cocks in me the night before.

Bruce Senotov came inside of me, filling me like I was a cheap slut, and I moaned loudly. I’m sure someone heard, but I didn’t care. It felt so fucking good: his warm, gooey oil pooled inside of my anal cavity. I didn’t want him to pull out of me, but I was late for class, and I knew we were playing a risky game in that changing room. Neither of us wanted to be caught.

He set me down gently and his big load spilled out of me. He smiled and nodded his head before slipping out of the changing room, leaving me alone. I took a moment to let the pleasure settle, and then I quickly got myself cleaned up, putting the cheerleading costume back where I found it, along with the wig and makeup.

And for the next twenty minutes, I couldn’t wipe that smile off of my face. Then, a cute blonde girl took a seat next to me in my next class. She looked at me with a smile before saying, “Hi.” She opened up her textbook, and then a rush of reality struck me like a speeding semi-truck.

What was I doing?

Why was I letting men fuck me? Why was I dressing up for Wildcats athletes?

My goal was to make the team. Now, those dreams seemed to be behind me. I hadn’t thought about tryouts in days. I was completely sapped of energy and football tryouts were going to start in a few hours. I could hardly walk, never mind run around a field. What had happened to my priorities?

And I wasn’t attracted to men. I liked girls. I wanted to be with a girl one day—and I would have killed to be with the girl sitting next to me now. I had a terrible feeling that I was allowing my preferences to change. Maybe I was allowing myself to be attracted to men, and maybe my attraction to females was going to vanish. Was that possible? Was it inevitable?

I wanted to be normal.

No—I didn’t want to be normal. I wanted to be a winner. Winners aren’t normal. But right now, I was feeling like the opposite of a winner. I was the whore of the winners. I was just some motivator. Does anyone aspire to be a motivator? Was I really going to let my dreams fade away just because I was short and apparently made a better woman than an athlete?

I got a message from Eva. “Big basketball game Wednesday. You in?” she asked, and I knew exactly what she meant. There were thirteen men on the basketball team—three more than my record of ten. Could I handle them? Did I want to handle them? Was the humiliation worth a feeling of victory that would only ever be a personal one?


CHAPTER 8
[image: ]


Ididn’t show up for the rendezvous. Eva texted me a number of times. “Are you coming? Are you okay? Everything alright?” I ignored the messages.

I wasn’t going to let myself get any more carried away. I wasn’t going to let Eva pull me any further down this rabbit hole. Now, I felt like I could make a clean exit without upsetting anyone. I lived up to all of the promises that I made. I slept with Bruce and I slept with the volleyball team. I never promised that I would sleep with the basketball team; if Eva made that promise to them, that was her problem. She could put on a prosthetic cock and let them fuck her in the ass—but I wasn’t going to do it…

Even though it did feel good. It was nice having so many men lusting after me. I kind of liked the feeling of their hands on me, caressing my body as their cocks throbbed and got so, so hard—for me. And the pleasure of their thick shafts sliding in and out. Even the smaller guys with the miniature cocks—there was something kind of nice about them too…

I shook my head suddenly, expelling those thoughts. I knew those little memories were going to stick around for a long time, but like all memories, they would fade eventually.

I had to focus on having a normal life. My first day at football tryouts was a disaster. I botched every catch I tried to make. I could hardly run down the field. Guys were running laps around me—and they were taller than me, and thicker. I stood no chance. And maybe I would have stood a chance had I not been up so late the night before, letting men fuck the energy out of me. I didn’t have to sacrifice my own potential for other people—not anymore.

I could still make a rebound. I could overcome my height and make the football team. I had three days left to prove myself to the coach of the team. I could do it.

Eva sent me one last text late that night. “I’m assuming you aren’t coming—and I’m assuming you’re done with all of this. I’m not upset, Kory. You did a lot. Bruce and the volleyball team are grateful. Believe me.” I ignored that text too, assuming it was just one last little ploy to get me back. I wasn’t going back.

I had a better day at tryouts the next day. I caught my passes and I had more energy in my legs, so I was able to actually sprint, keeping up with the other guys—even passing a few of them in our running drills. I caught the coach watching me. He had an intrigued look on his face. I had him where I needed him; it wasn’t where I wanted him—not yet—but he was interested in me, and that meant that I still had a chance. So I hustled until he blew the whistle and ended the day of tryouts. I was covered in sweat, panting hard, but I had some hope tingling inside of me.

“Good work today,” the coach said to me on his way to his office.

I smiled. Then I saw the cheerleaders across the field, practicing their routines. Eva turned to look at me. Our gazes connected for a long moment. They were working on basketball-specific dances and chants. The big season opener was coming up.

I figured I would swing by the game, to see how the guys who beat me out did in their first big matchup. It was a game against the P.E.I. Rangers, one of the top teams from the previous season. I got a comfortable seat in the back row. The cheerleaders put on a good opening act in their tiny outfits. A few of the guys in front of me excused themselves after that opening routine and didn’t return for a few minutes.

Then came the anthem, and then a quick speech from the head of the province’s athletics department. I was watching the basketball players as they stretched on the sidelines, getting ready for showtime. They looked nervous, constantly eyeing the opposing team. The Rangers simply looked bigger and more confident. They stood tall, with good posture, making our guys look… seemingly hopeless.

Then they took to the court. Students cheered, trying to pump our players up, but the Rangers got the ball first, and they became suddenly dominant, passing the ball over the Wildcats’ heads. They really were making us look like fools. We managed to score a few points, but they were few and far between. The crowd quickly died down and that gymnasium suddenly became silent. “Over before the end of the first half,” said a guy in front of me. “Should we head out to that party now then? No point in sticking around here…”

I felt a churning in my gut. For some reason, I felt responsible.

But it wasn’t my fault. They couldn’t expect me to just put out…

But I could have made the difference. I could have given them the confidence they needed. I could have been a little boost. No, no—this wasn’t my problem. I wasn’t the team’s property. It’s not like they paid me for a service and I just pocketed the money and ran. No, this was their issue.

But I could have made the difference.

“Damn,” said a guy next to me. “Not even ten minutes in and they’re done.” He shook his head. And then that guilt grew inside of me.

Maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe I could help.

I bit down on my tongue. I took a deep breath in.

I had to do it. I don’t know why, but I just had to do it. So I snuck away from the stands. I found my way down that maze of back hallways. I got into the changing room area and located the cheerleaders’ room. I poked my head in, and there were a few girls there. They turned to look at me. One gasped and covered her breasts. “Sorry,” I said. “Is Eva here? I need to talk to her.”

“What is it?” she said from behind me, making me jump. She was standing with her hands on her hips, all dolled up and in her cheerleading outfit. I felt my face turning red. I felt shy and awkward and embarrassed, but there was no time to kill.

“Doll me up,” I said. “I’m going to do it. Get me pretty before halftime.”

Her lips curled into a smile and she looked at her friends. I felt the hopelessness fading from the room. Now, I was going to give the boys a fighting chance. I was going to give them the motivation they needed to pull out a late victory. “Let’s do it,” she said.

They rushed me in. They worked together. One girl styled my hair, one girl picked out my outfit, two girls did my makeup. We didn’t go for anything too ambitious. “We can do touchups after halftime,” Eva said, working on my eyeliner. “We just need to get you ready for halftime.”

And we ended up cutting it close. They put me in lingerie, which just happened to be in the locker of one girl who had a hot date that night. My hair was curled and my eyeliner was thick and cute. They guided me into the hallway and they led me to the boys’ room. The boys were already inside, sulking as they waited for halftime to end. The coach wasn’t there; he was so upset that he went out for a cigarette. So Eva opened the door and stepped in. “Boys,” she said, and all of the men looked up at her slowly, without much expression on their faces. “If you can pull out the win tonight, my friend Kari will be yours.” Then she waved me in. I stepped up slowly. I was waiting for the regret to sink in, but instead, there was only a sense of excitement, and a sense of relief.

I watched as eyes lit up. I watched as lips parted. They looked down at my tight, fit body. They eyed my thighs—and they noticed my bulge.

“Is she a dude?” one of the guys asked.

Eva nodded with a smile on her face. “Best of both worlds,” she said. “But only if you win. She’ll be here waiting for you if you can pull it together. I’ll keep your coach distracted and Kari will be all yours. And just so you know, she can handle a lot.”

I watched as faces turned red. I watched as men perked up, taking deep breaths as that motivation entered their body. A few men rolled their eyes, and a few pretended to be grossed out—but I even caught them eyeing my body before we left.

And I knew that they were interested because the tide changed. When the whistle blew and the game got back underway, the Wildcats were dominant. They stole the ball and battled down the court. They sunk basket after basket, leaving the Rangers completely confused. Some of the Rangers even looked angry, as if they’d been played, as if the poor first half was just some sort of gag. One guy even stormed off the court and refused to return to the game.

Our team won, easily. They really just needed a bit of motivation.

And I waited for the terror to wash over me. I waited for that realization to hit me like a sack of bricks. But instead, I was just excited. I was tingling all over as I waited for them in their changing room.

Eva took care of their coach. She gave him some special treatment in his office. The boys locked the changing room door once they were all inside.

And then they took me after hoisting me up the way the volleyball players did. They threw me in the air and cheered. They even took turns taking shots off of my body. One guy was pouring tequila on my bellybutton while the guys slurped it off of me. Then they began to undress. They made me touch them, stroking them with my hands. Next, they wanted the mouth, and I was happy to give them what they wanted—because they wanted me, and that made me feel amazing.

For the first time in my adult life, people wanted me. They were treating me like their golden ticket, like their star player. I was getting more attention than the team captain. I was the reason they won.

Before the first man penetrated me, he got an idea. “Wait!” he said. Then he grabbed his Wildcats jersey. He rushed it over to me and put it over my head. It was baggy, but I had the idea to tie it into a knot, so it would still show off my flat tummy. I felt so proud with that Wildcats logo on my chest.

Because I was a Wildcat. I was on the team. I wasn’t just on one team—I was on every team. I was a key player. And they were treating me like the star I’d always wanted to be.

They penetrated me, taking turns with me. One man went onto his back under me, pushing his cock into my asshole. Another man mounted me, pressing his chest against mine. He also stuck his cock into my full ass. They pumped me together while two men shared my mouth. I had cocks in my hands. They were all around me, hard for me—and soon, they were coming for me, rewarding me with warm streaks of thick white sauce. Some went into my body; some went onto my body. I let them do what they wanted with me, and then I let them know that they could have me again as long as they won.

And after that, they won a lot. All of the Wildcat teams won a lot.

THE END
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GIMME SOME SUGAR


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

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


CHAPTER 1
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Platinum blonde bob, big, fake eyelashes, always wearing thigh-high stockings and short dresses and skirts: Aro’s sister, Skylynn, was an interesting character. She was in the grade below me, always sticking out from the hallway crowds in her bright white outfits, with her almost-white hair. She would twist while she walked, maybe just to make her skirt dance around her. It almost seemed as though she always had some candy sucker in her mouth, between her red lips—and those lips were always red.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s at home?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
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Iwas panicking. I could hardly sleep. I had no much invested in my friendship with Aro, and now that was all crumbling, just weeks before I needed it the most. What was I going to do? How was I going to pay for college? I’d been tentatively accepted to one of the best schools in the country—and one of the most expensive. It wasn’t an issue before. I had a way to pay for it before. Now, I had nothing. Now, it was looking like I was going to have to call the school and pull myself out. The early acceptance I got probably would have been revoked once the school got in touch with Aro’s parents anyway—once they stopped inflating my grades with their powerful connections.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, Skylynn,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed. “I can see that,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right. Of course,” I said.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are we going somewhere?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Do you know anything?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head. “What about you?”

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

“You’ve got a good sense of humour.”

“Who said I’m joking?” she said.

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

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

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

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

“Want me to prove it?” she said.

I laughed with no comment.

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4
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Ionly had one class with Sky: third period, three times per week. So I didn’t see her until the end of the day the next day. Admittedly, I’d put some effort into avoiding her in the hallways and during lunch. I even tried to slip out of the school before she got to her usual spot up on the cement barricade. But she was there when I emerged, so I had to engage.

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

“Let’s do it,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well? Do you like it?” she asked.

I nodded like a hungry dog.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5
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It was a few days later when Aro saw us together, sitting by the pool in the courtyard. He stopped and stared at me for a minute with narrowing eyes. Then he pointed at me and yelled, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Calm down, Aro,” Sky called back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” I said.

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

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

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

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

She replied with a smile, making my nerves tingle.

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

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

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

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

“My secret?” I asked.

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

“What’s my secret?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was… amazing,” she said.

I nodded in agreement.

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

“Want to go to the pool?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said.

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


CHAPTER 6
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Iwas in the bathroom the next day, running late for my second period class, when Sky came up behind me. She wrapped her arms around me and said, “I found you!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Probably not,” Sky said.

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

“Why not?” he asked.

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

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


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aro’s room,” she said.

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just for fun.”

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

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

“Aro will be home soon,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I—I don’t want that,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was close,” I said.

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


CHAPTER 8
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We spent the rest of that afternoon together, laying on the bed, talking while staring into each other’s eyes. It was around 6:00 PM when we ended up fooling around again. I reached down and massaged her cock until it was hard, and then I sunk down to suck her off until she came in my mouth. Then she went down on me, swallowed, and we went right back to talking as if nothing strange had happened. And it didn’t seem strange at the time, even though there was nothing normal about what we’d done. She was technically a man dressed up as a woman, and I’d just sucked that man’s cock and allowed him to suck mine. So why wasn’t I feeling anxious or regretful of filled with dread? Why was the only though on my mind how obsessed I was becoming with her beautiful face?

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not using your sister,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded my head. “So what?”

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

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

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

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

“About what?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course I do,” I said.

“You’re not just saying that?”

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

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

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

THE END


PATREON


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

CREATING SISSIES

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
NIKKI CRESCENT



Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

OEBPS/image_rsrc99J.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
NIl KK I CRESCENT

15 ACADEMIC THEMED FEMINIZATION TALES






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





OEBPS/image_rsrc99K.jpg






