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THE PRICE OF WINNING

Xander is best friends with the football team’s superstitious quarterback, Tiger. Tiger is a town hero, constantly being scouted by high-level talent scouts. Then the losing streak starts. Tiger thinks the losing is because of broken pregame rituals: unexpected renovations at the football field, not being able to find the right laces for his shoes, and so on.

Just one loss away from a lost season, Tiger finds himself at a party with Xander. He’s not supposed to drink, but he can’t help it in his depressed state. Xander tries to cheer him up by dressing like a girl and acting like a goof. But one thing leads to another, and the friends find themselves in a locked room together, making a big, drunken mistake. Then, Tiger wins his next game.

Now, Tiger has a new pregame ritual, and it can’t be broken for the rest of the season if he’s going to have any chance of making the playoffs.


CHAPTER I

I was surprised when Tiger showed up at the party. I wasn’t the only surprised one. The whole place became quiet as he stepped through the door and looked around with that emotionless look on his face. I waved at him. He made an attempt at smiling, and then he went towards the kitchen to get a drink. It was a minute before people started chatting again, and ten minutes before they all stopped talking about his season.

It was the most important season of his football career, and it had been a complete disaster. At the end of the previous year, the stands were always teeming with talent scouts. At his last game—his sixth loss in a row—the stands were mostly empty. They nearly won, and then Tiger fumbled the ball. Sadly, it wasn’t his first terrible fumble of the season. It wasn’t the first time he lost the game for his team.

I went up to him in the kitchen. He was standing alone in the corner, looking out the window with a drink in his hand. Even from behind, he looked upset. I couldn’t imagine how he was feeling. Half the town hated him for tanking the team’s season. The other half looked at him like he was a terminal cancer patient, living out his final few months. I was probably in the latter camp, though I knew he didn’t want me pitying him—but it was hard; his gaze was so far gone and his lips seemed incapable of curling into a smile. “You didn’t tell me you were coming out tonight,” I said, trying to be cheery and upbeat.

He stared into my eyes for a long moment before nodding his head. “Coach said I could have one drink before the game on Tuesday.”

I smiled. “Did you see that new Star Wars movie?” I asked, hoping to change the subject away from sports. It was so obvious that football was the only thing on his mind.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Is there a new Star Wars out? I didn’t see the last one,” he said. “Coach doesn’t like us watching those movies. He says all the flashing lights reduce reaction times.”

“No kidding,” I said. I watched him as he looked back out the window. Then I looked out the window to see what he was looking at. But it was a cold evening and nobody was outside. He was just staring at an old swing set, probably just reliving his terrible season over and over in his mind. It was awful seeing him so depressed. When he was winning games, he was the life of the party. He would drink fifteen beers the night before a big game, jump off the roof into a swimming pool, and still be the first star of the game fifteen hours later. He always had a joke and he was always able to breathe life into the shy partygoers. But now, that man was gone—lost somewhere in the empty shell that was his seemingly lifeless body.

I looked around the kitchen and spotted a cute blonde. I’d overheard her talking with some other girls earlier. She had a French accent—likely from Quebec, or maybe New Brunswick. She was tiny: maybe five feet tall and maybe ninety pounds: not my type, but I knew that Tiger loved pint-sized beauties. Tiger was nearly seven feet tall, so it was always funny to me to see him flirting with a girl nearly half his size. But there was something about small girls that always made him beam. So I gave him a nudge. “Hey Tiger—see that blonde over there? I overheard her talking to some other girls. She’s in town for the week, visiting family. She’s cute, huh?” Tiger looked slowly over at the girl, who had her long hair tied into a pair of cute braids.

Tiger nodded his head slowly. “Oh yeah, she’s cute,” he said before turning back to the window.

“I think she’s single. She mentioned something about breaking up with her boyfriend,” I said. “And she’s got a cute accent. I think she’s from Quebec.”

Tiger’s face remained expressionless as he stared out the window. I watched as he closed his eyes, as if he was about to cry.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said. Then he took a deep breath. “Next month we’re playing in Montreal, and they’re probably going to crush us. God, it’s going to be such a disaster.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe my efforts were pointless. Maybe there was no sense in trying to cheer him up. So I gave him a pat on the back and told him that I would catch up with him later. I wanted to get away from his negative energy, but escaping it seemed impossible. Even when I was in a different room, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I didn’t have many friends with bright futures. Even my smart friends couldn’t afford college. But Tiger already had a scholarship for a great school. Girls loved him and teachers swooned over him because of his great grades. He was the guy everyone wanted to be, and he’d always been such a great friend. He was there when I broke up with my girlfriend. He stayed at my house for three days, until I stopped crying like a fragile little child. Growing up, he was the only guy who ever showed up for my birthday parties. My birthday was at the end of July, so everyone was always gone on vacation—but Tiger always made a point of being in town for me. So I felt guilty now, knowing that he was in the other room with no shoulder to lean on.

I had to cheer him up. So I poured a strong drink and brought it to him. He stared at it for a long moment. “I can only have the one drink,” he reminded me.

“Two won’t kill you. C’mon. Drink it. It’s good.”

He stared at it for a moment before taking it. “What’s in it?” he asked.

“It’s a shot. Just take it.” But really, it was a little more than a double: enough to warm his bones and hopefully pull him out from his funk. He took the shot and perked up. Then he coughed and shook his head.

“That’s strong,” he said.

“It’s good for you. Come into the other room. You should ask that little blonde to dance. Isn’t this your favourite song?” I asked. He followed me to the other room. Usually, he wouldn’t need the help. But now, he was just staring at the girl while his song played. She was alone, looking around, seemingly waiting for someone to ask her to dance. Tiger was a great dancer. He could sweep a woman off of her feet in a matter of seconds on the dance floor. But now, he just stared with a blank look on his face. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I really shouldn’t dance,” he said. “Remember last year, when I danced before that big game?”

Tiger was a superstitious football player. He had an endless list of rituals and superstitions. Before each game, he would knock gently on every single trophy case between the changing room and the field. He would jump up and slap the overhead beam before the players’ hallway. When he got onto the field, he would close his eyes and take five deep breaths. Whenever he scored a touchdown, he would change his shoes. Whenever the kicker was attempting a field goal, he would sit on the ground and place his bare hands on the grass. After wins, he would only drink Kokanee. After losses, he would drink Budweiser. He never put ice in his water, because he thought that ice was bad luck within three days of a game.

I have no idea where his rituals came from. They probably developed over time: one game at a time. At first, they were silly. Girls thought his little superstitious mannerisms were cute. But now, they were starting to become obsessive. It took him over an hour after every game to go through all of his little rituals—including changing the laces of every pair of shoes he wore on the field. And he was always filled with a nervous sort of dread, worried that his old rituals were now responsible for his losing streak—but he was too afraid to end his rituals in case he needed them to win. Even now, as he held his bottle of beer, I could see him twirling it clockwise in his hand. I remembered him telling me once that twirling a bottle counter-clockwise was bad luck. He seemed to think that every time he twirled a bottle counter-clockwise, he would fumble the ball in his next game: nonsense, of course, but he was too afraid to take any chances.

“Maybe dancing with her will be good luck,” I suggested. “Maybe she’s like a leprechaun or something. I mean, she is quite small. Do they have those in Quebec?”

He laughed: a small laugh, but maybe the first laugh in six months. It was nice to hear that there was still a sense of humour dwelling deep inside of him: a little piece of hope that he wasn’t completely lost to his football woes.

“Well? Go and dance with her. Look at her. She’s exactly your type.”

He squirmed and shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. I need everything to be perfect for the game on Tuesday.”

I tried not to sigh as I watched his expression drop. He sunk back into his funk, looking away from the cute blonde who was waiting for him to approach her. I slipped away and had a few more drinks with friends. We went outside for a smoke, and then we started talking about Tiger. “Because of him, I lost three hundred bucks this year. I’m definitely not putting any more money on their games—unless I’m betting against them,” said Juan.

“Be nice to him. He’s going through a tough time,” I said.

“Maybe he should just step down as quarterback then. Maybe then we’ll have a chance of making the playoffs.”

I sauntered over to the window and looked into the house. I could see him standing across the room with that sad, quiet look on his face. I had to help him. I had to cheer him up—even just for one night. So I went back inside. I went to the kitchen to pour him another strong drink, but I couldn’t find the vodka. I asked Jimmy if there was any more in the house somewhere.

“Check downstairs,” he said. “In my parents’ bar—but don’t take too much. I’m not supposed to go down there.” So I went down to the basement and checked the bar of Jimmy’s parents. I looked through drawers and cupboards. There was no vodka, but I did find a blonde Halloween wig. I chuckled as a silly idea entered my mind.

I looked around the room for more pieces to complete my costume. I found Jimmy’s sister’s bedroom, and inside I found a little black dress and some fishnet stockings. I found a tube of lipstick, which I carefully applied to my lips, and then I put on the dress and the wig. Giggling, I went back upstairs.

I got the reaction I was looking for from my friends. They all started laughing when they realized who I was. Juan, who had been openly gay for a few years already, came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. “You know my birthday isn’t until next week, right?” he said.

“No touching,” I said. “Or I’ll hashtag-me-too your ass.”

The guys laughed. “Why are you dressed up in my sister’s dress?” Jimmy asked.

“I’m going to try to cheer up Tiger,” I said. And then I looked around for him and spotted him on the other side of the room. I knew Tiger wouldn’t be able to resist the urge to laugh. He loved ridiculous gags. So I sauntered over to him, snuck up next to him, and then I wrapped my arms around him. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you!” I said in my best girly voice.

He looked at me with a curious and reserved look. “I’m sorry. Who are you?” he asked.

“Oh, darling! Don’t play silly! It’s me—your beautiful girlfriend.” I did a little spin, trying not to laugh. And it took him a surprisingly long moment before realizing he was looking at me and not a real girl. His face suddenly turned red and he chuckled.

“Where did you find that dress?” he asked.

“You didn’t actually think that I was a girl, did you?” I said.

“I—I didn’t know what was happening,” he said. “I was zoned out, I guess.”

“Well don’t you like the dress? It’s a size too small and I think it makes my ass look big,” I said, turning my backside to him. It was a minute later when one of his favourite songs came on. I grabbed his hand and I pulled him towards the dance floor. “Dance with me!” I said, giggling. He started giggling as well: a bit tipsy and finally starting to relax.

I felt silly in the dress. I kept getting weird looks from people who didn’t know me—but I didn’t care. I’d never been a terribly shy person. One time, both Tiger and I showed up for a sorority party dressed like girls. We both looked ridiculous, but we thought it would be hilarious—and we were right. They let us into the party and we were the only guys there, surrounded by fifty hot girls. And then there was the time that Tiger dared me to run across the football field in the middle of the game, dressed in my own sister’s lingerie. He didn’t think I was going to do it, but I did it, and we both laughed about it for weeks.

Now, he was starting to break away from his funk: exactly what I wanted. His face was red as he looked around at the girls; they were all probably wondering why Tiger was dancing with a drag queen.

The funky song ended and a slower rap song came on. I stumbled slightly, suddenly feeling the effects of my last stiff drink. I giggled, and then I turned around and started to twerk (a not-so-impressive attempt). I backed into him and grinded against his lap. He laughed nervously, cautiously putting his hands on my hips. Now lots of people were watching, probably unable to tell if we were just screwing around or if Tiger was seriously dirty-dancing with a boy in a dress.

It was all just a big joke, until I felt his erection. I wasn’t sure what it was at first, rubbing hard between my butt cheeks in that tight dress. Then I paused and felt him pressing hard against me, sliding that hard shaft up, cradling it between my cheeks. I took a deep breath and then I stood upright, turning around to say, “I’m getting kind of tired. I think I need a break.”

He smiled and nodded. It was nice to see him smiling—but what was up with that erection? Was it just from all the rubbing, or did he have a confused moment? I caught myself looking down at his crotch, to see if it was real. And sure enough, he had a stiff bulge between his leg. He quickly tucked it away with a quick move, and then we went back to the kitchen. This time, he poured himself a strong drink. I poured one for myself as well. We were quiet for a minute, and then he said, “You know, you actually kind of look like a girl with that wig.”

“Really?” I said with a nervous laugh.

He nodded, and then the silence returned. It was getting awkward, so I decided to turn my goofiness back on. As the other guys walked up, I threw my arms around Tiger. “Oh, Tiger. Introduce me to your friends. Tell them all about me—your new girlfriend.” I giggled. The guys chuckled. And even Tiger let a smile slip.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close against his warm, gym-toned body. He was playing along—maybe too much. I could feel his fingers digging into me: not painfully, but enough that I couldn’t quite move. His hand gently slid up from my side to my rib cage, and then his fingers pushed forward, over my chest, where my tits would have been had I been a real girl.

It was all very strange and unexpected. He was touching me as if I was a real girl, getting carried away with our little role-playing game. So to get a break, I excused myself for the bathroom. I was happy that he was starting to relax, maybe for the first time since that first loss of the season, so many months ago. But at the same time, I didn’t like being grabbed and groped. I didn’t like thinking that my good friend was legitimately attracted to me while I was wearing some chick’s tight dress and blonde wig.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Just a minute,” I said. I stared at myself in the mirror, looking into my own eyes. Maybe I did look a little bit like a real girl. With a bit of eye makeup, I would have definitely looked like the real thing. My small size didn’t help, and neither did my tiny nose, big eyes, and long eyelashes. I guess I did have some girly features. Family friends were always telling me that I looked more like my mom than my dad, but I didn’t think that they meant I looked more like a girl than a boy.

The person knocked again. “I said I’m in here!” I called out.

“It’s me,” whispered Tiger. Why was he at the door? I walked over and opened the door a crack.

“What is it?” i asked.

“Can I come in for a second?” he asked.

I let him in. “What is it?” I asked. I thought he was going to tell me something private: a secret or a confession. I stared into his eyes, waiting for him to tell me what he came to say. “Well?” I asked.

“Turn around,” he said.

So I turned around, reeling with confusion. He put his hands on my sides, making me feel small as his long, muscular fingers stretched over my ribs. “Bend over,” he said. So I bent over.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he said, hushing me. Then his fingers moved down to my thighs. He grabbed the tight bottom of my dress and started pulling it up.

“What are you doing, Tiger?” I asked.

“Shh,” he hushed again. I felt a cool draft tease my butt cheeks. I laughed nervously, feeling weird with my bare butt in his direction. “Nice panties,” he said. I’d forgotten that I put on panties. I originally had my boxers on when I put the dress on, but they looked silly, bunched up under the tight fabric. So I grabbed a clean pair of red lace panties. Now I felt awkward about the girly underwear.

I froze completely when he took the panties and pulled them down, over the cusp of my butt. “Seriously, Tiger. What are you doing?” I asked. I looked back and became cold with terror. He had his cock sticking out from his unzipped fly. He was erect and throbbing, with long, thick veins crawling up to his massive tip. He spat into his hand and then rubbed the spit down his mighty shaft. “Oh God,” I mumbled. “Tiger?”

“Just relax,” he said with a deep, quiet voice. He pressed his free hand against my back as he gently stroked his shaft, pulling back his foreskin while his erection throbbed.

“Tiger, I’m not gay,” I said. But I couldn’t move. I was too terrified.

“You’re not a guy,” he said with a slight smirk in his voice. Now I was regretting giving him the booze. Maybe the one drink limit was a good idea. I tried to squirm away but he grabbed me with both of his strong hands, pinning me in place. But he only needed one hand to hold my slight body still. He slid the other hand down to my butt and he used that hand to spread my cheeks wide. I gasped as he gently tickled my butthole with the tip of his finger.

I was speechless—too scared to move—to scared to stay still. I felt his wet, warm tip press up against my hole. I clenched tight and bit down on my tongue. “Relax,” he said. And then he began to push. His tip was so warm! I felt so vulnerable and so weak. He could do what he wanted to me; he was twice my weight, with more than eighteen inches of height on me. I kept clenching, and then I had a moment of weakness where I let my anal muscles relax. He suddenly penetrated me and I gasped.

He groaned. I could feel his shaft throbbing inside of my body. I closed my eyes and tried not to cry. He grabbed my hips firmly and let a grunt slip. Then he started to push inside of me. I felt everything stretching: including parts of my body that weren’t designed to stretch. My legs trembled and shook, but he didn’t stop. Even when I clenched hard, he didn’t stop. “Oh God, Tiger. It hurts!” I said.

“Just be quiet,” he said. “And take it.” He kept pushing. It felt like forever before I felt the soft tickling of his pubic hair against my bum. Then he let a long sigh of relief out. He caressed my naked ass and then he began to gently thrust in and out. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. The pain was intense, but I was too afraid to stop him, worried I would make him remember his abysmal football season. At least I had him distracted. At least he was cutting loose for a night. At least I felt like I was paying him back for everything he’d ever done for me.

And the pain was starting to go away. Each thrust hurt less than the one before. In fact, a warm tingling was starting to grow between my legs. I finally allowed myself to unclench, and then most of the pain vanished. I let out a long sigh, curling my fingers against the bathroom counter. I looked down my chest at my dress-clad body. I could see my blonde hair dangling down, teasing the counter. I felt weird, remembering that I was dressed like a girl, being fucked by one of my best friends. I really wasn’t gay. I’d never thought about being with a guy before. In fact, the thought had always scared me, and made me shudder slightly. I had no issues with gay people, but I’d always been into tits and pussies.

But for some reason, I was starting to feel comfortable with Tiger: his strong body was strangely comforting. I liked it when he moved his big hands up and down my sides, caressing my body, sending warm shivers crawling across my skin. It was a long moment before I realized I was pressing my bum back with every penetration, bouncing against his lap while his long shaft explored the inside of my body.

I let out a loud moan. I could feel all of his veins rubbing my anal walls. It felt so good. I found myself squirming, trying to hold back the euphoria. I didn’t want the moment to end. “Fuck me harder,” I whispered. And then his fingers gripped me tighter and he began to thrust harder. I looked down my body again and noticed that my cock was erect and bouncing up and down, reaching for my abdomen. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want him to see the erection. I didn’t want him to know that I was liking this, even though I knew he was liking it. “Don’t stop,” I said. If I didn’t want him knowing I was enjoying myself, then why was I begging him to ram me harder? Why was I begging him not to stop?

He fucked me faster, slamming down harder. The euphoria became overwhelming. I let another loud moan slip out and then I pressed my forehead against the bathroom counter. I spread my legs wide and he moved in tighter, ramming me harder and faster. I could feel his thick shaft bloating up inside of me as his fingertips dug into my skin. “Don’t stop!” I said again.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I said as warm beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. Then he came. I felt his hot load gushing inside of my body. I gasped and clenched my hole as he pushed himself in as deep as he could, with his pubic hair pressed against my bum. His body trembled as his huge load unloaded inside of me. Then he stumbled back and I felt it flowing out of me. I gasped and remained slumped on the counter while the warm goo began to pour down my thighs.

“What time is it?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“I should get going,” he said. “I have to train in the morning.”

I managed to peel myself up. I stumbled slightly, feeling the redness as it entered my face.

“Let’s not talk about this,” he said. “Let’s just pretend like this never happened.”

I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said.

He smiled, and then he turned away and left, leaving me alone in the bathroom. When I finally got myself cleaned up and I returned downstairs, he was gone. The party was starting to die down. And my butthole was still throbbing from five minutes of blissful ramming. 


CHAPTER II

I woke up wishing the night had been a nightmare. But I knew as soon as I stood up that the fucking had really happened. My bum was still sore and my hole was still slightly agape. I took a long shower, letting the hot water wash down my legs where his cum had dribbled down. My heart was pounding hard, constantly reminding me of what I’d done. Why didn’t I stop him? Why did I let him fuck me? Was he gay, or was he just drunk and I looked a bit too much like a girl?

When I got out from the shower, I spent some time staring at myself in the mirror. I ran my fingers gently down my face, feeling my skin and the curves of my jawline and cheekbones. I did have some traditionally feminine features, but did I look like a girl? I’d dressed up like a girl before, but no one ever thought that I was the real deal. Tiger was just drunk, and that wig had helped to hide parts of my face—maybe the more masculine parts.

I paced around my apartment. On my kitchen counter was the dress and the blonde wig. The rest of my night was a bit of a blur, as the alcohol had seeped into my brain and left me in a bit of a drunken fog of my own. I knew that I was wearing my normal boy clothes when I got into the taxi… apparently I took the dress and the wig along with me, presumably in the grocery bag that was on my kitchen floor. Now, I knew that I needed to return the outfit, but I was embarrassed to call Jimmy to tell him that I had it. I would have to find a way to sneak it into his house… or maybe I could just hold onto it. His sister had a thousand dresses. Would she really notice the one missing? And that wig smelled like dust when I pulled it out from that cupboard. I was probably doing the family a favour by removing it from their house and freeing up a bit of space.  But what the hell was I going to do with it?

It was later that day when I saw Tiger, for the first time since I saw him in the bathroom. We had class together, but he hardly noticed me. He had that faraway look in his eyes again, probably thinking about his upcoming game, making sure he was going through all of the correct traditions so that the football Gods would give him a chance at winning. I was glad that he was distracted. I didn’t want to have any awkward encounters. Though I couldn’t help but think that he couldn’t remember what we’d done together. He was fairly intoxicated when he slipped into that bathroom with me, and he was stumbling slightly when he left me alone, with cum oozing down my legs. Maybe the whole night was a blur to him. Maybe he only remembered fragments. Maybe he thought that he fucked a random girl in the bathroom.

He looked over at me at one point. He forced a bit of a smile: nothing unusual, nothing that suggested he was thinking about our romp in the bathroom. Maybe the romp was now my own little secret. Maybe I was the only person on the planet who knew that it happened. Maybe I would forget about it, given enough time.

The next day was Tuesday: game day. It had only been a few days since their last game, and the Nova Scotia Hurricane was just coming off their rest week: well rested and heavily favoured to win against our slumping team. It was a cool afternoon and attendance was at an all-time low. I showed up wearing a big jacket, with a blanket to rest across my lap. There were a few girls in the stands: girlfriends of players—none of whom seemed particularly interested in the game.

Even I wasn’t too interested, just there to support my friend, not wanting him to think that I was giving up on him like everyone else. I caught myself zoning out with my phone in my hand a few times. And then something strange happened. The announcer screamed, “What a throw! Thirty yards, straight into the hands of Heidelberg! It’s a touchdown!” I looked up and saw Tiger gently stretching his shoulder after making the amazing throw. They replayed the play on the big screen: an amazing play by Tiger. And it wasn’t the last amazing play of the game.

The team was down by three points with just two minutes left. Tiger had the ball, thirty yards from the end-zone, and it was the third down. He was about to throw the ball, and then one of the Hurricane players attempted a tackle. Tiger dodged the move gracefully, and then he started to run the ball. He dodged another player, and then another. Then he jumped over a diving Hurricane: an impressive jump, eliciting a gasp from the crowd. He ran the ball the whole way, into the end-zone, taking the lead with just ninety seconds remaining. It was his last play of the game. The defence managed to run down the clock, keeping the Nova Scotia Hurricane away from the centre line until the buzzer rang.

Tiger’s slump was over. His team ran up and embraced him. They still had a long way to go before they were even in the running for the playoffs, but it was a step in the right direction—and it was all thanks to two amazing plays by Tiger.

I saw Tiger an hour later, at the after party down the street. His eyes were glowing. His gaze was still lost inwards, but he was happy. His face was beaming and he kept biting his bottom lip, trying not to smile. Many people congratulated him on his win, but there were still many sour grapes in the crowd: people who had money riding on the team. The team was favoured to win the playoffs when the season started. Now, they only had a five percent chance of making the playoffs, and most people blamed Tiger for that. The worst of the scorn came from the parents of the other players: parents who were hoping for a playoff run that would place their kids in front of elite talent scouts.

There was still a chance, and I could see that chance glimmering on Tiger’s face, glowing in his eyes. “Congratulations,” I said. He turned around and looked into my eyes. He smiled and nodded his head slowly.

“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for coming out. I saw you up in the stands, even though it was cold.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “So is this the start of an epic winning streak? If you win eight straight, you guys will probably make it in—right?”

He laughed. “Eight straight wins. That’s asking a lot,” he said.

“If anyone can do it, it’s you,” I said.

And then I watched as his smile grew. He stared into my eyes and nodded his head slowly. Then a strange tingling dread filled my gut. What was on his mind? Was he remembering our moment in the bathroom? I cleared my throat. “Well, I’d better get going,” I said. “I’ve got class in the morning. I’ll see you later.”

He nodded his head, and then I turned to leave, feeling weird about the whole thing. I could still feel a bit of soreness between my butt cheeks. 


CHAPTER III

I was in a cafe the day before Tiger’s next game. I overheard a group of friends chatting behind me in line. “You saw that they won, right?” said one of the friends.

“One game—big deal. You know that they would have to win every single remaining game just to make the playoffs, right?” said another.

“It’s not impossible.”

“It’s basically impossible. Want to know the worst part? My cousin’s on the team. Apparently he had a scholarship pending for UBC. He got a call two weeks ago saying the scholarship is going to someone else. Is it his fault? No. He didn’t botch all of those games. It’s bullshit, if you ask me.”

I was tempted to turn around, to defend my friend. But a part of me was scared to stand up for Tiger. The town hated him more than ever before.

“I’m just saying there’s still a chance,” said the friend to the other.

“Hardly. They should have been playing the alternate QB. Then we wouldn’t be in this mess. You know why they’re not playing the alternate, right? Because Tiger’s parents fund the whole team. It’s all bullshit.” The man was angry, but he wasn’t lying. Tiger had rich parents; they were the richest couple in the town, and everyone knew it. Tiger’s dad employed a third of the town, and Tiger’s mom was the principal of the school, which technically owned the team. Had Tiger’s parents been poor, then he probably wouldn’t have been played after the third straight loss of the year. “He’s just another useless rich kid.”

“You’re probably right,” the other friend said, and then my coffee finished and I left the cafe. I wasn’t free from the town’s hatred for Tiger. Most of the people my age knew that we were friends, so even I got the odd scorn on the street: people thinking I had something to do with Tiger’s miserable season. And maybe I did contribute just a little bit to the season from hell. During the summer, I convinced Tiger to skip more than a few practices, so we could hang out. I pushed him into drinking more than he was supposed to be drinking. I was partly responsible for giving Tiger his big ego: constantly telling him that he didn’t need to train so much, because he was naturally talented. Tiger listened to me—until the season started going downhill.

Tiger’s family was hosting a big event that night. All of the rich people in town were invited, and a few journalists from out of town were coming to interview Tiger’s family. Tiger had sent me an invite a few weeks before, but I declined, not wanting to end up being photographed by any journalists. The odd scorn on the street was bad enough. I didn’t need the whole town lumping me in with the abysmal football season. “You should come,” Tiger texted me, twenty minutes after the event began.

“I’m just going to stay home tonight. I’ve got that big biology test tomorrow,” I wrote back.

“You really don’t want to come? The drinks are free,” he wrote.

“Are you even drinking?” I asked.

“No. But you can drink if you want to,” he said. But it didn’t exactly sound like a ton of fun: drinking by myself, surrounded by rich people and journalists. It seemed like a bad idea: to have a big, rich celebration while the whole town was grinding their teeth with anger.

“I think I’ll pass tonight,” I said. “Thanks for the invite though.”

I didn’t really need to study too much for my test. It was a small test, and it was easy material. I looked over my textbook and then I watched some TV. It was around 11:00 PM when I decided it was probably time to go to bed, so I could get enough rest for the test. Then I got a text message from Tiger. “I’m at your back door. Let me in,” the message said. I went over to my window and peered out. Sure enough, he was standing there on my back porch, looking around nervously, as if he just robbed a bank and he needed somewhere to hide. I went down to let him inside, creeping across the living room because I knew my parents were still awake: I could hear the TV playing in their bedroom.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered as he slipped into my house.

“I had to get away from that party,” he said. “What are you up to?”

“I was just about to go to bed. Shouldn’t you be sleeping? You have that big game tomorrow. You can’t lose or the town will crucify you.”

He nodded his head slowly. “I know. But I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. I’m going to lose tomorrow.”

“Why?” I asked. I heard a creaking overhead. I paused and looked up, worried my parents were awake. I wasn’t supposed to have friends over after 10:00 PM. My parents knew about my upcoming test, and they wanted me to do well, even though they knew I couldn’t afford college, and they couldn’t afford it either.

“Nothing’s right,” he said.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

He scratched the back of his neck. “I went to buy new laces for my shoes, but the store is closed for the week. I guess the owner is on vacation. So I went online, but the website said it would take three days for express delivery. And then I went to practice this morning, but our locker room is locked because I guess there’s asbestos or something in there, so they have us in another room—and it’s just not right.”

“None of that stuff matters,” I said.

“I know it doesn’t, but it’s all I can think of. You know how I am: I need things to be right,” he said.

I shook my head. “Was every little thing right before your last game? You had more drinks than usual, and you still won. Isn’t that one of your things?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Some things were different,” he said. “But they were all right for the most part.”

“You just need to relax and keep reminding yourself that none of that stuff matters. Things aren’t always going to be right. Sometimes rooms need renovated, and sometimes stores will be closed. If you were playing in the Grey Cup and suddenly your locker room was closed, would you just give up? If you’re going to make it to that professional level, you need to find a way to control your own destiny. Don’t let all these little habits decide your fate for you.”

“I know that it’s just in my head, Xander. But I can’t change that—not overnight.”

I took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. He was staring into my eyes, looking like he had something else to say, but he was too afraid to say it. “Just go home and try to sleep,” I said. “You’ll do fine tomorrow. You just need to relax and focus on the game—not on the little things. That’s all I can say. The rest is up to you.”

“Xander, I hate to do this. But I need your help,” he said.

“With what?” I asked. I was starting to feel tired. My eyes were becoming heavy while my gut churned with a dread that had been lingering since the night in the bathroom.

“The night before that win. You had that wig and that dress,” he said. His face was white and he was staring down at the floor now, unable to look into my eyes. I looked down at the floor as well. My heart suddenly started pounding. I’d convinced myself that he was too drunk to remember the romp in the bathroom, but now I was realizing it was as clear in his mind as it was in mine. “Do you still have that stuff?”

“The dress and the wig?” I said softly. My voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah.”

“Um. Yeah. Why?” I said, unable to look up at him.

“I won that game the next day,” he said. “I don’t know that I’ve ever played as well as I did the next day.”

“So what are you getting at?” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“Put on the wig and the dress and we’ll go down to the basement,” he whispered. “I’ll pay you money. My parents gave me a thousand bucks for my birthday two weeks ago. It’s yours.”

I opened my mouth to reply but there was a giant lump in my throat preventing words from escaping. “Y—You want me to do what?” I asked.

“Put on the dress and the wig, and we’ll go downstairs. It’ll be fast. Please. I need you to do this for me. Nothing else has gone right.”

I could taste copper in my mouth. My lips were suddenly dry. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs and then I attempted to clear my throat. “I can’t do it,” I said.

“I’ll seriously give you a thousand dollars—and it will only take a few minutes. Please Xander. We’ll just do it and never talk about it again.” He reached into his pocket and fished out the wad of bills. I stared at the money, shocked and confused. And then my brain started to consider the offer. I’d already bent over for him once before, so it’s not like I would be losing my anal virginity. And I could still remember how good it felt once the pain went away. For an hour after the act, I was tingling with euphoria. And then there was that thousand dollars. I really needed that money. I only had about fifty bucks in my bank account. I’d never had that much money before.

“You promise it’ll be fast?” I asked with a dull, quiet voice.

“Promise,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. “Come down to the basement in ten minutes.” I turned slowly and went to retrieve the wig and the dress. My legs were already wobbling while my heart throbbed violently. 


CHAPTER IV

I felt like I was on the verge of fainting as I paced back and forth in my basement. I was wearing that dress and that wig. There was a dusty mirror across the room that I kept staring at: staring at my reflection, not sure how to feel about my curves. Especially from afar, I actually looked like a girl. Up close, I could see my face, which ruined the whole illusion. And then I opened a drawer and found some of my sister’s old makeup supplies. I didn’t have enough time to doll myself up, but I did decide to put on a little bit of mascara on my eyelashes, and a touch of lip-gloss on my lips. Those two items were enough to make me look a little bit girly: enough for me to get into the right headspace.

I had no shoes or socks on. My bare feet were on the cold cement floor in that unfinished basement. I had to keep moving or my toes would go numb. But whenever I moved, I could feel the satin of the dress rubbing against my skin: a feeling that brought me right back to that party bathroom: the last time I wore the dress. It was a nice feeling: soft and pleasant. But it was a constant reminder of what was coming. It took two days for my asshole to return to normal after Tiger fucked me. Now I had another two days of recovery to look forward to.

I heard him coming down the stairs. A part of me was terrified that it was my father, so I jumped behind the wall and peered out from the shadows, until I saw that it was him. Then I stepped out and he looked at me from across the room. I held my arms out and whispered, “Is this okay?”

He nodded his head slowly. He cleared his throat. “You look good,” he said softly.

“Where do you want to do this?” I asked.

“Anywhere,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted the dresser where I found the makeup supplies. “How’s about there?”

I nodded my head, and then I walked over. I gave the dresser a little nudge, to make sure it was properly grounded. I didn’t want it rocking and squeaking and making a ton of noise that would wake my family up. But it was heavy and steady: good enough to hold my weight. I planted my elbows down on the wooden surface and I spread my legs enough for him to step in.

He stepped forward and put his hands on my hips. Then he began to gently caress up and down, feeling my curves and my sides. “What are you doing?” I asked. “Just get it over with.”

“I can’t,” he said. “I’m not hard.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but then I paused. The words were stuck in my throat. I could feel his big hands moving up and down while confusion swilled in my head. Was he using me to get hard? Could I get him hard? Did that mean that he was gay, or did it mean that I really looked and felt like a woman to him? My heart stuttered. I wasn’t fond of that moment: feeling gay while a strong man handled my body. I wanted to get the act over with, and I knew that standing still wasn’t doing me any favours. So I pushed my bum back into his crotch and I began to sway, grinding my ass against his lap. “How’s this?” I asked in my best girly voice.

He laughed nervously. “I think that’s working,” he said. I closed my eyes and tried to stay in character. That’s all I was doing: acting. It was just a favour for a friend, and a way to make a few bucks. And I kept reminding myself that I had nothing to lose. I’d already let him inside of me once before, so what was once more?

I could feel his bulge growing in his pants: getting harder and harder with each passing second. I heard him let an elated sigh slip out. Then his fingers began to squeeze me, the same way they did a few nights before. “Take off your pants,” I whispered.

He quickly undid his belt and dropped his pants to the ground. Then he stepped forward again, pulling up my dress and pressing his semi-erect cock between my butt cheeks. I kept grinding and he kept groping. But he wasn’t getting fully-erect. I started to wonder if there was something wrong with me. Was I not turning him on? Was I not sexy enough? For some reason the thought of leaving him unsatisfied was frightening. If I was going to be doing this, I at least wanted to do it right. I looked back at him. “Get it up already,” I said.

“I—I can’t,” he said. “I can’t stop thinking about the game tomorrow.”

I bit down on my tongue. I wanted to help. I needed to help. I could come this far and then just fall flat. I couldn’t let him down. So I turned around and looked down at his extended semi-erect cock. I took a deep breath as my head became hot. Then I dropped to the ground, pressing my knees against the cold cement. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but it was my only idea—and I had to do something to move things along. I couldn’t spend all night in that basement with him. I grabbed his long cock, squeezed it firmly, and then I pressed his tip through my lips. I began to suck with my eyes closed. I kept telling myself that it was just another part of his body: no different than any other part. I bobbed my head quickly while I sucked. I tickled the underside of his tip with my tongue. I tried out all of the techniques that used to drive me wild with my ex-girlfriend. And sure enough, he started to throb intensely. His cock began to thicken, hardening, pushing up against the roof of my mouth. I spat him out for a moment to catch my breath. While I was breathing, I tugged his shaft, pulling his foreskin up and down, squeezing a drop of pre-cum out from his reddened tip.

“Does that feel good?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Yeah. Really good,” he said.

“Good,” I said. Then I stood up and spun around. I bent over, placing my elbows down. “Fuck me then.” I waited a moment, and then I felt that big, warm tip pressing between my butt cheeks. He used his free hand to spread my ass open, to make access easier—or maybe so he could see my puckering hole while it was being penetrated. I was clenching hard, but I managed to convince myself to relax, knowing that it would all be over with more quickly if I could relax. He began to push in.

I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. I could feel the stretching, but this time there was no pain. Maybe my asshole was still stretched out from our previous romp. Maybe the pain was never really that bad to begin with, and it was all in my head. I took a deep breath and felt his veiny shaft sliding deep. I moaned, feeling the throbbing against my anal walls. “Fuck,” I muttered. “That feels so good.” But this time, he hadn’t even started thrusting yet. I couldn’t help myself. The euphoria was stronger this time—maybe because I had fewer reservations. Maybe I was starting to accept that I was gay. But was I gay? Did I like being with men? I never caught myself staring at men on the street or daydreaming about men during school—but I certainly did those things with women. So why was I so aroused now? Was the arousal just a consequence of the penetration? Was my pleasure just a response to the stimulation of my prostate?

He slid in deep and began to thrust. This time, I didn’t close my eyes. Instead, I turned my head and stared at that dusty mirror. I watched my small body being dominated by the big, muscular quarterback. I watched as his long cock slid in and out: emerging like a long snake one moment and then disappearing inside of my body the next moment. It felt so good. I was moaning loudly, unable to control myself. Thankfully, Tiger reached around and placed his hand over my mouth, muffling me.

He was more comfortable this time, pounding me harder and faster. And I was taking it: pressing my bum back with each penetration, bouncing on his lap, getting all of his huge cock inside of my body. “Don’t stop!” I begged before biting down on his fingers.

He was groaning and grunting, sinking his fingertips hard into me. I couldn’t believe how deep his long shaft was inside of me. I could almost feel it pressing into my lungs, sliding up along my abdomen wall, up towards my sternum. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end.

My legs began to wobble. I started to picture his perfect cock in my mind. I remembered the feeling of his cum oozing down my thighs, and I wanted to feel that everywhere. So I said, “Come all over me.”

And it was only a few seconds later when he pulled out and said, “Turn around. Quickly.” I spun around and dropped down to my knees, trembling all over. He squeezed his erection tight and began to spray my face and dress-clad chest with his amazing cumshot. It was so warm and it felt so good. I could feel his thick globs sliding down my skin. I moaned and rubbed it all over me, spreading it everywhere while it oozed down. I looked down at my body and saw my big erection pushing up against my dress. There was a small wet spot against my tip: pre-cum. I was on the verge of coming, but I didn’t want to finish myself off in front of him, so I reached down and tucked my cock away before standing up. He fingers a glob of cum off of my collarbone and brought it to my lips. I licked it up, and then we kissed. His tongue penetrated my lips for five long seconds before reality returned to me and I jumped back.

“That’s it,” I said. “Now you should get home to get some sleep—and I should do the same.”

He nodded his head slowly. His eyes were glistening and his skin was pale, with rosy cheeks. He was smiling, biting down on his tongue in his moment of pleasant embarrassment. “Okay. Thanks for this,” he said.

He left, leaving me with a bit of a mess to clean up. It wasn’t until I returned with some paper towel to clean his cum off the ground that I noticed the thousand dollars sitting on the dresser. He must have put it down while I wasn’t looking. I fanned through the money, fighting back the urge to smile. I felt good, although conflicted. I liked having money, but I didn’t like that I’d now allowed my male friend to fuck me twice.

And it wasn’t until the next day that I realized my act wasn’t over. Tiger led his team to a decisive victory: a tremendous blowout, complete with a number of amazing highlights by the star quarterback. 


CHAPTER V

Tiger came by my house that evening with an envelope. He didn’t look into my eyes as he passed it to me. “Thanks,” he said softly before leaving. Inside the envelope was a note that said ‘Thank you’ and five crisp hundred dollar bills. It was a tip, or maybe a bonus. I didn’t know what to think of the money. It was a reminder of what I’d done. Tiger obviously thought that I was the reason he played such a tremendous game—and I was starting to wonder if it might be true as well.

Maybe he was getting some anger out on me. Maybe he was unloading his frustrations, using his cock. Maybe he just needed a way to get his mind off of football, and having taboo sex with me was his outlet. Or maybe it was just a mental block that I was lifting him over—either way, I was responsible, was I not? So I felt giddy, smiling as I went about my day.

It was the next day when I received a text message from him. “The next game is on Wednesday,” he wrote. “Then it’s our week off. You have Tuesday night free, right?”

It took me a few minutes to reply. My hands were trembling, but I knew that I now had a duty to fulfil. “I’ll leave it open,” I wrote.

But my job wasn’t as simple as bending over and letting him have at me for however long he needed. I needed to turn him on. I needed to get him aroused, and I needed to get his mind off of football. The town was starting to buzz with hopefulness. Articles came out, suggesting the possibility of a comeback. The odds of making the playoffs had risen to twelve percent. Rumours were buzzing that there would be a talent scout at the next game, which made many parents in the town very happy—even though the talent scout was obvious coming to see Tiger and not the other kids on the team.

I had work to do. I went online with my newly padded bank account, and I ordered a few items: a piece of black lace lingerie, a pair of heels in my size, a few makeup supplies of my own, and a black lace choker to cover my subtle Adam’s apple. My Adam’s apple had been a bit of distraction for me during our last romp. When I looked over at the mirror, I kept seeing it when I tilted my head back. Now that wasn’t going to be an issue—and I would look a little bit sexier for Tiger, getting him into the mood a little bit faster.

My items arrived a couple of days before our date. Tiger texted me to let me know that he had a motel room booked for the night. I told him that I would be there. Then I went into my room, locked the door, and began to practise my makeup. I wore my wig and the lingerie and the heels. I waited until my family was out of the house before practising my voice and my heeled walk. I took a few pictures of myself to see how I looked, and then I found myself ogling my own photos. I really did look hot, especially with that choker around my throat. My lips looked so plump with a bit of lip-gloss. My cheeks looked so prominent with a bit of blush. My eyes looked so big and stunning with a stroke of eyeliner.

I looked at the clock and realized three hours had already gone by. I needed to get myself cleaned up before my family came home. Strangely, I hated the feeling of washing off my makeup and taking off my tight lingerie. It was fun dressing up. Being sexy was a surprising thrill. I found myself praying that Tiger would win his next game, so that I could have another chance to dress up: so I could pick out a new outfit and try out a new makeup style. I couldn’t wait for him to see me all dolled up. I couldn’t wait to see his reaction to my curvy figure in that tight lingerie. I was literally counting down the hours until our date.

And then the moment came. It was 4:00 PM on Tuesday, the evening before the big game. I went to the motel early and checked into the room. I knew Tiger would arrive until 7:00 PM, so I had three long hours to make myself perfect. I spent an hour and a half doing my makeup: getting every little brush and stroke just right. Then I spent some time getting my wig looking realistic and cute. I used a borrowed curling wand to give my hair a bit of bounce. I already had my legs and armpits shaved. I used a product called Leg Shine to make my legs glisten. I even rubbed some on my butt so that my butt would have a cute shine to it. Then spent the rest of my remaining time alone getting the room ready: turning out overhead lights, using pieces of red fabric to cover lamps, to make the room more intimate. I turned up the heat a bit and I put on some soft music. Then came the knock at the door.

My heart raced. I rushed to the door and then I paused with terror. I looked through the peep hole and saw him standing there. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then I gently opened the door and stepped back. He came in and his gaze fell upon me. He said nothing and I said nothing. He put down his bag, closed the door, and then he walked up to me, putting his hands on my sides. I looked up into his eyes. He was wearing cologne. His face was freshly shaved, still smelling of aftershave. He gently caressed my body, and then he kissed me on the lips. “You look beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said in my practised girly voice. He cracked a smile. I ran my fingers down his chest, and then I looked down at his crotch. His bulge was already beginning to throb. He was excited: aroused by the mere sight of me. My heart jumped up into my throat. The extra work was worth it. The idea was to get him in the mood quickly, so the job would be easier. But now I was feeling a bit of regret, worried that I’d done too good of a job. Now foreplay was mostly unnecessary. I knew he would come quickly once he was inside of me. How could he not? I was sexy. I looked like a fuckable sex kitten in my lingerie and choker.

I turned around and strutted to the bed. I crawled up and swayed my bum in the air for him. When I looked back, he was already half naked: shirt on the floor, fingers at his fly. It was only a few seconds before his ripped body was naked. He came up on the bed with me. He ran his hands down my smooth legs and then he ran those hands up my chest. He cupped my tits and squeezed, making me wish I really had tits for him to squeezed. Then he pushed me forward until I fell on my stomach. He bent down and sunk his face between my butt cheeks. He pulled my lingerie to the side and began to tongue my asshole. It was a strange feeling—but a pleasant one. I moaned, squirming as the euphoria pulsed through my body.

I could feel my cock hardening, pushing firmly against the lace of my lingerie. I wanted to reach down and jerk myself off so badly, but I couldn’t ruin the illusion for Tiger. I let him eat me out for the next ten minutes, and then he rolled me over and climbed up my body. He aimed his erection down at my lips and made me suck him. I put my hands on his rock-hard thighs and held on tightly, feeling his hard veins against my tongue as he plunged up and down in my mouth. Another blissful fifteen minutes went by in the blink of an eye. Then he crawled down my body, feeling my curves along the way. He spread my legs and pulled my lingerie to the side, exposing my asshole. He stared into my eyes while he pressed his tip against my hole.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

He nodded his head. His face was red and beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. He took a deep breath, and then he started to push his cock into me. Now, for the first time, he wasn’t fucking me from behind. He was penetrating me while staring at my face. I must have looked hot because his cock was harder than ever before. He was practically salivating at the sight of me, making me feel sexy. I loved that feeling. I didn’t want it to end.

He paused for a moment and then he grinned.

“What is it?” I asked, with three inches of his cock pressed into my asshole.

“Before the next game, I want you to dress like a cheerleader,” he said. “I can get you the outfit.”

I nodded my head and bit the corner of my bottom lip. “If that’s what you want,” I said. He pushed his cock further into me. I moaned and he grunted. He looked down my body with lust glowing in his eyes. Then he began to thrust. I felt so vulnerable and so submissive underneath him. A part of me hated that he was staring at my face while pumping me, but another part loved it. I loved looking hot. I loved being his sex toy.

He pumped me hard and fast, holding me tight with both of his hands. I tilted my head back and let out a loud cry. I could be as loud as I wanted, now that we were in a motel room and not in the basement of my parents’ house. He fucked me harder and harder. “Please don’t stop!” I begged. “Keep fucking me. Fuck me harder!” I could feel the whole length of his impressive cock sliding in and out, massaging my anal walls, making my body pulse with excitement. I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. The euphoria was intense: more intense than ever before.

I could feel a tingling between my legs. I could feel my whole body buzzing. Then suddenly, I felt like I had to pee. I tried to hold it back, but then I just couldn’t tolerate the ecstasy anymore. I let go and looked down as a big wet spot began to form around my crotch, where the tip of my cock was. But it wasn’t pee—I was coming. His cock was perfectly slamming into my prostate, and ten minutes was enough to make me climax. The white cum seeped through the small holes in the lace. I reached down and wiped some up, pulling it up my torso, tasting a little bit of it before rubbing it on my chest.

He watched with glowing eyes, getting even harder inside of me. His mouth fell open and then he groaned loudly. He quickly pulled out, squeezed his shaft, and began to unload all over my torso and face. It was an amazing feeling—but I was sad that our romp was over. It would be two weeks before his next game, and there was a chance that I wouldn’t even be dressing up again for him.

But there was the chance that he would need me again. There was a good chance that I would be putting on a cheerleading outfit and taking it in the ass again. Maybe he would make me come again. Maybe he would make me experience a whole new level of orgasm.

Or maybe this whole thing was spiralling out of control. Maybe this needed to stop. Maybe I needed to get him to realize that he didn’t need to fuck me in order to win games. He wanted to make a career as a quarterback, after all. I couldn’t just be around for him to fuck before every game for the rest of his career.

I needed to convince him that this was all nonsense. I needed to convince him that he didn’t need me, even though I was staring to like our romps together—especially because I was starting to like our romps together. I had to save him, as well as myself. 


CHAPTER VI

It was the night before the next big game. Tiger had been sending me text messages all day, but I hadn’t been replying. I’d made the decision to cut him off. He needed to win a game without me and realize that he didn’t need me. It was my form of tough love: teaching him a valuable lesson the hard way.

Of course I was terrified that he would lose the game. I couldn’t help but be sucked a little bit into his own superstitious mentality. What if he did lose? Would he blame me? Would it sort of be my fault for tripping him up mentally the night before? But I had to do something. He wanted to be a quarterback as a career. I couldn’t just be on call for the next ten to fifteen years. And what about when he had to make road trips? Would I have to go on the road with him?

“I’m going to come over,” he messaged at 9:00 PM. I panicked. I took a deep breath and began pacing my room. My parents were downstairs. I knew that they would let him into the house if he showed up at the door. I thought about going downstairs to tell my parents that I was feeling sick, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t stop them from letting Tiger in to see me. So I quickly got dressed and went down to the living room. “I’m going to a friend’s house,” I said.

“This late?” my mom said.

I bit down on my tongue. “He needs help with a project due tomorrow,” I lied.

“What friend is this?” she asked.

“Frankie.”

“Who’s Frankie?”

“You know Frankie,” I said. “He comes over all the time.” She gave me a blank look, because there was no Frankie—I made him up.

“Oh. Okay. Well don’t stay out too late,” she said.

I left quickly, knowing Tiger would be at the door within minutes, like a junkie looking for a fix. I slipped out the back and started in the opposite direction of Tiger’s house. I had nowhere to go, so I just walked and walked until I reached a dog park that was abandoned for the night. The air was a bit cold, but not unbearable. I took a seat on the bench and then I looked at my phone. It was ten minutes later when Tiger sent another message. “Where are you, Xander? I really need to see you. The big game is tomorrow,” he wrote. I didn’t reply. Then a minute later, he wrote. “Don’t make me wait at your place.” Was I going to be sleeping on that bench overnight? “The town will kill me if I lose tomorrow,” he wrote. “I have that cheerleader outfit.” Then he sent a photo of the outfit, spread out on his car’s passenger seat.

My heart skipped a beat. The outfit was cute. I wanted to wear it. I wanted to see myself in the little skirt and the tight halter top. I wanted to feel the soft fabric against my skin. He even had a little thong resting under the skirt on his seat: red to match the team colours. I sighed and squirmed—but I remained strong, taking a deep breath and biting down hard on my tongue. I didn’t reply to the message.

“Please, Xander. I need you. I don’t know where you are, but I need you.”

It was hard to resist, but somehow I managed. It was 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my house, creeping down the alley as I snuck up to the door. I looked around to make sure he wasn’t camped out anywhere. Then, without turning on any lights, I made my way to my bed and crawled under the covers. His messages had stopped. I couldn’t help but wonder if he managed to find another fix, or if he’d just accepted that he wasn’t going to be getting any. Did it have to be me? Could he have a fling with another lady—or a ladyboy?

The thought made me tense up. I didn’t like the thought of him being with someone else, but I wasn’t sure why. It’s not like we were dating. It’s not like we were an item. Or were we? It felt like we had something together: something special, that I was ruining by hiding away. But I had to hide—I had to teach him that he didn’t need me.

But when I woke up in the morning, my will wasn’t so strong. As I opened my eyes, my heart started pounding. A horrible coldness crept down my spine. Did I just ruin the team’s season? Was I about to be responsible for Tiger’s crucifixion? Were all of those kids about to be stripped of their college dreams? I looked at the time. It was almost 10:00 AM: I slept in.

I sprung out of bed. The game was due to start in just two hours. Tiger was probably already down at the field, getting warmed up. On the radio, the local hosts were talking about the game. “Will Tiger extend the team’s win streak? If they win this game, they might actually have a shot at making the playoffs.”

I paced around my room. My parents and sister were gone. I had the house to myself. I took a deep breath and then I found myself staring at my reflection in the mirror. “What are you doing?” I whispered. I looked at the time. Now there was only an hour before kickoff. I had to get ready.

I ran to my sister’s room and I began to dig through her closet. I needed an outfit. I dug until I found something that seemed appropriate to wear out: a tight grey crop top (almost like a sports bra), a tiny pair of white denim shorts, and a little jean jacket that tied the whole outfit together. I knew that my sister was down at the field to watch the game; her and her friends got tickets the day before. So I had to make myself unrecognizable. I put on more makeup than usual, going thick with the eyeliner, dark with the eye shadow, and heavy with the contouring. I used lipstick instead of lip-gloss, and then I put a black hat on top of my wig, giving me a bit of a hipster look. I squeezed my feet into my sister’s black flats, and then I took off for the game with just fifteen minutes to kickoff.

I knew I was going to be too late. I was fifteen minutes away from the field. And to make matters worse, the parking lot at the field was full. The streets were all crammed with parked cars, so I had to park many blocks away and run the rest of the distance. I could hear the anthem ringing out while I was still three blocks away. I knew Tiger was already on the field, but I kept going. I had no plan, but I knew I had to do something.

I went to the ticket booth. “One ticket, please,” I said softly. I expected the man behind the desk to laugh in my face. But instead, he just looked into my eyes and said, “Sorry, ma’am. We’re all sold out today. First sell-out this season.”

I bit my tongue. “I don’t mind standing.”

“I can’t let you do that. Sorry, ma’am.”

I was a bit distracted by the fact he really thought that I was a woman. Did I really look the part? Was Tiger possibly not bluffing when he told me that I looked cute? Was he maybe not secretly gay? When I was dolled up, did I really look like a chick? “There must be some way for me to watch the game,” I said.

“On TV,” the man said.

“I need to get in there. It’s really important,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” he said.

I looked behind him. There was a door into the stadium. “Where does that door go?” I asked.

“Why?” he said.

“I want to know,” I said.

He shrugged again. “It goes to the offices, the locker rooms, and the field. It’s not for the public.”

“I’m friends with one of the players. I really need to see him,” I said.

He laughed. “Okay, lady. I’m going to have to ask you to go now,” he said.

I shook my head. “Please let me in. I’ll give you five hundred dollars.”

His eyes lit up. “Seriously?” he said.

I had the money. Tiger left it for me after our last romp. I pulled it out from my wallet and showed it to him. He wavered. “No. Sorry. I can’t,” he said. “If I let you back there, I’ll get fired. It’s not worth it.”

“No one will catch me. And I’ll just tell them that I snuck in through another door,” I said.

He paused again. “No. I can’t. It’s not worth it,” he said again, shaking his head. But I could tell that he was considering it.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll give you the money, and I’ll suck you off.” His eyes lit up and he became tense. I became tense too, surprised to hear the words coming out from my own mouth.

HIs lips parted but no words came out. Then he looked around at the empty space behind me. “Okay, come in,” he whispered, opening the little door. I stepped in slowly. My legs were trembling. I wasn’t actually expecting him to take the offer. I looked at the door to the hallway. I thought about running, but I knew he would chase me and call security. If he called security, I would never find Tiger. “Duck down,” he whispered, looking around again. “Before anyone sees you back here.”

So I sunk down to my knees, dipping my head below his little counter. I looked up at him. His face was red. His body was tense. He reached for his belt and started to undo it. Was I really going to do it? Was I really going to suck his cock? I bit down on my tongue and watched as he pulled down his fly. He was really going to pull it out, so I had to decide if I was really going to suck it.

I thought about Tiger. I thought about how devastated he would be if he lost the game. But maybe that’s what he needed. Maybe he needed to lose the season, so he could figure out how to stand on his own two feet, without charms and superstitions. I closed my eyes for a moment, and I was about to stand up and walk away. I could keep the money and I wouldn’t have to suck a stranger’s penis.

Then, I heard the announcer. “Touchdown! What an unfortunate fumble by Tiger Wilkinson! Just two minutes into the game, the Edmonton Wheat Kings find themselves up after an unfortunate giveaway.” The sound of the crown groaning was sadly audible.

I couldn’t let them eat Tiger alive. I had to help him.

In front of me, the ticket man now had his long, thin cock out. It was flaccid. “Well? Aren’t you going to suck it?” he whispered, looking around.

I reached out with a trembling hand. I wrapped my fingers around his soft member. He perked up. I took another deep breath, then I pulled it into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly while I got him aroused. And it didn’t take much. After just a few seconds, he was throbbing on my tongue, getting hard and large quickly. He moaned slightly, reaching out and grabbing his counter. I bobbed my head faster. His cock wasn’t getting any thicker, but it sure was getting longer, stretching out further and further, until his round tip was pressed into the back of my throat. Two long minutes went by. He moaned and groaned. His cock was fully erect now, throbbing intensely, dripping pre-cum onto the flat of my tongue. He reached down with one hand and grabbed the back of my head, pulling me tight into his unshaved crotch. His pubic hair tickled my nose and cheeks. I kept sucking.

“Another fumble and another touchdown!” yelled the announcer. “Not even halfway through the first quarter!”

My heart pounced. This was all my fault. I had to do something. I had to save Tiger.

I pressed my lips firmly around the cock and I bobbed my head faster. “Whoa,” the man said, gripping the counter with a firm grasp. I reached up and grabbed his ball sack. I massaged it with a tight grip, making his legs tremble. “Shit,” he moaned. “It’s coming. It’s happening.” I braced myself, and then I received a huge cumshot straight into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I took all of it. I swallowed awkwardly, and then I stood up, wiping my lips.

“T—Thanks,” he said. “I’m Billy, by the way. Can I have your number?” he said.

I shook my head. “I have to go,” I said. I slipped through that door, and I closed it behind me so I wouldn’t have to see the man’s face. I wanted to forget all about the awkward blowjob. I had to find Tiger and I had to fix the mess I’d created. 


CHAPTER VII

The hallways were confusing. I felt like I was lost in a maze. There were no signs, but many, many forks and turns. I even found myself on a whole different floor, trying to open locked doors. I could hear the muffled announced when he said, “Ten minutes remain in the second quarter.” I just wanted to find the field so I could wave down Tiger, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.

I was trying to open a door when it suddenly swung open. I threw myself to the side, hiding around the corner, before I was spotted by a group of men in suits. They were coming out from an office. They were all fuming. “He’s off the team. I don’t care how much money his family gives us,” the oldest of the men said. “That’s our season. Already down by twenty and the half isn’t even over. What a goddamned joke!”

The other men were red in the face. They were apparently too angry to notice me squashed in the corner, next to the door they just threw open.

“I’m just going to go down to the field, to tell Mackey that we’re leaving early,” said one of the men. He turned around and started in the other direction. I remained frozen, and then I realized I needed to follow him if I was ever going to find Tiger. So, keeping my distance, I followed the man down the long hallways. He went down a flight of stairs and then he turned many corners, until he came to a door with the word ‘FIELD’ written in big letters overhead. He stepped out and I remained in the hallway, squashed into a little nook beside a closet door. The man came back a minute later and walked by me without seeing me. Once he was gone, I ran up to that door I poked my head out.

I was on the field, staring at the back of Tiger’s team. The defensive line was out on the field. The offence was sitting on the benches, staring down at the ground. I read their names on their jerseys until I spotted WILKINSON. He was close, hanging his head particularly low. Then the coach looked back and I jumped back into the hallway. How was I going to get his attention?

I looked back down the hallway and saw the labeled doors. The first was the players’ changing room. Then was the janitorial closet. Then the third door simply said ‘CHEER SQUAD’. My eyes lit up and I ran to check the door. It was unlocked, and sure enough, all of the outfits were there: their cold-weather outfits, their summer outfits, and their special occasion outfits. I grabbed the classic skirt and halter top combination and changed quickly, even grabbing a pair of pom-poms. Then I crept back out onto the field as the announcer said, “We’ve reached our final minute!”

I felt my blood turning cold as I saw all the faces in the sold-out crowd. I took a few steps out, then some music started playing. Along the sidelines, I saw the cheerleaders shaking their pom-poms and extending their arms to the beat. I paused for a moment, then I began to imitate them, trying to blend in. I turned towards the crowd and saw a number of faces staring right at me. I was terrified that they would see that I was actually a man, but instead, they just watched with casual smiles. One of the men winked at me, and another whistled. I smiled, feeling strangely amused and warm inside.

A few of the players looked back at me, probably wondering why I wasn’t where I was supposed to be.

It was two minutes before Tiger turned around and saw me. He started at me with a curious look for a moment before recognizing me. I smiled and his eyes lit up and his lips parted. I nodded my head towards the door, and then he rose to his feet. Once the song was finished playing, I turned around and zipped back through that door. It was ten seconds later when he came through the door and said, “You’re here.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry about last night. I’m sorry about all of this,” I said.

He shook his head. “It’s not your fault. I don’t own you,” he said.

“No, but I don’t want for you to lose everything. I might not always be around for you. At some point, you’re going to have to figure out how to take control of your own destiny. But I’m here now, and maybe I can help you turn this game around.”

He smiled and nodded his head slowly. “I like you,” he said. “Last night, when I couldn’t find you—I was disappointed; not because I thought that I would lose this game, but because I’d been looking forward to being with you for so long. I don’t know—I guess I felt heartbroken.”

“Really?” I said, feeling strangely light and giddy.

He nodded his head. “They just told me that this is my last game on the team. So I guess you don’t have to keep dressing up for me.”

My heart swirled down into my stomach. “But I like dressing up,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well maybe you can just dress up for me for fun then,” he said.

I smiled, but I felt terrible. He was playing his last game, and it was partly my fault. I looked over at the janitorial closet. “Want to slip in there for a few minutes—just for fun?”

“Okay,” he said.

So we went into the closet. He pushed an old chair against the doorknob after flicking on the light. The room smelled like bleach and it was oddly warm. He turned to me and I threw myself into his arms. He was warm and wet with sweat, but I didn’t mind. I pressed my face against his and we kissed. I didn’t care that he was a man. I liked him, even though I was normally attracted to girls. I had no idea if that meant I was gay or bisexual or something else—but it didn’t matter. The label was irrelevant. I let him feel my body while I reached under his jersey to feel his sweaty muscles. Then I sunk down to my knees and he helped me fish his cock out from his equipment. He was already erect for me. I grabbed his thick shaft quickly. I squeezed it and moaned. I missed that amazing piece of meat!

I pressed it through my lips and sucked while his veins throbbed on my tongue. He was so big: so much bigger than the ticket man—so much warmer and harder, too. I ran my tongue up the length of his veiny member, and then I tickled the tip of his erection. He laughed and moaned. I leaned back and stared at the impressive towering dick. “It’s so big,” I said in awe, having never truly looked at it and analysed it before.

“It’s all for you,” he said.

I stood up. I extended my arms and he hoisted me up as if I weighed nothing. Then I reached down and grabbed his wet erection. I aimed his tip between my butt cheeks while he pulled my thong to the side. Then he lowered me down slightly, so his thick member would penetrate my butthole. I moaned as I stared into his eyes, his thick arms wrapped around me, holding me against his sweaty body. “Fuck me,” I said.

He started to bounce me, holding me up by my butt cheeks. I could feel his veiny member stretching me wide. I could feel every inch of him throbbing inside of my body. I went limp, overwhelmed with amazing euphoria. My erection popped out from my thong and slipped out from under my short skirt. Now it was rubbing against his warm, sweaty abs. He seemed to like it, looking down at it with rosy cheeks and glistening eyes.

I came first, and it didn’t take me long. He moaned as he watched my cum spewing up the length of his body. Then he pulled me tight so that I was pressed against my own substance. It squished and spread all over both of us. Then I could feel him bloating up inside of me. “Are you going to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

“I want it so badly,” I said.

“Good,” he said.

Then I felt it, blasting inside of my body, filling me deeply. I gasped and squirmed and moaned. “It feels so fucking good,” I said.

“It’s yours whenever you want it,” he said.

“Every day,” I smiled.

He smiled back and we kissed. Then he set me down gently and his huge load poured down my thighs. He helped me get cleaned up before darting back to his changing room to be with his team. He told me to wait in the cheerleaders’ room. “There’s a TV in there. You can watch the rest of the game. The cheerleaders won’t be back until after the game.” So that’s where I waited for him.

In the third quarter, Tiger threw three amazing passes, two of which turned into touchdowns. In the fourth quarter, he threw another amazing touchdown, and then he ran in his own touchdown to take the lead and the victory. After the game, he slipped into the cheerleaders’ room to give me a kiss. “Just remember: that had nothing to do with me,” I said.

He nodded his head with a smile. “It had everything to do with you, but not for the reason you think. Come with me to talk to the press.” He reached out and took my hand.

“Like this?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “You look great,” he said.

“Okay.”

I took his hand and we went out to the swarm of journalists. My picture ended up on the cover of the paper: me standing next to him while he told everyone that I was the reason the team had been on a win streak. I was nervous at first, knowing I would be recognized by close friends and family members. And I was recognized, but no one was upset with me or embarrassed; instead, I got calls from people thanking me. My own mother told me that she was proud of me, which took me by surprise.

Just like that, I turned into a sort of town hero. Nobody seemed to care about the fact that I used to be a man. It didn’t even make it into any of the news stories that mentioned me by my new name, Alexa.

The only people who had mean things to say were the bitter players that Tiger beat out on the field. A few of them called me ‘tranny’ and ‘trap’, but I didn’t mind. It was just the price of winning—and the price of love. It was a small price to pay, if you ask me.

THE END
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