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PUMP ME UP

Anthony finds himself in a struggle to choose between two girls at summer camp: Claire and Sarah. They’re both beautiful, but they both have secrets hiding under their clothes that no one at camp knows about, not even Anthony.


CHAPTER I

I had to choose between two women and it wasn’t an easy choice. It was an especially difficult choice, seeing as neither women knew I existed, but that was just temporary. Both of them, and every other girl at that summer camp, were all too preoccupied fawning over Maxwell Bernier, the guy with the big muscles and the dopey face. It was just a matter of time before they realized it was me they wanted, the one and only Anthony Pike.

Claire was my first choice. She had impressively long hair, and I think she was a brunette, though it was tough to tell, because in the sunlight she sometimes looked like a redhead. Her hair might not have been as long as it looked because she was short—it could have just been an illusion—but it was long on her. She wore thick, dark eyeliner around her eyes. “Isn’t that a pain in the ass?” I asked her on our third morning at camp.

“Isn’t what a pain in the ass?” she asked. She looked at me with narrowed eyes, as if to say, Who the hell are you? I’m Anthony Pike—remember that name. Soon enough, you won’t be able to forget that name. Soon enough, you’ll be begging for that name, wishing it was with you at every moment of every day. Who the hell am I? Who the hell are you?

“Doing your makeup like that every morning and cleaning it off at night. Is there even a mirror in your outhouse?” There were no bathrooms at Camp Chief Hector. There was no running water as far as I knew, unless there was some special line running into the girls’ cabins. The boys’ cabins certainly had no running water, just a flat of water bottles.

“I have a makeup mirror. I like the way I look with makeup,” she said, and I shrugged and walked away. As of that moment, I was officially on her radar—I’m pretty sure. She was hot—maybe the hottest girl at the camp. Well, I should say second hottest. The hottest girl at the camp was Mandy King, but I wasn’t interested in Mandy King. She was always smearing this strawberry-flavoured lip gloss on her lips, every minute or two, as if it was like a snack to her. If you were within ten feet of her, you could smell that artificial strawberry smell on her, and it always looked like it was melting off of her lips. I hate strawberries, always have, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t disassociate the girl from the fruit. She was hot though. Her tits were enormous and she never wore a bra.

Claire didn’t wear bikinis like the other girls. In the afternoons, she would go down to the lake with her friends, wearing a little red one-piece with a bathing-skirt. It looked more like a fitted cocktail dress than a bathing suit. My friend, Mikey, theorized that she wore it because she had self-esteem issues, but I liked it. It left more to the imagination. The swim suits of the other girls left nothing to the imagination, their tiny bikinis hardly covering their nipples and their pussies. If you can imagine what a couple of nipples and a pussy looks like, you pretty much knew how those girls looked naked. Not Claire though. Her body was still a mystery, and I liked that. She was saving it for someone special, for me, for Anthony Pike, future Hollywood screenwriter.

She had the voice of an angel, Claire did. At night, when everyone sat around the campfire, and one of the counsellors would pull out their guitar and play a song, she would sing along. She knew the words to everything—campfire songs and pop hits from the radio. She could hit every note, harmonize with whoever else was singing, and she would do it with a smile on her face. It was annoying, to be honest, because there was an unspoken obligation to sit there and listen to her while she sang, and all I wanted to do was talk to Mikey. If I wanted to hear someone sing, I would have gone to the opera, not summer camp. You could tell by looking around that everyone else felt the same way. When she opened her mouth and sang that first note, it was hard to miss at least a few eye-rolls from the crowd. If Claire was mine—when Claire was mine—I would ask her to lose the singing. Of course I’ll lose the singing, Anthony! Anything for you. It’s important you have a clear mind for your screenplays.

I knew Claire liked me because she sat next to me one night during dinner. All of the other seats were taken, except for one, at one of the girl tables. But she didn’t take the one at the girl table, she sat next to me. Mikey insisted that she probably didn’t see the empty seat at the girl table, or maybe she didn’t like one of the girls at the table, but I was certain she was there for me. She even asked me if the mashed potatoes were any good today. I shrugged and said, “I dunno.” The mashed potatoes weren’t bad—better than the days before, but still far too mashed, as if the cook used a blender to save time. You could always hear a blender running from the kitchen, but what was being blended? Not the pork chops or the peas, and presumably the gravy didn’t need blended…

Claire could have asked anyone at that table if the mashed potatoes were any good, but she asked me.

She made a lot of noise while she ate. She took a few bites with her mouth open, followed by a few bites with her mouth closed, like a goldfish constantly forgetting its manners and then remembering them when it heard the insufferably sound of its food being squashed and mashed in its mouth. “You really should eat with your mouth closed,” I said. If we were going to be together, that was one thing that needed fixed. I couldn’t possibly bring her to any big galas or red carpet events if her food was precariously close to falling out of her mouth. What would Herzog think if he saw such a thing? Those galas are always filled with members of the Academy—some of the smartest, most talented people in the world; surely they would remember such an atrocity when filling out their ballots for Best Screenplay.

Claire looked at me with wide eyes, the colour flushed from her face. “Excuse me?” she said.

“You heard me.”

She turned away from me. I don’t know why she took it so personally. She should have been thanking me. I’d potentially just saved her from a lifetime of humiliation. If I had a habit as vile as hers, I would hope someone would tell me. “You’re a real asshole, you know that, Anthony?” she said.

She knew my name, but I never told her my name, which meant the girls had been talking about me. My body filled with a light warmth but I hid my smile.

I was about to return to my cabin when I decided to do something nice for her. I went to the buffet and got her a slice of pie that had just been put out. I brought it back to her and placed it in front of her. “What’s this?” she said.

“It’s pie,” I said.

“No kidding.”

I looked back at her just before I left the mess hall. She slid the piece of pie across the table to Mikey, with her head turned away from it as if it were infested with bugs. Mikey happily took the pie and ate it. I guess she wasn’t a fan of pie.


CHAPTER II

Sarah was the other girl I liked, but I kept that a secret from Mikey and the other guys. I didn’t want to like her, but I couldn’t help it. There was some strange allure to her that I just couldn’t put my finger on.

She was my type, and I happened to have a very specific type. Claire wasn’t exactly my type, but I was willing to settle on certain things—superficial things that I knew wouldn’t matter in the end. Claire was short, but I’d always liked tall girls. Sarah was tall—an inch or two taller than me, though that wasn’t saying much seeing as I’d been told I was too short for the high-school volleyball team. Sarah was a bit thicker, though she wasn’t fat. Is the term ‘big boned,’ or does that just mean fat? She wasn’t fat. How’s about Amazonian? Though her skin was pale and her eyes were blue.

Her hair was long—except it was actually long, and she always wore it down, even when she was eating. She didn’t seem to have too many friends, and she didn’t make any of the guys’ top ten lists, so when I made mine I made a point of keeping her off, even though I secretly wanted to put her down as my number two. Unlike Claire, she didn’t wear a ton of makeup. She had what I would call natural beauty. She never wore a bikini, at least not that I ever saw—not even a one-piece. Every time I saw her down by the lake, she was still in her white t-shirt and her little jean shorts, her nice thick legs dangling over the dock with her toes in the cool water.

I ran into her one night when I went out for a piss. She was standing alone, down by the lake, smoking a cigarette. I didn’t know there was anyone at camp who smoked. In fact, there was a strict no-smoking rule. I found her fascinating. Of all the people at that camp, she was the last person I would have pegged as a smoker. She’d always struck me as a book-worm, or one of those girls who plays video games to impress boys. Hey look at me, I’m cool, I’m just like one of the guys. She always had that straight-A look about her. I went over to her. “You smoke?” I said.

She jumped and tossed her cigarette into the lake quickly, turning her head away to blow out her last puff of smoke.

“You know that’s bad for you, right?” I said.

“Is it? I thought it was good for you.” She looked me up and down and then she wrapped her arms around her chest, making herself look small.

“You know they kick you out if they see you smoking, right?” I said. The rule was ironic, seeing as the man who ran the whole camp, Rick Barker, was himself a smoker. You could smell it on him, on his clothes, whenever he was within ten feet. He probably thought he just smelled like campfire, but the reality was obvious.

“So?” she said.

“Don’t you like it here?” I asked.

“I dunno. I guess it’s fine.”

“Your name is Sarah, right?”

She looked around and then she pulled out another cigarette. “Yeah.” She lit it and took a long drag. She offered it to me. I’d never smoked before and I wasn’t interested. If I was going to be a world-famous screenwriter, I needed to keep my head clear of all possible toxins.

“Don’t you want to know my name?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“It’s Anthony Pike. I’m a screenwriter.”

“What have you written?” she asked, taking another long drag.

“The Nightmare of a Happy Man,” I said.

“I’ve never heard of it. Is it new?”

“It’s not out yet. I just finished writing it.”

She looked at me strangely, as if there was something off about me but she couldn’t figure out what. “I’ve seen you looking at me before. You know you can come talk to me, right? I won’t bite or whatever,” I said.

“I’ve literally never looked at you before, at least not intentionally.” This sentence made me hate her in a single moment. Maybe she wasn’t ‘big-boned’. Maybe she was just a bit over-weight. And maybe she was too tall. If she ever wore a pair of heels, being around her would be uncomfortable. And the smell of cigarette smoke—how could I ever live with such a smell? It burned my nostrils and made me feel nauseous. Besides, she already looked slightly older than the other girls at the camp. Give it a few years and she would look as old as my mother. There was no way I would ever be able to bring her to any events, or show her off to the executives at MGM or Lionsgate.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I said.

She looked at me with that strange look again. “Exactly what it means. I’ve never seen you before.” This just made me angrier.

“You know you didn’t make any top ten lists, right? Not one that I’m aware of.”

Her face flushed and then her eyes narrowed. “What top ten lists?” she asked, but I could tell she knew damn-well what I was talking about.

“I thought about putting you on mine, but now I’m glad I didn’t,” I said, standing up tall and triumphant.

She took a deep breath. “The Nightmare of a Happy Man is a stupid title for a movie. It’s probably the most arrogant nonsense I’ve ever heard. It sounds like some artsy crap that no one would ever want to watch.”

I bit the edge of my tongue. “You’ll regret saying that one day—and I’ll be sure to remind you during my acceptance speech.”

“When you’re accepting the award for stupidest title?”

That was all I could take. I turned around and started back towards my cabin, so mad that I forgot I needed to pee. I didn’t say anything else to her; I didn’t have to. I would prove her wrong one day in the not-so-distant future. Some hick will be taking her out on a date—probably sneaking her into the theatre because he can’t afford the price of admission—and then as she sits down and the curtain comes up, there’s my film: The Nightmare of a Happy Man. And she’ll look over at her date, who snuck in a bag of no-name brand potato chips, who can hardly afford the rent on his trailer, whose teeth are yellow and rotting out of his mouth because he’s too cheap to buy toothpaste, and I’ll be sitting in the back of the theatre with Claire under my arm—a night out from our luxury mansion in Beverly Hills. They’ll bring me up for a Q&A after the credits have rolled (and of course everyone stuck around through the credits during their standing ovation) and then I’ll see her, trying to hide her face with the collar of her worn-out coat.

She was pretty though, I’ll give her that. She had big, shining eyes and nice, plump lips. I like girls with big lips—but not those fake, saggy lips that so many rich girls always seem to have. Not like Mandy King’s lips, always dripping that artificial strawberry sludge. I still wanted to kiss Sarah’s lips, feel them pressed up against my own, feel her teeth playfully biting my bottom lip. I still wanted to feel the warm embrace of her body, lay her down and explore her chest that never seemed to make it out from her t-shirts. I bet she’s feisty in bed, too. She probably likes having her hair pulled, being slapped around a little bit. Hell, I bet she likes it on top, doing all the work, bouncing like a feisty bunny-rabbit, her tits jiggling around with no discernable rhythm. She strikes me as a squirter. I’ve always wanted to be with a squirter—a girl who’s not afraid to hold back.

Maybe I was a bit harsh on her, telling her about the top ten lists she didn’t make, although it was just the truth—unlike her jab at me, at my screenplay; that was just uncalled for. Cruel for the sake of being cruel. The Nightmare of a Happy Man was an exceptional title, she just didn’t have half the brain to take a second and think about it, about its complexity and its nuances. I doubt she actually thought it was a terrible title—that was just her emotions speaking. Maybe she was on her period or something.

The next morning, I decided I would be the bigger man and make things right. It was still early, still an hour or so before the sun found the quaint little Camp Chief Hector. I got dressed quickly and quietly left the cabin. I kept my distance from the other cabins, especially the staff cabin, so I wouldn’t wake anyone up. There were always supposed to be two staff members awake and on the lookout for any shenanigans, but I’d never seen any staff members awake after midnight, and before six. I’m fairly certain whoever was slapped with guard duty was off partaking in shenanigans of their own—or they were just sleeping in one of the vacant cabins.

The administrative cabin was kept locked, but like every other cabin on the large property, the windows were kept open, otherwise the air would get so hot and stuffy it was hard to breathe. I was able to slip through one of the open windows. I found Rick Barker’s office, and sure enough, in his bottom drawer, was a whole crate of unopened packs of cigarettes. I took three, and then I put one back, thinking the theft looked too apparent with three gone. I don’t think he would notice two missing packs. I slipped back out the window and then I returned to my cabin as the early risers were just waking up.


CHAPTER III

I kept an eye on Sarah during breakfast. She sat at a table with a group of friendless girls who didn’t speak a word to one another, and then she slipped away while most people were lining up for seconds. I followed her, keeping my distance. She buried her hands into her pockets and made her way down a hiking trail, looking around cautiously to make sure no one was following. Before we were even out of sight of the cabins, she spotted me. “Why are you following me?” she asked.

“I got you something,” I said, catching up to her. I handed her the packs of cigarettes.

“Camels? Gross.” Her eyes narrowed.

“What’s the difference?”

“There’s a big difference.”

“Can’t you smoke these?” I said.

“I can if I want to go around smelling like Camels all day.” She handed the cigarettes back to me. No one had ever refused a gift from me, Anthony Pike, before. If she’d had any sense at all, she would have asked me to sign the boxes—even if just to sell in a few years once my name was written in lights above every theatre in America. But apparently she was determined to remain stubborn.

“I’m trying to be nice, you know. You aren’t being very grateful,” I said.

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a short kiss, only lasting about two or three seconds. Her lips were soft and smooth, making my legs weak, making my heart pound up in my throat. “If you want to do something nice, find me a pack of Du Mauriers.” She held up her own pack, a red box with a black stripe on it, to let me know what I was looking for. It was an impossible task trapped on that compound—she might as well have asked me to get her a Plutonian rock. But I was determined.

“Fine,” I said. “Then what do I get?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Probably nothing,” she said, but I was still determined. God, she was beautiful: her thick thighs, her perky rack, her eyes glowing in the orange warmth of the morning sun. She was perfect in every way, tall like Greek goddess, beautiful like the sirens of the Odyssey. She continued down the trail. I followed. “Stop following me,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because it’s creepy.”

“I thought you liked me,” I said.

“No. Not even a little bit.” She looked at me as if she was being followed by a festering sewer rat that had climbed out from its cesspool. How could someone be so ungrateful? She didn’t deserve my attention, and she didn’t deserve any stinking Du Mauriers. Screw her. Only the best deserve the future greatness of Anthony Pike—not some nobody who couldn’t even grace a single top ten list. I turned around and walked away without saying anything, stuffing the Camels back into my pocket. Maybe I would slip them into her room and tell one of the counsellors I saw her stealing from Rick Barker’s office. So long, sweet Sarah! Enjoy your summer at home, with your parents, grounded in your bedroom like a petty thief, watching the sun cycle around you, the final days of your youth passing you by. Odysseus escaped the sirens and so did I. Fling yourself into the waters and perish! You will be easily forgotten.

I went to her cabin. There was no one around. Inside, there were names on each door. I found Sarah’s at the end of the hall. Oh, how easy it would have been, but I couldn’t bring myself to do the deed. Her fate could sort itself out. She thought I was so horrible—if only she knew I was sparing her summer, her fate resting in my fingertips.

I tossed the cigarettes into the trash bin and moved on.

I witnessed the call of fate later that evening, when everyone was going their separate ways after the nightly bonfire. I went to grab a bottle of water from the mess hall before returning to my cabin. Sarah was in the mess hall, cleaning off tables (every night a different group was put on clean-up duty). We made eye-contact very briefly, and then I turned away. She was beautiful but I resisted her lure. As I grabbed a bottle of water, Claire came up next to me, grabbing a bottle of her own. It was beyond coincidence, the work of God himself.

I looked over at Claire. “You’re a beautiful singer,” I said, knowing Sarah could hear me just fine.

Claire looked at me and smiled. “Thank you.”

“I bet you’ll be famous one day, with a voice like that. Are you wanting to become a professional singer?”

She shrugged. “I hadn’t planned on it. I was thinking of going into medicine. Both of my parents are doctors.”

“It would be a waste. My uncle owns a record company. If you have recordings, I can pass them along for you.”

Her cheeks became dark red. “Really?”

“Absolutely.” I could feel Sarah’s scorn behind me, and it filled me with a warm satisfaction. My uncle didn’t actually own a record company. I didn’t even have an uncle. My parents were both from single-child families. “You know I’m a writer? I write screenplays. My most recent script won an award.”

“Really? What award?”

“Best Screenplay at the Academy Nicholl,” I said. It wasn’t entirely a lie. I’d submitted my script to the contest and I hadn’t heard back yet, though I was sure I was going to win. I’d read the work of past winners, and they had nothing on me—nowhere near as skilful as The Nightmare of a Happy Man.

“Wow, congratulations.”

“Thanks. Do you want to go down to the lake with me?”

She smiled. “Sure,” she said. We went down to the lake. On the way, she said, “I’m sorry I called you an asshole the other day.”

“I knew you didn’t mean it,” I said. “I like your hair.”

“Thanks.” She ran her fingers through it, as if on instinct from hearing the word ‘hair’.

“Do you write your own music?” I asked.

“No. Should I?”

“Yeah,” I said, and then we reached the dock. We both sat on the edge and dipped our toes in. The water was surprisingly warm and completely calm. We sat in silence for a few minutes, and then she put her hand on mine.

“So are you going to be a famous writer one day or something?” she asked.

“Probably,” I said. The stars started to appear through the darkness. It was a cloudless night.

“Are you going to take writing in college?”

“No. There’s no point,” I said. It was true—when studios buy scripts, the don’t care whether the writer has a degree. A degree doesn’t make a man a better writer. In fact, the writing I’ve seen from college students is typically worse than what I’ve seen from writers who skipped the formality of post-secondary and went straight into their craft. “You learn more from writing a script than you can learn in four years of school.”

“But don’t they teach you important things like grammar, or how to get an agent—stuff like that?”

“My dad says that college professors are all communists with an agenda, and from what I can tell, he’s right.”

“Oh,” she said. We returned to silence. It seemed like the perfect opportunity to kiss her, so I did. She kissed back. Her lips weren’t quite as soft or as lush as Sarah’s, but they were still pretty good. She tried to slip in some tongue, but I thought that was too soon, so I pulled away.

“Do you want to go for a swim?” I asked.

“Now?”

“Yeah. C’mon, it’ll be fun.” I took off my shirt. She just sat there and watched, her arms wrapping over her chest.

“I don’t have a bathing suit on.”

“Haven’t you ever skinny dipped before?” I asked. I turned my back to her, pulled down my shorts and I jumped in, completely naked. Once I was submerged I turned back to her. “C’mon, the water’s warm.” It was actually quite cold once I was inside, but I wasn’t about to admit it.

She looked around. “I don’t think it’s a good idea. Someone might see us.”

“Everyone’s asleep. C’mon. Hop in.”

“I don’t want to.”

“Why not?” I asked. I didn’t understand why she was suddenly acting so cold and so distant. She wouldn’t even look me in the eyes, as if I’d offended her somehow.

“I just don’t want to, okay?” she snapped. She looked away from me and I suddenly felt very stupid, wading naked in the water by myself. “So stop asking.”

“Fine, you don’t have to be such a bitch about it.”

“Fuck you, Anthony,” she said, and then she stood up, kicked my clothes into the water, and then left. I was angry. My best shirt was floating in the water with my best shorts, and I couldn’t spot my underwear anywhere. Had they sunk to the bottom?

I gathered my shorts and my shirt and I pulled myself up to the dock. Sarah wouldn’t have done that—my sweet, sweet Sarah.


CHAPTER IV

Instead of going to sleep when I got back to my cabin room, I decided to stay up and write. My head was swirling with ideas that I needed to get down on paper, and I’d made the mistake of letting my passion pass me by before. That’s the best time to write: when your heart is pounding with rage, passion, love, hatred, or whatever the soup of the day is. My story was about a college girl who dropped out just a year before getting her degree so she could become a singer instead. But when she gets up on stage, everyone laughs at her, because her voice is actually more obnoxious than anything. She goes back to continue her education, but they won’t let her back. “We gave away your spot,” the administrator tells her, and then she cries and she knows it was the doing of karma. I read it over and realized it was a terrible story, so I tore it up and threw it out. I knew the sun was about to rise, so I went to sleep, hoping to squeeze in a couple of hours before breakfast.

I saw Claire in the mess hall the next morning. She looked over at me and then looked away. I expected her to come and apologize. I even kept the seat next to me free for her, for when she decided to make her apology, but she never came. I caught her looking my way again near the end of the breakfast hour, with a narrowed gaze that suggested she was waiting for an apology from me—but I didn’t have one to give her. I’d done nothing wrong. It was her loss. As I brought my plate to the little kitchen window where dirty plates were supposed to be brought, I decided it was Sarah that deserved my heart—not Claire.

Sarah was just finishing up her breakfast. I sat down next to her. There were bags under her eyes and she looked like shit. “What’s wrong with you?” I said.

She looked around to make sure no one was listening. “I’m out of cigarettes. Do you still have those Camels?” she asked in a low voice.

“No, I threw them in the garbage.”

“Why would you do that?” she asked.

“You told me you don’t like them.”

“I don’t like them.”

“So what difference does it make?”

“I need them.”

“I’ve decided you’re the one for me. I want to be with you,” I said, sitting up straight, proud of my confidence. I’m a hero amongst a generation of cowards. Too often do I hear of people being too afraid to talk to a girl, to ask her on a date, to propose their love. There’s no time in the world to be afraid, no time to be anxious or worries.

“What the hell is the matter with you?” she said. “You want to be with me? What does that even mean?”

“I like you. I want you to be mine.”

She looked around, making sure no one was listening. Her cheeks were red. She was obviously flattered, but too afraid to admit it. “I can’t be yours,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because there are things you don’t know about me, and if you knew them, you wouldn’t be interested. Trust me.”

“There’s nothing that can change my mind, Sarah. The heart wants what the heart wants.”

“What if I told you I was actually a man?” she said.

My lips parted but I could muster up no words. There was something I was going to say, but it fluttered away from me the moment I heard her say the word ‘man’. I felt the colour draining from my face.

A big grin swept across her face. It was just a joke—right? She wasn’t actually a man. Besides, I’d seen her glorious tits bouncing when she walked. I’d seen the gap between her perky cleavage. But was it possible she’d gotten implants? Was she one of those trannies that I’d heard so much about but never seen?

I decided it must have been a test. She wasn’t actually a man, but she was testing my commitment to her—if I could still love her as a man, then my love knew no boundaries. If I told her I didn’t care, I was sure she would up the ante. I’ve got AIDS, Anthony. I only have a year to live, Anthony. I’m actually wanted for murder, Anthony…

“I don’t care,” I said, “even though I can see that you’re not actually a man.” I did care, and I wanted her to admit she wasn’t a man. I knew her little tease was going to torment me endlessly.

She leaned in closer and looked around again, to make sure no one had come within earshot. “What if I said I used to be a man, and I still had my cock?” she said, her grin growing bigger.

“I still wouldn’t care,” I said triumphantly. She was taller than the other girls, with a bigger build. But that didn’t mean anything, did it?

“You’re just saying that because you think I’m lying to you,” she said. She bit her lip, as if to stop herself from laughing. Her lie couldn’t have been more obvious.

“No, I’m not.”

“Get me a pack of cigarettes—any brand—and we’ll talk.” She got up and left. I watched her walk away, her bum bouncing slightly in her tight shorts with each step. Goddamn, she was hot. There was no way she was a man—no way in hell. No amount of hormone therapy could create such a goddess.

I went to the garbage where I threw away the cigarettes. It had recently been changed out. I wandered over to the staff cabin, but there were people inside working. I was going to have to wait until the late night when I could sneak in again, which somehow felt like torment. I wanted to prove my devotion now—I didn’t want to wait the whole day. A whole day is a long time, especially with the seed of an idea growing inside of your head. Why would she say she was born a man? Why did she think that was so funny? As long as I’d known her, which, granted, wasn’t very long, she’d never made any other jokes like that one.

To make matters worse, it was a rest day. Once every week, the camp counsellors took the day off of counselling and let everyone do as they pleased. Some people went to swim in the lake, some went for hikes, some dragged a canoe down to the water, and some just sat in their room, waiting for the next day so they could be forced into participating in some activity or another. I was among the latter. I had no interest in going for a hike or splashing around in the water with twenty others, being forced to listen to the obnoxious, tinny music that came out from the boom box on the shore.

I lay on my bed and stared up at the log cabin ceiling. Between each log was a mass of cobwebs, but no spiders in sight, the abandoned homes of restless arachnids. I day-dreamed of Sarah and her beautiful body. I imagined her climbing up on top of me, leaning forward, her long hair tickling my face as her lips came closer and closer to mine. I could practically feel her nice, big bum on my lap, gently grinding against my cock.

She lets me run my hands under her shirt, over her braless tits—and by God, they’re real. I squeeze them gently, eliciting a moan from the Amazonian beauty. I feel her perky nipples with my thumbs before giving her rack another squeeze. She likes it. Her lips connect with mine and her tongue slips into my mouth. My cock is rock-hard now. Surely she can feel it against her warm twat.

I reach down and I undo the button of her jean shorts. I carefully pull down the zipper. She stands up, touching her feet together between my thighs, and she looks down at me with that smile. She tugs her shorts down, and there it is: her big, semi-erect cock, hanging slightly to the side, throbbing, getting bigger. It looks heavy. But how is it possible? She’s got the definition body of a woman, the tits of a swimsuit model, and the face of a movie star. Is it just part of the joke? Is it some artificial gag, glued on, the seams somehow hidden from my view? Then how is it throbbing? How can it sway slightly and stay on her body?

She sinks back down and I’m too afraid to move. I feel it against my own cock. It’s warm. She reaches down and grabs both of our cocks with one hand and she begins to jerk us both off, our cocks pressed firmly together. It feels wrong—so wrong—but I can’t do anything about it. I’m trapped in a paralysis, my joints rigid, my heart stuttering awkwardly. I have no feeling in my arms or legs, but I can feel my lip quivering. “What? Don’t you like it?” she asks.

And then I woke up, springing up quickly, clutching at my chest as if to make sure my heart was still beating. Damn her. Damn her for planting that seed in my brain. I don’t think she understood how close she was to pushing me away. How humiliating would it be to find out that I’d kissed a man… What if we kissed again, and someone saw us, and then her little joke turned out to be true, and everyone found out? Then everyone would know that I’d kissed a man.

But it wasn’t true. It couldn’t be true. Damn her.

There was a knock at my door. “Come in,” I said.


CHAPTER V

It was Claire. I wasn’t expecting her, and I wasn’t excited to see her, but there she was. I couldn’t look at her without remembering my clothes floating in that dark lake—my underwear was still floating around somewhere in those murky waters. “I came to apologize,” she said, “about last night.”

“Alright,” I said, staring at her from my bed as she stood in the doorway. She poked her head out the door, looked down the hall, and then closed the door.

She took a step in. “I wanted to swim with you but I couldn’t,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said. I didn’t care about her excuse. My mind had already been made up—she wasn’t the one for me. And she was getting in the way of my critical-thinking time. I had other matters to concern my brain over, like what I was going to do with Sarah once I got her a pack of cigarettes from Rick Barker’s office, or how I was going to write a screenplay with Sarah as my lead character. She had a face for movies, there was no question about it. It was only a matter of time before she was discovered, and perhaps I would be the one to discover her.

“I couldn’t get naked in front of you because… well, because there’s something you don’t know about me,” she said.

“I don’t care, Claire. I said it’s fine,” I said.

“No one’s ever seen me naked, and there’s a reason for that…”

“Claire. I said I don’t care.” I finally looked over at her. She’d had her chance, and she wasted it. Besides, the more and more I thought about it, the more I realized she wasn’t the one for me, so it wasn’t worth spilling her guts over.

She walked up and took a seat next to me, as if she hadn’t heard anything I’d said. She looked over at me briefly, and then quickly looked away, staring forward at the nothingness of the blank wall. “Did you mean what you said yesterday, about my voice?”

“Sure,” I said. I will admit that she smelled nice—fresh, as if just out of the shower, and floral, the way every girl should smell.

“No one’s ever told me that before. Not even my parents.”

“Well it’s true,” I said. “Do you mind? I’m trying to sort some things out right now.” I didn’t look at her while I said it. I had Sarah on my mind, driving me crazy. I wondered what she was currently doing, whether there were other guys at the camp with their sights set on her. Sure, she didn’t make any top ten lists, but that didn’t mean anything. If anything, it could have meant there were more people interested in her. I purposely left her off of my list so people wouldn’t know I had a crush on her, and maybe others had done the same. What if I was too slow? What if she asked another guy for a pack of cigarettes, and they were quicker than me?

“I’m sorry,” Claire said, and then she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. My body became warm, melting into the mattress. All of my thoughts became a jambalaya filled with nothing coherent. I looked up and Claire was standing in my doorway, looking at me with a cute, innocent smile on her face. “You know, people here think you’re mean, but I think you’re the nicest person here.” She left.

Goddamnit, maybe the decision wasn’t as simple as I’d originally thought. Maybe I was too quick to dismiss Claire. I lay back down on my bed, stared back up at the desolate cobwebs, and I tried to come to some sort of a conclusion. There was an answer hidden there somewhere—the choice was obvious, just not to me.

I waited for the camp to become silent that night before slipping out from my cabin. I took to the main path and sauntered down to the staff cabin. And then I saw the figure up ahead: a tall man with his back to me. He started to turn around, and I dove off of the path. It was one of the counsellors, actually doing their job for a change. He turned a flashlight towards me, illuminating the bush I was hiding behind. Luckily he didn’t see me. Once the light was off of me, I crawled further away from the path, keeping an eye on the pacing counsellor.

It was long past curfew. As I hid in the shadows of the trees, I tried to remember how many times I’d gotten in trouble. They wrote you up every time you did something wrong, and they only gave three strikes. I’d been caught out past curfew once. The counsellor that caught me told me he was writing me up. I called another counsellor a massive prick to his face, though I’m not sure I got written up for that one. So I was either at one or two strikes. Oh, and then there was the time I pushed that guy off of our canoe and into the lake. He was being an idiot, rocking the boat from side to side, trying to scare me, laughing the whole time. He deserved what he got. I’m pretty sure I was written up for that one.

So I couldn’t risk it. I couldn’t get caught. I watched the counsellor for a good fifteen minutes. His patrol route went directly up and down the main path, without deviation. He turned his flashlight down between the cabins. Whenever he was at the far end of the path, I would make my way closer to the staff cabin. I wasn’t sure how I was going to slip in the window in the short time the counsellor wasn’t close by or looking directly at the staff cabin, but I could figure that out once I was there.

The only question on my mind was: was Sarah worth it? If I was sent home from camp, my parents would certainly ground me. I’d be stuck in my bedroom for six weeks, no computer, no phone, nothing. My dad would probably make me get a job for the remainder of the summer, probably working for his company, which meant sorting through mail in a damp, dark basement. The inmates in Thai prisons don’t even have it that bad.

I reached the staff cabin and quickly ran around back, out of sight. There was a window around back, but it was locked, which meant I needed to take my luck around front.

I could have simply gone back to my room and gone to sleep, and I could have still had Claire. She was a real cutie, and most of the guys at the camp agreed—nothing wrong with Claire at all. Hell, I probably would have gotten more praise from the other guys if I hooked up with Claire, rather than Sarah, but still, I was compelled to take my luck with Sarah. There was something about her that I still couldn’t put my finger on. She was different than the other girls—and I at least wanted to keep my options open.

Once the counsellor was halfway down his patrol route with his back to me, I made my move, running up to the side of the staff cabin, sliding that window open, and jumping in. I banged my head on the edge of the window, but the counsellor didn’t seem to notice. I peeked my head up and saw him sauntering as usual, down towards the end of the path. I closed the window quietly and then I crawled over to Rick Barker’s office. His crate of smokes was in the same drawer of his desk. I grabbed a pack and then I paused. I wanted to really impress her. I wanted to see her eyes become wide and her lips part. I wanted her to throw herself at me and realize I was the best thing that had ever happened to her. I took the whole crate and I made my escape, watching the counsellor closely and timing every move.

I went wide around the cabins as I made my way back to my room. I was halfway when I decided I couldn’t wait. I went to Sarah’s room, which thankfully was on the other side of the cabin from the main pathway, and I tapped gently on the window. I kept tapping until she opened up. “What the hell are you doing? What time is it?” She was wearing nothing but a blanket around her body.

“It’s two. Come out, and keep your voice down.”

“Why?”

“I got you something,” I said.

She sighed and then turned around. She let her blanket drop to the floor, leaving her standing in nothing but a little pair of booty shorts. I don’t think she knew I could see the sides of her tits as she bent over to grab a shirt—or maybe she didn’t care. My heart raced. She definitely wasn’t a man—those tits were as real as real gets. I helped her climb through the window, and then I led her deep into the woods. We weren’t fifty feet from the cabin when she noticed the crate of smokes under my arm. “What’s that?”

“Cigarettes. Lots of them,” I said, and then I turned the box to her.

“Holy shit, kid. Where did you get these from?” I watched her face light up. She looked up at me with her eyes glowing in the cobalt moonlight. I’ll never forget those eyes, so full of admiration and respect. I knew she was realizing she wanted me in that moment.

“I’ve got my connections,” I said.

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, making my heart burst into a frenzy. I felt the warmth rush into my cheeks. She ravaged one of the boxes open and then pulled out a smoke. “Shit, I don’t have a lighter,” she said, patting the pockets of her little shorts. “I left it in my room.”

“I’ll get it,” I said, feeling like I’d just snorted pure caffeine into my body. I was on top of the world.

“It’s just in the pocket of my jeans. The jeans are on top of the dresser,” she said as she watched me run back to her room. I climbed in through the window and I spotted the jeans on the dresser. I got the lighter out from the pocket, and then I noticed her bag sitting on the ground.


CHAPTER VI

I sunk down to my knees and looked through her bag. I don’t know why I did it. There was an inexplicable curiosity buzzing through me and it was too strong to avoid. I don’t know what I thought I was going to find or why it mattered—maybe it was the lure of fate. At the bottom of her bag I found a series of pill bottles: hormone blockers, estragon supplements, and so on. So it was true, she really was born a man. I’d been fawning over a man, obsessing over my own gender. I felt nauseous, as if I’d committed some atrocious sin.

I stepped away from the bag, my head spinning. Even though she’d told me, I still felt misled. She’d kissed me before she told me—how could she do that? I had the sudden urge to wipe my lips, as if they’d been in contact with some rancid infection. It wasn’t right—nothing about it was right.

There was a ringing in my ears as I climbed out the window. I handed her the lighter, unable to look her in the eyes, and then I said, “I should be going to sleep.” I wanted to call her out on it, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was too humiliating to admit that I’d chased after a biological man, even to the biological man herself. It stung the ego. I just had to remove myself from her completely, forget about her, pretend like I’d never met her, deny that I’d ever talked to her. If her secret got out, I didn’t need people knowing I’d ever had the slightest bit of interest. She’d tricked me. She was mistaken. If she tells anyone, I’ll say she’s a liar—because she is. She lied to everyone about being a woman, so why couldn’t she lie about anything else? Damn her. Thank God I never put her on my top ten list.

“Is everything alright?” she asked. I didn’t respond as I walked away. I couldn’t respond. I’d spoken my last words to her. Now she was just a memory—one I hoped to erase.

I felt like I needed revenge. When I was back in my room, I thought of all the different possibilities. I could tell the counsellor about her crate of cigarettes, though that was a dangerous idea. Where did you get the cigarettes, Sarah? Anthony gave them to me. Anthony, huh? The other option was to let the rumour slip that she was a man, let everyone in the camp find out. The girls would have her thrown out of the girls’ cabin, and the boys would mock her endlessly. She would get what she deserved, that’s for sure, but how could I let the rumour slip without implicating myself in her transgendered life?

With an anonymous piece of writing, that’s how. I sat at the little desk in my room and I wrote the most savage piece of writing I’d ever written. Sarah is secretly a man, trying to seduce other men, tricking the girls so she can see them naked—that kind of thing. I wrote the same letter out five times, keeping my handwriting uncharacteristically neat so it wouldn’t be traced back to me. The sun was beginning to creep over the forested horizon. I took my series of identical letters over to the mess hall, intending on leaving one on every table. There was no one there yet—it was all too perfect.

But for whatever reason, I wasn’t able to bring myself to do it. I couldn’t leave those letters on those tables. I placed one down, but an overwhelming sense of guilt made me pick it back up. A voice in my head told me to let karma sort itself out, so I left the mess hall with my letters folded up neatly in my pocket.

Exhausted, I went back to my room and fell asleep on my bed, over the covers, still in my shoes. A familiar nightmare haunted me that morning: Sarah between my legs, our cocks pressed together as she stroked. She had her shirt off, her perky, perfect tits hanging out. “Don’t you like it, Anthony?” she asked as she stroked. The worst part of the nightmare was that I was hard, and that it felt good, the tips of our penises rubbing together. Hers was slightly longer than mine, and much thicker. Her balls were bigger, too, but she was neatly shaved, save for a little meticulous strip of hair on her pelvis.

She grabbed my hand and brought it to her cock. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t seem to snap out of the hypnotic trance I’d fallen into. I let her place my hand on her cock; I even wrapped my fingers around her girth and started to pump her up and down while she took my cock and lined it up with her bum hole. I didn’t want to penetrate her ass. I didn’t want to lose my virginity to a man, in a man’s asshole. I didn’t want to stroke her off and make her come on my chest, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop myself. It was like my soul was trapped in some other body, forced to watch. I couldn’t even close my eyes.

Her anus was tight, clenching my cock firmly and puckering the whole way down. She took a deep breath as her butt was filled with my member. “What’s wrong, Anthony? Don’t you like it?” I couldn’t respond. She started to bounce up and down, grabbing her luscious tits with her hands and squeezing. She bounced and bounced until I felt like I was about to come. “I’m going to come,” she announced, and I found myself tilting her cock down, aiming it right at my face. God, no! I don’t want her hot load on my face. It’s not supposed to be like this! Not like this!

Then I woke up. It was noon and the camp was quiet, everyone off doing activities elsewhere.

I got dressed in some clean clothes and then I spent a good thirty minutes looking around for Claire. I wanted to see her face, smell her floral smell, and bask in her presence. I knew it was the only way to get Sarah out from my mind. I couldn’t find her, so I assumed she was out with the hiking group that went out that morning. I did see Sarah down by the canoes, an instructor going over safety protocol. I didn’t get any closer, though I did watch for a moment from afar.

I still couldn’t believe I wasn’t looking at a woman. There was still a hint of doubt in my mind. Just the way she leaned gently to one side, bearing all of her weight on one leg, the way her butt perked out, the way her hair flowed gently in the breeze. I forced myself to look away, reminding myself that I wasn’t staring at Sarah, but at Samuel or Sean—who knows what her birth name really is.

I continued my wandering, now looking for Mikey. I found him on the other side of the lake, laying on a towel with his shirt off. His chest was hairy. I’d never really noticed how fit he was before, but he was exceptionally muscular. I couldn’t look at his chest for more than a couple of seconds before feeling repulsed by his wiry hairs and his rigid body. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t attracted to men in the slightest. So why did I feel anything towards Sarah? She was just a man with a few adjustments. Was there really no biological attractors at work? Was gender really just something that only existed on the surface?

“Mikey, who do you like?” I asked.

“Who do I like? I like lots of people,” he said.

“Yeah, but who do you like romantically. If you could have any girl at this camp right now, who would it be?” I asked.

“Mandy King,” he said without hesitation.

“If she asked to sleep with you right now, would you take her back to your room and sleep with her?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. “Why, have you heard something?” He sat up and raised an eyebrow.

“What if you found out she had a cock—would you still sleep with her?” I asked.

“Jesus, Anthony, what’s the matter with you?” he said. “Of course not. I’m not gay.”

“So you wouldn’t be attracted to her anymore?” I asked.

“That’s right—not even a little bit. Hell, I’d probably beat her ass, I’d be so mad, and I wouldn’t even feel bad about it because she’s not even a girl. Mandy’s not a man though.”

“How do you know?” I asked.

“Look at her. She’s a fox. Men don’t look like that.” I wanted to tell him he was wrong, but I didn’t want to prod any further and implicate myself anymore than I already had. I wasn’t sure I believed him, though I would have said the same thing had he asked me the same question about Sarah, before I knew Sarah’s secret—so maybe he wasn’t lying, though I knew his mind would change if he found out Mandy had a secret of her own.

I left Mikey, unsatisfied with our conversation. I was hoping to hear something to put my mind at ease. Of course I would still like her, Anthony—what difference does a little appendage make? She’s still the same person she always was. It’s not like she’s wearing a mask or lying about her interests, plagiarizing every word that comes out from her mouth. She’s still the same person. But Mikey didn’t say any of that. He just made me question my own sanity.

I needed to see Claire more than ever. I went to the girls’ cabin and asked if she was around. “She just got back. She’s in her room,” one girl said, so I went to her room.

I knocked on the door. “Just a second. I’m changing.”

“Open up, it’s me, Anthony,” I said.

“Just a minute,” she said. I couldn’t wait. I let myself in. She quickly covered herself with her blanket. “Anthony!”

I closed the door. “What? It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. Besides, it’s important.” And then I noticed it…


CHAPTER VII

Claire had large burn scars all over her torso. She did her best to keep them covered, but they were too large and too apparent, her skin red and rippled. She had her breasts covered, but I could tell the scars were there too. “What happened?” I asked.

Her eyes became wet. “I don’t want to talk about it. Can you get out?” she said.

“Is that why you didn’t want to swim the other night?” I asked.

“Anthony…” she said.

“It’s not as bad as you think,” I said, but I was lying. It was pretty bad—hard to look at. The thought of pressing up against her body made a shudder run down my spine. I wasn’t proud of that shudder but I couldn’t help it either.

“You’re a liar,” she said, and I didn’t argue the statement. It was impossible to argue because it was an obvious lie. “At least turn around while I get dressed,” she said, so I did. I faced the door and heard the blanket hitting the bed. I peeked over my shoulder just as she was bending over to slip on a pair of panties. I saw her pussy for a brief moment before her blue undies covered her up. And then she slipped on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt that extended nearly to the bottom of her shorts, so there would be no accidental reveal of her burn scars.

I looked back at the door before she turned around. “They think they can fix the scars with grafting. There will still be scars, but it will be better,” she said.

“Oh, good,” I said. I felt like I could see the scars through her shirt.

“What did you want to talk about? What was the big emergency?” she asked.

“Um,” I said, and I couldn’t remember. I looked into her eyes. She had pretty eyes, and a pretty face. I imagined myself fucking her. If we were together, I’m sure she would keep her shirt on, even after the skin grafting. I may never see her naked body again, I thought. It seemed like such a shame, but in a strange way, it made me like her more—or maybe that was just pity. Suddenly, I remembered why I came: to get my mind away from Sarah, to realize I didn’t want Sarah, even despite her secret. “I came to kiss you,” I said.

Her cheeks turned red. “Really?” she said.

“Yes. I’ve been thinking about it all day,” I lied. “It’s been driving me crazy.”

“You still like me, even with the scars?” she asked.

“Yeah.” We kissed. She scooched her body close to me and wrapped her arms gently around my body. I wrapped my arms around hers, careful not to touch anywhere I’d seen scars. I put my hands on her back, and then I wondered if there were scars there, too. So I put one hand on the side of her face and one on her thigh. The kiss felt meaningless and emotionless.

“You’re a good kisser,” she said with a smile, her eyes bright and her face full of colour. We kissed again, and she scooched a bit closer, laying on top of me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and all I could think about were her scars. We kissed for a while, and then she slipped her hand over my crotch. She started to rub, but I couldn’t make myself hard. “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Nothing. Why?”

She shrugged. I knew what she was referring to: my soft cock. But I couldn’t get the image of her scars out from my head. I felt like the vile scum of the earth, judging a poor disfigured girl for something that was entirely out of her control. What difference did it make?

“Maybe we can continue this tonight, after the bonfire,” I said. I knew I would be able to clear my head by then. I just needed to get some fresh air, think it all through, make sense of what I’d seen. I was, after all, still in a sort of state of shock. Her disfigurement was still so fresh in my mind. They were just scars after all, right? I was bound to get over them sooner or later.

“Sure,” she said. We both sat up. She was looking at me with those glowing eyes—that unconditional love for me that she was yet to pronounce. “That uncle of yours. Do you really think he would produce an album for me?” she said, her eyes sparkling.

And in that moment I realized her eyes weren’t glowing for me. They were glowing for my non-existent uncle and his non-existent recording company. Everything between us was a lie, superficial nonsense. She didn’t like me, she just wanted to use me—and I didn’t like her. I just wanted to elevate my status, get with one of the top three girls at camp—second only to Mandy King on most lists.

“I don’t have an uncle. I lied,” I said.

And then that glow faded and all that was left was contempt. We weren’t good for each other. “You really are just a liar. You should leave,” she said, so I did.

I tried to forget about both of them. Forgetting about Claire was easy. Once I realized she’d been keeping an agenda, it was hard to feel anything for her—even pity. And she’d lost complete interest in me. Just a few days later, I saw her snuggled in the arms of one of the other men at the camp. His dad was some rich radio personality, so I wasn’t surprised. Her love was just currency to her. She was incapable of understanding passion. Passion knows no boundaries—it binds the rich man with the poor girl, it brings together people from entirely different walks of life. You can’t fight it and no matter how fast you run, it will catch up to you.

It was catching up to me now. Unable to sleep one night, I went out for a walk and I saw the faint orange glow of a lighter in the woods. Accompanying it was a female figure. It was Sarah. I could smell the nasty smell of the Camel cigarettes. I couldn’t make out any detail from my distance, but I felt like I could see her shuddering at the taste of the gnarly things. I wanted to go and talk to her and feel her warm presence, but I couldn’t get over that one very large elephant in the room: the fact that she wasn’t really a she at all.


CHAPTER VIII

I snuck away from the camp the next morning to go on a little hike of my own. It actually wasn’t little at all, but about thirty miles—fifteen out, fifteen back. I left while the sun was just creeping over the horizon and I didn’t return until it was already dark out. My legs were aching and my body was wet with sweat. But when I saw the camp materializing in the distance, my heart started pounding and adrenaline flowed freely through my veins.

I’d hiked all the way down to the nearby Indian reserve with the only hundred bucks I had, and I bought ten packs of Du Mauriers, red boxes with black stripes. I was tired and my body was begging me to go straight to my room to go to sleep, but I wasn’t interested in sleep. I went straight to Sarah’s room and I tapped on the window. I stood there tapping for a few minutes before the window opened and there she was, her eyes heavy, recently awoken. “What the hell are you doing here, Anthony?”

I climbed into her room, and then I reached into my white grocery bag and I pulled out a pack of the Du Mauriers. Her face lit up and then she hugged me. There was more in that hug than just a nicotine craving. “You’re the best,” she said. “Where did you get these?”

I shrugged. “I have my connections.”

She hugged me again, and then I kissed her on the lips. She froze for a moment and then kissed back. My arms slipped around her and I knew I was kissing and hugging a man—in the biological sense. My hands were exploring a man’s body, slipping under the shirt of a man, feeling a man’s skin. But my body refused the notion. Her skin was too soft to be a man’s, even though I knew it wasn’t true. “Take off your shorts,” I said, looking down at her tiny cotton shorts.

There was a silence for a moment. “Why?” she said.

“I need to see something.”

“Anthony…”

“Just do it,” I said.

“I can’t. Another time. I think you should go. Thanks for the cigarettes.”

“I know what you’re hiding,” I said.

“No you don’t.”

“Yes I do. You told me yourself. You’re a man.”

“I was joking,” she said, her face white and her eyes distant.

“No you weren’t. Prove it.”

She stared at me with those far-away eyes. She gently bit the corner of her lip.

“Sarah, I don’t care. Well, I do care, but it doesn’t matter. Passion doesn’t care that I care.”

“What the hell are you on about?” she said.

“Prove to me that you weren’t born a man.”

I could see the surrender on her face. Her lips quivered and then she looked down. “Fine—is this what you want?” she said, and then she carefully pulled down her shorts, revealing her long, thick cock for just a moment before covering up again.

I felt like I was in one of my nightmares, suddenly unable to move or speak. I thought I was emotionally prepared for the reveal, but it turned out to be more shocking than anticipated. It wasn’t just a strong hunch anymore—it was reality. She really had a cock. She really was born a man. I really had kissed a man, had a man’s tongue in my own mouth. But the shock was in the fact that I wasn’t nauseated. I didn’t feel repulsed by her reality. I was fine with it—so what did that make me? Was I not the person I thought I was?

I stepped forward and kissed her again, and then I said, “Big deal.” We continued to kiss. She held onto me tightly, with the same passion that I felt for her. She didn’t want to let me go, and I didn’t want her to let me go. We stumbled backwards, onto her bed, our lips not pulling away from one another. I managed to get her shirt off without more than a second away from her beautiful lips, and she managed to get mine off without me even noticing. I loved the way her perky tits felt, pressed against my chest. I cupped them in my hands and squeezed them. They sure felt real.

She slipped a hand down the front of my pants, her skin on my skin, her fingers wrapping around my girth. I was hard within seconds as she started to stroke me off. I began to slip my hands down her cotton shorts. When I felt the soft brushings of her pubic hair against my fingertips, I knew I was about to feel her cock. My heart stuttered. Was I really doing this? Was I really getting with a trans girl? Was I about to lose my virginity to someone with a cock?

I reached down further and felt it. She was already hard, already throbbing warmly. My hand trembled as I slipped my fingers around her hard rod. She was big. I could feel every hard ridge and every pulsing vein. But it wasn’t like in my nightmares. I wasn’t paralyzed with fear, acting against my better judgement. I was doing exactly what I wanted to be doing.

I tugged her shorts down, and then I did away with my own pants. When I fell back onto her, I felt her warm cock against my tummy. My God, what an amazing feeling! I gently rubbed it against my body, feeling it rolling slightly, getting it even harder.

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. Her lips curved into a smile. She was beautiful. How could anyone possibly say she wasn’t a woman? She was more beautiful than any of the other girls at the camp. Her body was better, there was no question about that. She reached down and took my cock, pressing the tip of it up against her tight bum hole. She gave it a little push and I penetrated her. Her eyes grew wide and she took a deep breath in. Slowly, I sunk in deep. I started to thrust in and out of her tush.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her body, her tits bouncing on her chest, her hands reaching around for something to hold, her cock swaying with every thrust. I fondled a tit with one hand and I played with her rod with the other. I loved the feeling of her warm balls in the palm of my hand, her throbbing rod between my fingers. She was a sight to behold as she slipped closer and closer towards orgasm. I wanted to see her cum blasting all over her perfect tits. I bent over and sucked her nipples.

“Oh God, that feels so good,” she said, her fingers slipping into my hair as I drew little circles around her nipple with my tongue. She may have not been a woman in the biological sense of the word, but she was my woman, and I intended to keep her that way. If anyone had any problems with that, I was happy to fight them, to get my ass kicked in her name. I would never let anyone make fun of her, call her names, tease her. I would always be there for her, ready to throw down. I couldn’t deny her any longer.

“Oh shit!” she cried, and then her warm load blasted across her chest. As I pumped her cock, I caught one shot of her jizz in the palm of my hand. I smeared it down her long rod, and then I brought my hand to my mouth and I tasted it, I tasted her. It was enough to push me over the edge, fast-tracking my own orgasm. I came deep in her asshole, my ball sack pressed against her soft bum. She moaned as I filled her up, and then she continued moaning as I pulled out and watched my creampie oozing out from her stretched hole.

Her secret never got out, not that it would have mattered anyway—to me, at least. I didn’t care whether people knew I was with a trans girl. I didn’t care whether they thought I was taking it in the ass (some nights I did, and it was actually pretty fun), or if I was giving it. I didn’t even care what my parents thought when I got home from camp and I told them I was moving in with the girl I met. They didn’t know her secret, but even if they’d found out, it wouldn’t have made a difference. Even if all the executives in Hollywood found out, I wouldn’t have left her side.

Because it was passion that brought us together, and passion can’t be disobeyed. No obstacle could stand between us—we’d already overcome the biggest obstacle imaginable. All that was left to do was to live happily ever after.

THE END
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