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      When Mark hears the rumors about his classmate, Tracy, he doesn’t believe them. They’re too ridiculous to be true. Supposedly, the petite, feminine tomboy has a not-so-secret secret; she’s been charging guys five bucks to see her shaft in the bathroom, ten bucks to see it hard, and twenty bucks to see it blasting.

      The rumors have to be fake, because Tracy isn’t like that. She volunteers at the homeless shelter. She’s a straight-A student and she’s already been accepted into Harvard. And, she’s gorgeous; not looking like someone who has ever been guy at all.

      But new evidence keeps coming in. Mark’s own brother saw one of Tracy’s shows with his own eyes, at a party while Mark was out of town. And now, Mark is hearing that some of the teachers at school have been paying her for access to her special package.

      The rumors just can’t be true... because Mark has a big crush on Tracy, and Tracy has a big crush on Mark.
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      I’ll never forget the day that Andy told me the rumor. I didn’t believe him, and I’m not sure he even believed it either. We all had a laugh about it and moved on with our day, and it was three weeks before I heard that rumor again, this time while I was getting changed for gym class.

      “She’s got a huge dick,” said one of the guys to his friend. I couldn’t see who was talking; they were around the corner, taking showers.

      “I heard,” said the friend. “I also heard that it’s bullshit.”

      “Who said it was bullshit?”

      “You know who started the rumor, right? It was Kyle. He asked her to be his girlfriend, she turned him down, and he was salty about it. He went around telling everyone that she was a tranny as ‘revenge’, or something. Didn’t you hear that he was suspended for four days? That’s why— because he went around telling everyone that Tracy is a tranny.”

      “But it’s not bullshit,” said man-number-one. “I know someone who saw it.” “Bullshit. Who?”

      “I told them I would keep it a secret, so I won’t say.”

      “Then I don’t believe you.”

      “You can go and see it for yourself.”

      “What are you on about?”

      I inched closer to the edge of the wall, so I could hear them more clearly as their voices became quieter and quieter.

      “For five bucks, she’ll show it to you in the bathroom.”

      “What?”

      There was a short silence.

      “She’ll show it to you. For ten bucks, she’ll get it hard. And for twenty bucks, you can watch her jerk off—until she comes.”

      “Ew! That’s disgusting! And it’s bullshit!”

      “I’m telling you it’s the truth. Three guys have seen it!” “How the hell do you know!?”

      “Somebody told me; I promised I wouldn’t say who. You just have to go up to her and give her the money. Tell her you want to see The Show. She’ll tell you a time, and then you go and meet her in the bathroom in the north wing.”

      “I thought the north wing was closed down.”

      “It is. The bathroom down there is unlocked. That’s where she does her shows.”

      “How do you know all of this?”

      “I told you! Somebody told me, but I won’t tell you who; I promised I would keep my mouth shut about it.”

      Then, they both started laughing. “What a bunch of bullshit.” Then, the changing room door opened and our gym teacher came in to check on us. The period bell had already chimed and we were late for our third period. “Hurry it up!” he shouted out. “Every time you guys are late, I get in trouble! Get dressed. Shower time is over, ladies! Get moving!”

      “I have a spare this period,” said Rich as the gym teacher gave him a small shove.

      “Don’t care,” said Mr. Morison. “I want you all out of here.”

      Rich groaned. I grabbed my bag and scurried out of the changing room, not wanting to be late for my third-period class. We had a big test that afternoon, and our teacher was a hard-ass; she would dock points if we were more than a minute late, even if we had a decent excuse. That day, I was lucky; she didn’t notice me slipping into the room while she was writing down the exam rules on the board—and she hadn’t done the attendance yet. I took a seat at the back of the room, just behind a girl with shorter dark hair. I didn’t think much of it until she turned around and smiled at me. “Lucky,” she said, referring to the fact that I wasn’t caught sneaking in late for class.

      I could feel my face turning dark red. I was looking into her eyes: looking into the eyes of the girl behind the naughty, strange rumor. I was looking into the eyes of the girl that they were calling ‘Three-Legged Tracy’.

      I fumbled my way through that exam. My concentration level was at an all-time low. I must have stared at that first page for ten minutes before I even started properly reading the questions. It was too hard to focus with her in front of me.

      She was wearing a short pink skirt, and a tight white top that was a tiny bit translucent. I could see the straps of her red bra, holding up her young, perky breasts. She was wearing a thong; it was poking up above the waistband of that low-riding skirt, teasing me, trying to distract me, reminding me of what I’d now heard twice: that she had a big cock where her pussy was supposed to be.

      Though the details weren’t so clear. When Andy told me about the rumor, he told me that she was born a hermaphrodite. It wasn’t a term I’d heard before, to be quite honest. I thought he was talking about some Greek goddess, and I embarrassingly had to ask what it meant. “She has a dick and a pussy,” he said to me. And then he went on to explain exactly how it all worked down there. “If you were to lift up her ball sack, you would see her slit. It just hides under there. You could fuck her, but her big ball sack would be sliding along the top of your shaft the whole time.”

      “That can’t be real,” I said. And then he showed me a video from some porn website, but that video made me even more skeptical, because the chick in the video was clearly wearing some sort of prosthetic cock, glued onto her pubic bone. “It’s real!” Andy exclaimed, but I just wasn’t convinced. The video was gross and weird, and Tracy just didn’t look like she could be half-male.

      She was a cute girl, though she was a bit of a tomboy. She had hair just like mine: short, dark, scruffy—though her hair was a bit more stylized. Mine had just grown that way because I was too lazy to get it properly cut; she had her hair intentionally cut like that, with chunky bangs and choppy layers. But it didn’t make her look like a lesbo or anything like that, because she wore quite a bit of makeup, making up for the boyish cut. She wore dark eyeliner, and she was always wearing low-cut tops to prove that she had the best cleavage in the school. She would also wear these huge, blingy earrings, and she would paint her nails with girly colors: usually pink, but some- times red to match an outfit. And then, of course, she liked to show off her perfect, smooth legs. She had one of the most banging bodies in the school...

      But even though she was objectively hot, she wasn’t any guy’s crush. She rarely came up in any of those discussions: guys talking about who they would take to prom, or who they wanted for a summer girlfriend. She did come up often when guys would play ‘Fuck one, marry one, kill one.’ She was almost always the ‘fuck’ choice, sometimes the ‘kill’ choice, but never the ‘marry’ choice. I’m not sure why; she seemed sweet, and she had an adorable smile.

      I tried to imagine her with a big dick. According to the rumor, her dick was huge—bigger than the cock of any guy in the school. “It’s, like, porno big,” Andy told me. Though when I asked how Andy got his information, his answer made me think that it was all just bullshit. “One of her friends told some guys at a party,” he said.

      It was true: Kyle did get a hard suspension a couple of weeks earlier. It was an in-school suspension, and he had to sit in the office for eight hours every day, with nothing to do. I saw him every time I left to catch the bus. He looked miserable, but when I asked him what he did, he just said, “I’m not supposed to talk about it,” with a sigh and a grunt. He really did keep his mouth shut.

      “Mark,” said my teacher as I handed in my test at the end of that third period. She skimmed through the pages. “Come and see me after school.”

      “Why?” I said.

      “I want to talk about this.”

      I was in trouble. She didn’t even have to grade my test to know that I’d bombed hard. I spent my fourth and fifth periods dreading that meeting. Then, I went into her classroom while all of my friends were heading off to catch the bus. “Twenty-three percent,” she said to me. “The lowest grade in the class.”

      “I’m sorry,” I said.

      “Is it something at home?” she asked. “Do I need to send you to see the school counsellor?”

      “No, Mrs. Decan. I just had a weird day. I—I’m really tired and I haven’t been able to focus.” I couldn’t believe the bad grade. I knew that I’d done a shitty job, but I didn’t realize that I got a worse score than I would have gotten had I just guessed every single answer. “I’ll do better next time.”

      “Tell me what’s on your mind,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then, suddenly, the image of Tracy came into my mind. I could picture her perfectly, wearing that red and white bomber jacket that she often wore, opening it slowly, showing that she had no shirt on underneath—and no bra. I could picture her perky, young breasts: bigger than the other girls, with her nipples almost point- ing up into the air. Then, in my mind’s eye, I saw her cock: erect, standing tall, beyond her belly button. I imagined her fingers curling around it as she slowly pulled up, squeezing a clear drop of thick fluid out.

      I shook my head suddenly and then I cleared my throat. “Nothing’s on my mind. I—I’m just tired,” I said.

      “Go home and get some sleep,” said Mrs. Decan. “Tomorrow, after school, I’m going to let you redo the test.” It was unusual sympathy from her. I found myself frozen in place for a moment. I stared into her eyes and I stuttered.

      “Seriously?”

      “Don’t get too excited,” she said. “I’m still going to dock ten-percent off of whatever you get on your next test. And don’t think it will be the same; I’m going to come up with new questions.”

      “Thank you so much,” I said. “I won’t let you down.”

      “I hope not,” she said.

      And I really thought that I was going to go straight home and study hard for that exam, to prove to her that I deserved the second chance that she was giving me—but fate had a different plan for me. While I was heading to my locker, I noticed two guys heading down towards the north wing of the school.

      That north wing was under construction, and had been for three years. The school was struggling to get the funding to finish it, mostly because the government had promised the funding before the renos started, and then a big election came and went, and the new government came in and cut that funding dramatically. The school then tried to finish the project with fundraisers, which came up with very little. After about a dozen failed fundraisers, they started sending out weekly newsletters begging for donations. My parents complained constantly about the newsletters. It didn’t help that the new wing included a massive new teacher’s lounge, and a big new office for the principal and vice-principal.

      Anyway—long story short, there was a massive wing in the school that nobody used, not even the school janitor. It was blocked off by a large sheet of plastic, with a six-foot slit for passing through. A piece of A4 paper was taped to the plastic, and read: DO NOT ENTER. RENOVATIONS IN PROGRESS. It was dusty beyond that plastic wall: drywall had been ripped down and thrown into a pile, but never properly brought out the bin that had been sitting in the parking lot since I started high-school. Many of the doors had been pulled off of the walls, but the bathroom door was still there. Now, I was curiously poking my head through that plastic slit, watching as the pair of men headed towards the bathroom, backpacks tight on their backs. They both turned and went into the bathroom, and I just stood and watched, remembering the rumor that I’d heard. I thought about going down to see what they were doing, but I didn’t want to get in trouble. I didn’t want to be caught by a teacher, or even caught by the boys. I didn’t need them thinking that I was following them around like a weirdo.

      But I was so curious; I’d never seen anybody going into that construction zone before. It seemed like such a crazy coincidence that I would finally see someone venturing over there on the day that I heard you could pay Tracy to see her put on a show in that off-limits bathroom.

      I went back to my locker. I could see that wall of plastic from my locker. It was far away, about ten classrooms down, but I could still see it.

      I kept looking over at it. My hands were suddenly sweaty. My heart was racing. All I needed to do was stuff my textbooks into my bag and then I was ready to go, but I found myself stationary, lingering in place, unable to bring myself to leave.

      I stood there for five minutes, heart racing faster. Then ten minutes had gone by. Why wasn’t I leaving? Why was I just standing there like some NPC in some video game?

      I looked back over at the plastic. I saw the pair of men slipping out. They quickly parted ways and scurried off. I tried to tell myself that there was some other explanation. Maybe they were doing drugs. Maybe they were smoking cigarettes or drinking beer. Or maybe they were secret lovers and they’d snuck away to have gay sex. I wasn’t about to start any rumors, but there were certainly many more explanations that made a lot more sense than—

      Suddenly, that slit parted again. This time, Tracy emerged. She looked both ways with a coy look on her face, and then she turned down the hall and walked off.

      I was really frozen now, lips parted, unable to process what I’d just witnessed. I tried to tell myself that I was just seeing things; my mind must have been playing tricks on me. But I knew what I saw; her red and white bomber jacket was unmistakable, and so was that short, dark haircut. Maybe there was some other explanation, but what I’d seen added up with that crazy rumor: Tracy was quite possibly making some money by showing men her downstairs mix-up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Gimoungous,” said Tanner to my brother. He was describing Tracy. I was in the other room, listening. Tanner and my brother were on the drum line together. They’d been close friends since they were in diapers, except for one year, when they were fifteen, and they both got into a fight over a girl they both liked. In the end, she turned them both down and started dating their mutual mortal enemy, Ferris, so they quickly became good friends again.

      “You heard the rumor?” my brother asked. I inched closer to the wall so I could hear them more clearly.

      “No,” Tanner said. “I saw it. It’s real.”

      “You’re screwing with me.”

      “I’m not screwing with you. I told you to come to that party on the weekend, but you wouldn’t come. She was there. We were all playing Sociables. I was dared to give Tracy five bucks. She was over in the kitchen, so I walked over and handed her the money. I honestly felt bad, thinking I was going to embarrass her. But she just told me to meet her upstairs, in the guest room. I went up, and she lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. Dude—I’m telling you—she has a cock, and it is gimoungous.”

      “What does that even mean?”

      “It’s huge.”

      “No,” my brother said. “What do you mean, she has a cock? She’s a girl. I’ve known her since she was eleven, and she’s always been a girl.”

      “I don’t know, man. I’m telling you. She has a cock.”

      “It was fake,” my brother contended.

      “No,” Tanner groaned. “I’m telling you it wasn’t fake. It was part of her. She pulled back her foreskin. She asked me if I wanted to see her come, and I just ran out of the room. And I thought she was going to be embarrassed. I was afraid to see her again, as if I’d offended her. But she wasn’t offended. She saw me a few minutes later and she laughed at me.”

      “She laughed at you?” my brother asked.

      “Yeah. I’m not shitting you. She laughed at me, and then she gossiped with her friends. I’m pretty sure she told them everything. She’s not shy about it. It’s like a joke to her.”

      “I don’t believe you,” my brother said.

      “So go give her five bucks. See for yourself. Xander did it. So did Greg. Just ask them. The fucking thing is real. Greg saw it behind the school, in the woods. He thought it was fake too, so he gave her ten bucks and she proved it was real by pissing. Apparently, she pissed right on his feet.”

      “What?” my brother said with a shocked gasp.

      “He showed me his wet shoes.”

      “So, she’s just going around showing everybody her dick?”

      “Yeah,” said Tanner. “I guess her secret got out and now she’s just owning it, or whatever; making some cash while she’s at it.”

      “So, is she a guy or a girl?” my brother asked, and I swear I could hear him shaking his head in disbelief.

      “I don’t know what she is, but you have to admit that she’s pretty hot, aside from the whole dick thing.”

      “Ew!” my brother gasped. “No, she’s not. She’s always looked like a guy.”

      “Oh, bullshit! You’re just saying that because now you know that she has a dick.”

      “First of all,” my brother said, and I could almost hear him sticking his finger up into the air. “I don’t actually believe you, and I still doubt that she has a cock. Second of all, if you remember two years ago, I told you that I thought she looked like a guy.”

      “I remember that talk, and you said that her hair looked like a guy’s haircut—you didn’t say that she looked like a guy.”

      My brother grunted. “Same thing. I’ve always thought she looks like a guy. What about her is hot?”

      “Tits and ass. And she’s got a pretty face; imagine if she had long hair and, like, Taylor Swift bangs. You would want to fuck her—just admit it.”

      “Not my type,” my brother laughed.

      And then I tripped over an old box of Lego as I tried to inch closer to their conversation. The Lego spilled everywhere. I’m not even sure why the old box was still in my room. I hadn’t touched Lego in over five years. I really needed to get around to cleaning up my room.

      My brother and his friend stopped talking. It turned silent. Then, it was five minutes later when they started talking again, this time about some new video game. I felt my face turning red, as if I’d been caught eavesdropping, even though I was never confronted about it. When I saw my brother next, he hardly even glanced at me. I just minded my own business, even though I was tempted to ask more about Tracy.

      My brother knew Tracy better than me. Tracy had been on the drum line with my brother a couple of years earlier, and they’d gone out to a few parties together with the rest of the drum line group. They’d even travelled to a couple of events as a group, and Tracy had been over at my place a few times—never just her, of course, but enough that I would say she was ‘friends’ with my brother.

      But what could I ask? I wanted to ask if he’d heard the rumors, even though I knew that he had—but I was afraid of him thinking that I was interested. I didn’t want him thinking that I was some sort of pervert, and that I was thinking of asking Tracy to put on one of her shows for me. There was no way to broach the topic, so I just left it as the elephant in the room. “I heard you bombed an exam today,” he said to me.

      “Who told you that?”

      “Tanner,” he said.

      “How would Tanner know?”

      He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. That’s just what he said. He saw you in detention.”

      “It wasn’t detention,” I said. “I was just talking to the teacher. I’m redoing the test, so don’t go telling mom and dad about it. I just made a few dumb mistakes.”

      “Whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes. “You remember what dad said though, right?”

      My heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” I said. I had a trip coming up. I played on the school’s hockey team, third-line center. We had a tournament coming up, out of province. I really wanted to go, and my dad was going to take me, but only if I could keep my grade average above 70%. I was straddling that line, and if I got anything less than 70% on that exam, there was no way he would take me. Well—it was 80% now, with Mrs. Decan taking ten percent off. 80% for me would take some sort of miracle; I didn’t post grades like that often, so I needed to study. I couldn’t linger around, trying to think of a way to ask my brother what he’d heard about Tracy’s giant cock.

      I went to my room and tried to study, but I wasn’t able to focus for long. I went to my computer and looked her up. I found one of her social media pages, and there were a few photos of her wearing tight clothes. I found myself zooming in on her crotch, trying to see if I could spot a ‘bulge’. There was one picture, of her in a bikini, where it looked like something was there— something pushing the fabric out, creating a crease, catching the light... but maybe that was just my mind playing tricks on me.

      I let my gaze drift up to her face. She really did have a feminine face. But if she had a cock, did that mean that she wasn’t a girl? And if she really wasn’t a girl, when did she transition? Everyone knew her since she came to our school six years earlier—and she was a girl then, at twelve-years-old. Was she one of those hermaphrodites?

      I did some more digging. I found an account she had on a forum, linked to her name. I read through a number of her posts. It was a forum for musicians. Apparently, she played the violin. By searching her forum username, I found an account on another social media website. This account didn’t mention her name, but I had a hunch that it was her. I read through some posts, and, after some digging, found a specific post looking for tips to hide a cock in tight clothing.

      My heart stopped when I saw the post. I found myself looking through all of those other posts again, trying to see if there was evidence that it really was her. The only shred of evidence that I found was a post from two years earlier, where she mentioned that she was sixteen. The age added up, but was that evidence or just a small coincidence?

      My dad came into the room suddenly, and I quickly closed everything down. “Why are you still up?” he asked.

      “I’m studying,” I lied.

      “You have practise in the morning—don’t forget.”

      I looked at the clock. Now, it was 10:00 PM, and I had to be up at 4:30 AM for hockey. I groaned and sunk into my seat. Many hours had gone by and I hadn’t done a lick of studying. It was clear that I was going to bomb that exam.

      My dad left my room and I tried to stay awake, but now there was a lot of stress distracting me from getting anything done. I kept finding myself in that conundrum, trying to decide if I was better off studying or getting a good sleep so I could have a clear head for the exam. I ended up spending hours trying to decide, doing no studying, and losing that good sleep. I got a terrible sleep and had nothing to show for it.

      I tried to cram for the exam through my classes the next day, but Tracy was in most of my classes, sitting right in front of me. She was wearing a tight red bodysuit and tight denim shorts. She had a red bandana in her hair, and dark red lipstick on her lips. She looked like she was trying to get some male attention—maybe trying to drum up a bit of business. And she was getting what she wanted: my attention. I kept staring at her, trying to spot some sign of maleness. I was looking for broad shoulders, looking for an Adam’s apple, trying to decide if her perky breasts were fake or just unnaturally perfect...

      I passed my exam, but hardly: 51% after 10% was docked. “You can do better,” Mrs. Decan said to me, and I just hung my head and shuffled away. So much for going to that hockey tournament. My average had dropped from an even 70% to 66% from that single bombed exam.

      And I still didn’t know the truth, but when I was leaving the school, I saw her, slipping out from that sheet of plastic. Her gaze turned and landed on me, making me tense up all over. I tried to muster up a smile as she smiled at me. “Hi, Mark,” she said. Her voice was unmistakably female.

      “H—Hi, Tracy,” I said.

      “Why are you here so late?”

      “I had to redo a test,” I said. I paused. I wanted to ask her the same question. I wanted to ask her why she was sneaking out of that forbidden wing, even though I was fairly certain that I knew the answer. Would she tell me? Would she give me an honest answer?

      I just stood there, standing silently. I must have been as red as a cooked lobster. She giggled and turned away from me, skipping off casually, without a care in the world. I couldn’t help but wonder if she knew what people were saying about her. Had she heard the rumors? How could they have eluded her? Now, I was hearing people whispering about her every day. There was no way that she didn’t know what people were saying!

      So, if she knew, why didn’t she care? Why was she able to just skip off with a smile on her face, as if nothing was wrong? Was she proud of what she was doing? Was she not at all worried about how this would affect her reputation?
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      I tried to keep my test score a secret from my parents, but my brother ratted me out, the bastard. He asked if he could use my computer (he didn’t have one of his own), and I foolishly told him he could without realizing that I’d left my student portal open in my browser. It wasn’t even five minutes before he was downstairs, tattling on me like an eight-year-old boy, with a big, mean grin on his face.

      “What’s wrong with you!” I snapped at him.

      “That’s for not paying me back those ten dollars I lent you,” he said with that annoying grin.

      “What ten dollars?”

      “For that pizza.”

      “I did pay you back! We went to the damned ATM together, you monkey!”

      “Oh... right,” he said, now blushing. Now his grin was a guilty one as he shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry. I forgot about that.”

      I groaned. The damage was done, apology or not. My dad came up to my room fifteen minutes later, hands on his hips, scowl on his face. He stared at me, shaking his head slowly from side to side. I tried to explain myself to the best of my ability, even though I really didn’t have any excuse. Of course, I didn’t tell him about Tracy. I didn’t tell him why I was so distracted. I just told him that I’d been struggling to sleep. “It’s your diet,” he said to me. “You eat nothing but junk and then you stare at that computer screen all night. It’s no wonder that you can’t sleep.”

      “My teacher docked ten-percent,” I said. “I was seriously so close to getting seventy.”

      His eyes narrowed. “Why did she dock ten-percent?”

      I thought for a moment. “Uh, because I forgot to write my name and date on the test. She does that. It’s super annoying.”

      But I could tell that he didn’t believe me; his expression didn’t change. He was staring into my eyes, as if he was reading my mind—so I tried hard not to think of Tracy, even though the image of her was still floating around in my brain, pinging around, running Helter Skelter. “You need to do better,” he said to me.

      “I will,” I said. “Please don’t pull me out of the tournament this weekend.”

      He kept staring at me. It was a long glare, and it ended with him saying, “Volunteer.” “What? What does that mean?”

      And then, he had a big grin on his face. He was making a compromise with me, letting me go to the hockey tournament while still ensuring that I learned my lesson. He made the arrangements, and he even picked me up from school the next afternoon, driving me down to that rough end of town. There, a chubby woman with messy hair was waiting for me, wearing an apron. “You’re Mark?” she said with a deep, masculine voice. I could smell the cigarettes on her breath.

      I nodded my head slowly, feeling like a twelve-year-old boy in her presence.

      “We have lots of work to do,” she said. “Dinner is in four hours, and then we have to clean.”

      My dad signed me up to work at the soup kitchen, from 3:00 PM to 11:00 PM: an eight-hour shift, after I was already wiped from a long day at school. The kitchen smelled awful, like it hadn’t been properly cleaned in years—but there was a bleach smell trying hard to cover up that rotting smell. The volunteer coordinator told me not to open the white fridge, and I could tell why: that’s where that horrible smell was coming from. It was like something was rotting miserably in there and they were all just too lazy to properly deal with it, so they bought a new fridge and left the old one sitting in the corner.

      They gave me an apron and a hairnet. I looked ridiculous with my yellow rubbed gloves pulled up to my elbows. It was my job to work the ground beef from a frozen lump. We were making burgers and fries: all from frozen. It wasn’t a glorious meal, but it was what was donated, I guess. The plan was to make three-hundred burgers. I’d never worked in a kitchen before, so the experience was new for me. Even at home, my parents never had me help with dinner—unless I was cleaning the dishes.

      There was no commercial dishwasher in that kitchen, so I had to wash everything as I went in a small sink, with cheap dollar-store dish soap. Water kept getting into my rubber gloves and squishing around uncomfortably. Once the water got in, the gloves were never properly dry, and my fingers were quickly starting to prune. Is trench-hand a thing?

      It was only two hours into my ‘shift’ when the other volunteers started to arrive: the men and women who had the easy job of handing out the food to the homeless. The coordinator came up to me with a stack of hairnets and aprons and told me to hand them out to the dozen newcomers. “When you’re done, pick one of the volunteers to help you go and clean the tables.”

      I went to the other room where the newcomers were waiting. There, I saw Tracy.

      She looked up at me with a beaming smile. “Mark?” she said.

      I froze. My heart plunged down into the pit of my stomach. It seemed like I just couldn’t get away from her. If she wasn’t in my mind, she was in front of me. I stared into her eyes. She technically got me into this whole mess.

      “H—Hi, Tracy,” I said.

      “I didn’t know you volunteered here,” she said.

      “My dad is making me.”

      “I come here three times a week,” she smiled.

      “Really?” I said. “What did you do?”

      She giggled, covering her lips with the palm of her hand. “I didn’t do anything. I like doing it. It feels nice to help out.”

      “Oh,” I said, and then I suddenly felt embarrassed for admitting that I was only there because I had no choice. I felt my cheeks turning red. I handed her an apron and a hairnet, and then I handed out the rest to the others. They all went back to chatting, but Tracy was still standing next to me.

      She smelled like perfume: a nice, feminine smell of flowers and fresh baking. She was wearing a short skirt—shorter than the short skirts she wore at school. At school, her skirts were always cutting it close to the dress code. One time, a teacher even pulled out a measuring tape and measured the distance from her knee to the edge of that skirt. But here, at the soup kitchen, there was no dress code—though I thought it was brave that she was fine dressing like that around the homeless—not that I thought homeless people were creepy or anything like that, but the volunteer coordinator had already warned me not to get too close to a few of them. “There are a few regulars here who can be... unpredictable,” she said. “We don’t want another incident.”

      I looked at Tracy. “Do you, uh, want to help me clean up the tables?”

      “Sure,” she smiled.

      So we went to the big dining hall. The place was a mess from the breakfast rush. Nobody had wiped a single surface. There was trash on the floors, and old, smelly eggs on chairs and tables. It didn’t look much different than the school cafeteria after lunchtime. Now, I was feeling bad for the janitors who had to clean up after us every day.

      We got to work. Tracy kept looking up at me with a grin. I tried to avoid making eye-contact. “So you got in trouble, huh?” she said.

      “I didn’t do so well on that exam,” I said.

      “Really? It was so easy.”

      I groaned. “How did you do?”

      “I aced it,” she smiled.

      “Seriously?” I said.

      She nodded her head.

      “What’s your grade in class?”

      She was blushing now. “One-hundred,” she said. “What!?” I gasped. “You have a perfect grade?” She nodded her head.

      “What’s your GPA?”

      “4.0.”

      “What!?”

      “I actually just got my Harvard acceptance two days ago.”

      I stared at her for a long moment, trying to figure out if she was messing with me. Her face was dead-serious—or maybe she was just a talented actress. I shook my head slowly, and then I shook it quickly. “You can get accepted this early?”

      “Early acceptance,” she said, nodding her head with a smile. “Do you know where you’re going yet?”

      I laughed. “Oh, you’re serious.”

      “Where did you apply?”

      “I haven’t applied anywhere,” I said.

      “Oh,” she said. “I thought you were pretty bright with schoolwork.”

      “Yeah—I mean, in some classes. I just... I think a trade is probably the route I’ll go.”

      “Which one?”

      I just stared at her. “We should probably get these tables cleaned up faster. I think they need us helping in the kitchen.”

      I wanted to change the subject; I hated talking about stupid I was, especially when she was apparently such a genius. But I didn’t want to change the subject too drastically. The only other topic I could think of was that rumor. I kept finding myself glancing over at her, every time she bent over to clean a chair, or whenever she picked something up off of the floor. I caught a glimpse of her panties a few times: the thick bulge between her legs that looked like a pussy... but it could have been a cock pushed back, ball sack ‘tucked’ into her body.

      I’d looked it up a couple of nights earlier, driven mad by curiosity. She was always wearing tight clothes, so it didn’t make sense that those rumors could possibly be true. But sure enough, I saw a few websites explaining how to hide a cock in tight clothes. I even made the mistake of watching a video—a few seconds of a video, anyway. I saw a very feminine man push his balls up into his body so he could flatten his cock between his legs. When he pulled up his panties, it looked just like a pussy bulge. I clicked away from that video quickly, feeling green all over.

      And now, I was staring at that bulge. Was it a pussy or a tucked cock?

      She looked back at me and I looked away as quickly as I could, clearing my throat as my forehead became hot. “You okay, Mark?” she said—but I was sure that she caught me staring at her bent-over ass. She had a smile on her face.

      “I’m tired,” I said. “I stayed up all night studying, and then it was a long day at school—and I’ve been here since three.” I knew my face was dark red so I turned it away from her.

      She giggled. “You’ll get a good sleep tomorrow night, at least. And then it’s the long weekend! Oh, I almost forgot—you’re throwing that party this weekend. That’s going to be so much fun.”

      “Oh,” I said. “You mean my brother’s party? I won’t be there.”

      “Oh,” she said. “Why not? Your parents not letting you go because of the test?”

      “My parents don’t know about it,” I said. “They’re taking me to a hockey tournament that runs the whole weekend.”

      “Oh. Well that’s cool, I guess. That will be fun.” Then she giggled. “Want me to make sure nobody goes near your bedroom?”

      I laughed, not sure if she was being serious. I had no idea she’d even been invited to the party. My brother told me that it was a little party, with only a few friends coming; but if Tracy was invited, there must have been more than just a few people. Tracy wasn’t even in my brother’s top-twenty in terms of close acquaintances... or maybe he just needed more women?

      But my brother knew about the rumors. Tanner, who was planning the party with him, was certain that Tracy was actually a dude—so why did they invite her? Maybe they didn’t care; maybe I needed to figure out a way to not care. Tracy was a nice girl, regardless of what was between her legs.

      “So are you any good?” she asked.

      I stared into those big eyes of hers. “Any good at what?” I said. My heart fluttered. She had a sly smile on her face.

      “At hockey,” she said. “Are you going to be in the NHL or something?”

      I laughed and shook my head. “Oh, no, I’m not that good. Maybe the minors if I’m lucky.”

      “Maybe I’ll come watch you play one of these days,” she smiled, and I swear it seemed like she was trying to get me to invite her out. Was that the same as inviting her out on a date?

      I didn’t know what to say; I just stood awkwardly with a crooked smile on my face. Sure, I was a shy young man, but I’d never been a complete stone in front of a woman before. I was usually okay at holding a conversation, coming across as confident, putting a handsome smile on my face... but now, I knew that I looked like a complete idiot. I was flustered, and I was even messing up words as I tried to talk to her. I was talking like a young boy trying to speak with his crush for the first time—

      But Tracy wasn’t my crush. No, far from it! I couldn’t be with a girl like her, even if the rumors weren’t true. I wasn’t into tomboys. I liked girls with long blonde hair, not girls with what was essentially my own haircut. And those rumors did exist, whether they were true or not; I couldn’t be with someone if the rest of the school thought she had a big, fat dick. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what people would start saying about me if they heard that I invited Tracy out on a date—even if that ‘date’ was just her coming to watch me play hockey.

      I was relieved when the coordinator came in and called us over. She split us up, sending me one way and Tracy another way, so that we could get ready for that dinner rush. Once the hungry homeless started arriving, we were too busy to interact, even though we weren’t too far apart—though I did catch her looking at me with a smile a few times. I thought that she was looking at me a lot—more than a normal amount—but I convinced myself that it was just in my head, until one of the older women came up to me.

      “She likes you,” she said with a raspy voice.

      “Excuse me?” I said as I made a burger for the next fellow in line.

      “That young girl, with the trendy hairdo. She likes you.” She had a big, warm smile on her face. “If you’re smart, you’ll ask her out on a date.”

      “I think you’re mistaken. We’re just friends,” I said.

      “The way she keeps looking at you—she likes you, honey. I’ve seen that look before. Can’t blame her—handsome fella like yourself.” Then, she reached out and grabbed my wrist, which quite honestly made me feel a bit uncomfortable. “If there’s one thing I’ve learned in my life, it’s that you should never turn your back on a good opportunity. She’s a sweet girl. There’s aren’t many like her around.”

      And it really didn’t take long for me to realize that Tracy was loved by the crowd at that soup kitchen. They all knew her name. They all loved chatting with her. She really was sweet with all of them—even the ones who smelled absolutely terrible, with rotting teeth and unsightly legions on their skin. I guess she was just on a higher plane than me; good for her. Watching her with those down-on-their luck individuals made her look heavenly, like an angel on Earth. I came to the conclusion that the rumors had to be false; this girl, with her perfect GPA and her kind heart, was not charging guys twenty-bucks to watch her jerk off in the school bathroom. Not only were those rumors definitely untrue, they were cruel, and they couldn’t have been directed at a sweeter person.

      By the end of that night, after thinking a lot about what the old woman said to me, I decided that I really didn’t want to pass up on a good opportunity. If anything, Tracy was too good for me, but I had to make a move.

      We were just finishing the long clean-up. Most of the volunteers had already taken off. Tracy was collecting aprons in a hamper. I approached her. “Hey,” I said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

      “What is it, Mark?” she said to me, turning to face me with that heavenly smile.

      “I, uh, have a game in town next week—on Wednesday night. Maybe, uh, you’d like to come and watch me play. The other team isn’t great or anything, so it might not be the best game to watch.”

      “I’d love to,” she said with blushing cheeks.

      “Maybe after the game we can grab dinner together or something.” She smiled. “It sounds like fun, Mark.”

      I stood there, staring into her eyes. I had the strangest urge to kiss her. I’m not sure my heart had ever pounded quite so hard or so fast. I was exhausted, but I didn’t get any sleep that night, as if I chugged ten gallons of espresso right before slipping into bed. I couldn’t believe it: I was actually going to go on a date with her. People were going to see us together and think that I’d won some sort of lottery; she was way out of my league, with her cute face and perky body...

      But those mean rumors were still floating around. What if someone from school saw us together? What were people going to say about me?

      I had a lot on my mind: stress and excitement, bundled together, pumping adrenaline straight into my heart. When my alarm finally went off in the morning, I wasn’t sure if I’d managed to get an hour of sleep, or if I’d been awake the whole time; it was strangely impossible to know for sure.

      I saw Tracy in my second period class. She was dressed like a pin-up doll, in a small yellow dress, with a yellow bow on her short hair; fingernails painted yellow to match the whole ensemble. She smiled at me and I melted. She was wearing thigh-high white boots, made of faux-leather. I even caught Mr. Hill, our math teacher, checking her out a few times, and I really couldn’t blame him.

      I wasn’t the only one who noticed the teacher’s wandering eyes. The girls sitting in front of me leaned over to whisper to one another. “Do you think Mr. Hill is one of the ones she’s fucking?”

      The friend laughed. “What? What are you talking about?”

      “Didn’t you hear?” said the first girl. “Tracy is fucking two of the teachers, regularly.”

      “Regularly?”

      “Portia walked in on it, mid-act. Apparently, the teacher gave her five-hundred bucks to keep her mouth shut.”

      “Portia? Are you serious?”

      I couldn’t believe my ears. The rumors were just getting more and more insane. Were they seriously suggesting that Tracy was fucking multiple teachers?

      “One male and one female teacher—that’s what Portia said.” “Together?”

      “No—separately.”

      “That’s nuts.”

      “Didn’t you see Portia’s new purse? How do you think she got it? You’ve been to Portia’s house; her parents aren’t buying her five-hundred-dollar purses.”

      “I thought it was a knockoff.”

      “No, it’s real. Ask her to see it.”

      I saw the purse myself during the next period. I had to Google search the brand to see that it really was a five-hundred-dollar bag. And it was well-known that Portia wasn’t one of the wealthier kids in school; she lived in the trailer park off the freeway, and her dad often showed up in a garbage truck to pick her up from school. So where did she get the cash?

      I felt a tension entering my body. And it got worse a few minutes later, when Mr. Hill asked Tracy to stay after class, into lunch. His face turned red when she agreed, and then the girls in front of me giggled.

      After I left the classroom (I was the last one out), I lingered nearby, sauntering over to the water fountain and then back to the classroom door. The door was closed now. I carefully reached for the handle, turning it. It was locked.

      My heart skipped a beat. Was Tracy actually fucking Mr. Hill? Why would she do it? Was he paying her?

      No—it was an insane rumor; there was absolutely no way such nonsense could be true!

      I stayed outside of that door for the next ten minutes, pacing back and forth, trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. What was happening in there? There was a lot of chatter in the hallway, making it hard to hear anything from within the classroom walls—but I swear I heard a moan: a male moan, and maybe even a grunt. Or maybe that was just in my head. It must have been in my head; there was just no way that Tracy was fucking Mr. Hill...

      Then, I heard a sudden gasp. “Oh, fuck!” It was a quiet sound through that door, but it was enough to make me freeze. I turned to face the door. My face was suddenly hot. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. Five minutes later, the door opened and I turned away from it, pretending to be minding my own business. I could see Trace emerging from the class, through the adjacent classroom door window. Her cheeks were rosy. Mr. Hill stepped up behind her. His hair was a bit ruffled. As he waved goodbye, he used his other hand to flatten his messy hair.

      I just stood frozen. Tracy didn’t see me standing there, with my back to her. But I did see something that I almost wished I hadn’t seen: a fold of cash in her hand. She was clutching it firmly, as if she was trying to keep it concealed. And then I noticed something else, as Mr. Hill turned away. Now, he had a slight limp to his step.

      I’m sure that my face had turned bone-white.
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      The whole conundrum got worse.

      I went off for my hockey tournament, which went well. I was moved up to the second line after the first game, and then I even got some minutes on the first line and the power-play in the third game, which we won. It was all going great, until I got a text-message from Tracy. “Hey, this is Tracy. I got your number from your brother. How’s the tournament going?”

      My stomach turned. A few minutes later, I got a message from my brother, making my stomach flop hard. “Why did Tracy ask me for your number?”

      “I don’t know,” I said back, now with a pounding heart. I probably should have spent a minute coming up with a half-decent lie, something like, ‘We were paired for a class project,’ or, ‘She wanted to ask a question about one of my friends.’ I could have cleared myself, but instead, my brother now suspected something was going on. What if he thought that I was paying Tracy so I could see her jerking off? Was he now laughing about it? Was he going to make fun of me? Was he going to start spreading rumors about me?

      It was all I could think about. I messaged Tracy back. “It’s going fine—super busy.” I tried to be brief, hoping it wouldn’t turn into a conversation. But instead, she kept messaging me. “I’m really excited to see you play this week.”

      I didn’t answer the message, pretending like I was too busy to even have read it (I made sure not to click on it so it wouldn’t tell her that I read it). Then, she messaged again. “It’s really too bad that you can’t be at the party tonight.” And then, fifteen minutes later, she messaged again. “Sorry if I’m bothering you. I know you’re busy. I hope you’re having fun!”

      And then I remembered that heavenly girl at the soup kitchen. I remembered her warm glow and her bright smile. I tried to tell myself that the rumors were all fake, but I couldn’t stop thinking about them—and I hadn’t forgotten that straight moment she had with Mr. Hill.

      During my next game, I was demoted back to the second line after the first period. By the third period, I was back on the third-line. In the last game of the day, which we lost, I was on the fourth- line, only getting a few minutes of ice-time each period. My coach glared at me with an unimpressed look; it didn’t help that I was on the ice for almost every goal-against. “Sorry,” I said.

      “If you’re too tired, let me know and I’ll sub in Keith,” he said. Keith was our alternate, and he was a terrible player—no offense to him. He’d only been on skates for a year, and the only reason he was invited to come was because the other four alternate runner-ups had turned down the position so that they could go party on the long weekend.

      “I’m fine,” I said. “I just need to clear my head.”

      We were one loss away from being eliminated. Luckily, our next game wasn’t until the morning. That night, when our team met up for dinner, I got a lot of dirty looks from my teammates. I tried to ignore them. I tried to close my eyes and push the thoughts of Tracy away, so that I could focus on what I drove eight hours for. Even my dad was looking at me like I was some sort of

      failure, even though we won the first couple of games because of passes I made—and one game- winning goal I made in overtime.

      I finished my dinner and then I excused myself so I could get some extra sleep, but sleep didn’t come easy. I made the mistake of checking Instagram, and I saw that Tanner was posting videos from the party at my house. I had to keep my screen hidden from my dad, with the volume turned off; he didn’t know there was a party happening at our house.

      It looked like there were fifty people in our house. They had some sort of party-light machine, flashing colorful lights, almost certainly timed with the pounding music that I couldn’t hear with my volume turned off. In one of the short clips, a drunken classmate was staggering around the house, bashing his half-limp body into everything, including the glass liquor cabinet. There was a picture of a smashed vase and a video of a young man barfing on the kitchen floor.

      I looked up nervously at my oblivious dad. He was looking through the news on his phone while the news played on the television in the background. Then I turned back to Tanner’s Instagram feed.

      The next video was of my brother on his head, trying to chug a beer through a tube. There was a small crowd cheering around him—but it was Tracy in the background that caught my eye.

      She was dressed to kill, in a super-tight tube top and a super-tight mini skirt, matching leopard print, with big golden hoop earrings. She was wearing strappy black heels on her feet, fishnet stockings up her legs. She had orange eye-shadow around her eyes, and thick black eyeliner, giving her a seductive catlike appearance. I rewatched that video a dozen times, watching her as she laughed and chatted with one of her friends.

      She really was beautiful, even with that short hair. In fact, that short hair suited her; it didn’t take anything away from her face, letting her beauty shine through. Her glossy lips made my heart flutter. Her rosy cheeks made me excited for that ‘date’ that was just a few days away.

      I found Tracy’s Instagram page. It was set to private, but I added her anyway. I was shocked when she accepted my request just five minutes later. My heart skipped. Now, she knew that I was thinking about her. Now, I could see all of her photos. There were a few of her in bathing suits, but nothing racy—and nothing that proved the rumors to be true or false.

      She had a recent Instagram story: a selfie, posing in that very outfit that she was now wearing at my brother’s party. That tight top was over her perky breasts, with no bra between. Her poky nipples made my mouth water. Her squished cleavage made my pants tight. I looked over and saw that my dad was dozing off. I waited until he was asleep before slipping into the bathroom. I ran the shower so that he wouldn’t hear anything, and then I saved that photo, kept it open, and I dealt with my horniness the way that a man deals with his horniness.

      And even once I was finished, I kept looking through her photos, falling in love with those big, glossy eyes. Once again, I found myself convinced that the rumors were a lie: the meanest, most ruthless lies ever told...

      And then, when I returned home from my hockey tournament, I heard new rumors, and then I wasn’t so sure.
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      Let’s back up a touch.

      I got a good sleep before the final day of that tournament. I got an early-morning text message from Tracy. “Sorry if I was distracting you yesterday,” she said, even though I hadn’t replied to any of her messages—though I had added her on Instagram, and maybe that was, in a way, a form of replying to her.

      “You weren’t distracting me,” I lied. “It was nice to hear from you.”

      At this point, I should point out that I was convinced, after looking through her Instagram, that she was indeed a woman in every possible description.

      “I was just so busy. We played five games over ten hours. It was a long day. And then we had team-building stuff and dinner and a meeting with the coaching staff. Today, there’s a scout here, so I’ll probably be pretty focused.”

      “Good luck,” she said, with a smiling face. “You’re going to do great. I’ll be cheering for you from here.”

      I felt good. My skin was buzzing and I was filled with energy. I bounced into the breakfast room before my team, and then I was the first one at the rink, stretching, jogging, getting myself warmed up. The air that morning was especially fresh: refreshing to breathe in through my nostrils. Now, I was thinking about Tracy, but she wasn’t distracting me. I was using those thoughts as motivation, imagining myself impressing her when the mid-week game came around, and she got to see my playing on the first line instead of the third. Maybe I would impress her so much that I would get a little bit of action.

      I wasn’t thinking about those rumors.

      We won our first game of the morning, and then we won our second, qualifying us for the quarter finals, which took place that afternoon.

      We won our first game, against an opponent that was favored to win the tournament. Then, we won our semi-final match, getting us into the big final, which happened after a three-hour break.

      The coach put me on the first line. I scored the first goal, in the first period. My team roared with cheer. I’d never been slapped on the back so many times! Then, the other team evened it up in the second period. Those games were short: ten minutes periods, with no period breaks. By the third period, we were all exhausted, but I kept thinking about Tracy.

      I made a pass across the length of the neutral zone. That pass turned into a beautiful goal: another point onto the card for me. But the other team tied it with one minute left, while our third line was out.

      It was overtime. I nearly scored on my shift, but their goalie made a miraculous save. Then, while the second line was out, their captain got a breakaway. We all screamed at our goalie from the bench. “You can do it!” we yelled.

      But the puck went in. We lost the game, taking home the dreaded silver medal. But we had our heads high; it was a terrific tournament for us, and nobody expected us to go so far. It was even better when the coach came up to me after to let me know that he wanted to start me on the first line for the game on Wednesday. “Really?” I said.

      He nodded his head. “Didn’t you see?” he said. “You got the second star of the game?” I didn’t see until he showed me. The other team’s captain, with his two goals (including the overtime game winner) was the first star, I was the second star, and their goalie was the third star.

      I was blushing all over. I’d never been a star before, so I had a big grin on my face the whole way home. Tracy was the first person to find out, because I messaged her.

      “Oh my gosh! That’s amazing!” she said. “I’m so proud of you.”

      “How was the party?” I asked, a few hours into the drive.

      “It got a bit wild,” she said. “But everyone survived. I went back to your house to help clean up.”

      My skin tingled. What did wild mean?

      “We had to throw away your bed sheets,” she said. “Those couldn’t be saved.”

      “What?” I said. “What happened to my bed?” Now, I felt my skin turning cold.

      “Oh, you don’t want to know. Don’t worry; it’s all clean now. We got you some new sheets.” She added a laughing emoji. “They aren’t silk like your old ones though.”

      Why did she know so much about my bed? What was she doing in my room? I tried not to get any ideas in my head, knowing that I would come up with the worst possible scenario...

      But there was no way I could have come up with anything as bad as what I heard that evening, when I stopped by Greg’s house to drop off his gloves. I’d borrowed them for the tournament.

      “How was the party?” I asked, knowing that he was there from Tanner’s Instagram videos. “It got wild, man,” he said to me with a laugh. “It was too bad you couldn’t be there.” “Just the usual drunken shenanigans?” I asked.

      “I wouldn’t say usual,” he said.

      “Why? What happened?”

      He was turning red all over. “You didn’t hear?” he said. “Hear what?”

      He looked around. He looked back into his house, and then he stepped out, closing the door. He motioned for me to follow him into his backyard, where we apparently had more privacy. “You hear the rumors about Tracy?” he asked.

      “Yeah,” I said. “People won’t shut up about it.” “It’s all true,” he said.

      That coldness suddenly crept through my whole body. “What do you mean, it’s all true?”

      “It’s all true,” he said again. “I mean—I guess I don’t know exactly what you’ve heard, but it’s real. She’s got a cock.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “It’s not bullshit,” he said. “It was past midnight. Almost everyone was gone. We got to playing truth or dare, because your brother wanted to make out with Angela, and that was his big plan of getting with her—though Tanner thought it would be funny to dare Angela to make out with Mike, and they ended up going to a room together, so now your brother and Tanner aren’t talking.”

      “Did they go to my room?” I asked, trying to figure out what happened to my sheets.

      He shook his head, suddenly with a pale look on his face. “No,” he said. “After that, the bottle landed on your brother. It was Tanner’s turn again to make the dare—because your brother picked dare—and then Tanner dared your bro to pay Tracy twenty bucks to put on a show for all of us. Look—I thought it was all bullshit too. I even stood up to defend Tracy, but she just took the money and told us all to follow her upstairs. We went into your room, and she pulled up her skirt and... well, it’s real. And, uh, it works.”

      “No way,” I said.

      “I’m telling you the truth, dude,” he said. “It was weird. We watched the whole thing. It didn’t take her long: three minutes at most. She grabbed it and, uh, she started stroking it. It got hard. And holy shit, man, it was big. Like—I didn’t know they came that big.”

      “Who was there?”

      “Your brother, me, Tanner, and a couple other guys. You can ask any of them. We all saw it. She started slow, you know, tugging up and down, and then she started moaning. She leaned back and tugged really fast. None of us said anything. Then she came—and it was a lot... like, more than I knew a person could come. It was everywhere, all over your sheets. Sorry, man. We panicked and threw the sheets out. Those stains weren’t coming out. But we all pitched in for new ones for you.”

      “I don’t care about the sheets,” I said. “I just—I don’t believe you.”

      “I don’t know what to tell you, Mark. I saw it with my own eyes. She’s got a big cock. Bigger than mine, and I’m not a small guy.”

      “I don’t believe you,” I said again.

      “Well, then pay her twenty bucks and see for yourself. She wasn’t shy about it. She didn’t even seem to hesitate. She just whipped it out and started jerking off. She said she’s done it two dozen times already.”

      My heart was somewhere in the deep pit of my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He sounded so genuine. His face was so red; a man can’t fake that. And it’s not like he was bragging; he had no reason to lie to me like this. But it didn’t add up. Tracy was so sweet, so smart, and so... feminine, though she did have that tomboy edge. Maybe it wasn’t so much a tomboy edge as it was a straight-up boy edge.

      A chill ran down my spine.

      Then, he laughed, giving me some hope that he was just messing around with me. I perked up and cracked a smile. Then, he said, “Why are you so white?”

      “I just don’t get where this whole rumor started.”

      He groaned. “Mark. I’m telling you: it’s not a rumor. It’s legit. Tracy has a dick, and she shoots buckets when she comes.”

      “Don’t be gross.”

      “I’m just telling you the truth.”

      “I don’t get why you all watched her.”

      “It was a dare—and it’s something I can’t unsee. I will admit that it was one of the weirder nights of my life.”

      “And what about the teachers?” I asked.

      “The teachers? You mean about her banging them? I heard that too; no idea if it’s true, but I wouldn’t doubt it. I heard that a few guys from school have tried to pay her for sex. I guess there’s a fetish out there for everyone—not my thing, and I can say that with certainty now.” He laughed. “I’ll take a nice, wet pussy any day over that.”

      “Quit being gross,” I groaned.

      “Well, it’s true. I need to get inside. I literally left my grandma on FaceTime. I’ll see you at school tomorrow, buddy.” He gave me a hard pat on the shoulder before zipping off. I must have stood there for five long minutes, trying to come to terms with what I’d heard. It just didn’t make any sense! The sweet, angelic girl that I volunteered with at the soup kitchen couldn’t possibly be putting on X-rated sex shows for anybody with a few bucks to spare; it just seemed so... crazy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 6

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Alright, Mark! Let’s even this game up!” my coach yelled as he gave me a hard pat on the back, letting me know it was my turn to jump over the boards. As I hit the ice, the opposing team made a lousy pass and that puck bounced off of the boards, right onto my stick.

      We were down a goal, with ten minutes left on the clock. We should have never been down a goal against that team; they were the second-worst in the league, with only two wins on the season. Half of their team was injured, so they were playing with a roster of alternates, a few of whom could hardly stand on skates.

      But a few of my teammates had been at a party the night before; they were sluggish from drinking too much and getting almost no sleep. And I was struggling with a head full of anxiety, partially because Tracy was there, in the stands, lighting up every time I hit the ice—and partially because I heard that Tracy was at that party—and I heard it five minutes before the start of that game.

      “Gary sucked her cock,” said Pierre-Luc in his thick French accent. The guys laughed.

      “Why?” asked Keith, who wasn’t at the party because of a charity event his parents forced him to go to. “Why would he do that?”

      “We all put ten bucks into a pot and said he could have the whole thing if he did it: two- hundred-and-twenty dollars to suck her cock for one minute—and he actually did it. She was sit- ting on a chair, skirt flipped up, already hard. She had a big smirk on her face the whole time. She even put her fingers in his hair. God, it was funny. She almost came on his face too! When she said she was coming, he jumped back and screamed like a girl. He even covered his face with his hands.”

      “Did she come on him?” asked Keith.

      “No, but it was close.”

      A number of the guys giggled, confirming that the story was true; ten people apparently were in that room when it happened. And now, they kept glancing over at her, giggling every time they saw her, remembering the debauchery of the night. I had a big problem on my hands; before I got to the rink, I told Tracy to meet me outside the front doors as soon as the game was over. I should have told her to meet me somewhere else—a café a few blocks away, or a park where there were no streetlights, so that nobody would see us together. Or maybe I should have pretended to be sick... Hell—it wouldn’t have been pretending; the thought of meeting up with her was making me sick!

      Now, I had a single defenseman in front of me. I recognized his scruffy facial hair; he was one of their weaker skaters, so I knew that I could easily bounce the puck off of the boards: a self-pass to get around him. It worked, and now I had a straight shot for the net.

      Their goalie was especially lousy. We reviewed their team stats before the game and saw that he was letting in an average of seven goals per game; I’d never heard of such horrible numbers, especially since we were only playing forty-five-minute games.

      “Go Mark!” I heard a familiar voice cry from the stands. I let my gaze drift right to see who it was, even though I knew: it was Tracy. Then, my gaze drifted back when I heard some laughter: my teammates. Were they laughing at me? Did they hear Tracy and now they were speculating about me? Did they think that I was one of the men paying her for weird, kinky fetish sex?

      When I looked forward again, I saw the goalie, now out of his net, halfway towards me. It was a wild, nonsense move that would have been so easy to outplay—but I didn’t act fast enough. I tried to veer left, but I caught an edge and fell forward, letting the puck slip away from me. Even still, that meandering puck managed to pass through his legs as I slid by the goalie on the left. I looked up and saw the puck and the open net.

      I could feel the red embarrassment on my face; I must have looked like a total fool—but I still had a chance. With about ninety seconds of gametime left, I had the puck and an open net. I scram- bled to my feet, and then I heard her yell again. “Shoot, Mark!”

      I imagined my friends giggling at me. I imagined them whispering rumors, spreading lies, ruining my reputation. Oh God, that was such an awful feeling.

      I took the shot once I had the puck on my stick, feeling their defensemen closing in on me. Somehow, I managed to miss the open net, pinging the puck off the crossbar. It whistled up and fluttered down to the ground, and I just stood there, stunned and embarrassed as I heard the loud groan of my teammates on the bench. “Are you fucking kidding me!?” our coach screamed.

      And then I looked back and saw that the other team had the puck, and our goalie was now halfway to the bench so we could get that extra man on the ice. In a moment of adrenaline-fueled panic, their defenseman shot: an unconfident shot that ended with him falling onto his knees in a less-than-graceful way. But the puck managed to circumvent our players. It bounced on a patch of rough ice, landed on its side, and rolled right into the corner of our empty net.

      The game was lost. We were now down by two with a minute left. I spent the rest of the game on the bench, with a scowling coach standing over my shoulder. It wasn’t the most important game of the year, but we were on the cusp of making the playoffs, and every point made a big difference.

      In the locker room, the coach told me that he was going to play me back on the third line. “You’re just... too inconsistent to be playing on the first line,” he said bluntly, and then he said nothing else. He just left, leaving me in a room full of scowling teammates. They said nothing to me, even though none of them were star players either. Sure, I missed that open net, but they missed their share of easy shots throughout the game. And our goalie, who was now swearing under his breath and glancing up at me over and over, had let in some seriously lousy shots, including a ‘shot’ that was actually a botched pass from their third-line winger. Nobody spoke to me, and I was the last one in the locker room, not invited out to whatever party they were all heading off to.

      I lingered, taking my time, making sure they were really all gone before going to see Tracy standing there. “Good game,” she said with a blushing smile. “You almost had them.”

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I groaned. “It wasn’t that bad.”

      “I’m not usually that bad.”

      “I hope I wasn’t too much of a distraction,” she said, turning her blushing gaze to the ground.

      “No,” I said, lying. “I just wasn’t playing my best game. Let’s forget about that.” I stretched out my arms. Then, I found myself looking around, making sure there weren’t any other players around. I didn’t want anyone knowing that I was seeing Tracy alone, after school hours.

      “Are you too tired to get dinner?” she asked, now looking straight into my eyes. She had those glossy doe-eyes, the ones that made her look so sweet and angelic. My God, those eyes were so deceiving, but they did a good job of sending my mind spinning with confusion. I stared at them for a long moment, trying to understand how they could belong to a man—

      Because, if the rumors were true, and it was starting to really seem like they were, then those eyes belonged to a biological male—along with the rest of her. How was it possible? She’d had breasts for as long as I could remember; did they let trans kids that young get implants? Or were they the product of hormone pills? Or was she one of those hermaphrodites, with a pussy hiding underneath her boy-parts?

      I looked around again; I thought I heard footsteps, but we were still alone.

      “You okay?” she asked.

      “I’m fine. Just upset about the game,” I said.

      “Well, let me take you out for dinner,” she smiled. “We’ll go to this Italian place I know. It’s so good, and the portions are really generous. Are you hungry?”

      I thought about telling her I wasn’t feeling well. I was terrified of being seen with her. But those glossy doe-eyes reminded me of that night at the soup kitchen, watching her move elegantly around, smiling gracefully, winning over the heart of every soul in the place.

      It almost was starting to seem like there were two Tracys: the one in front of me now—sweet, kindhearted, and fun to be around—and the wild one, charging students to see her masturbating, fucking teachers between classes, putting on shows at parties...

      I thought about asking her about the rumors. I thought about going into that territory, so I could know her side of the story... but I was too afraid. “I could eat,” I said, so she took me to that restaurant. She ended up doing most of the talking—and cracking a few funny jokes that actually got laughs out of me. I found myself relaxing ever-so-slightly, looking around less and less to ensure that our classmates weren’t there to see us together.

      “So, uh, what kind of things do you do in your spare time?” I asked, trying to broach that terrifying topic with baby steps.

      “I’ve recently started dancing,” she smiled. “I mean—I used to dance when I was really little, but I just picked it up again, and that’s fun. And then the usual stuff: movies, listening to music. I do some drawing, but I’m pretty terrible. I’m taking a couple college courses on the side right now, so I can get a head start on my post-secondary—so that takes up a lot of my time.”

      “That’s a lot,” I said. And then I noticed her snatching the bill. “Hey—I don’t mind paying that.” I was lying; I hardly had the money to pay the bill, but I hated the idea of her paying for my meal.

      “This was my idea,” she smiled. “Let me pay. It’s not a big deal.”

      She pulled a wallet out from her purse, opened it up, and that’s when I saw the huge wad of twenty-dollar bills, and a few fives and tens. “Wow,” I said. “You’ve got a lot of cash in there. Are you a drug-dealer or something?” I laughed. My heart skipped a beat.

      She had rosy cheeks now. “Oh, you know—just doing my best to save up for college.”

      “I thought you were getting some cool scholarship.”

      “It doesn’t cover everything, but it helps a lot,” she said. “My dad taught me to never take on debt, no matter what. Student loans are a death-sentence. I’ve crunched the numbers and I’m pretty sure that I can get through college without needing the bank’s help. That way, when I start my career, I won’t be spending the first five years paying off interest.”

      “Smart,” I said. “But, uh... how are you getting that money? Do you work a part-time job or something?” Now my heart was really pounding. I didn’t want to hear her answer, so I’m not sure why I asked the question. But at the same time, I just needed to hear it from her mouth; I was never going to believe it unless she confessed with her own words.

      “Just hustling,” she said with a chuckle.

      “Mowing lawns or something?” I asked. My palms were starting to feel sweaty.

      “My uncle actually gave me fifty dollars last week to mow five acres. I’m not sure it was worth it; it literally took all afternoon, and I had to go to the gas station twice to fill his jerry can. How tired are you right now? There’s a place near here where we can go dancing. I didn’t just play a hockey game, so I have the energy, but I don’t want to force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

      “That sounds fun,” I said, even though I should have taken the opportunity to sneak away. I was lucky that I hadn’t been caught with her yet. I needed to get out while I was still ahead. But another part of me wanted to spend more time with her; she was actually fun to be around, as long as those nervous questions weren’t lingering around in my head. “I just have to use the washroom.”

      “Take your time,” she smiled. So I went to use the washroom. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw that my face was dark red, and I couldn’t help but think it had been dark red since the moment I met her outside of the hockey rink.

      I took a moment, taking deep breaths, trying to convince myself that there was nothing wrong with being out with Tracy. This wasn’t necessarily a date; we were just getting dinner and going out dancing; girls do that all of the time with their friends, and you wouldn’t say that they’re going on dates with their friends. We were just being friendly.

      But what if Tracy was... normal? What if the rumors were just rumors? I still wasn’t convinced that there wasn’t some big scheme happening to mess with me; maybe this was some sort of prank that dozens of people were in on. Maybe they were filming me for some YouTube video. No— that didn’t explain everything. There was just so much evidence that it was true... and there was about to be a little bit more.

      As I was coming out from the bathroom, I saw a man at our table, speaking with Tracy. I stopped and watched for a moment, recognizing the guy. He went to our school, though I didn’t know his name. Now, he had a sheepish look on his face as he gazed around. I backed up so that he wouldn’t see me. Then, I saw him slip out twenty dollars. With a dark red face, he gave her the money, and then she said something to him.

      I tried not to think too much into it. There are a thousand reasons a man would pay a woman... randomly. Then, the man stepped away from her and started heading towards me. I backed up quickly, into that long hallway towards the bathrooms. I turned to face the wall, and then he walked behind me, not noticing me as he went down the hall, past the bathrooms. I looked back and saw him going into what looked like a storage room. I stood there for a moment, waiting for him to come out, but he didn’t come out. What was he doing?

      Then, I went to rejoin Tracy. “Ready to go?” I asked.

      “For sure,” she smiled. “I just have to make a phone call really quick,” she said. “You don’t mind waiting five minutes or so, do you?”

      I was frozen. Was this really happening? I cleared my throat and then I managed to shake my head. “No. I don’t care,” I said. “I’ll be here.”

      “Thanks,” she smiled. “You can wait outside too—the weather is nice tonight.” She stood up with a warm, cute smile. Then, she went down towards the bathrooms, towards that same hallway that our classmate went down.

      I sat in my seat for the next minute, heart pounding, head spinning, gut turning. Was this really happening? Was she putting on one of her shows inside of that old Italian restaurant?

      I stood up. I had to get to the bottom of this. I moved slowly across the restaurant floor, inching towards that bathroom hallway. I turned the corner, away from the noise of the restaurant. Now, I was alone. I scanned left and right. There was no back door in that hallway, just the bathrooms, the door to the kitchen, and that storage room. I approached the bathroom doors and listened, feeling a bit like a creep. But if she was making a phone call, it made sense that I would be able to hear her voice. Now, I could hear nothing. I stood there for a long moment. Then a girl came by, skirting past me. She went into that women’s bathroom and turned the lock. Those were single- user bathrooms. Tracy wasn’t inside.

      So I checked the handle for the men’s bathroom. It was unlocked and the bathroom was dark, not being used. So that left two options down that hallway: the kitchen and the storage closet.

      I didn’t want to believe that she went into that storage closet with that man. So I first checked the door to the kitchen. None of the cooks looked up at me as I scanned around. The dishwasher, wearing headphones and bobbing his head to music, noticed me. He slipped his headphones off and raised his brow. “Can I help you, man?”

      “Sorry,” I said. “Wrong door.”

      I backed away, heart pounding. There was only one possibility: the storage room. I approached it slowly. My hands were trembling now. I wasn’t going to open the door. I didn’t want to see what was inside... or maybe I did. Maybe I just wanted to put this uncertainty to bed.

      I stopped by the door and carefully put my ear to it. Then, the door inched open; it hadn’t been fully closed. I froze, feeling like I was about to be caught, but nothing happened. I reluctantly

      poked my head in and scanned around. It was a huge space, filled with racks of kitchen equipment—most of which looked old, from some previous kitchen reno. I stepped in with quiet footsteps. That room was nearly the size of the restaurant.

      I froze when I heard a voice. “Just like that,” he whispered.

      I turned towards the sound. It was coming from around a corner. I moved to one of the packed racks. I ducked down until I found a slit: a parting between an old deep-fryer and an old gas range. There, I could see a sliver of light, and I could see the back of the man’s head—but that wasn’t all.

      I could see Tracy, standing with her foot up on an old milk crate. She had her skirt pulled way up, waistband at her sternum. In her fist was exactly what I was afraid of seeing—and exactly what I knew to be true from all of the evidence.

      Tracy had a cock.

      And the rumors were true: it was a massive cock. It was twice the size of my own, which I didn’t even know was possible. The sight of it left me frozen, unable to even close my jaw, which may have been trembling. She was squeezing it hard, unable to wrap her fingers all the way around it as she stroked it slowly.

      “Just like that,” the man said again, watching, leaning forward as he sat on a milk crate of his own. “Don’t stop. You’re so fucking hot.”

      She grinned and pulled her fist all the way up to her tip, which was up near the waistband of her skirt. She pulled hard, pulling her foreskin up, pulling hard enough to make her big ball sack rise up. It was dark in that storage room, so I couldn’t see if she was biologically male or if she was hiding lady-parts as well.

      I don’t think I was breathing.

      She began to jerk off her tip, stroking with big strokes, but those big strokes weren’t enough to cover the length of her enormous cock. It was big enough that my instinct was to assume it was fake, but the way that her foreskin moved, and the way that her tip began to flush red—it had to be real.

      “Holy shit,” the man groaned. “It’s fucking huge.” “Do you like it?” Tracy asked with a whisper.

      “I fucking love it,” the man groaned.

      She kept stroking, leaning her body back, using her other hand to cup her breast. She squeezed. The man, with trembling hands, pulled out another twenty-dollar bill. He threw it at her, as if she was a stripper on a stage. “I want to see you coming so badly.”

      “I’m close,” she grinned. She spat carefully, letting her saliva land right on her tip. Then, she used her clenched fist to pull the huge wad of spit down, coating her cock, making it glisten. Now, as she pumped, there was a wet sloshing sound: her saliva squishing through her fingers as she massaged her huge length.

      I couldn’t look away, though I wasn’t sure why.

      “Don’t stop!” the man said with a whine. I had a feeling he was jerking himself off while he watched her. “Will—Will you come on me?”

      “Come closer,” she said.

      He scurried closer to her, sitting on the ground, looking up at her, panting loudly like a tired dog. “On my face,” he begged. “In my mouth.”

      “I don’t know,” she giggled. “Maybe for another twenty.” “I’ll give you another forty if I can lick it.”

      She shook her head. “Sorry,” she said. “That’s off limits.” “One-hundred,” he said. “Just so I can suck your tip.”

      She shook her head again, but she didn’t stop jerking herself off. “Just enjoy the show.” “I’ll give you two-hundred dollars if I can suck your cock while you come. Please.” She shook her head again.

      “Fuck!” he yelled. “Five-hundred. I’ll do anything. Please!”

      And she just shook her head, turning the money down. “For your eyes only,” she said with a calm smile. “Oh God—I’m coming.” Her body arched back and she let out an adorable sound as that elation rushed through her body. She clenched the tip of her cock hard with her fist and aimed it down at the man’s open mouth. He was shaking all over.

      Then, she cried out as she unloaded: blast after blast after blast, splatting her tongue, his lips, his chin, his cheeks, and even his forehead. It was a messy load, coming from some endless supply. She tugged slowly pulling that high-powered cum out of her body, painting his face until there was nothing left. Then, to finish off her show, she wiped the tip of her cock with her fingertip and dabbed that drop onto her tongue. She giggled and then she pushed the whole package back into her panties. “I have to go. You don’t mind cleaning yourself up, do you?”

      The man shook his head, and I didn’t stick around for another second. I stumbled back, tripping over some piece of equipment or another. I made some noise, but got out of there quickly enough that they didn’t catch me—at least that’s what I hoped. I rushed to the restaurant exit, probably looking like a man running from a fire. Once I was outside, I straightened my jacket and stood upright, taking a deep breath. I ran my fingers through my hair and spent the next few minutes trying to collect myself.

      The rumors were true; Tracy did have a cock and she was charging men to see it. So why was I still standing there? Why was I still on that ‘date’ with her? I needed to leave. I needed to get home so I could delete her from my social media and from my phone, so that nobody would ever know that I’d been anything more than her classmate.

      She came out with a casual smile on her face. “Sorry that took longer than I thought it would,” she said, brushing back her hair. I caught myself looking down at her skirt, perplexed that she was able to hide that gigantic piece of meat in there. I snapped my gaze back up and cleared my throat. “It’s all good,” I said with a broken voice.

      “Do you still want to go dancing?” she asked.

      I paused for a moment. I wanted to go home, but for some reason, I was still afraid of offending her. I didn’t want her knowing that I’d been spying on them, or that it was me who made that noise in the storage room. I had to remain inconspicuous. “Let’s go,” I said with a forced smile. Then, I was shocked when she reached down and took my hand, letting her fingers slip between mine. She looked over into my eyes, blushing. But all I could think was: those fingers were just pumping her cock, and I saw globs of cum streaming down those knuckles.
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      I bought myself a strong drink while Tracy found us a table. Of course, I spent the first few minutes in that club looking around for familiar faces. I didn’t want anyone seeing us together— especially now that I knew that the rumors were true; Tracy really was selling ‘shows’ for twenty dollars. I had a feeling that I was the last person in the school to truly believe it.

      “Are you okay?” the bartender asked me.

      “Yeah. Why?”

      “Your hands are shaking. Mind if I see some ID?”

      I gave him my ID, proving that I was old enough to drink. He stared at it for a long time, trying to decide if it was fake. He even took it over to the light to see if the holographic decal was legitimate. Then he returned it to me. “Are you on a first date or something?” he asked.

      I must have looked extraordinarily nervous. I cleared my throat and smiled. “Just out with a friend,” I said.

      He looked around. “Who is she?” he asked.

      I looked back and saw Tracy, now settling into a table. I let my gaze freeze for long enough that the bartender figured out who my ‘date’ was. “She’s cute,” he said.

      “We’re just friends,” I said firmly.

      “Well, if I had a friend like that, I would ask her on a date.” He grinned and then he fetched me my drink. “What does she like to drink?”

      “Um, I don’t know.” And then I remembered her drinking a vodka soda in one of Tanner’s Instagram videos. “I think she likes vodka sodas.”

      “Then this one is on me—but tell her you bought it,” he said with a wink.

      I wanted to ask him if he really thought she was cute, or if he was just messing with me—or maybe he thought he was just being nice. I looked back at her. She really did look cute, but I was starting to feel convinced that I was the only person alive who couldn’t tell that she was actually trans—or a hermaphrodite, or whatever she was. I kept my mouth shut. I accepted the free drink and then I brought it to Tracy. Her eyes lit up.

      “How did you know what I drink?” she asked with a big smile.

      I looked back at the bartender gave me a thumbs-up. I blushed and looked away. “I guess it was a good hunch,” I said.

      “I love it. Thank you,” she said, and then she leaned forward and planted a small kiss on my cheek, making me tense up all over. Why did she do that? I stared into her eyes, probably looking like a frightened deer. “Want to dance? I love this song.”

      “I’m not a great dancer,” I said.

      “So what? C’mon!”

      She grabbed my wrist and pulled me out. It wasn’t long before her arms were around me as she shook to the music. She laughed. We were close, but it didn’t necessarily seem intimate. We were just dancing, and it was a fast-paced song. But she kept moving in closer, partially because the dance floor was quickly getting busier as the club started to fill up.

      “This is fun!” she said.

      I nodded my head. Maybe it was a bit of fun, but I was still terrified of being seen with her. Or was I? Maybe I was terrified of being seen by a classmate, but I liked the jealous way the bartender kept looking at us together. And I kept getting affirmative smiles from other guys, letting me know that they thought I’d landed a real catch; they had no idea what was really beneath her skirt.

      And it wasn’t long before I felt it. We were dancing closely together; her body rubbed right up against me as she shook her hips from side to side. I felt something warm and hard—something that wasn’t her thigh, though it felt big enough to be something similar in size! I froze up as it skimmed me. I even glanced down and saw the momentary bulge in her skirt. I darted my gaze back up.

      “Spin me,” she giggled. So I took her hand and spun her. She really was a good dancer; and I don’t think I was so bad myself.

      We danced through five songs before we needed a rest. We returned to our table and finished our drinks. “You’re fun,” she said to me. “You wouldn’t expect it from looking at you—no offence—but I always thought you were more of a jock or a gym rat. But you’re actually really fun.”

      “Thanks, I guess,” I said.

      “It’s supposed to be a compliment.”

      “You’re fun too,” I said.

      “I’m working at the soup kitchen tomorrow. You should come. We can go see a movie or something afterwards.”

      I laughed. “It sounds like you’re asking me out on a date.”

      “I am,” she said, now with rose-colored cheeks.

      I froze. “A date?” I said, now serious. I was tempted to laugh it off, but I wanted a clear answer; was she actually asking me out on a date?

      “Yeah,” she said. “I really like you, Mark.”

      “But... a date?”

      “Is that so weird? Sorry—I guess girls aren’t really supposed to ask guys on dates. Was that kind of... emasculating? I’m sorry; that’s not what I was going for.”

      “It’s not that,” I said, looking down. “Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked.

      “No,” I said quickly. Though maybe I should have lied. I could have told her that I was dating a girl that I met online—maybe I could say that she was some Canadian girl or something. Maybe that was my chance to be in the clear.

      “I would be happy to be your girlfriend,” she smiled, blushing hard.

      “I—I hardly know you, really,” I said. “I mean—you’re friends with my brother. Wouldn’t that be weird?”

      “We’re hardly friends,” she said. “And I’m not sure what that has to do with anything. It’s okay, Mark. I—I guess I just misread the vibes between us.”

      My stomach was turning now. I felt like I was crushing her heart, and that made me feel horrible. I hated seeing the joy draining from her face. I loved when she was smiling, beaming, perky. I loved when she was dancing with me, having fun, laughing. Oh God, her laugh was so great. And she really did know how to have fun.

      “I like you,” I said.

      “But?”

      “Who said but?”

      “You were about to,” she said, still with that horrible saddened look on her face.

      I let out a deep sigh. “I...” I had to think for a moment before speaking, but I just had to say it. “I know how you make your money.”

      Then, her face turned white. I’m not sure why she was so surprised; she literally put on one of her shows for my brother, and many of my close friends were in that same room when it happened. It’s not like she could have dodged all of those rumors. They’d certainly reached her ears.

      “Is it a dealbreaker?” she asked softly.

      “It’s...” I had to think for a moment again. “It’s a lot for me. I know that you were with a guy when we were at the restaurant.”

      “It’s just business,” she said. “It’s for money.”

      I shook my head. “That’s not business,” I said. “Selling houses and cars—that’s business. Mowing lawns and painting ceilings—those are businesses. Jerking off while guys watch... that’s... that’s not business.”

      “I’m doing it for the money, nothing else. It’s not like I get a kick out of it,” she said.

      “You don’t?” I asked.

      And now, that rosy face looked guilty, as if I’d just caught her in a lie. My heart fell hard into my stomach. Did she get a kick out of it? Was she into it? Was it about more than money?

      She turned her gaze down to the table. “You think I’m a freak, don’t you?”

      “I didn’t say that,” I said. “But, uh, I have practice in the morning and I should probably get home to get some sleep. I honestly forgot about it.” I stood up and she looked up at me, now with tears in her eyes. Why were those tears making me feel so guilty? Why did I feel so horrible about the way that I was leaving her? If she really thought that this was a date, was she not cheating on me by seeing a guy in the back room? I wasn’t into the whole cuckold thing. I wasn’t into letting my girlfriend sleep around.

      “Sorry, Tracy. I’ll, uh, see you at school tomorrow.”

      “Bye,” she said softly.

      Oh God, I felt so horrible leaving. My heart was shattered. She looked so vulnerable, so help- less, and so precious. How could I hurt such a precious little thing? Did she really deserve that pain?

      I left the club and caught a cab home. It was a long drive. It was made worse when I got home and I got a message from her. “I’m sorry,” it simply read, and I wasn’t sure how to respond to it, so I didn’t.
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      Another sluggish practice, another tedious day at school, unable to focus. Tracy didn’t show up for school that day. The teachers didn’t even call her name during attendance, suggesting she’d called in sick and had her name scratched from the list. I had a feeling she wasn’t actually sick— just too embarrassed to come in, maybe because she didn’t want to see me, or maybe because she finally realized that everybody knew her secret.

      I still felt horrible, and I had a feeling that that horrible feeling wasn’t going to go away any time soon. I broke her heart, and seeing her heartbroken left me with a broken heart of my own. A few of my friends asked me why I was so down, and I just shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe it’s the weather.”

      Then, at the end of the day was my last-period gym class. The teacher had us running laps around the field: lap after lap after lap. I don’t think he had any actual plans for the class, so he just sent us running around while he sat on his phone. We were all covered in sweat by the end of the day, so we all went into the showers. While I was toweling myself off, Jeremy Richards came up to me. “Hey Mark,” he said.

      “What’s up?” I rarely spoke with Jeremy. We were friends way back in elementary school, but we’d drifted apart. I occasionally saw him at parties, and we had that one gym class together.

      “How have things been? We haven’t talked in a while.”

      I just stared into his buggy eyes. I shrugged my shoulders. “Busy, I guess. What’s new with you?” The conversation felt weird, making me uncomfortable.

      “I’ve been busy too. I started seeing this girl. She’s a foreign exchange student from Denmark,” he said with a big grin on his face.

      I laughed. “Are you just trying to brag about your new girlfriend right now?”

      “She’s really pretty—out of my league, no doubt. But she’s a bit of an expensive date. She likes to go out for fancy dinners, and she’s big into dancing.”

      “No kidding,” I said, turning away, feeling that swell of discomfort again.

      “Yeah,” he said. “And, uh, I was wondering how much money you have?”

      I laughed. “She made you broke, huh? You can’t afford to take her out anymore, or what?” “Oh, no, I’ll be okay,” he said. “I just want to know how much money you have.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I’m asking,” he said with a quiet but firm tone. “How much?”

      “Why are you asking, Jeremy?”

      He had a big grin on his face. “Answer the question, Mark.”

      “I don’t know—maybe a thousand bucks,” I said. “That’s all that’s left over from working at the shop this summer. Now why are you asking?” I don’t know why I told him the truth. I don’t know why I was entertaining this ridiculous conversation.

      “Give it to me,” he said.

      “What?”

      “Go to the bank and take it all out, and give it to me.” “Why?”

      “Last night I had a great Italian dinner with my girlfriend. Then we went dancing. I saw you at both places.” He was pressing his lips firmly together as if he was trying not to burst into a fit of laughter.

      I suddenly felt cold. My hands and feet were strangely numb. I tried to open my mouth, but a stutter was all that came out. “Are you blackmailing me?”

      He shrugged his shoulders. “We all know what she’s got. I guess that’s something you’re into—I’m not going to judge. But I’m also guessing you don’t want the whole school to know. So your reputation—surely, it’s worth a thousand bucks to you, right?”

      “You’re an asshole,” I said.

      “I guess so,” he said. “But like I said, my girlfriend likes nice things, and I want to treat her.”

      “So get a job, you lazy bum,” I said.

      “People won’t pay me like they pay your girlfriend,” he said with a grin.

      “She’s not my girlfriend.”

      “You two were pretty close on the dance-floor. And I saw you guys kissing.”

      “She kissed me! It was on the cheek! So does that mean your fucking grandma is your girlfriend, Jeremy? Get a grip!”

      “Calm down!” he said, holding up his hands. “I’m just making you an offer.” “You’re a prick.”

      “So am I getting the cash or not? It’s up to you.”

      I groaned. I clenched my hand into a fist. Then, after taking a deep breath, I socked him in the face. I’m not sure what came over me; I’d never thrown a punch in my life, but now, Jeremy’s nose was broken. He swung back, but I dodged it. I took him to the ground and I put another fist into his gut—and then another and another. Ten seconds later, there were ten students on top of us, pulling our naked bodies apart. Jeremy was covered in his own blood—and some of the blood from my split knuckles. My hand was covered in his blood.

      They dragged me to the office, not even letting me get dressed. They made me sit in a chair wearing only a bloody towel. The police were brought in and they first questioned Jeremy and then they came to me, along with the school principal and a few of my teachers, including my gym teacher. “He was blackmailing me!” I said.

      “That’s no reason to punch him. You should have gone to a teacher,” said the principal.

      “He was going to tell everyone before I could do that. I had no choice.”

      “Going to tell everyone what?” the policeman asked.

      I was silent. I opened my mouth, trying to think of something to say, but my tongue was tied. I stuttered.

      “Are you selling drugs, son?” the policeman asked.

      “No!” the principal cried. “There are no drugs on this property! Mark, of all students, knows better!”

      “We were fighting about a girl,” I said. “What difference does it make?”

      “Jeremy in insisting on pressing charges,” the police officer asked. “So I’ll have to take you into the station to file everything. You’re an adult, so this is going to be on your permanent record. I don’t want that, son. I want to figure this out here, but if I’m going to talk to Jeremy about dropping the charges, I need you to tell me what’s really going on here.”

      I groaned. I closed my eyes and let out a deep sigh. Then, I told them. “My girlfriend has a dick.”

      The whole room became silent.

      “W—What?” the principal said.

      “My girlfriend has a dick and she charges guys to see it. Jeremy was going to tell everyone that we were together.”

      The teachers and the cop in the room were all pale-faced and silent.

      “That’s the short story,” I said. “And that’s about all that matters. I didn’t want him embarrassing her, so I punched him in the face.”

      “I’m sorry,” the cop said. “She charges guys to see her... penis?” “Yes,” I said.

      “Money?”

      “Y es.”

      “Your girlfriend is a prostitute?”

      “No. She doesn’t have sex with the men, and they don’t even touch her. I guess it’s not much different than a stripper, if a stripper had a cock.” I don’t know what had gotten into me. I didn’t even feel embarrassed saying it. Maybe I’d cracked. Maybe I was finally over it, and it no longer seemed that weird to me, after stressing out about it for two weeks.

      The principal cleared his throat. “This seems like, uh, a very... private matter. I don’t think we need to have all of these details.”

      “Well, you asked.”

      “I didn’t ask,” the principal said before pointing to the police officer. “He did.” “So Jeremy found out about this... how? Did he pay to see her?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. Half of the guys in the school have paid her. She’s made, like, two thousand dollars or something—and she only charges twenty bucks. You do the math.” And maybe that was why I suddenly didn’t feel so embarrassed: because half of the school had paid to see her. And I could only assume they didn’t all pay her just to have a laugh. I knew the guy at the restaurant was into it—he even begged to suck her cock, but she wouldn’t let him.

      Maybe nobody wanted to admit it, but Tracy’s ‘third leg’ (as people were calling it) was some- thing to be desired and lusted after. I’ll admit that I spent a good chunk of the night unable to sleep, replaying her little show over and over in my head. Maybe it was hotter than I was willing to admit.

      “Well...” the cop said. “I could charge Jeremy with extortion. It would have to be an investigation, but the threat might be enough to get him to drop the assault charges.” Nobody said any- thing else; the teachers were too embarrassed to speak.

      They made me sit there for another hour. Then, the cop returned and told me that I was lucky to be going home with a warning. The teachers didn’t even give me a suspension; they just told me not to do it again.

      Once I was home, I saw a message on my phone, from Tracy. “I heard what happened,” she said.

      “Sorry,” I said.

      “No, I’m sorry. I got you into this mess.”

      “It’s really fine,” I said. “They dropped the charges. Nothing happened. Jeremy deserved it.” “I’m just glad you didn’t get into too much trouble,” she said.

      And then I asked if she wanted to meet up with me. “I want to ask you something in person.”

      So we met at a nearby park, next to a big fountain. The sun was beginning to set. She showed up in a small yellow dress, with a yellow bow on her short, stylish hair. Her makeup was all done up, and she looked like a little pinup model. “You look nice,” I smiled.

      “Thanks, Mark,” she said. “I have to say something—before you say anything. It’s really been bothering me...”

      I waited for her to speak. She took her time, trying to collect the right words for her speech.

      “I should have told you,” she said. “I didn’t want you getting mixed up in all of this. I guess, to me, it’s never been a big deal. But I should have figured it’s a big deal to other people.”

      “Not a big deal?” I said.

      “You know—the shows,” she said, blushing and turning her gaze down. “I have the equipment, you know? I’ve never been shy about it. I’ve been telling people that I have it since I was fourteen. I think most people thought that I was joking around. Well—one day, I was trying to convince this guy that I really had a dick. He didn’t believe me, and then he offered me five dollars to prove it. I was shy, but I showed it to him. He paid me and then he ran away. But, a few days later, he came up to me and asked if it worked. He paid me to prove it. So I got hard for him. He ran away again, calling me gross. Then, a few days later, he wanted to ‘really see it work’. He wanted me to come, and, well, I needed the money and I felt like he’d already seen everything. So I did it. He paid me. And... well, I didn’t even notice but he had his hand down his pants the whole time, and once I was done, he had a big wet spot there. And it was... strangely a compliment. I always thought I was kind of a freak, but there was someone who liked it.”

      “I don’t think you’re a freak. It’s just... hard to believe. You’re so pretty.”

      “Thanks,” she blushed. “But I always felt like a freak, and now there was a guy making me feel like I had some value. I know it sounds petty, but it felt nice. He told one of his friends, and then his friend came to me and asked if he could see it for himself. I felt weird about it, because I didn’t know the guy at all. But I did it, just to get that sense of being desired. He liked watching me. A week later, another guy came to me. He heard the rumor and wanted to see for himself. So, I’ve just been doing it for years. I guess it just doesn’t seem that weird to me anymore.”

      “It’s not weird. It’s just—unexpected. You’re so kind and sweet. When I saw you at the soup kitchen the other day, I literally thought that you were like an angel. And then to think that you’re doing... that on the side. It’s just... unexpected.”

      “I can understand why it would make you want nothing to do with me,” she said.

      “It’s not that,” I said. “That’s actually why I wanted to talk to you. I, uh, was going to ask you...”

      “What is it?” she asked.

      I turned my gaze to the ground. “There’s just one thing I need to ask first. Let’s back up.”

      “What?”

      “I heard a rumor—and I saw you come out of Mr. Hill’s classroom. Are you...”

      “Mr. Hill paid to watch me,” she said. “Is that what you want to know?”

      “Was he just watching?”

      She nodded her head. “I mean—he took his own thing out and he... you know.”

      “He jerked off?”

      She nodded her head with an embarrassed look on her face. “I have to admit that it was weird. Not as weird as what I did with Mrs. Gaudreau.”

      “Mrs. Gaudreau?”

      “She wanted sex. And, uh... well, I did it,” she said. “It was weird. I felt pressured into it. I regret doing it. It’s not something I’ll ever do again, and it was the first time I’d ever done anything like that.”

      “Oh,” I said.

      “Does that make you hate me?”

      “Why do you think I hate you?” I asked. “I don’t hate you, Tracy. I like you, a lot. I—I want you to be my girlfriend.”

      Her eyes lit up. “What?” she said. “You do?”

      I nodded my head.

      “Even though I... put on shows?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “I saw you with that guy at the restaurant.” “That was you?” she said, turning dark red.

      I nodded my head. “I heard him ask if he could touch you, and you turned him down. And last night, I was thinking about it. Maybe you’re right; maybe it is just... business. It’s not like it was intimate. You gave him what he wanted and you conducted yourself professionally... under the circumstances. I don’t know; maybe it will take some time for me to really wrap my head around it, and to really feel comfortable with it. I’m not going to lie, it does make me feel a bit weird, but I don’t think it’s a bad thing. I don’t want you to stop doing it for me. But I don’t think it’s some- thing big enough to stop me from wanting you. I want you enough that none of that really matters to me.”

      She pressed her lips firmly together. She squirmed slightly, and then she exploded forward, jumping into my arms. She squeezed me and pressed her lips firmly against mine. That kiss lasted fifteen beautiful seconds. And I wasn’t even turned off when I felt her big piece of meat rubbing against my abdomen.

      “I’m so happy,” she said. “You actually like me, despite everything?”

      “I like you a lot. I promise.” I took a deep breath. “There’s just one thing I can’t promise,” I said, looking down at her crotch. “I—I’ve never been with anything like that, and I don’t know how it would even work. I can’t promise it’s something I would be... into.”

      “Well then it’s probably something we should figure out sooner than later, so we don’t get too attached first.” She had a big grin on her face. Then, she grabbed my wrist and guided me back towards the woods. I went with her, heart pounding, not sure what to expect.

      We got into the forest and she lifted up her skirt. “The trick is to take it slow,” she giggled. She took my hand and pulled it down to her bulge. She made me rub her slowly, letting me pull my hand away every time I started to panic—and I really did panic every time I felt it throbbing.

      But it didn’t seem that weird yet. It was just a bulge: big and warm, but it’s not like it was slithering or hissing, and it’s not like it smelled gross or looked weird. I had a cock of my own, so it was something I knew quite well.

      I let my fingers go down into her panties. I wrapped my fingers around it. Then I laughed nervously. “It really is big. Wow.”

      “Just wait until it’s erect,” she said.

      “It’s not erect now?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Not even close. Keep rubbing it.”

      She put her hand down my pants to return the favor. With each passing stroke, it seemed less weird. It wasn’t long before it just seemed like nothing was out of the ordinary. It’s amazing how quickly a person can adapt under the circumstances. Besides, I had a couple of weeks to really wrap my brain around it.

      She reached down and lifted up the skirt of her yellow dress, so I could see what I was working with. I was stunned into silence when I saw what I was holding: a huge, heavy anaconda, foreskin pulled back, tip like a small clenched fist. “That—That’s real?” I gasped.

      “Just take it slow, Mark. Don’t be afraid.” She giggled, and then she dropped to her knees. She gave me a break from her cock while she sucked mine. Her mouth felt so good. Her tongue was warm and wet, and it moved in wonderful ways. Then, she stood up and pushed down on my shoulders; now it was my turn.

      So I went down. I had to use two hands to lift up her heavy erection. I put it into my mouth and I tried sucking it. It really didn’t seem so weird, but I was still stunned by her sheer size.

      “This next part might take a little more getting used to, but I promise you’ll like it,” she smiled. She stood me up and turned me around. She bent me over a tree and then she slid that massive cock up between my butt cheeks. I looked back and saw her tip towering into the air, casting a shadow down my lower back. It didn’t even seem real.

      I clutched the tree branch firmly. “I’m ready,” I said, though it was a lie; I was never going to be ready for that gigantic piece of meat; no man could ever be ready—but I wanted to impress her, and I wanted her to know that I could give her the future that she wanted. “Do it.”

      I closed my eyes and bit my lip as she tried to penetrate me. It wasn’t easy. It was a big piece of cock going into a very small hole—but somehow, she managed. I gasped when I felt it sliding in, shortly after I became convinced that it was downright impossible. She pushed deep—at least I thought she was deep until I looked back and saw that she still had half of a cock to work with. “Oh my God,” I groaned.

      “You’re tight,” she smiled.

      She gripped my hips and started thrusting. I felt that fat tip and those thick veins sliding back and forth. My legs started trembling, buckling. My mouth started moaning. I looked down and saw that my penis was rock hard. I always thought that my cock was pretty big, but now it looked strangely small. I guess all things are relative.

      She pumped harder and harder, getting a bit deeper every time. I felt like I had a whole arm and a fist pushing into my asshole, but it felt good. The pleasure was growing stronger and stronger. I was moaning louder. She was moaning too, digging her nails into my hips. Finally, she reached around and gripped my cock, and it only took two stroke to make me spew cum all over that tree.

      She gasped, giggled, and then she pumped my ass for another minute before she was unable to hold back.

      I felt every blast, every gush of hot, creamy jizz. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I realized a whole new world of pleasure existed. There was no regret; Tracy was perfect in her own way.

      She was perfect in every way.

      THE END
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