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THE TRANS GIRL


There’s a new girl arriving today. Before she arrives, Principal Freeman makes a point of going class to class, making the same speech—something he’s never done before… because this new student is different from new students of the past.

This new student is a trans girl. And Principal Freeman wants every student to know that there will be no tolerance for discrimination. One strike, and its expulsion.

No naturally, afraid of an abrupt end to their academic careers, none of the students want anything to do with Taylor, the newcomer—and they want nothing to do with anyone she associates with; it’s just not worth the risk. So it’s complicated when Parker begins to have feelings for Taylor.


CHAPTER 1
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It was unusual for the principal to come into our classroom to have an ‘important chat’. In fact, I don’t think it had ever happened before. Sure, sometimes he came in to make announcements, to tell us that we were getting an upgrade to the gym, or that we were getting some new instruments in the music room—but this was different.

Yes, this was an announcement in a way, but the ‘chat’ was given more weight. “This is important,” he prefaced.

There were some whispers in the room, some giggles, some speculation—but Principal Freeman just waited for complete silence, wanting to ensure that every student got his message loud and clear.

Our teacher, Ms. Higgins, barked at us to shut our yaps. She wasn’t one to snap, to hand out detentions, to weaken her persistent smile. But now, she had a serious face, and we all quickly realized that this message—whatever it was—was actually important. So we listened up.

“A new student is joining your class this afternoon,” the principal said with a stern expression.

Okay… new students came every few months, and nobody ever got a special announcement from the principal himself. So obviously, there was something special about this student—maybe the son of some celebrity, maybe the student was a celebrity themself: a former child actor trying to finish school before returning to Hollywood.

Or maybe they weren’t special in such a positive sense. Maybe this was some person with special needs, and we needed to know about their triggers so we wouldn’t set them off. Or maybe this was a person who was severely deformed and we needed to be warned so the sight of them wouldn’t be so shocking.

The principal gazed around the room. His cheeks were a slight shade of red, as if he was a bit embarrassed about what he was about to announce. We all remained silent—which is truly saying something; our class was almost never quite like that; there was always someone whispering at the very least.

“The new student is a trans woman,” he said before clearing his throat. “And I just want to make sure that it’s very clear that this school will not tolerate any intolerance… I mean—the only intolerance we have is for intolerance, not including our own intolerance—so you must be tolerant, and uh...”

I’m not sure why he was getting so flustered—maybe it was the chorus of whispers that had started as soon as he made the announcement: a trans girl. We’d all heard about trans girls, of course, but none of us had ever met one; our small town didn’t have any trans people as far as I knew.

And now, we were trying to figure out what that meant: is a trans girl a girl who now calls themselves a boy? Or the other way around?

It was Elenor, the class’s top student, who put up her hand to ask that very question. And the principal, after blushing and clearing his throat, said, “Well, uh… I’m not entirely sure on that.” And now, in my head, I could only imagine an androgynous person; nobody was going to know whether to call them a him or a her, and we would all be too afraid to ask, so it would just be safer to keep our distance from this… person.

Now, I should tell you that we were in a small town. I’m tempted to call it a ‘conservative’ town, but I don’t think that’s a fair assessment, because our town really wasn’t very political at all. Sure, we had our town mayor elections every few years, and the winner of the election was usually the one who thought a four-way stop was better than a set of lights (or the other way around, depending on the intersection) but that was really the extent of our political leaning. In our town, we didn’t have those issues that you hear about on the news (and, I should point out that nobody in our town even watched the news, as far as I knew).

‘Save the Lake’ was the biggest and hottest topic in our town, and had been for the better half of the past decade. The provincial government was trying to decide whether to remove an old dam to restore the natural ecosystem—or if they were going to repair the dam, which would ‘save the lake’ that existed as a repercussion. Now, the people who wanted to save the lake were labelled ‘right wing conservatives’, and the people who wanted to see the restoration of the original ecosystem were labeled, ‘left wing radicals’. And that was our version of left-vs-right.

My point is, the trans issue hadn’t really reached our town; we all knew that it was a thing in the big cities, but to us, it was just… like a fairy tale. So naturally, the students in our class were now intrigued, as if we’d been told that a unicorn was being brought in for show-and-tell.

To my left, some boys were snickering. I heard a rude comment along the lines of, “How fucking monstrous do you think this guy is?”. To my right, I heard girls saying, “This is so exciting… but I hope he doesn’t use our bathroom.”

The principal cleared his throat loudly to get our attention back. “I’m going to say it again: zero tolerance for intolerance. That’s going to be our school’s new motto. You will make this new student feel welcome, and you will call them a girl… or a boy—depending on what they want you to call them. Uh… I’ll try to double-check and I’ll make sure you all know. But if I find out anyone is teasing this person, or making them feel like less of a person, there will be consequences: suspensions, expulsions—I won’t be kind to those of you who choose to be unkind.”

The rest of that morning was spent in speculation. For our class, this was huge news. Sure, we got new students every few months—but those new students were usually home-school kids who, for one reason or another, transferred to public school—sometimes temporarily, sometimes permanently. Just a few months earlier, Kenneth Bridges joined our class after the police arrested both his mom and his dad in a big drug bust, two towns over. His dad was selling and his mom was buying.

Now, I will admit to you that I was expecting something disastrous. I was expecting a true beast to walk in through the door after lunchtime. I was expecting to have to dig my fingernails into the skin on my thigh to stop myself from bursting into a fit of laughter. I’d seen some videos online: large, burly men wearing women’s clothes, screaming at store clerks in deep male voices. “It’s ma’am!” That video went around for a while and made us all roar with laughter. And then, there was the video of the fellow with the five-o’clock shadow walking into the women’s bathroom, chest hair billowing out from his tight tube top, saying, “Hey ladies!” The revolted expressions on the faces of those girls… priceless entertainment.

So I was shocked when the new student walked in. “Class, this is Taylor,” said our teacher.

And standing there was… a girl who looked more-or-less normal.

The class was dead-silent as we all examined this creature. She had a strawberry blonde bob, cut with bangs, resting softly on her shoulders. Her outfit was more feminine than anything being worn by the girls in the class: a pleated skirt, a white blouse, showing off some impressive cleavage.

Her long legs were covered to the knees with white stockings, her thighs exposed: smooth, glimmering from a fresh shave. And her scent was strong: a girly-girl perfume from some women’s underwear store, surely.

Then, the whispering started. I couldn’t hear what my classmates were saying, but I knew what they were seeing: because I could see it too. Taylor, the new ‘girl’, had an unmissable Adam’s apple. Taylor’s shoulders were a good deal broader than you would expect from a proper woman, and her figure just didn’t match that perfume, that hairdo, that little outfit. She was thin, but she didn’t have that feminine shape. Her hips and waist were about the same width. Her chest gave her some feminine assistance, but it wasn’t quite enough. Her legs weren’t as long as they should have been compared to her body proportions. Her torso was longer, like that of… a man’s. And her muscle definition was greater than a girl of her same height and weight.

Okay, yes, we were looking at her under a microscope as she stood before us: the first trans girl we’d ever seen. We were probably all looking for ‘flaws’ and differences. Her hands and feet were a bit bigger than you’d expect. Maybe her jaw was slightly more flat, slightly elongated than the other girls in our class.

But I should admit with full honesty that she was more feminine than I was expecting.

“Hi everyone,” she said. “It’s nice to meet everyone. My name is Taylor, and, uh… I’m new to town.”

Her voice was the biggest giveaway of all. It wasn’t masculine, but it wasn’t feminine. First of all, I should point out the accent: maybe Swedish or something from that area? She wasn’t from that province, that country, or even that continent. And the accent helped, somewhat, to hide the lack of feminine softness that a girl’s voice should have.

“Tell the class a bit about yourself, Taylor,” said our teacher.

Taylor blushed. She leaned against the teacher’s desk and reached up to scratch the back of her head. She was nervous, scanning the faces of all the students who were now inspecting her. Some in the class were grinning, trying not to giggle and tease and snicker.

“I just moved here,” she said. “From France. But before France, I was in London. And before London, I was in Denmark.” She cleared her throat. The more she spoke, the more obvious her original masculinity was. “My, uh, parents were relocated here. They work for the Danish government, studying natural and artificial ecosystems. They are working in coalition with the Canadian government now, and will be here for the next four years.”

I don’t think most of my classmates were listening to her. There were so many whispers in the room: so many rumours being created on the spot, so many observations being pointed out.

Taylor finished her little speech and made her way to a desk just next to mine. I tensed up and looked away. I’d already made the decision, before she even arrived, that I would have nothing to do with her—and that wasn’t a decision made out of intolerance, but out of preservation. The principal made it clear that there would be no second-chances; one small tease could be enough to earn a suspension, and one suspension was enough to ruin an academic record. Now, I should point out that my grades weren’t spectacular; I was a C- student, and always had been. I’d been in trouble a few times over the years, and with just a few months left before graduation, I wasn’t going to gamble my transcript over Taylor.

So I didn’t even look at her. I wasn’t going to talk to her. I didn’t care that she was born a man. I was sure that she was a very nice person with her share of interesting stories to tell—it was irrelevant. My priority was graduating, and she was a potential distraction.

And speaking of distraction: her scent was distracting. That perfume. Girls in our class didn’t wear perfume like that. Sure, they had their girly scents: feminine deodorants, and the occasional spritz of perfume, but Taylor was like a cloud of girl-smell. I don’t know how else to describe it; it was impossible to avoid. It wasn’t a bad smell—don’t get me wrong—but it was strong.

The whispering persisted—and it persisted throughout the day. I heard some of the rumblings later, after school. My friends were snickering. “Did you see the shoulders on her?” Lewis asked me. “I’m surprised the football coach hasn’t already asked her to be the new quarterback, with Jesse out.”

The guys laughed, and I will admit that I laughed too. It was true: Taylor’s shoulders were one of her giveaways. She had a number of giveaways.

“Do hormones fix that?” asked Nick.

“Fix what?” Lewis said.

“The shoulders. I mean—she’s clearly taking hormones. She has tits. I heard those come first when you start taking those pills.”

“Pills?” Lewis said, shaking his head. “You’re asking the wrong person. I don’t know anything about any pills.”

“They take pills,” said Nick. “The pill makers somehow get girl hormones into pills—and then they have these other pills that stop boy hormones. I saw a thing on Instagram about it. So they make their balls shrivel up and then they put, essentially, the same hormones that real girls have into their bodies. And that makes they grow titties, and it makes their facial hair stop growing—shit like that.”

None of us knew if any of this was true, because this was simply not a topic that was addressed in our part of the world.

“So this Taylor chick is taking pills?” asked Lewis.

“I would think so,” Nick continued. “Either that, or doctors gave her tits. I gotta admit, the tits aren’t bad.” He grinned, and then got a punch from Lewis on the shoulder.

“Don’t even go there, idiot.”

“I wouldn’t,” Nick said, straightening himself up. “That’s not my thing. I mean—maybe the doctors snipped off her… you know—but it ain’t the same thing.”

“Now what are you talking about?” I asked.

“You know—their cocks. Some of them get them cut off. Doctors push them inside-out and make holes, but they’re not really like pussies.”

“How do you know all of this?” I asked.

“I told you: I saw a thing on Instagram.”

We weren’t the only people discussing this. Everyone was talking about it in their small, trusted circles. Groups were quiet up when untrusted ones came close. We all knew the risk we were taking by even talking about these matters with our trusted friends. The principal of our school didn’t make threats like that often… or ever. And we could only assume that he was very serious.

But still, young people will say what they want to say. You may be thinking that we were a bunch of backwoods rednecks, but I don’t think that’s the case. I think these topics are alien to most young people, raised around it or not. Trans girls are unusual—just statistically speaking. How many girls are ‘trans’ girls, even in some progressive metropolis? One in twenty? Well, that’s being generous, but that’s still only 5%: and if you’re in a category of 5%, that does, by definition, make you unusual.

Let’s not get into those semantics; I’m not defending the people from my town, nor am I calling them out; I guess I’m just trying to say that this was all new to us, as it is to anyone who faces it for the first time. It wasn’t just the young people talking about it either; at home, our parents were all discussing it. My mom was on the phone with another parent when I walked into the house. They were discussing whether or not they should talk to us about it outside of the school. “Do I tell Parker the reality of all this?” I heard my mom say.

“Of what?” I asked. Parker, by the way, is my name.

“Not now, dear, I’m on the phone,” she said, covering the mouthpiece with the palm of her hand. “Go to your room.” Sometimes she talked to me like I was eight, and not eighteen. I rolled my eyes and went off, and an hour later, she came to my room with a smile on her face. “I want to talk to you about your new classmate,” she said carefully.

I won’t tell you the details of this ‘talk’, because I don’t want you to think a certain way about my mother. My mother was a nice lady, but she was part of a generation that came before these topics. She came from a perspective of concern—mostly that some big-city ideology would find a way to rub off on me, changing me fundamentally as a person, which to me, seemed preposterous enough that I just rolled my eyes. “It’s just a trend,” she told me. “And this person may make it seem… cool. But these ideas have long-term repercussions. Your teachers won’t show you the data, but I can.”

I should point out that my mother was a clinical psychologist—the only one in town. A good eighth of the town’s adult population saw my mother for one reason or another; I had no idea who or for what reason, because my mother wasn’t allowed to talk about it, even with me (and that was probably for the best, let’s be honest). “I don’t want to get into it,” my mother said, “but these people end up regretting a lot of the decisions they make, and a lot of the changes they make to their body are irreversible.”

“I get it, mom,” I said. “I’m not becoming a girl anytime soon.”

And with that, my mom smiled, looking strangely relieved. “I’m sure this Taylor is a very nice person, but… just stay away from her.” Okay—so I’m paraphrasing what my mom actually said; I’ve changed one word: I turned him into her.

I didn’t think much into it. The next day, I saw Taylor sitting in one desk, so I sat far away. It wasn’t so much a conscious decision; it was just something I didn’t want to get into.

I did, however, send a few glances her way. There were some curiosities that I couldn’t help but notice: her short skirt, for instance, was surely shorter than what was allowed—but nobody said anything. The rule was that a skirt couldn’t be short than two inches above the knee. Taylor’s skirt was a good seven or eight inches higher than that. There was also a rule against spaghetti straps, but Taylor’s crop top (oh yeah, crop tops weren’t allowed either) had spaghetti straps. And let’s talk about her top a little bit more: it was kind of see-thru. She had a bra on underneath—red—and that was no secret to anyone. Any other girl would have been sent to the office and told to change into their gym outfit—but not Taylor. She seemed to receive some special treatment, probably because the teachers were just as afraid to offend as the rest of us; they probably got a similar speech in the staff room.

Taylor was also wearing well-beyond the allowed makeup: dark eyeshadow, thick eyeliner; these were styles that just weren’t allowed in our school. But who was going to say anything? Nobody was that brave—or that stupid.

“Just ignore her,” my mind kept saying to me.

In English class, she was called to the front of the room to reach a chapter from the book we were all reading. I was reminded of her non-feminine voice: a peculiar sound that just seemed to confuse the brain. It wasn’t manly, it wasn’t womanly… it was like its own thing. And I can’t even quite say that it sounded ‘gay’, in the sense that gay men seem to have their own way of speaking. It was softer and more gentle than that, but lacking that girliness that the biological girls had without any effort.

I don’t want to get hung up on details that I’ve already detailed. Taylor was an interesting person—and nothing more, at least as far as I was concerned.

In fact, I wasn’t concerned. Nothing about her concerned me. She wasn’t my business. I was focussed on other things.

But then, one night, our paths crossed.


CHAPTER 2
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Benji Higgins (the bastard son of Ms. Higgins) put on a party when his mother went out of province to visit her sister, who often needed help as she suffered with MS. It wasn’t the first big party at Benji’s place. This was an occurrence that happened every couple of months. His house made for the best parties because it was rural: no neighbours to rat on us, and we could play loud music and have a few drinks.

I’m sure most of the parents knew about those parties but said nothing, because we were always safe. We always spent the night there—nobody tried to drive home. Nobody ever got out of hand. We cleaned up when we were finished, and it was a good way for us teens to get out some of our teen desires in a safe environment.

And this party was just like the ones that came before it—at least at first: the same attendees, the same drinks, the same music. People rolled in at the same time they usually did: the guys coming first, the girls coming a bit later, and then the older kids (who had already graduated) catching wind later in the night and strolling in around 10 or 11 PM.

But it was at 11:30 PM when there was a knock at the door—an unusual sound, as most people would normally just let themselves in. Karli went to answer the door. I wasn’t looking when she answered it, but I noticed the silence that began to overtake the room, so I turned to see who had arrived, half-expecting to see Ms. Higgins, or maybe a police officer.

It was Taylor, standing with a small box of beer. She had a shy sort of smile on her face, and the silence in the room seemed to say, ‘Who the hell invited her?’

Karli stepped aside and Taylor stepped in. We all watched her curiously. We were all tense; one wrong word was enough. No, we weren’t currently at school, but the same rules applied. Any tales of intolerance would find their way back to the faculty and it wouldn’t matter if the incident happened at Benji’s house or in Ms. Higgins’s classroom.

“Hi,” Taylor said to Benji.

Benji smiled and nodded but said nothing.

“Is there, uh, room in the fridge?” Taylor asked, motioning to her box of beer.

Benji cleared his throat. “Um, yeah, there should be.”

Once Taylor was in the other room, Benji zipped up to me. “Can I talk to you outside for a minute?” We went out to the pool where nobody was swimming. “Any idea who invited her?”

“No,” I said.

“I didn’t invite her.”

“So ask her to leave,” I said.

“Well, someone invited her. I told people they could invite a person or two. I can’t just… tell her to leave. Do you have any idea what that would look like?”

He was tense; I’m not sure I’d ever seen him like that before: his shoulders up near his ears. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“My mom told me not to talk to her,” he whispered. And he didn’t have to say more than that, because I think many guys—and girls—got the same talk from their parents. It was nothing against Taylor; it was entirely a matter of self-preservation. It’s important to realize just how close we were to the finish-line: high-school graduation. We suffered through twelve long years of schooling to get to this point, and we’d all heard the stories that came out of the big cities: ‘cancel culture’, as some called it. I won’t get into that now, but you can understand my hesitations, Benji’s hesitations, and the hesitations of all the parents who invested literal decades into shepherding their children to this stage.

“So just don’t talk to her,” I said.

“Do I get someone to tell her to leave?”

“Nobody will do it,” I said. “Just… relax. She seems harmless enough.” I looked through the window and saw her sauntering out from the kitchen, looking nervous, out of place, but not with poor intentions. “It’s already late. People are going to be leaving soon. Let’s just… play it cool.”

Benji let out a sigh, but his tension remained. I don’t know what his mother said to him, but his mother probably had a better finger on the pulse of the severity of this whole drama. She was intertwined with both the parent community and the faculty of the school.

I went back in with Benji, who went immediately to another room, to stay away from her. I noticed a few of the guys eyeing Taylor nervously, looking away whenever she would turn in their direction.

I watched her slowly approach a group of three girls having a conversation. She tried to enter into the chat, bringing the girls to silence. Then, one by one, the girls left with their own fabricated reasons: “I have to use the bathroom.” “I’m going to get myself another drink.” “Did anyone see Kate? I’m supposed to give her back her house key.” And in an instant, Taylor was left alone, looking rejected, but keeping her head high as she gazed around the room, determined to retain some degree of hopefulness…

And I couldn’t help but see a girl who was trying to find some sort of acceptance. She looked vulnerable. She didn’t look like she was enjoying putting herself out there, being rejected over and over—but she was persistent.

I watched as she went into the kitchen, walking to the fridge. “Could you pass me one of those red ones?” she asked. The woman at the fridge turned and looked at her with a glossy, nervous gaze. She handed Taylor a red beer and then zipped off: what would have been unusual behaviour under any other circumstance.

People were moving away from Taylor. It didn’t matter which room she entered, that room would end up nearly empty within minutes. We’d all received our warnings and we were all playing it safe—and it seemed like that caution

I felt… bad. I think many of us felt bad, but our sense of preservation was overriding our desire to act like good people. At least that’s how I felt, until I caved.

I figured I could be polite without endangering myself. I felt like I knew better but really just couldn’t help myself; I couldn’t watch her face rejection over and over, when all she wanted was someone to chat with. I didn’t realize that I was opening myself up to a bigger problem that wouldn’t simply end when I politely left the conversation.

“You’re Taylor, right?” I asked, even though I knew full well that she was Taylor. I have to admit that I felt a bit strange approaching her, reaching out my hand, and then touching her—even just on the hand. I knew that, biologically, she was a male… but she was relatively feminine at the same time. That wasn’t something I’d ever been around before.

“That’s right,” she said, with that voice that wasn’t quite feminine, nor was it masculine. I won’t keep pointing out the voice. “You’re Parker, right?”

I hesitated, trying to figure out how she knew my name. “Uh, yeah, that’s right.”

“We have a few classes together,” she smiled. “Are you from this town?”

I nodded. “And, uh… you’re from… Europe.”

“Denmark, originally,” she said. “But most people think that I’m French because of my accent.”

But to me, her accent was no giveaway whatsoever; it was a strange accent that I hadn’t quite heard before—but then again, I’m not sure I’d ever met a Dane before. More than an accent, I heard the masking of her male voice. Okay—I said I was done pointing it out, but it was hard to ignore. All of the small details were hard to ignore: the shoulders especially, as she stood before me. They weren’t huge, muscular, or ‘jacked’ by any means, but they weren’t feminine either. I tried not to let my gaze wander, worried she would think that I was judging her or analyzing her; I wasn’t there to do any of that. I was just trying to be polite.

“I heard you play soccer,” she said to me.

And I wasn’t sure where she’d heard that—but it was true. Now, I was wondering who she’d been talking to; I hadn’t seen her around… anyone. But she must have been talking to someone if she knew these things about me.

I laughed. “Who told you that?”

“Is it not true?”

“It is true,” I said. “I just… I wonder who told you.”

“I can’t remember, to be honest,” she said, as if she talked to lots of people. “I also play soccer. I mean—I haven’t played in a year or two, but I used to love playing.”

I asked her a few soccer questions, still in the mode of trying to be polite. She smiled and answered, proving some knowledge in the area. Then, she asked if I had siblings, and I realized we were having a proper conversation. And Taylor was… surprisingly interesting.

She told me about playing soccer for a team in London, and some of the tournaments they went to in France and Belgium. She had a few interesting stories, and then she was very curious to hear me speak about what the soccer scene was like in that small rural area.

“We do a lot of traveling for tournaments,” I said. “Well, we used to, before the pandemic. Now that’s over… but the tournaments still haven’t started up again.”

I made the mistake of sharing one of my strong opinions concerning the pandemic, and realized that she, being from a big city, probably didn’t agree with me—but then I was shocked when she nodded her head and said, “Oh my God, it’s so refreshing to hear someone say that.”

I was a bit stunned for a moment, now hearing her going off about some of her ‘big city frustrations’. “It’s been kind of refreshing, being here,” she said at the end of what seemed like a rather long rant, for lock of a better term. She blushed, realizing that she’d gone off with a number of opinions that she had no idea if I agreed with. “I’m sorry if that was out of left field.”

And I realized that she’d probably been waiting a long time to say some of those things, to have someone to speak to. Even solitary people need an outlet. “It’s fine,” I said. “But, uh, I guess you may end up liking it here, because the people around here… well, most of us think along those same lines.”

Her smile was genuine—and feminine. I did have to admit that the way her lips curved into a warm smile was unlike the way I’d ever seen any man smile, and it didn’t seem like something she could have fabricated through practise. I suppose any person can have traits that seem naturally feminine, even if they aren’t a woman.

She asked me if I wanted to taste her beer after I commented on the can: a beer I’d never seen before. I figured it wouldn’t hurt to taste it—but it wasn’t the taste of the beer that made me pause—it was the slightly tinge of her lip gloss that was on the can that made me hesitate. In a way, I’d just tasted her lips… and it was a feminine taste.

The beer was okay. “Not really my thing,” I said, and then I handed it back to her.

“Can I taste yours? Sorry if that’s weird.” She giggled: another surprisingly feminine sound. “I’ve never tried it before.”

“Sure,” I said. It seemed harmless—but for the next twenty minutes, every time I went to sip my beer, I tasted her, and smelled her. It was like she’d left her trace on my bottle of beer.

The conversation continued later, when I ran into her when I was getting another drink from the kitchen. “Having fun?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Are you?”

“Yeah, it’s alright.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

I shrugged my shoulders, but I must admit that I was nervous all over again, staring into her eyes, feeling the gazes of my peers watching me from a distance, nervous for me. “What is it?”

“Are people here… afraid of talking to me?”

My heart skipped a beat. I had to make a decision: tell her the truth, or feed her a white lie. I didn’t want to get involved in any controversy, so I went with the white lie. “Not that I know of.”

“It just seems like everyone… is afraid of talking to me. I mean—I get it. I’ve seen all the articles too. I get that nobody wants to get in trouble for saying the wrong thing. But, uh—I hope this doesn’t make you uncomfortable, but… when you’re talking to your friends later, can you just tell them that I don’t care about any of that stuff. Like—I’m not going to rat anyone out for offending me. In fact, I don’t really get offended very often… like, ever. I’ve got pretty thick skin.”

“I don’t know if anyone feels that way, but yeah—I can pass that on.” I forced a smile.

She stared into my eyes. “You aren’t afraid of offending me, are you?”

I bit my tongue. I wavered. I cleared my throat. “I don’t know. I don’t really know you.”

“Don’t be afraid of offending me,” she said.

“Alright.”

“Seriously,” she said. “That’s, like… my nightmare. Just say whatever you want. I promise not to rat you or any of your friends out.”

“Okay,” I said. I felt like she was putting me on the spot, even though I knew that she was trying to do the opposite.

But I do have to admit that I felt a bit relieved, assuming she was telling me the truth. Assuming it was an honest request, then I no longer had to worry about accidentally looking at her the wrong way, or accidentally letting some wrong pronoun slip. And maybe this interaction with her was for the best; maybe I was getting into her good books, so if she did end up feeling frustrated and vengeful, I wouldn’t end up in her path of destruction.

Chatting with her was like chatting with anyone else; she talked about her life experiences, and those experiences sounded perfectly normal to me. She laughed at my bad jokes and she made a few half-decent jokes that got a crack out of me.

Then, around 1:00 AM, she eyed her phone and said, “I have to go. My mom is here.”

“Your mom is here?” I asked.

“Don’t worry; she won’t rat anyone out.” She smiled and then slipped her phone into her little purse. “Thanks for talking with me, Parker.”

She took off, getting into her mom’s car and then leaving, and then I realized just how long I’d been chatting with her: over an hour. Now, my friends and classmates were eyeing me, looking at me with some apprehension. They kept their distance from me, as if I’d contracted some contagious disease.

But slowly, like curious zoo animals, they approached me. Benji came to me first. “Are you fucking nuts?” he asked.

“What?”

“You have to be careful, man. One wrong word and that’s it. You heard the principal—he means it. You should have heard my mom—the talk that they got before Taylor showed up; he basically said that one wrong word and their careers are over.”

“She seemed fine,” I said. “She was… normal.”

“Yeah, until she’s in a bad mood, until you say the wrong thing. Everyone is nice until they aren’t.”

“I just felt bad. Nobody was talking to her.”

Benji nodded his head for a moment, looking nervous as he processed what I’d said. “You know, that’s a good point. We could probably end up in just as much trouble for not talking to her. You have a good point there, Parker.” He gave me a pat on the shoulder. “Just be careful, alright?”
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At school on Monday, she saw me, smiled, and approached me, taking the desk next to me. I will admit that my heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I could feel the gazes of my classmates—and even the gaze of Ms. Higgins.

And even though I knew that Taylor was ‘cool’, and insisted that she wasn’t going to make a stink if I misspoke, all of those terrors came flooding back. “How was the rest of your weekend?” she asked.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, feeling a tension seeping in. I monitored my words before they came out. “It was okay,” I said. “Uneventful.” I cleared my throat. “How was your weekend?”

She smiled and told me about her weekend: a trip into town, a walk down the pier—nothing unusual, but the fact that her weekend was so normal somehow seemed peculiar, as if I’d been expecting her to tell me that she’d gone to some Pride Parade, or that she’d spent her weekend at some political fundraiser. I don’t know why I expected a response like that—after talking to her at the party, I knew that she wasn’t like that.

We kept on chatting until class started. Then, when Ms. Higgins asked us to split into pairs for a new assignment, Taylor quickly eyed me. I felt a tingle running down my spine. I looked at her and smiled awkwardly, and I knew that I wasn’t going to get out of being her pair.

For the final thirty minutes of that class, I worked with Taylor to decide what topic we were going to tackle for the assignment. I can’t say that it was at all awkward after the initial nerves wore off. I wasn’t worried about it—until Ms. Higgins asked me to stay after class.

She had a worried look on her face. “Parker,” she started. “Thanks for, uh, partnering with Taylor.”

“No problem,” I said.

“Seriously,” she said. “I appreciate it. But Parker… I really want to stress this with you: you have to be careful. I don’t know if this is something your parents have talked to you about…”

“Well, Principal Freeman made it pretty clear,” I said.

“No,” she said. “He didn’t make it clear. He threatened suspension—and that’s one thing to worry about, but it’s not even a tiny bit of what can happen.”

“What do you mean?”

“Have you heard the term… cancelled?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s not like I’m a celebrity.”

“You don’t have to be,” she said, blinking a few times before taking in a deep breath to gather her composure. “Every employer does a background search now. It only takes one news article, with your name in it.”

“Well, she’s not a journalist,” I said.

“When you go home, search her name, Parker.”

I didn’t know what she was getting at. I tried to ask, but she just kept telling me to look into it, as if she was afraid to tell me what I would find—like, literally afraid to speak the words, as if speaking them aloud would incarnate some terror into her own life.

When I got home, I looked Taylor up. And it didn’t take much searching to find what Ms. Higgins was talking about:

Three different instances of people losing their jobs—their reputations ruined. The stories were all different, but also very much the same. A gym teacher was fired after telling Taylor she couldn’t use the women’s changing room. A store manager was fired after being caught on camera referring to Taylor as ‘sir’. A student at a high school was expelled for asking Taylor what she had between her thighs—and the incident was caught on camera (another student’s phone video); I watched the video, and the question was posed in a seemingly innocent manner of genuine curiosity.

Each instance found its way to the media. That poor student was stripped of his college admission and his scholarship. The gym teacher had to delete all social media after being bombarded by activists. The store manager’s name—well, I don’t want to depress you, but another article posted four months later had the same name in it… suicide.

So maybe Ms. Higgins had a point. Maybe I did need to be careful. I didn’t want to be cancelled—and I didn’t want to end up dead. My chances at getting into college were already slim to none; a big media controversy would be the end of any of those chances.

But it didn’t make sense; Taylor was so… nice. She seemed so normal. She assured me that I didn’t have to worry about getting into trouble for saying the wrong thing; she assured me that my friends wouldn’t have to worry. Was she just lying? Was she trying to bait me so that she could get another media frenzy?

Why would she even want that?

Well—I found one possible reason, about two pages into my Google search: ‘Transgender Girl, Taylor Cassidy, receives $35,000 in donations following gym changing room controversy.”

My jaw nearly hit the floor. Thirty-five grand!? That wasn’t chump-change.

And then there was another article. “Activists rally to fundraise $18,000 for Taylor Cassidy following ‘What’s between your legs?’ shaming.”

“Oh my God…” I muttered. She was making a lot of cash. In just a couple of years, she’d amassed at least $53,000 from these controversies. That’s a ton of cash for an eighteen-year-old.

And sure enough, there was a third article: ‘Trans woman awarded $10,000 by school board. Is school board trying to pay for her silence?”

And a fourth article: “ Trans victim receives $25,000 from company after manager refuses to use proper pronouns. Hush money?”

My God, she was making a killing with this lifestyle of hers! She probably had enough cash to buy a house!

Ms. Higgins was right; I couldn’t get myself involved in this. I had to play it safe.

But how could I just drop her without it becoming a controversy in itself? I had no idea—but I had to find a way.


CHAPTER 4
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Taylor smiled at me when she came into class. “Ready to make some progress on this assignment?” she asked.

I forced a smile. My body was tense. I had to screen every word before it came out from my mouth. “Totally,” I said. “In fact—I think we should try to just get it done today. It doesn’t need to be perfect; I think it just needs to be… passable.”

She giggled. “Why settle for just passable? I was actually thinking you could come over to my place and we could work on it together—and make it really great. I was looking at the course grading; she’s making this worth 7% of our total grade; that could be a really easy bump to our final grade.”

“Your place?” I asked. “I don’t think we need to go to your place.”

“Want to do it at your place?” she asked with an innocent smile.

“Maybe we can just do it here, in the spare lounge.”

“Oh,” she said. “It’s just so noisy in there.”

And that was a good point; I didn’t want to spend too much time with her with other people around… or maybe I did want witnesses. Maybe witnesses were ideal, in case she took offence to something I said—so someone could pipe up and say, ‘He didn’t mean it like that; I was there!’

“You okay?” she asked. “Did I say something?”

“Huh? No. Not at all. I’m just… I guess I just don’t want to spend more time than necessary on this.”

She giggled and then nudged me. “It’s fine. We will have fun. Come over to my place and we’ll make an afternoon out of it.”

I hesitated, biting the edge of my tongue. “Okay.”

So that afternoon, after spending the day trying (and failing) to think of a way out of this, I went with her to her house. She didn’t live far from the school—a ten minute walk. It was the nice end of town, where the big private school was. The houses there were all big—some three-stories. The smell of chlorine filled the air: all of the private pools in the area. “You live here?” I asked.

She nodded with a smile. “Right here,” she said, pointing to a large, sparkling mansion.

The walkway was long. We encircled a splashing fountain before entering through the huge doors. A maid was there, in the marble lobby. “Hi Marcy,” Taylor said to the maid. Marcy, the maid, nodded and smiled, looking tense and nervous, as if she’d gotten the same memo the rest of us received.

“Nice place,” I said.

“I’ll show you my room,” Taylor said.

We went up one of two stairwells, spiralling up to a long hallway. The hallway was wide and bougie. We took a left through a doorway, and there was her room: about the size of my house’s living room. She had a huge king-sized bed and four windows adorned with lace curtains. There was a huge oak desk for schoolwork, and then another for makeup. There were multiple racks of clothing—and that didn’t even include her walk-in closet. She had her own en-suite bathroom: a sparkling display of glass and white tile—and her own jacuzzi soaker tub. “So your family is fairly wealthy?” I asked.

“We do okay,” she said. “Hey—if we’re done early, maybe we can go swim.” She motioned to the window. I looked out and saw a glimmering pool. “It’s heated,” she told me. There was a rock feature with a waterfall—and a swim-up bar, stocked with booze and a mini fridge built right into the rock face.

There was a wealthy population in that town, but the wealthy kids all went to the private school. And it didn’t take me long to figure out why Taylor wasn’t going to that same private school; she was trans, and the private school was catholic. And that’s not to say that trans people can’t be catholic and catholic people can’t be trans—but small town catholic schools are much less likely to be accepting of someone of her status.

We sat down to work. I was quiet, still afraid of saying the wrong thing—and afraid of asking about something she owned, afraid that she would find out what I knew: about her many lawsuits and payouts. I just wanted to get that afternoon over with, so I hunkered down.

“You’re so much more quiet than usual,” she said to me, looking at me with her big, glistening eyes. I had to admit that she was looking prettier than usual; I think she had new eyelashes on: big, thick, dark lashes that made the colour of her eyes pop. And her lips looked fuller—maybe fillers or maybe I was just noticing her details more in the bright sunlight that was coming in through her many windows.

“I guess I’m just tired,” I said.

She called to her maid to have some iced tea brought up. “She makes it herself,” she told me. “It’s full of caffeine too.” The iced tea was good, but I wasn’t used to being ‘served’ by a maid. The caffeine helped with my focus, but I still wasn’t willing to be too chatty, still afraid to say the wrong thing.

“Are you sure I didn’t say something to offend you?” she asked.

I smiled and shook my head. “No. Just tired.”

“You’re freaked out again, aren’t you?”

“Freaked out? What are you talking about?”

“You’re afraid of getting into trouble with me.”

“No, why would you say that?”

“I can just tell. I told you, Parker—I’m not going to get you into trouble. I’m not like that.”

I bit my tongue, tempted to tell her what I knew. “I know,” I said with a smile. “You’re cool. I would never think you would do anything like that.”

“Right…” she said. “You know what? Let’s stop working for a bit. Let’s go swim.”

“I don’t have a swimsuit.”

“You can borrow one.”

“I—I don’t like wearing other people’s clothes; it’s kind of a… phobia of mine.”

“It’s not anyone’s. We have guest swimsuits. They’ve never even been worn.” She smiled and then bounced off, returning twenty seconds later with a pair of swim shorts, still with the tag on them. “C’mon; swim with me.”

And now, I was afraid that turning her down would be more dangerous than saying something rude, so I took the shorts and changed in her bathroom. I splashed some cool water on my face and then I emerged to see her in her bikini—and then I froze.

Suddenly, her masculine features were… almost unnoticeable. There was something about the way that the bikini framed her figure—or maybe it was just seeing her cleavage for the first time. She didn’t have big breasts, but there were a perky pair of beautiful tits on her chest. She had a thin frame; her hips weren’t quite feminine, but they weren’t masculine either, helped by her smooth, thick thighs and her big bum. “Let’s swim,” she said, tossing me a towel.

When we were down at the pool, I noticed her bulge: the distinct contour of a penis and testicles in her tight bottoms; there was no denying that it was what it was, but she didn’t seem to care; it was just part of her. Before going into the pool, she reached her fingers down into her bottoms to adjust her cock. Then, she dove, and as she swam, I got another view of her figure in full form: her long, smooth legs, her careful back, her long hair now parting in all directions in the water. “Come in,” she called to me, floating on her back.

So I went in. The water was pleasant, refreshing. I swam a few lengths. She challenged me to swim under the waterfall. We both laughed when we got splashed on the face. It was juvenile silliness, but fun. We swam over to the bar, and she told me that I could have a beer. “My parents won’t notice one missing,” she said. “And the maid won’t rat us out.” She went into the swim-up fridge and took out two beers, handing one to me.

After a cheers we both drank. Then, she looked into my eyes and said, “I hope this doesn’t sound too weird, but… thanks for being my friend.”

“Of course,” I said. “Don’t even mention it.”

“It’s not easy to find friends.”

“I get it.”

“You’re really nice,” she continued.

“You really don’t have to mention it,” I continued.

She stared in my eyes for a moment, and then, time seemed to freeze. I was looking into her eyes; she was looking into my eyes. We were both just locked in that shared gaze. She looked even prettier now, with the beads of water speckling her smooth skin. Her freckles were more pronounced now. Those long lashes were slightly drooped in a seductive kind of way, and my gaze found its way to her glossy lips, and I had unwelcome ideas puttering into my mind.

But I pushed them away and went to swim another lap.

“We should finish the assignment,” I said after fifteen more minutes in the pool.

“Sure,” she said.

Back in her room, I changed in her en-suite. I used a towel to ruffle the moisture out from my hair. Then, I stared at myself in the mirror noticing how wide my eyes were. My skin was a pinkish hue—blushing. I had ideas in my head, and I wasn’t sure where they were coming from. My fears were still there: the horror of being expelled and cancelled and having my life ruined…

When I opened the door, there she was, naked, standing about ten feet away. Her breasts were perky, her penis was erect. She had her chin turned down slightly, gaze up in a glossy, nervous sort of look as she presented herself to me, towel on the floor next to her feet. Her skin was still glistening from the pool water, her hair still wet and flat against her body. Her nipples were thick and puffy: a perfect shade of pink.

I stood, frozen. She said nothing as she stood there, scared and vulnerable. My heart was racing. I was seeing two things in the same view: a naked woman, and an erect penis. My brain was spinning in circles trying to make sense of it.

And then I stepped forward. She stepped forward next. I reached out my hands and she stepped into them. Now, my hands were on her naked hips. I looked down; her cock was looking up at me. Another step forward, and that warm erection was against my stomach. She reached down and unzipped my fly.

We kissed.

She removed my shirt and slid down my pants. She put her palm against the middle of my chest and said, “You’re heart is racing.”

“I’ve never done this.”

“With a trans girl, or with anyone?” she asked.

“Either,” I said.

“Me neither,” she whispered. Then, she took my hand and brought it to her penis, curling my fingers around her throbbing shaft. I let out a small gasp; this seemed so wrong, but she was so… pretty. I couldn’t pull myself away from her. Even when we were kissing, I kept opening my eyes so that I could see her amazing, beautiful visage. I was gently stroking her shaft, pulling her tight foreskin up and down, massaging her swollen tip.

She grabbed my cock and did the same thing—and now I really couldn’t stop; it felt too good, even though it seemed so wrong. I looked down just as she brushed my hand away from her genitals. She took her cock with her other hand and pressed our shafts together. Now, I could feel her throbbing against my penis. She began to rub us together, which felt nice… really nice—and then it felt wet. I looked down to see that she was leaking. “Oh my God,” she moaned.

“Shit,” I whispered, watching a thick, clear glob of pre-cum oozing from her tip and down the length of my shaft.

Next, we were on the bed. She was on top of me, lips pressed against mine, tongue in my mouth. My hands were on her breasts. I felt her hard, perky nipples, and the next thing I knew, those nipples were in my mouth. I sucked her and made her moan as her hard penis twitched against my body.

Then, we were kissing again. My head was spinning. We were making out—and more than that. We were naked, rubbing our bodies together. We were both hard. She was leaking pre-cum; and I was doing the same.

I couldn’t stop kissing her—but she made me stop when she started to sink down, going down on me. Her lips found my erection and she began to suck, slurping her tongue up and down my shaft. I moaned. “Shit,” I whispered, as my hesitations tried to push some sense into me.

It didn’t work. How could I push her away? Her mouth was amazing. She was sucking with determination, bobbing her head up and down and using that tongue to tickle the most sensitive areas.

She crawled back up me and the kissing resumed. Oh God, her lips were so blissful. Her tongue was so wet and slippery, but alluring. I pushed my fingers into her hair and held her there so the kissing wouldn’t stop.

Then, I felt her pushing into me. She nudged my knees up, into the air, so that my hips were rolled upwards, exposing my asshole. She had her tip against my hole—and she was pushing. I felt a wetness: spit that she must had rubbed on herself while I wasn’t paying attention.

I gasped, too shocked to speak. Before I could do anything, she was inside. I clenched hard, gasping louder, but she kept pushing, sliding into my anus. I froze up all over, only able to crank my neck to look down, watching as her long, veiny shaft vanished inch by inch.

She used her fingers to tilt my chin back up, and then her lips were against mine again. She distracted me slightly with her lips, with her tongue, but I could still feel her pushing into me—deeper and deeper, lost inside of me before she began thrusting.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, and then I threw my head back. Now, her hands were pining down my arms so I couldn’t squirm out from underneath her. She hoisted herself up. Her perky tits bounced, hanging over me, now beading with sweat. A bead of perfect sweat made it to her nipple before dripping down onto my chest.

She was using every inch inside of me, sliding in, sliding out, sliding in, sliding out. I could feel her veins throbbing inside of me, her swollen tip pulsing against my tight anal walls.

And every time she thrusted, my cock would twitch.

It felt good… too good.

I began to moan. “Oh God, Taylor, don’t stop!” I heard myself groan. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I was yelling now, clenching hard, squirming—and then she was pumping harder, faster.

I cranked my neck again, this time to watch as my anus was dominated by her thrusting meat. I froze, mesmerized as I watched her sliding it in and out, using every inch—and she wasn’t small! She was bigger than me, her ball sack now slapping my ass. “Don’t stop,” I moaned. “Please—don’t stop.”

It felt so good—like a never-ending orgasm, pulsing through my, buzzing between my legs. I screamed, trembling all over. I begged her to continue. Then, I burst onto my own stomach: my cock unloading thick globs of cum as if I’d been jerking myself off—but she still had my hands pinned.

And she came a moment later, pulling out and grabbing her cock, pumping it as cum splattered here and there and all the way up to my nose.

She fell down on me, licked cum off of my chest, and then we kissed. I don’t know if I was tasting her cum or mine, but for a couple of minutes, I really didn’t care. I just wanted to taste her lips again, to feel her wet tongue sliding in my mouth.

We ended up lounging in her bed for the next hour, until we heard her dad returning home from work. Then, I rushed to get dressed and she did the same, going to her closet and picking out a tiny little dress that was adorable on her frame—though it did expose those broader shoulders that weren’t so apparent when she was naked and in a bikini.

When her dad came to check on us, we were finishing the assignment, cool and collected. We both giggled when he left, and then I looked at Taylor, half-expecting to feel a surge of terror and regret, but instead, I was already fantasizing about when we could do it all again. “I don’t know if we’re going to finish this today,” I said.

“We can always meet again tomorrow,” she said with blushing cheeks.

“Let’s just do that,” I said.

I left her house blushing and excited—and the worries didn’t catch up with me until I was home.
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The next day was largely a repeat, with me going to her place, working on the assignment for an hour, going into the pool, seeing her in a bikini, and then fooling around in her bedroom—once again with her penetrating me before I even thought to do the same to her.

After the sex, she blushed and told me, “Sorry—I’m kind of more of a top. I’ll go on the bottom from time to time—but I really prefer to be on top.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “I, uh... I don’t mind what we’ve been doing.” I could feel my skin turning dark red all over—but it was the truth. The orgasmic sensations that I felt during our pair of romps was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. There was no perfect porn video—no perfect masturbation grip—that could reproduce those sorts of pulses of pure euphoria.

And I will admit, but I hate to, that I did some experimenting that weekend. Taylor gifted me a little toy that she’d made using a ‘Clone Your Member’ kit: a dildo that was made from a mould of her erect cock. In my bedroom, after my parents were asleep, I lubricated the toy and I played with it for a couple of hours—not quite achieving that same bliss that I got to experience with Taylor, but I’d learned something about myself that I can embarrassingly admit that I really liked.

On Monday, I was lucky enough to be paired with her for a biology assignment, and we agreed that it would be best to work on the assignment at her place. We didn’t even start working this time before we began fooling around. This time, I decided (with a pounding heart) to attempt something new: going down on her.

I went to my knees and lifted up her skirt, exposing her panties that contained her erect bulge. I played with the bulge before letting the erection out. She hadn’t shaved in a few days, so there was a cute spattering of stubble on her pelvis; she apologized for it, but I didn’t mind—it tickled my nose once I started the blowjob.

I sucked slowly, bobbing meticulously as I felt out her penis. It wasn’t as easy as she made it seem, but there was something strangely satisfying about it—especially when she began to twitch, leak, and moan. To think that I could satisfy her with my mouth was a nice feeling—so I stayed down there for thirty minutes. She ended up ejaculating in my mouth, and she said, “Please swallow it.” Swallowing the big, thick load wasn’t easy, but I did it for her. I felt so submissive as the cum went down my throat: humiliated, embarrassed… but turned on enough that I was now erect.

She jerked me off with lots of lube; it sounded like something pounding their fist into a bowl of buttery noodles—not the most appealing sound—but it felt good. Though, there was a moment that was a bit strange, when Taylor began talking dirty to me as she tried to bring me closer to an orgasm. Her whispered seductions were a bit strange to hear when her voice began to slip slightly. It was the strain of gripping my penis, I think, that made a bit of masculinity peer through her flirtations.

Still, I came. The pleasure was too great, and I couldn’t hold on. We giggled and then decided to go swimming together. I realized that those after-school visits to her place were the highlight of my day. In the pool, we swam, and then we kissed. One thing led to another, and, near the waterfall, obscured from the view of the house, we fucked underwater. It was a bit tough—her penetrating me—but once she was in, it was incredible—so slippery and so naughty. She was rock-hard and she pushed so deep into my body. I pulled her bikini top down and played with her breasts, feeling the scars for the first time under her boobs, where the implants were inserted.

She came inside of me and then pulled out slowly. We kept swimming: a light-hearted afternoon, until we convened at the bar, and Taylor looked into my eyes and said, “I have a question for you—and I really want to make sure you know that it’s, like, a no-pressure sort of thing.”

“What is it?”

“I mean—I just really want you to know that this is, like, zero-pressure. I won’t be offended if you say no to me, so please don’t feel like I’m forcing you to say yes.”

“Okay—I got it. But what is it?”

She blushed all over, bit her lip, looking extra-cute. Then, she let out a small pouty sort of sound and said, “Do you want to be my boyfriend?”

The question took me entirely by surprise. I could suddenly hear invisible mosquitos buzzing in my ears. I stared at her, feeling the colour as it drained from my face.

“Seriously,” she said—and her voice seemed faint now. “It’s no pressure.”

“B—Boyfriend?” I asked.

“I want to be your girlfriend,” she said with dark red cheeks.

And now, the words of Ms. Higgins were loud in my head. I could almost hear her pleading with me, begging me not to say the wrong thing, not to give the wrong answer… But what was the wrong answer? Taylor definitely did not seem like the type of girl to ruin my life in some petty act of frustration… but the media would lead me to believe that she’d done it three times before, and made a pretty good profit off it on top of that.

“Boyfriend and girlfriend,” I repeated.

She nodded her head, still blushing, still looking so vulnerable as she waited for my response.

“How would that, uh, be different than whatever we are now?” I asked.

“Well,” she said. “Maybe you could take me out on dates.” She had a cute smile on her face, but now, my focus was on her crotch; her penis had slipped out from her bottoms as she sat, perched on the rock feature, legs in the water. She had no idea her cock was just hanging there, against her thigh, with a white bead of cum from when she’d fucked me anally a few minutes earlier.

“Dates?” I said.

“You know… like the movies, maybe a restaurant. If it’s weird, just say no—I won’t be offended.”

“No, no,” I said. “I think it sounds… cute. Like… we should totally do that.” I had no idea what I was saying, what I was agreeing to, but I felt like my response was total preservation. She lit up, looking so thrilled, so adorable—and in that moment, it was hard to be worried about what I’d agreed to.

“You’re seriously the coolest guy I’ve ever met,” she said, wrapping her arms around me and planting a big, wet kiss on my lips. My skin tingled and my heart bounced. I liked hanging out with Taylor—and the sex was amazing… but I didn’t realize that I’d just signed myself up for a whole lot more than just the odd date.

By the time I was home, Taylor’s Facebook status had changed—and there was a notification for me, asking me to approve the proposed relationship status change. Taylor wanted my Facebook to tell every single person I knew that I was now in a relationship… with her.

And I was terrified; Taylor could see that I was online—it was too late to ignore it. I had to act fast. I had to make the right move: preserve my reputation or… risk my reputation. There was no good way to go about this… But I figured I could just change the status and nobody would notice; Taylor would be happy and nothing else would change.

But as soon as I clicked ‘approve’, my life changed.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


It wasn’t five minutes before Ian was messaging me. “Was your Facebook hacked?” he asked. I didn’t answer.

Then came the text from Nick. “Dude—is this real?” He sent a screenshot of the new Facebook status.

“Taylor?” said Richard in another message. By the end of the hour, I had fifteen messages. But the Facebook status was untouched: no likes, no comments.

I hadn’t replied to anyone. My hands were trembling; my palms were sweating; my ears were ringing. Was this really happening? It all seemed so harmless—until the whole world knew. Now, alone in my bedroom, I swear I could hear them whispering. I swear I could hear the whole town gossiping, showing each other that status-change post.

And by the morning, everyone had seen it. I walked into school and the whole place turned silent. Gazes turned to look at me, and then looked away when I gazed around. They pretended to be minding their own business—but the silence was a giveaway. Whenever I was turned away, I could feel the tickle of their stares; I could hear the silence of their hushed whispers.

Then, I saw Taylor entering. She spotted me and smiled. Her face turned red, blushing, knowing that this was our first time out as a ‘couple’. As she approached me, the silence became even more deafening. Students froze to watch, from afar, keeping their safe distance. Taylor stopped in front of me, gazed into my eyes—and then she leaned forward and gave me a peck on the lips. “Hi, Parker,” she said softly.

I swear I heard a gasp as the rumours were confirmed; now, the question of, ‘Was he just hacked?’ was no longer on the table. It was confirmed: I was Taylor’s boyfriend; I was dating a trans girl.

Ms. Higgins was pale when she saw me, sitting next to Taylor. She eyed our hands: intertwined between our desks. Couples often held hands during class; it was allowed—but this… this was different. Ms. Higgins was hardly able to focus: stuttering, getting lost in the middle of sentences. She just kept eyeing us. She didn’t ask to keep me after class. The other teachers left me alone as well, but they all looked at me with wide, terrified eyes, as if they were staring at a drowning man.

Nobody said anything to me. My friends didn’t talk to me that day. Teachers didn’t even call on me to answer questions at the board. And it wasn’t long before I realized that they were treating me with the same kid gloves that they were using on Taylor.

Now, I was like her: off limits. I was a danger to their careers, to their reputations. In a way, it was like I’d inherited the powers that Taylor had… if you can call them powers. I intimidated them. They had no idea what I was capable of… what Taylor was capable of in my defence.

But it didn’t make me feel good; I didn’t feel safe and protected… I just felt… cast aside. I felt like I’d been exiled. My own friends weren’t even talking to me.

Naturally, my discomfort level was high. When Taylor asked me to go with her to her place after school, I made up an excuse. “My parents need me to be at the house when the electrician comes by.” So I got a pass… for one afternoon.

But away from her, I felt strangely lonely—something I didn’t feel before Taylor showed up, and it’s not like I’d been spending my afternoons with some other girl before then. This was just somehow different. It was only 5:00 PM when I finally messaged Taylor to see what she was up to. “Trying on some new clothes,” she said.

“Send me pictures,” I said.

So she started sending photos: pictures of her in various outfits that she’d bought online. The outfits were sexy: tight swimsuits, tiny minidresses, crop tops, tank tops, skirts, stockings—and then came the pictures of her in lingerie. “I bought these because I thought you might like them,” she wrote. And with each picture she send, her bulge was bigger, harder—until the tiny lingerie just couldn’t contain her—and she was sending me pictures of her standing before her mirror, erect.

“Send me a video of you stroking it,” I wrote with trembling fingers.

Then came the video: her slowly stroking her thick, reddened cock. It was a closeup.

“Make it cum for me,” I wrote, red all over.

And then she send a video of her climaxing: cum billowing down her long rod, rolling over her knuckles. In the video, she brought her hand to her mouth and licked the thick, chunky cum before licking her lips.

I masturbated to that video, of course. “I wish I was with you right now,” I wrote.

“Me too.”

And I was excited to see her again—but when I did see her again, the next day at school, I was instantly reminded of why I’d been so nervous the day before. Once again, my friends and classmates looked at me like I had some infectious skin-eating disease. They kept their distance; they watched me when I wasn’t looking. They whispered behind my back.

At lunch, Taylor kissed me: not just a peck, but a good ten-second kiss—and it was nice while it lasted, and then I caught the gazes of a few students looking my way. This just all seemed so… public.

After lunch, the teachers were all late returning to their classes; they’d been having a meeting… and we could only guess what that meeting was about. I think it’s safe to say that I was the topic of the meeting.

Ms. Higgins asked a number of students to stay after class—I wasn’t one of them, and neither was Taylor. The next day, she asked another group of students to stay—still not me, still not Taylor, but most of the remaining students who weren’t in the meeting the day before.

The teachers were briefing everyone on how to handle the school’s latest relationship: me and Taylor.

School hours were torture: the constant silent scrutiny, the never-ending looks from curious students. When I was in the bathroom, a pair of students came in. I was in a stall, and I heard them talking. “Do you think they’re doing it?”

“Doing it?”

“Fucking.”

“No way,” said one student with a laugh. “He’s just doing it to be woke.”

“He kisses her.”

“So what?”

“They go to her house every afternoon. They’re doing something there.”

“Did you see the article about that store sending her, like, twenty thousand dollars or something? Maybe he wants in on it.”

The men laughed. “Would you fuck her for twenty thousand dollars?”

“Maybe she fucks him.”

“Ew. Gross. Wait—you think?”

“Emily Watkins saw her dick in the gym changing room. She said it’s, like, huge.”

They laughed again. Then, they left, continuing their conversation in whisper-format. And now, I was red all over—hot, trying to contain my rage. I wanted to snap at the men. I wanted to chew them out. And I even thought about storming off to see Principal Freeman, to tell him what people were saying. I hated to think that they were talking like this about me behind my back—and Taylor too. We were a joke to them.

I felt sick. My whole reputation had been ruined overnight. Now, I was no longer Parker; I was ‘the guy dating Taylor’.

My friends were no longer messaging me. When Friday came, nobody messaged me to see if I wanted to go to a movie, to a party, or even just to hang out and play video games. In ten years, I’d never been left out of weekend plans.

And to make things worse, on Sunday, I saw the Facebook post: my friends had gotten together to see a concert in town. I wasn’t invited—maybe because they didn’t want to risk me bringing Taylor, or maybe they were now afraid that my presence would potentially get them into trouble. Maybe their parents told them not to associate with me… or maybe they just didn’t like me anymore, now that I was with Taylor.

But the weekend wasn’t bad; Taylor invited me out to camp with her. Her family had rented a big RV for the year and it wasn’t being used, so we took it out to the woods and spent two nights together. The weather was terrible, so we spent the entire time in the RV—and it turned into a sex-filled weekend, with me as a vessel for her to dump her seemingly endless loads of cum.

We drank wine; we chatted; we laughed; we kissed... and we fucked constantly. It was possibly the greatest weekend of my life. But seeing that my friends had gone off without me, without even inviting me… it hurt.

And the next week at school wasn’t any better than the one before it. We were essentially excommunicated. If we walked towards a group of students, those students would disperse. Everyone kept their distance. Even if I wasn’t with Taylor, people still avoided me, as if I was a diseased rat. I felt sick, thinking that my reputation had been completely ruined.

Taylor was moved into my class for Physics and Social Studies. The teachers said they were just shuffling students to even out classes—but they were making a point of keeping us together; now, we had every class together—and that was convenient for the teachers, pairing us together for every single assignment. The school staff was using me to keep Taylor away from the other students.


CHAPTER 7
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Three awful weeks went by: three long weeks of being excommunicated by my peers. Even my own parents were treating me strangely; they’d obviously hear the rumours. My mother would go off every night about how weird people were being at work. “Nobody talks to me!” she groaned. “It’s like I don’t exist most of the time.”

Obviously, she was getting a similar treatment to the one I was getting. My dad was too, but he cared less; his job was more solitary, working on houses.

My parents were so careful with that topic. They never asked me to bring her home for dinner, or to meet them; I could tell that they wanted the relationship to end, but they were horrified of saying anything, worried I would relay their comments back to Taylor. They knew about the news headlines too—everyone knew about the news headlines.

And it was so surreal, getting the same treatment from my parents that I was getting from my paranoid teachers. I just wanted to tell them that Taylor wasn’t going to do anything to ruin their lives—but the topic was just so awkward, so uncomfortable… it was easier to simply not talk about it.

It seemed like the only other soul that I talked to anymore was Taylor. So naturally, I started to confide in her. “People don’t like me anymore,” I told her.

“Because of me?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know why; nobody talks to me.”

She looked genuinely shocked. It was almost like she hadn’t noticed the way that we were being treated… because for her, it was probably normal. She was used to being treated like that, so maybe she didn’t even notice it.

“I’m sorry,” she told me. “Maybe you would be better off without me.”

“Don’t say that,” I said, watching as she turned her gaze to the ground.

“I don’t want to be the reason nobody talks to you, Parker. I like you a lot. I like you too much to think that I’m ruining your life.” She was jumping to big conclusions. She was acting overly-dramatic. Then, she started weeping. I was caught off-guard. I went to console her, but she pushed me away. “I—I think I need to be alone. Can you just… go home?”

So I left after a few minutes of trying to tell her that I was sorry for saying what I said—even though I wasn’t quite sure what I’d said wrong. It occurred to me that she was possibly feeling extra hormonal; I knew that her doctor had upped her dosage of hormones recently…

But her mood swing felt a bit like an outburst—and it lasted forty-eight hours. The next day, at school, she didn’t talk to me. She kept her distance from me—which was worse than her just sitting with me and talking to me. Now, she had the whole school gossiping. Now, we were apparently having some sort of public fight, some sort of spat, and I overheard someone suggesting that Taylor was going to ruin my family out of spite. I felt sick hearing that whispered suggestion—half because it was slander, and half because I was scared there could be some truth in it.

The next day, I begged Taylor to forgive me. “For what?” she said. “I’m not upset with you.”

“Then why are you so upset?”

“I don’t want to ruin your life.”

“You aren’t ruining it. I want to be with you.”

Reconciling took some time; I won’t bore you with the details—there was some arguing, and then we managed to make up. I went to her house and she put on some lingerie and then she apologized for acting out. Clad in tight satin, she rolled me onto my stomach and stuffed me with every inch she had—until I was making a mess of her sheets and she was filling my anal cavity.

And it was nice; we kissed, we cuddled, we spent the whole afternoon and evening together. I had dinner with her family; they always treated me nicely. Then, I went home, smiling, until I went onto Facebook. I went to ask one of my friends a question about an assignment for class—and then I saw the button: ‘Add Friend’.

Well, we were already friends… but he must have ‘unfriended’ me.

And that’s when I noticed that my friend count had dropped from 218 to 177. Half of the school had unfriended me! And why? Did they hate me? Or were they just afraid of me seeing what they were posting? Most of them had their accounts set to private, so I could see nothing on their walls.

That sick feeling came back. I realized that my relationship with Taylor was starting to have lasting implications. My close friends were ditching me—either for their own safety, or because they thought that I was some sort of villain now. I don’t think that they were acting out of transphobia; I don’t think they cared one way or another about the fact Taylor was trans… the problem was her history, with lawsuits and payouts: hush money and reputation destruction. Even I had to admit that she was dangerous; after many, many weeks with her, I was still afraid that the wrong string of words would come out from my mouth, or that I would accidentally let some opinion slip that she didn’t agree with.

Our relationship had real risks… and now, it had real consequences.

Ms. Higgins had warned me about my reputation—and now, those horrible warnings were manifesting into reality. I didn’t even have to set Taylor off; the simple act of associating with her was apparently enough to have my friendships stripped away from me.

I was living in a strange simulation-like surreal reality. Our third-quarter report cards came that Friday. My grades had gone from Cs to As, even though my work hadn’t changed so much. I don’t think the assignments I’d done with Taylor had been so spectacular—and even if they had been, they weren’t enough to boost my grades… but teachers were afraid of making me upset, afraid I would tell Taylor that I didn’t like those teachers anymore. My parents were thrilled—I now had college-tier grades. But it was hard to feel any level of excitement; the grades were phoney—and they came at a great cost: my social reputation.


CHAPTER 8
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Ireceived an unusual friend request on Facebook: a girl in the grade below us; I recognized her, but until that request, I didn’t know her name or anything about her.

Frances Quinn. She didn’t live far from me; in fact, in her profile picture (of her standing in her back yard), my house was visible in the distance. Her timeline was hidden—unless I decided to accept the request; I had no reason not to, so I did.

Then, I saw her timeline of what my friends would likely call ‘wokeness’. She had been to every pride parade within two-hundred miles, and taken selfies at all of them. She had hundreds of posts about some sort of LGBT activism. She even listed her job as ‘activist’.

She messaged me that night. “Hi, Parker. I just wanted to tell you that I think you’re a really amazing guy, willing to date a trans girl.”

The message left a peculiar chill running down my spine. The way that she worded it—and made it seem like I was doing some sort of charity… it just felt so wrong. I wasn’t dating Taylor because it was some progressive triumph; our relationship just spawned out of a mutual attraction for one another, like most normal relationships.

“Thanks,” I replied simply—not sure what else to say.

“I want to submit an article to the Provincial Times about the increase in trans students in our schools. Could I interview you?”

My stomach churned; her motives were out on the table. “I don’t know if that would be appropriate.”

“Do you not want people to know that you’re dating a trans girl?” she asked—and somehow her message read with a tone of accusation, putting me on edge. Was this some sort of gotcha thing?

“I just don’t know what you want me to say. I don’t have anything interesting to say that would be worth reading.”

“Do you love Taylor?”

“That’s personal,” I wrote. Now, Frances was starting to rub me the wrong way; she was going into this conversation with some precise motive. I was quickly regretting accepting that friend request.

“It won’t take long,” she said. “I can find you during lunch tomorrow.”

I groaned and squirmed and realized that upsetting this person was potentially just as dangerous as upsetting Taylor, so I agreed to the interview, and then I messaged Taylor to tell her about it. “She just messaged me too,” Taylor said. “I hate doing these interviews.” Apparently, she wasn’t new to this.

Frances met Taylor first, in private, and then she found me before I could find Taylor to ask what to expect. It was a bit like a police interrogation—as if this girl was trying to see if our stories matched up.

“Are you attracted to Taylor?” she asked me immediately, once we were in a private room together.

“Yeah. I mean—I’m dating her.”

“Is it a sexual fetish. Have you always wanted to be with a trans girl?”

“What?” I said, stunned. “What kind of question is that!?”

“Have you ever heard of chasers?”

“Chasers?”

She stared at me, narrowing her gaze, trying to determine whether or not I was lying. “A chaser is a guy who fetishizes trans girls. They try to date exclusively trans girls, because the idea of being with one is a turn on.”

“I’m not a chaser,” I said. Now, I felt like I was on some sort of Piers Morgan sting-interview.

“So you love her?”

“That’s personal,” I growled. My frustration for her was mounting.

“Are you afraid to admit it because she’s trans, and you’re worried people will judge you?”

“What did you say this article was for?” I asked.

She smiled: an evil sort of grin. “I’m just trying to establish your character. Every good journalist starts an interview by establishing character.”

“I just don’t understand any of this. I like Taylor. She’s my, uh, girlfriend. We go on dates. It’s no different than me dating anyone else.”

“Do you identify as bisexual?”

“What? No.”

“So you see her as a woman.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Of course,” I said.

“And do you feel like your peers—classmates—do the same?”

I paused for a moment. I had to think about it. No, I wasn’t hooked up to a lie-detector… but I felt obligated to tell the truth, as if a lie would stink like rotten garlic. “I—I don’t know. I’m not them,” I said.

“But how do you feel? How have they treated you since you’ve made your relationship with Taylor public?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Is that true?” she asked. “Do you really not know?”

I paused again. I didn’t want to make my situation any worse than it was… but it just wasn’t easy to lie. I’d never been a good liar. “People are different now, I guess.”

She perked up. “They are? How so?”

“I don’t know. What difference does it make? It’s just something I’ve noticed.”

“What have you noticed?” she asked, leaning forward.

“People are just more… cautious around me.” I was putting it lightly—it was the closest I could come to lying.

“Cautious?”

I nodded my head and she jotted down some notes. “Are they rude to you?”

“No,” I said—it was possibly a lie, but hard to tell for sure.

“Our mutual friends dropped from forty to fifteen,” she said to me.

“How do you know that?”

“It’s just something I noticed. A couple of weeks ago, when I heard about you and Taylor, I looked you up on Facebook and saw that we had forty mutual friends. When I went to add you last night, that number was down to fifteen. So, did you delete friends or did they delete you? And if you deleted them, did it have anything to do with Taylor?”

“What is this article for?” I asked, now fuming. “What are you trying to get out of this?”

“I want to explore the dynamics of your relationship. Does transphobia permeate our culture?”

“It’s not transphobia,” I said.

“Then what is it?”

“People are just… afraid of getting into trouble.”

“Afraid… as in… a phobia?”

“No—because it’s not irrational. They have the right to be afraid.”

“Why do they have the right to be afraid of trans people? That’s ludicrous! That’s just so… bigoted!”

And now, I realized that I’d misspoke, and that slip could end up getting me into trouble—especially published in a newspaper.

“I’m not a bigot,” I said.

“You’re defending transphobia,” she said. I knew that there was no sense in arguing with her; she had her mind made up before the interview even started.

“I’m not. I’m telling you: it’s not transphobia. They’re just scared of getting into trouble—and who can blame them?”

“You’re afraid of alienating your friends, so you’re defending their transphobia.”

“They aren’t even my friends anymore!” I snapped. “They all ditched me the moment I started dating Taylor. Am I pissed about it? Sure. But is it their right? Of course it is! And I don’t blame them for it, because if… someone like you comes around and puts words in their mouths, they might lose their scholarships, and future job opportunities. That’s not fair—so no, you can’t blame them, whether it’s fair or right or whatever. It’s just reality.”

She was perked up now. Something I said caught her attention. She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “They aren’t your friends anymore?”

“I guess not. They don’t talk to me. They all ditched me. It is what it is.”

She smiled. “Well, I’m sorry to hear that, but it’s admirable that you are willing to be with your love despite the consequences.” Now, her tone had changed; she was softer, more relaxed, and seemingly understanding.

And it seemed like I’d defused a bomb… until a week later, when her article came out. ‘Transphobia Rampant in Canning School.’

It was a small press that picked it up, but still big enough that the staff of the school went into a meltdown mode over it. Principal Freeman was put on leave: two weeks. The teachers were forced to attend a class on tolerance training—I know because an article was published by Frances about it. The whole school was forced to attend an assembly on tolerance. The whole time, students glared over at me, with frustration and rage in their eyes. Many students were taken aside by the faculty and reprimanded quietly.

Now, we weren’t just being avoided—we were being scolded. It didn’t help that Frances had twisted my words in her article, making it sound like I was furious at my friends for ditching me—and never mentioning once that I didn’t believe they were transphobes. In fact, she made it sound like I was convinced that my friends were transphobic bigots.

I just felt sick. I felt like I was ruining the lives of the people around me, just because I had a crush on Taylor, just because I had feelings for her.

Taylor tried to convince me that things would settle down. “I’ve been through this many times before,” she told me with a warm smile. “People forget and move on.”

“But I really never said those things. I don’t think anyone here is a transphobe!”

She looked at me with a strange look, almost as if to say that I was wrong, that my friends were transphobes, that she did agree with Frances. And now, I was so tempted to defend my friends… even though they’d abandoned me.

I didn’t fight with her. I didn’t bring it up. I just hoped that she was right: that this would all settle down—and maybe it would settle enough that my friends would accept me again.

There was only a tiny glimmer of light between hopefulness and hopelessness. A part of me had already started to consider the possibility that my reputation in that town was finished, that I would have to move away, and maybe I would have to find a way to keep Taylor a secret wherever I ended up…

Or maybe the only way to remedy all of this was to break up with her.
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Ifound Benji in the hallway at the end of school one afternoon. I tapped him on the shoulder, and then he turned around and froze, looking like he’d been caught by a vampire.

“Can I talk with you?” I asked.

“I’m actually pretty busy,” he said.

“It will only take a minute.”

“Maybe another time, man,” he said.

“No,” I said. “Now.”

I watched a burning fear pulsing in his gaze. He stuttered, cleared his throat, and then he blinked a few times before nodding his head. “Okay—I actually think I have a minute.” He was speaking with a phoney politeness. His fear of being labelled transphobic was now controlling his decisions.

We went to a spare room, away from all the other teachers and students. He looked at me with a weird smile. “Why are you being so weird?” I asked him.

“Weird? I’m not.”

“We haven’t talked in, like, two months.”

“What? I’m sure we have,” he said. “I think you’re crazy. We’ve definitely talked. There was, uh, that one time…”

“You deleted me from Facebook,” I said.

His face turned pale. He stared at me before eyeing the door: the exit. He thought about running—no doubt—but fear kept him in place.

“I’m not trying to get you in trouble, Benji.”

“Then what do you want?” he asked with a hiss. “Because you’re going to get me in trouble.”

“Why?” I said. “I just wanted to talk to you. It’s not like it’s going to end up in the paper.”

“If my mom knows we’re talking—I’m fucked.”

“Why?” I said.

He took a deep breath. “She made me take you off of Facebook. She was worried that Taylor might looked at your Facebook feed and see something that post… it’s just safer. It’s nothing personal, man. You know we’re friends.”

“Are we?” I asked.

And now, I felt like I was cornering him; I felt like Frances, going after him with a pitchfork, trying to get him to admit that he was some sort of trans-hating bigot. I knew that he wasn’t.

“What do you want from me?” he whispered.

“I just want to know why you’ve been so weird with me. I’m still the same person. I’m not going to get you into trouble. And, uh…”

“What?” he said.

“You’re throwing a party this weekend.”

He laughed and turned dark red. “What? No I’m not.”

“I overheard Nick and Shae talking about it. And Taylor heard about it and was hoping to go.”

“What?” he said, now more pale than ever.

It was true: Taylor had asked me if we could go to the party. “Benji’s your friend,” she had said to me. “Just ask if we can go.” To Taylor, it wasn’t a big deal. She didn’t seem to see it the way everyone else saw it—and maybe this was how she ended up at Benji’s last party.

I didn’t fight with Taylor; I decided not to make a big deal of it. I was just hoping Benji would tell us it was fine to come, we would make a quick appearance, and that would be that. Maybe it would even end up with people realizing that we weren’t monsters.

“Oh,” he said. “That party. Right. Uh… Yeah, I mean—it’s not really a party… just a few people. It’s, like, not even going to go late. I have tennis in the morning, so, like… people need to leave early. I wouldn’t even call it a party.”

“Okay,” I said. But I still wanted to make Taylor happy. I wanted her to feel like a normal person—and normal high-school seniors go to high-school parties. It was an experience that she’d never been offered before, and it only seemed fair that she should be able to go. Of course, it was Benji’s party and it was his decision, but I knew for a fact that this wasn’t a tiny party; I knew that most of the school was going to the party.

“If, uh, you want to come… you guys can come. I don’t see a problem with it. But… there’s a chance it could be cancelled—just a heads up. Like—my mom’s trip might end up being cancelled, so obviously the party would be canceled too.”

“Thanks, Benji,” I said. I wasn’t thrilled that I was inviting myself to his party, and giving him little choice in the matter… but I wanted to please Taylor. And I had hope that people would come around and realize that Taylor really wasn’t so bad.

The afternoon before the party, I went to Taylor’s house. She was taking her time getting ready, wanting to look perfect, wanting to look cute. She did her makeup with long cat eye flicks, and a perfect smokey gradient that made her eyes look huge and stunning. She’d gone out earlier to have new fake lashes put on, and she was trying out a new blush technique, which made her look downright adorable.

She was beautiful, now slipping into a small white dress, which hugged her midsection tight, creating the illusion of a feminine figure, which she simply didn’t have naturally (not that she needed it, in my opinion). The dress squeezed her tits and pushed them up, and it was cut so short that her legs appeared extra-long.

“You look amazing,” I told her. I will admit that I just sat and watched her getting ready—and that ‘show’ was more entertaining than anything I could think of: just admiring her God-given beauty (with some help from hormone pills and a couple of operations). My God, she was beautiful—and I could only hope that my friends would see what I saw.

She put on an amazing perfume. She shaved her legs fresh, so they were extra-smooth. She painted her toenails a soft pink colour to match her fingernails. She put on a cute black choker, a gold bracelet on each wrist, and a pair of glittering earrings.

On her feet, she wore tall platform heels: white, like her dress, with ribbon-style wraps that crisscrossed her ankles.

She was happy with how she looked: blushing, grinning, spinning before the mirror. She giggled and smiled. She looked so happy, so perfect, so satisfied—as if nothing else mattered, as if she didn’t care one bit about what people thoughts.

In fact… I’m not sure I’d ever seen her so excited, so it crushed my soul to think about how her arrival at the party was going to be received. Would she notice everyone backing away from her? Would the rejection ruin this night for her?

It was dark by the time we left her house, headed for the party. We chose to walk the twelve or so blocks that it took to get there—a long walk under warm, orange streetlights. On the way, we decided to stop at a small takeout restaurant to grab a slice of pizza. I reached for my wallet, and then Taylor quickly pulled out a glimmering golden credit card. “It’s on me, Parker,” she said.

“I really don’t mind,” I said.

“It’s nothing for me,” she said.

As she was tapping her card on the machine, I remembered the big payouts that she’d received; it wasn’t something I’d ever brought up with her. “So, uh, your parents gave you a credit card?” I asked cautiously.

“No. I’ve got my own money,” she smiled. Now, we were waiting for our pizza.

“Oh, really?” I said, trying to sound oblivious. I waited a moment before saying, “Do you, uh, have a job or something?”

She stared at me. “No.” She had a nervous look in her eyes, as if she could tell what I was about to ask her next.

“Oh,” I said with a casual smile, trying not to look too curious, but curious enough to continue the conversation. “So, uh, how do you get your money? An allowance, or something?”

“Does it really make a difference?” she asked, darting her gaze away from me.

“No,” I said. “I’m just wondering. I didn’t think the bank gave out credit cards unless… you know—you have some sort of income, or whatever.”

“I got some cash from a few… lawsuits,” she said, now red in the cheeks. “It was a long time ago now; I’m honestly just trying to move past all of that.”

“Oh,” I said. “Were you in, like, a car accident or something?”

“A car accident?” she asked.

“I don’t know. The only people I know who got money from lawsuits were in car accidents.”

“No—nothing like that.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, and I decided to drop it. If I prodded anymore, she would know that I knew something—and she would probably be frustrated that I was keeping my knowledge a secret.

We got our pizza slices and began to walk. Then, a block away from the shop, she caved. “I kind of got some people in trouble,” she told me. “When I was first starting to transition.”

“In trouble?” I asked.

“It wasn’t really intentional,” she continued. “It was just… some people made some comments that ended up being caught on camera, and my, uh, dad kind of pushed me into these lawsuits. I mean—they weren’t even really lawsuits; they were settlements. It’s all really complicated, but it’s something that’s behind me.”

“Right,” I said. “So, these people… they made fun of you or something?”

“It’s complicated,” she repeated. “Things were said. My dad has connections to a lot of lawyers and news people. He didn’t think that I was being treated fairly, so he pulled strings. It was embarrassing, but I got some money out of it, and, uh… I don’t know…”

“What don’t you know?”

“I just don’t want to talk about it, alright? It’s just embarrassing.”

“Okay,” I said. And that’s where we left it.


CHAPTER 10
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The party was much more happening than Benji had let on. From a block away, the booming bass of the subwoofers was audible. The streets were speckled with familiar students, heading towards the house, which was glowing: Benji’s biggest party yet.

I was always nervous heading into Benji’s parties, knowing it would take just one frustrated neighbour to make one phone call. We’d been lucky through the years, but this party was different: it was loud and not at all discreet.

The crowd was already drunk, so we were mostly unnoticed as we slipped in. We went to the kitchen and put our drinks into the packed fridge. A few glances turned our way; those people became nervous and scurried off, probably to warn other students that we were there.

There were other gazes as well—curious and maybe drunk, scanning Taylor in her tight little outfit. I caught one guy checking her out before realizing who she was. I caught another shy fellow red in the face as he ogled her figure; he didn’t notice me catching him. I think he knew who she was, but apparently that didn’t stop him from feeling something.

As word spread of our arrival, the partiers became more nervous, on edge. They moved away from us, which was usual. Taylor didn’t seem fazed, as if she didn’t notice. This was something she was used to. But for me, it still stung. It was a reminder of what I’d lost.

Now, I could see my friends having fun: chugging beer, laughing, jumping into the pool: carefree, enjoying the final moments of their grade-school years. They didn’t know what it was like to be shunned. And was that fair? They were the ones doing the shunning, and there were no consequences…

I looked left and saw a younger man, no older than sixteen, holding up his phone. He was pretending to be sending a text message—but he was clearly filming us—sending a picture of us to some friend, or maybe making some SnapChat or TikTok video, mocking us.

Then, Taylor turned to me with a smile and planted a kiss on my lips. I tensed up, knowing we were being filmed by some brat who thought that our relationship was funny. One part of me wanted to pull away from Taylor, to avoid the embarrassment. Another part of me wanted to march over to the kid and smash his phone.

“What’s the matter?” Taylor asked me with a smile on her face.

“It’s just… People annoy me.”

“Why?” Was she really so oblivious?

“That kid over there; he’s filming us.” I turned to look, and sure enough, he was still doing it.

“Who cares?” Taylor said.

“It’s annoying,” I said. “Like… Can’t we have a moment without it being a big deal?”

“Just ignore him.” She gave me another kiss. “I’m just going to get more ice for my drink. Wait up for me.” She skipped off, happy—and it was nice to see her happy.

Then, I heard the word, “Faggot.”

I turned and saw who said it: a guy named Dan, from my own grade. He wasn’t looking at me. He was walking past. He said it loud enough for me to hear—and everyone around us.

“Hey,” I said.

He stopped and looked back at me. “What?” he asked—now looking nervous.

“Come back here and say that to my face.”

“Say what?”

“You know what.”

“I don’t know.”

I stormed up to him. “Watch your fucking tongue, Dan. I mean it.”

“What’s the matter? A word hurt your feelings?”

I wanted to punch him. I wanted to put his face through the table. “I’m not gay,” I said.

“You’re kissing a man,” he said. “That doesn’t sound straight, does it?”

“She’s not a man.”

“If you say so,” he said, and then he left. Taylor returned a moment later.

She was smiling, and then her expression dropped. “What’s wrong now?” she asked.

I didn’t tell her. I just took a deep breath and tried to put on a smile. “Let’s just go outside by the pool.”

The rest of the night was okay, aside from the glances and whispering all around us. We would clear every room we went into—and that included the pool area. A few brave students would stick around, but they would keep their mouths shut. We changed into our swimming clothes and swam. We had a few drinks. We stayed until about midnight, and then we went back to her house, and that’s where I spent the night.

Then, in the morning, I went onto TikTok and saw the video, of me and Taylor—and Dan. In the video, you could clearly hear him saying ‘Faggot’ as he passed me. The video was set to private—but I was apparently friends with the poster, the young fellow who recorded it (I was friends with a number of students that I didn’t actually know very well—that’s just how it is in a small town).

I watched the video a few times, my blood beginning to boil. I bit down on my tongue, took a deep breath in, and then I remembered Frances. I knew that Dan would deeply regret saying what he said if Frances got her hands on that video.

And in my state of rage, I didn’t think of any consequences. I just wanted to get back at him for saying that horrible word. I saved the video and sent it to Frances. I didn’t get a reply, but I saw that she’d received it, and watched it.

Dan was finished.


CHAPTER 11
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Frances managed to get in contact with someone from CBC. The video was on every 6:00 PM news broadcast across the country. Dan’s social media accounts went offline—deleted as the hellfire came down on him. Media swarmed his home. His curtains and doors remained closed.

An email went out that night. “There will be no school tomorrow,” said Principal Freeman.

Taylor sent me a message an hour after that email went out. “The principal is here, talking downstairs with my dad.”

“What are they saying?” I asked.

“I can’t hear them. I don’t really want to go down.”

CBC reached out to me, asking if I would do a live on-air interview. I declined. A few other publications did the same—I declined them all. My heart wouldn’t stop racing. What kind of hell-storm had I unleashed?

Finally, when school resumed a few days later, I was instantly called in to talk to Principal Freeman. He was pale and tired, as if he hadn’t been getting much sleep. He wanted to assure me that Dan’s comment didn’t reflect the school’s values; he said it over and over, sounding almost like he was begging me to tell him that I understood. “Dan’s been removed,” he said.

“What?”

“Expelled. We won’t tolerate comments like that.”

I felt sick. Did Dan deserve it? The comment was horrible. It was an ugly, awful thing to say… but Dan was a hopeful student. He was a track star. He had scholarships to a big college. He had a bright future… but now, because of one stupid comment that he made while he was drunk, his life was over.

“I don’t want him to be expelled,” I said.

“He had to be,” said Principal Freeman. “It’s for the best. If we didn’t expel him, our school would be under even more scrutiny than we’re already dealing with. It’s for the best, Parker. Your relationship with Taylor is nobody’s business but your own, and nobody can judge you or criticize you for it.”

I was dismissed. My peers looked at me as if I was satan himself walking the halls of the school. Nobody would talk to me or even come near me. The whispering silence was worse than ever—and then Taylor showed up.

They looked at her with a different kind of look: hatred, as if she had come to the town and turned it upside down. I’d never seen students looking more violated and annoyed in my life.

Taylor came to me at the end of the day and asked if I wanted to come over to her place. “Honestly, I just… I want you there.” She looked like she was going to cry, but she was doing a good job of holding it together. I went to her place with her, and once in her room, she did indeed begin to cry.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“It’s happening again,” she said.

“What?”

“The school board is giving me a payout.”

“What? For what?”

“The video that came out,” she said. “They want me to accept the money on camera, before the media, so they can prove that they’re accepting, or whatever.” She let out a long sigh. “The last time I had to do this, it was so embarrassing.”

“Seriously?” I said. “But… I was the one who was called a faggot.”

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s not actually about any of that. It’s just… about them, not us.”

I was shocked, silent as I tried to think of what to say next. “What are they giving you?”

“Twenty-five thousand,” she said. “My dad negotiated it up from ten.”

“He did what?” I said.

“This is just so embarrassing. I don’t want the money and I definitely don’t want to be on camera again. I just want… I want all of this to end.”

“Can you just decline?” I asked.

“It would send the wrong message. Plus, they already transferred the money to my dad. The cheque is just for show—it’s so they can make things right with the media.” She let out a sigh. “My dad will make sure you get a piece of the money, by the way—don’t worry about that.”

“I don’t care about that. I just—I don’t want you to go through this. Every student at school is going to think you drummed this whole thing up.”

“I know,” she said. “It happens over and over, no matter where I go. “Some wannabe-hero white knight catches someone making some comment—sometimes not even anything offensive—and it gets turned into some big fiasco. It’s just my life. Then, everyone hates me to the point that we have to move towns.”

“So you’re just going to do it then?”

She shrugged her shoulders and nodded her head. Before I left her house that evening, her father approached me with a cheque for eight-thousand dollars. I thought that it was a curious sum—nowhere near half—but I didn’t argue with it. I didn’t even want the money; it almost felt like I was being handed hush money.

And then, the next day, Taylor did the press conference, where she accepted the cheque from Principal Taylor and the head of the school board. They all shook hands and smiled for photos and the conference was in the news across the country. My friend count on Facebook dropped enormously as my peers removed me, not wanting me seeing their posts. My own friends wouldn’t reply to my messages; there was a good chance that I’d been blocked.

During class, me and Taylor sat together and there was always a buffer of empty desks between us and the other students. Teachers never called on us to present or read or answer questions; we were off-limits.

Our grades were all As, regardless of how we were actually performing. My grades went up so high that I ended up with a modest scholarship to a local university that I simply didn’t deserve. I ended up declining the scholarship—at least for the time being; I had five years to use it, but I didn’t actually want to go to college, knowing that—academically speaking—I wasn’t quite smart enough for that. I’d always wanted to work with wood anyway.

Taylor applied to a college in Denmark and was accepted, so I moved there with her a month after graduation. And we made a plan together, to stay more-or-less under the radar. Taylor had her name changed (not officially, but it required a private meeting with the school’s faculty) so that other students wouldn’t look her up and find out about her past. She made new social media accounts and whatnot. She was still openly trans; she passed for the most part, but there were still small details that made her reality somewhat obvious upon closer inspection. Those little details didn’t bother me (I hadn’t noticed them in months), but you could always tell when someone else picked up on them.

And because she was openly trans, there were some people who kept their distance. Maybe it was transphobia, but more likely it was the same as back home: people who were unsure of what they could and couldn’t say—and they were afraid of the consequences of blurting out the wrong thing.

But with Taylor’s history of receiving payouts, it was better. We were able to make friends. I learned a bit of the language—enough that I could converse with our new friends—though most of them spoke perfectly fine English.

I wish I could tell you that the whole ordeal had a ‘happy ending’. In a lot of ways, it was a happy ending—we just had to leave to find that happiness, and sadly, that meant leaving my hometown, my family, and the people I once called my friends. I wish I could tell you that Dan got nothing but a slap on the wrist before going on with his promising life, but that wasn’t the case; he ended up going to a trade school, and he remained off of social media so the mobs of angry progressives wouldn’t find him.

I wish that I could tell you Taylor’s father stopped his practise of exploiting his daughter’s exaggerated victim status for money, but it turned out that he had a niece—Taylor’s cousin—who was born male, and she moved in with Taylor’s parents a year after we left. She was in the news just a few months after that, before the family up and relocated to the USA.

I wish I could tell you that Principal Freeman and his faculty had learned to treat trans students the same as everyone else—but just a year later, another student (this time a female) was expelled—for much less than what Dan said. According to the headline, Principal Freeman expelled the young woman when she turned down a trans man’s prom proposal. Allegedly, she said, “I’m just not attracted to trans men.” And was that so heinous? Did she not have the right to that opinion? Maybe she did, maybe she didn’t; I didn’t feel like I was in any place to decide.

At least I can say that I learned something: that I loved Taylor, no matter what was thrown our way. Sure, it would have been easier to split up with her from the start, to avoid all of that drama—especially when it went public, nationwide. But the thought of not having her just seemed so much worse than going through what we went through. And in the end, together, we managed to discover a lifestyle that worked for us, where we didn’t have to suffer through so many horrible glances and glares. And it really did get better after high school; as people grow up, they lose interest in that petty high-school drama; life gets better; people become nicer as they live through experiences.

Maybe some people learned their lesson; maybe they didn’t. To me, it made no difference, because I got Taylor out of it—and to me, that’s the only thing that mattered.

THE END


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


THE TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE


Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.

[image: Trans Goddess]


https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
NIKKI CRESCENT



[image: Nikki]


Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

OEBPS/image_rsrc112.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g








OEBPS/image_rsrc113.jpg
NS
9SS

JUNE I9TH 2023

FROM| NIKKI'S WORLD,
OTHER AUTH!
NOBODY HOLDS





OEBPS/image_rsrc10Z.jpg
THE TRANS GIRL

A FIRST TIME WITH A TRANS GIRL TALE






OEBPS/image_rsrc111.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc114.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc110.jpg





