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Dedication

With love to our brothers and sisters in the transgender community.

I hope your journey to wholeness isn't as difficult as Attila's.

Instead, let it be filled with lion-hearted courage, intense love and discovery of self, a lifetime of spiritual celebration, and most importantly, joy—endless, magnificent joy.
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For you are perfect and beautiful, and simply marvelous.
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Author's Note
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This story is about a young man than transitions to female but then years later, transitions back to male. Please don't consider this to be transphobic. He transitioned for all the wrong reasons. For someone else instead of himself. After years as a woman, he decides he's made a mistake. It's rare but there are a small percentage of people who transition who regret it. This character had the funds necessary to transition back. Please don't judge him.

There are two scenes containing mentions of off-page sexual assaults. The words faggot and tranny are used. And there is infidelity.

I think that covers it. I hope you enjoy Attila's story.
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Chapter One | Introductions
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Mr. Price looked across his desk at the two people sitting in front of him and discreetly sighed to himself. When he'd become the principal of Tekla Senior High some twenty years ago, he never could've anticipated the dilemma he was facing today.

He crossed his arms and leaned back in his chair, trying to decide what the best course of action would be. The school board and the provincial government required that each student complete a mandatory level of physical education to graduate, but as he studied the mother and daughter watching him nervously, he realized that wasn't going to be feasible in this case.

"I think the best thing to do is try and get a doctor's note excusing Annie from physical education," he said. "I'm not sure what your doctor will list as the reason, but I'm sure they'll come up with something." He paused. "Mrs. Luka—"

"Please call me Cynthia."

"Yes, of course," Mr. Price replied. "Cynthia, might I ask how Annie managed to avoid this requirement in the past. This is her final year of high school. Surely this has come up before."

Cynthia rubbed the side of her temple and tried to compose herself. They'd only just moved to the small community five hours in from the west coast of Canada, and she'd been hoping they'd be able to blend in, but apparently, that wasn't going to be the case.

"We've only just moved here," she said. "And up until now Annie has been homeschooled, but he—"

Annie grabbed her mom's arm.

"Mom! Please! She!"

"I'm sorry, Attila ... Annie. I'm trying, all right?" Cynthia took a deep breath. "My ... daughter wanted to attend public school for ... her final year. God only knows why."

"I want to make some friends," Attila said. "And I want to go to prom like everyone else. I'm all right with who I am."

"But the other kids might not be," Cynthia retorted anxiously.

Mr. Price leaned forward on his desk and caught Attila's eye. "Your mother has a valid point," he said, "but if you hadn't told me, I never would've suspected."

Attila blushed, pleased with himself.

"How do you intend to play this out?" Mr. Price asked Attila.

"I'm not planning on telling anyone." Attila turned to face his mother. "Mom, I'm not stupid. I'll play it safe. No one will ever suspect I'm a guy. I promise."

Cynthia nodded her head in resignation.

"All right," Mr. Price said. "Welcome to Tekla, Annie. If you have any concerns at all, please come see me."

Attila stood and took Mr. Price's hand in his and gave it a light, delicate handshake. "Thank you. I'll see you tomorrow."

Mr. Price dropped back into his chair as the pair left his office, and reached for his phone. He was going to have to put both vice principals, the police liaison officer, and the counseling office on alert, just in case.

Shaun Desmond shuffled the books around in his backpack, trying to get them to fit, but finally gave up in exasperation. He pulled everything out to start again and gave the backpack a good shake to make sure it was empty. His heart sank painfully as a small, folded note drifted onto the floor. This had been the longest summer Shaun could ever remember, and even though he was running late, he'd never wanted to go back to school as badly as what he had these past few months.

The loneliness of being without his best friend had been the most excruciating experience of his life. He slumped onto the floor and picked up the note. It was a reminder about a homework assignment from last year, but the writing it contained was as recognizable to Shaun as his own would've been. He ran his fingers over the swooping letters that spelled out Daniel's name and rubbed his sleeve across his face, attempting to wipe away the tears that had escaped.

Daniel had been Shaun's best friend since kindergarten, and they'd planned on rooming together next year at university, but everything had come apart near the end of the last school year. Daniel had always been smaller than the other kids and hadn't been very adept when it came to playing sports, so he'd often been the object of ridicule. But what Daniel lacked in physical strength, he made up with mental acuity. He'd been exceedingly bright and had enjoyed the company of the other like-minded kids in his math and science clubs, and he'd become quite accomplished on the violin. But all of these achievements had only drawn additional negative attention. When he'd been caught making out with one of the guys from his band program, the bullying he'd already been enduring had reached epic and unrelenting proportions. It had become too much for Daniel to handle, and two days before the end of the last school year, he'd hung himself in his room.

Shaun remembered the conversation he'd had with Daniel just moments before he'd taken his life. Daniel had been extremely depressed, but Shaun had thought they'd worked through his emotions for the day. It had become a nightly ritual between them, talking about the events of the day over the phone, trying to gain some perspective on the trials and tribulations of high school, and how things would be different once they headed off to university. They'd ended the conversation with Daniel sounding almost hopeful, but Shaun realized now that Daniel's emotional upturn was because he'd made the decision to end his pain.

The sun streamed in through the torn portion of the drapery that hung haphazardly across Curtis Bantam's bedroom window. He turned away to keep the light from hurting his eyes and rolled directly into a pool of vomit he must've thrown up during the night.

He pushed himself up and looked at it, wondering how the hell he'd managed to throw anything up at all. He'd barely eaten anything in almost three days. Then without warning, his bedroom door flew open and crashed into the wall, making his head scream in agony, but he managed to scurry to the far side of the mattress and drop down onto the floor before his dad entered the room.

Curtis peered across the floor from beneath his bed as the drunken excuse of a man scanned the room looking for him. He breathed a sigh of relief when the threat stumbled back out through the door with the belt he'd been wielding dragging behind him.

He waited for a few minutes until he heard his dad shout something at his mom and fire up his car, and screech out of the driveway. Once everything was quiet, Curtis ventured out of his room into the bathroom to get ready for school.

The mirror above the chipped porcelain sink was cracked and faded with age and neglect, but it had enough surface area left to reflect the image of the stunningly attractive and enduringly innocent face staring into it.

Curtis roughed up his shaggy blond hair and turned his head from side to side trying to see if the swelling below his left eye was going to be visible. His last date of the night had turned rough on him, forcing him to sniff an excessive amount of poppers, even by his standards, while pounding his ass mercilessly.

He'd relaxed into it and let overwhelming nausea from the drugs sweep over him, getting off on the buzzing sensation in his head. He'd been startled back to reality, his body aching, when he was pitched out at the curb, surprisingly close to where the guy had initially picked him up. He figured he must've hit his face when he was dumped from the car, but he wasn't really sure.

Curtis quickly stuffed his hands into his jean pockets and pulled out a fifty-dollar bill. At least the guy had paid him. Maybe he'd even fed him, but he couldn't remember.

Stripping off his clothes, he cringed with every movement; the impact of too many mostly sleepless nights was wearing on him. He turned on the shower and splashed cold water around his face before he stepped into it. There was nothing like a freezing cold shower to get the blood flowing after working all night.

The doorbell rang, and a commotion instantly erupted in the foyer as the family's five Pomeranians went wild with excitement to see who was at the front door.

Dixie finished the last stroke of mascara and rechecked her appearance in the mirror. She'd added a bright blue streak to her sleek black hair and pushed a new piercing through her lip the night before. It didn't appear to be swollen, and it complemented the new ring she'd added to her nose last week.

The sound of feet pounding up the stairs had her turning toward her bedroom door in anticipation. Her best friend Ming Fujiwara had been away all summer visiting his family in Japan and had only just arrived home that morning in time for school.

Dixie shrieked with laughter as Ming flew in through her door.

"Oh! My! God!" Ming exclaimed, and leaped at her, tipping her face up to look at him so he could examine what she'd done.

"What do you think?" Dixie asked, posing for him.

"That you're absolutely gorgeous as usual." Ming shoved Dixie over and leaned on her makeup table, studying his own face in the mirror. "What I wouldn't give to have skin like yours. Some girls have all the luck." He gave himself one last look and then sorted through a few earrings strewn about on the table. He decided to change out the ones he was wearing for a pair of hers.

"Your skin is practically flawless," Dixie said and laughed when Ming looked at her suspiciously.

Ming picked up her face powder and brush and tried to lighten up the area just below his jawline, but the powder was about three shades too light. "Says the girl who doesn't have to fight a constant battle against afternoon shadow." He set the powder down in disgust. "Do you have any idea how much time and money I spend each month trying to look fabulous?"

"Whatever you're doing. It's working. You're divine."

"Aren't you just a sweetheart this morning?" Ming wrapped his arm around Dixie and kissed her cheek. "I am so happy to be home again. My relatives do not understand me ... at all."

"Is your Japanese a little rusty?" Dixie grinned, knowing he was referring to something else entirely.

"Hah. Hah. You know exactly what I mean." 

Dixie watched as Ming applied some of her light pink lip-gloss to his lips and started rooting around in the little purse he always carried with him. She sighed with heavy concern as he removed a small vial, tapped some of its contents onto the top of his hand, and snorted it. He repeated the process in the other nostril then reached for a tissue from Dixie's bedside table.

"Now I'm ready to face the first day of what, I pray, is the last school year of my miserable, depressing existence," Ming said and then swooned dramatically. "Unless, of course, the fair and gallant Eric of Quarterback is overcome by my seductive ways and abandons his quest to seek out cheerleading maidens, preferring the loving hands of one, such as myself, that is intimately acquainted with the male form and what it truly desires."

Dixie's eyebrows shot up with amusement, and she snorted. "God, I missed you."

"Little consolation for the broken-hearted, my dear." Ming dabbed at a feigned tear falling from his eye then grinned at Dixie. "At least you appreciate me."

"Always." Dixie stood and reached for Ming's hand with a prayer of her own that this would be the year Ming found true love because he deserved it more than any other person she knew.
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Chapter Two | First Day of School

[image: ]




Attila drove into the school parking lot a full thirty minutes before the first of the school buses were scheduled to arrive. A few people were wandering around outside the main doors, but not enough that he felt comfortable leaving the anonymity of his car.

He moved a few of his binders out of the way to retrieve the purse he'd accidentally buried and chastised his carelessness. No self-respecting girl would've abandoned her coveted accessory and organizational tool to such a fate. He popped it open to make sure none of his makeup was broken before placing it neatly in his lap.

The idea of attending public school for his senior year had been a spontaneous one forged partially from his need to connect with other people his own age on an intellectual level, but also fueled by his desire to meet someone and connect on a more primal and physically satisfying level.

Of course, he hadn't told his mother this or she would never have allowed him out of the house, with or without his purse.

Attila was so absorbed by his thoughts that he jumped when someone tapped on his driver side window. He bit his lower lip and blushed at the sight of the lean and attractive guy perched against his car waiting for him to respond.

He turned the key back a notch to restore the power and rolled his window all the way down. 

"Can I help you?" Attila asked.

"I'm sure that can be arranged," the guy said as he crouched down, so he was eye level with Attila. "The name's Eric Templeton ... I'm a quarterback."

Attila tucked himself further away from the window, trying to gain some distance between himself and the increasingly familiar Eric, who was now playing with the short blond tendrils of his hair that he'd so meticulously set this morning.

"It's nice to meet you, Eric," he replied and then cleared his throat. "Please don't take this the wrong way, but—"

"What's your name gorgeous?"

"My name?" Attila felt his face flush as his mind scrambled for something substantial to hang on to. The incredibly handsome Eric had just called him gorgeous. He closed his eyes and tried to refocus his thoughts. "Annie .... My name is Annie."

Eric leaned in closer and ran his fingers along Attila's arm, stroking him; all the little hairs rose to attention. "It's been a pleasure meeting you, Annie. Maybe I'll see you around."

Attila waited until Eric had cleared the parking lot and was standing with a group of his friends before he let himself breathe again. It was possible his plan of blending in and discreetly finding himself a boyfriend was ill-conceived, and could just as easily backfire as succeed. Guys like Eric didn't have a sense of humor when it came to finding out he wasn't really a girl.

Especially after they'd hit on him.

The bell for homeroom had already rung by the time Shaun pushed his way through the main doors and into the multi-purpose room. He dropped his backpack and scanned the lists of students' names, looking for his own so he could determine which classroom he should be headed for. His finger passed over the section where Daniel's name would have appeared had he still been alive—and he collapsed onto the floor, grief coursing through his body.

Curtis wasn't a big believer in punctuality, insisting that if you were worth it, people would wait for you. It was an attitude that served him well on the streets but contributed adversely to his already appalling attendance record at school. Luckily, for him, the administration was keenly aware of his less than optimum home environment and they'd always been more than accommodating whenever he was running behind schedule.

He stepped into the vacated multi-purpose room and observed what looked like a crumpled teenaged boy attached to a backpack. Against his better judgment, Curtis strode across the room to investigate and perhaps lend his assistance.

"Hey, you," Curtis said then shoved the non-responsive mass with his foot. "Are you hankering for a bedroll, or what?"

"Leave me alone."

Curtis glanced around the room and briefly considered following the tersely spoken request, but then changed his mind. The guy at his feet looked vaguely familiar.

"What's your name?" he asked, and waited, but there was no response. Curtis tilted his body sideways to get a better look at the guy's face. He'd definitely seen him before. "Hey, aren't you that guy who usually hangs around with that other guy? The little dipshit with the curly black hair?"

"Fuck off!" Shaun spun around and tried to kick Curtis in the shins, missing. "You fucking piece of shit!"

"Whoa. Language there, kemosabe. I'm just trying to help out a fellow cowpoke."

Curtis dropped onto the floor and crossed his legs, but then changed his mind and swung himself onto one hip. He'd had a busy week, and his back door was causing him grief. He was contemplating going back to blow jobs for a while, even though they didn't pay as much until he could figure out a way to make his dates actually use the bottles of lube he chucked at them.

"You're the young gun named Shaun, correct?" Curtis crashed backward onto the floor and threw his hands up over his face. "Fuck man. I'm such an idiot."

He rolled over onto his stomach and sidled closer to Shaun. "I'm so sorry dude about what I said earlier. About your friend. It didn't click at first."

Shaun closed his eyes and curled himself into a ball.

"Do you want me to call someone?" Curtis asked.

"I just want to be left alone."

"That's all very well, but you're lying in a public area. Sooner or later you're going to be overrun by masses of little varmints." He leaned over and tapped Shaun on the head with his pointer finger. "Or better yet, Mr. Price is going to be called and then you're going to have to explain yourself to him, your parents, and probably a handful of shrinks. Is that what you want?"

Shaun stretched himself out and opened his eyes. "If I say no, will you get me out of here?"

"Valiantly, mon cher monsieur."

Shaun laughed and shook his head.

"Why are you helping me?" he asked, curious as to why Tekla's notorious loner was even speaking to him.

Curtis rose to his feet and straightened out a fictitious collar with the dramatic flair of a stage actor, playing at putting on airs.

"Civic duty and all that," he replied.

Then he stopped, his hands dropping to his sides, as his body tensed and his shoulder rolled back at an odd angle, making him twitch. His legs threatened to crumble, but he took a deep breath to relax his mind and then grinned bawdily at Shaun.

Shaun snorted. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"

"Wrong? Who said anything was wrong with me?" Curtis retorted, dramatically extending his hand for Shaun to take, and helped him to his feet. "I take offense at such a suggestion."

"You're Curtis Bantam, right?"

"Depends on who's asking."

Curtis scooped up Shaun's backpack and held the main door open for him to pass through to outside

"I'm asking," Shaun said as he followed Curtis around the back of the school to the covered parking lot. He paused as Curtis opened the passenger door of his car for him. "Where are we going?"

"Well Shaun who's asking, I thought we could take a little drive and get to know each other better."

"That sounds like a cheesy pickup line from a porno flick." 

He studied Curtis for a second then grabbed his backpack and slid into the passenger seat. Whatever Curtis had planned was likely to be infinitely more distracting than sitting in school all day.

The guy had a seriously bizarre reputation.

The deafening sound of hundreds of teenagers talking all at once had Attila believing one's ears really could bleed given half a chance. The quiet sound of birdsong and the subtle ting-ting of the little metal spoon his mom used to stir his tea echoed in his mind. But then he reminded himself, this was what he'd signed up for.

He reset his posture and attempted to enjoy his lunch.

All was as it should be until his salad flew onto the floor and the container of cold tea he'd just opened ended up in his lap as a raucous group of rugby players moved to intercept the basketball that had mysteriously been launched into the air.

Attila dropped his hands and breathed deeply to calm his nerves. He gathered his composure and stood, brushing the tea from the front of the dusty pink, tweed skirt he'd only managed to wear once. He looked down at it and sighed, and glanced around as a female voice peered around his shoulder.

"Is it ruined?" the voice asked.

"Possibly. But I might be able to salvage it. I don't think you'll be able to see it once it dries." Attila turned the rest of the way around and studied the girl facing him. She was about five foot nothing, dark of hair, cute as a button, and hugely pregnant.

"You're new here, aren't you?" she asked.

"Yes ... how far along are you?" Attila reached out and waited for her to nod her head before laying his hand on her stomach.

"Thirty-six weeks. My name is Candace by the way."

Attila's eyes lit up, and he looked into Candace's face as he felt the baby move against his hand. "That is so amazing."

"You know what would be even more amazing?"

Attila shook his, enthralled.

"I'm sure I can't imagine," he answered.

Candace paused and examined the face staring back at her. She was mesmerized by how the beautifully elegant bone structure and startling blue eyes were unfathomably married to perfectly clear skin, immaculate makeup, and fastidiously coiffed hair.

The new girl was absolutely gorgeous.

"What did you say your name was?" she asked.

"I didn't. It's Annie." Attila dipped a small curtsy but caught himself before she noticed. "What would be even more amazing?"

"Having the father of this little bundle man up ... and having you tell me how you manage to get your skin so perfect."

"Oh ... um. Birth control pills actually."

"I wish I'd known that earlier. It would've saved me a lot of grief all over the place." Candace shifted her body and looked with apparent longing at the bench seating.

"Do you want to sit down?" Attila asked.

"No, if I sit, I'll never get up again." Candace lifted her foot onto the bench and waited for Attila to sit back down. "So your parents are all right with you taking the pill."

Attila dropped his voice to a whisper. "It's just my mom, and she doesn't know. I have a friend who gets them for me." He cringed, sensing someone standing directly behind him.

"What are we talking about?" the person behind Attila asked. "Sounds all clandestine."

"Annie," Candace said. "This is my neighbor Dixie, who has a bad habit of eavesdropping."

Attila slid over as Dixie dropped down onto the bench next to him. But then his attention faltered, drawn elsewhere when Dixie's blatantly gay companion took a seat across from him.

"We were talking about birth control pills," Candace said.

Ming adjusted his scarf then tied it back in a bow.

"Sweetheart," he said. "You should've been talking about those pills a long time before now." He dropped his hands expressively on the table. "I personally can't imagine life without them."

"Yeah until the day your balls shrink, and you can't get it up anymore," Dixie said. "Then where will all the pretty boys be?"

"So aggressive," Ming said and winked at her. He crossed his arms and turned his attention to the person sitting next to her. "What was your name again, honey?"

Attila looked up. He'd been deep in thought and hadn't been paying attention. "I'm sorry ... it's Annie."

"Is it now." Ming leaned back and studied Attila intently. "I must say, you are by far the most fascinating creature I've seen around here in a very long time." His concentration broke as the bell rang, and people around them began leaving.

But he wasn't done yet.

"Move it," Dixie said to Ming as she helped Candace with her books. "Mr. Carter turns into such a bitch if we're late."

"Make some kind of excuses for me, would you?" Ming said. "Annie and I have a lot to talk about." He motioned for Attila to sit back down and waved at Dixie, indicating that she needed to take off. Attila waited until the room was empty before speaking.

"What did you want to talk to me about?" he asked.

Ming reached across the table and brushed his fingers across Attila's hand, ending at the perfectly manicured pink fingernails.

"First," he said, "I want to know what your real name is."

"I've told you my name." Attila feigned confusion and pulled his hand away. "I don't know what you're implying."

Ming stood and walked around to Attila's side of the table, and leaned down, whispering in his ear. "I'm implying that you're a homegrown and exquisitely appointed ladyboy."

Attila shivered.

"Whatever do you mean by that?" he asked.

Attila pressed back against Ming's body as he rose from the bench seat, letting his ass brush across Ming's hips.

He gasped with exhilaration as Ming pinned him there and ran his hand down the front of his skirt.

"I mean there's more to you than meets the eye," Ming said and turned Attila to face him. "There's a guy's change room in the basement that's locked at this time of day." He lifted a key from his pocket and dangled in front of Attila. "Although a few of us have managed to gain special access." He motioned for Attila to follow along and strode off across the room.

Curtis completed the final turn of the hour-long journey and slowed down along a winding street that ran the entire length of the exclusive estate community of Hillside. A driveway at the end of the street opened up onto an expansive property overlooking a lake and acres of vineyards. Sprawled along one side was a mansion, the size of which Shaun had never seen before.

"Whose house is this?" Shaun asked, wondering how Curtis would even know someone from this level of society.

"He calls himself Mr. Jenkins, but that's not his real name," Curtis said as he threw his driver side door open.

"What are we doing here?"

"Do you want to make an easy hundred bucks?"

Shaun followed Curtis up the long set of steps and waited while he rang the bell. "What do I have to do?"

"Nothing really." Curtis looked up and smiled as the door opened. They were greeted by a tall, handsome, and obviously wealthy man. Shaun figured he couldn't be more than about thirty and wondered how he'd amassed so much wealth at such a young age. His own father had taken much longer than that to acquire his vast fortune, and it paled in comparison to what he saw here.

"Curtis. What a pleasure to see you," Mr. Jenkins said then looked at Shaun. "I got your message, but you didn't mention you were bringing a friend. Who's this you've brought with you?"

"This is my good buddy, Shaun."

"Is he cool?"

"Of course he's cool, Mr. J."

Curtis took hold of Shaun's arm and pulled him through the front door into the foyer.

"Where do you want me?" Mr. Jenkins asked as he closed the door behind them.

"I'm thinking the lounge," Curtis replied. "That leather ottoman of yours is pretty slick. I love all the attachments."

Shaun pulled sharply on Curtis' sleeve and tucked his face up close to Curtis' ear. "What the fuck are we doing here?"

"Is there a problem?" Mr. Jenkins asked, annoyed.

"No, everything is golden," Curtis replied. "My boy here just needs to take a piss is all. Maybe you could make us something to eat while I attend to him."

Shaun let himself be dragged along to the bathroom situated at the far end of the lounge. Once inside, he dropped down onto the toilet seat as Curtis closed the door.

"All right, here's the deal," Curtis began. "Mr. Jenkins is a long-standing client of mine. He pays really well, but only if he's being watched ... if you know what I mean."

"You brought me here so I could watch you?"

Shaun had heard rumors about Curtis' occupation, but he'd always assumed people were making things up because Curtis was a bit of an outcast due to his somewhat unconventional personality.

"Yeah, it's not a big deal," Curtis replied. "You just have to sit there, watch us, and make a hundred bucks. He'll throw in an extra fifty if you jerk off though."

"I can't believe this." Shaun dropped his head. "When I left the house this morning, I was not expecting to spend my afternoon watching two guys have sex."

"Wonders never cease in my world." Curtis lowered his voice. "Hey, you're eighteen, right? I told Mr. Jenkins you were cool, but I thought I'd better check."

Shaun rolled his eyes and nodded his head as Curtis crouched down in front of him.

"So, are you in?" Curtis asked.

"Sure, what the hell. I've got nothing better to do." Shaun rose to his feet and looked at himself in the mirror. He didn't even recognize the guy staring back at him.

"But I'm only looking to make a hundred bucks," he added. "I'm not some fucking pervert. Mr. Jenkins can keep his extra fifty." He followed Curtis out into the lounge. "How much are you making?"

"A cool grand." Curtis laughed as Shaun's eyes popped open.

"When I'm motivated," he said, nudging Shaun. "I'm very good at what I do. But prepare yourself. We're going to be here a while. I literally have to work my ass off for that kind of money."

Shaun sank onto the sofa and tried to eat the sandwiches Mr. Jenkins brought in for them, but his mind kept wandering over to the leather ottoman directly in front of him, wondering what kind of deviant behavior he was about to witness.

He was startled from his thoughts when Mr. Jenkins leaned in and offered him a few lines of cocaine. He'd never done anything more ominous than weed but figured he was probably going to need something stronger to get him through the rest of the day. Curtis, who'd already done a few lines, gestured to Shaun that he didn't have to take anything if he didn't want to.

Sighing in resignation, Shaun accepted the mirror from Mr. Jenkins and did the lines. Completely energized, he fell back into the cushions, ready to endure whatever Curtis had in store.

Curtis watched Shaun for a second to make sure he was all right before he flicked some music on and started dancing around, peeling his clothes off for Mr. Jenkins' viewing pleasure.

Attila looked around the change room, noting one of the washroom stalls was already occupied. He listened carefully and grinned. It seemed he and Ming weren't the only ones making use of the dark empty space. He bit his lip in anticipation as Ming moved up behind him and kissed the back of his neck. Attila reached back, raking his fingers through Ming's hair, gasping with exhilaration. He'd never even dreamed his first time would be in a school change room—on the first day of school. He shivered. Truthfully, it was as scary as it was exciting. They hadn't even kissed yet.

The metal reverberated against Attila's chest as Ming slammed him forward, pressing him to the lockers as he reached beneath Attila's skirt, hauling his nylon stockings and thong gaff away.

"Ming ...," Attila whispered, unsure.

"Don't worry, baby," Ming reassured. "I won't hurt you."

Attila shut his eyes and sighed with relief when he heard Ming ripping a condom package open with his teeth. He wasn't sure what he would've done if Ming hadn't had one; his desire was pulsing, overtaking him now, demanding to be sated.

He groaned, banging his hands against the metal lockers in ecstasy as Ming eased into him.

"Are you all right, champ?" Curtis leaned over the passenger seat and patted Shaun's face. "We're home safe and sound."

Shaun lifted his head and looked out through the windshield. That was definitely his house they were parked in front of, but he wasn't sure how he was going to make it from where he was, sitting in Curtis' car, to where he wanted to be, curled up in bed.

"You're going to have to help me," he said.

"That might appear a bit odd to the parental units, me traipsing your ass to your room at this hour, don't you think?"

"What time is it?" Shaun asked.

Curtis pulled out his phone and checked. "It's almost ten."

"I thought you said it was going to be an afternoon job."

"That was before you got all crazy and joined in."

Shaun groaned and rolled toward Curtis. He distinctly remembered where everything had gone wrong. When Curtis and Mr. Jenkins had first started going at it, he'd been utterly repulsed but oddly fascinated by what they were doing to each other. After about an hour, Mr. Jenkins had taken a break to use the washroom, leaving Curtis bound to the ottoman poised on all fours, waiting for him to return. Seeing Curtis there, helpless, vulnerable, Shaun's body had done something entirely unexpected.

"I don't know what got into you," Curtis said and then laughed. "Except me and Mr. Jenkins that is. Sweet bottom."

"Fuck off!" A rush of color flooded Shaun's cheeks. "I'm not even fucking gay."

"Yeah, me either. But it's a fucking rush, isn't it?"

Shaun rolled back and pushed the passenger door open. "You're seriously twisted, you know that?" He reached toward the floor, grabbed his backpack, and hauled himself out of the car, slamming the door behind him.

"Do you still need my help?" Curtis asked.

"I don't know." Shaun reached into his pocket and pulled out a roll of twenties, held together by an elastic band. Mr. Jenkins had insisted he receive proper compensation for his services. Apparently, his dignity was only worth about five hundred dollars.

"My parents are asleep already," he said, "and I live around back. Do you want to come in?"

Curtis pushed himself up in his seat and peered out through the open sunroof at Shaun. "I don't know, sport. I've got places to go. People to see. Money to make."

"You're going back out there?" Shaun sighed, deflated, ready to be rejected as Curtis pinched the bridge of his nose. He appeared to be struggling with a decision.

"Tell you what," Curtis said. "I could use a hot shower and some clean clothes before I take off."

"All right." Shaun nodded. "Sounds good."

He turned toward the house and waited for Curtis to catch up before he made his way through a large gate into the backyard of the estate, heading off across the lawn to the pool house he'd moved into just before school started. It was smaller than he would've liked, but it had a decent sized central room including a sofa bed, a massive bathroom, and a small kitchenette. He hadn't moved all of his stuff in yet, but it was starting to look like his own place.

Curtis stepped through the door and looked around.

"This is all yours?" he asked.

"Yeah, my parents figured I needed my own space." Shaun sank down onto the sofa. "Especially after the thing with Daniel."

"Hey, yeah, I'm really sorry about what I said this morning. I'm sure your friend Daniel wasn't a dipshit."

"Actually, he was." Shaun smiled. "It was part of his charm."

Gazing up at Curtis, he made a decision and dropped his backpack onto the floor, reached for Curtis' hand and pulled him down onto the sofa, pushed him over, and attacked his mouth.

Curtis considered stopping Shaun, to explain that the feelings he was having toward him were a typical reaction for someone who had shared an experience such as the one they'd had that afternoon.

But it was so rare for him to be held by someone who wasn't paying him, he decided against it.

Dixie rolled over and turned on her bedside lamp when she heard a light tapping on her bedroom window. She looked over at the time and exhaled. It was almost two in the morning, and Dixie was seriously considering not letting him in. The last time she'd seen Ming, he'd been in the multi-purpose room with Annie. After that, he'd taken off without letting her know where he was going, and she'd been left to convince Mr. Clark that Ming had indeed planned on coming to class, but that he must've been hindered by unforeseen difficulties. She'd waited for Ming after school, as was her usual routine, but he hadn't materialized or answered her repeated attempts to reach him. She threw back the covers, climbed out of bed, and begrudgingly opened the window.

"Is your phone off?" Ming asked as he jumped into the room.

"No, I'm screening my calls."

"Are you mad at me?"

Dixie tucked herself back in bed and pulled the covers up around her shoulders. "You abandoned me today."

"With good reason. I made quite the discovery." Ming sat down on Dixie's bed and crossed his legs, waiting for her to bite at his enticing statement, but she remained silent.

"Aren't you going to ask me what it was?" he asked.

"Only if it doesn't involve you getting laid. I'm sick of hearing about your escapades. It's depressing for those of us who actually feel the need to care about the people we sleep with."

"Fine. I'll just leave then." Ming made to stand up but then settled back in. "No, this is too good not to share." He blushed, bit his bottom lip, then sighed. "I think I'm in love."

"Not again." Dixie sat up. "Ming, those jocks are never going to be interested in you. Especially Eric Templeton."

"I'm not interested in jocks anymore. Especially Eric ... who actually had the audacity to hit on my lover this morning."

"Eric hit on your latest love?" Dixie snorted. "Either you've changed camps and started dating cheerleaders, or you're pulling my leg."

"No pulling involved." Ming winked at her. "Just a lot of pushing. An entire afternoon of hot and steamy pushing."

Dixie rolled her eyes.

"All right, who is he?"

"You met him today at lunch." Ming sighed dramatically and batted his eyelashes. "His name is Attila ... and he is an absolute dreamboat of a lover. So soft and innocent."

Dixie crossed her arms and tapped her fingers on her elbows in irritation. "Story time is over. I never met anyone named Attila at lunch today." She moved her feet over and used them to push Ming off the end of her bed. "Those damn drugs you're taking are messing with your head. Now you're hallucinating about sleeping with historical figures. Attila ... seriously, Ming."

Ming shrieked, causing Dixie to jump, and doubled over in laughter. He fought to regain his composure, fanning at his face to stop the tears, and finally managed to take a deep breath.

"Oh, sweetie," he said, "that is the funniest thing I've heard in a long time. But I haven't done any drugs since first thing this morning. I didn't need to. Like I said ... I'm in love."

Dixie's eyebrows shot up in surprise.

"Nothing?"

"Not a drop, or a sniff, or a swallow all day," Ming answered. "And you did meet him at lunch today. Remember Annie?"

Dixie pressed a hand to her temple, searching her memory for any indicators. Ming had certainly picked up on them quickly.

"Annie's a guy?" she asked finally.

Ming nodded.

"Yes, but you can't tell anyone. He's trying to lay low."

"I think people might get suspicious when the two of you are hanging all over each other in the hallways."

"I didn't think of that."

"And didn't you say Eric hit on him this morning?"

Ming dropped his head and stared at the floor. "I'm never going to have a proper boyfriend, am I?"

"If by proper, you mean one you can parade up and down the hallways of the school. Then, no. Not this one at least." Dixie patted the bed beside her and motioned for Ming to sit down. "Is he really set on keeping the Annie persona?"

"It's who he really is, Dixie."

"What are the chances you could pull off being a straight guy?"

Ming grinned at her. "Slim to none, sugar."

"Then a secret love affair it shall be."

Ming lay down beside Dixie and gazed up at the ceiling. He extended his arm toward it and let Dixie intertwine her fingers with his the way they used to do as kids.

"He really is amazing," he said. "We didn't spend all afternoon fucking. We took off to my house and spent some time just sitting around and talking." He grinned. "And then we went back to fucking. He's strictly a bottom you know. Not that I would've expected anything different. But thank god I'm willing to be versatile in a pinch, or that would've been the end of us right there."

He sighed emphatically. "He would've let me go on fucking him forever. He's an absolutely insatiable nelly bottom. And his blow jobs are to die for ... and his rimming—" 

Ming looked over at Dixie and smiled. She was watching him with a mixed look of disgust and amusement in her eyes.

"I'm going to shut up now," he said.

Dixie patted Ming's face affectionately and tucked herself into his side, closed her eyes, and drifted back to sleep.​​
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Chapter Three | So Much Has Changed
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Kevin Magarey hadn't returned from summer holidays in time to attend the first day, but that was okay with him. He wasn't anxious to return to the school that had stolen one of his best friends from him.

He, Daniel, and Shaun had all grown up on the same street, naturally becoming close over the many years they'd been hanging out. The loss of Daniel had torn his and Shaun's friendship apart, each blaming the other for not being there for him.

Kevin's parents had sent him away over the summer to give him and Shaun a chance to gain some perspective apart from each other in the hope they would come to their senses and reconcile. During his vacation, Kevin had had plenty of time to think and had come to a conclusion, that there wasn't much more either he or Shaun could've done for Daniel. They'd followed all the proper channels. Talking to their parents, Daniel's parents, school counselors, teen depression and suicide hotlines, and even the police liaison officer. None of it had helped. Daniel had made the decision to leave them. Kevin kicked a rock across the street.

During the last week of summer holidays, he'd sent numerous texts to Shaun, apologizing, but there hadn't been a response from him until three days ago. He pulled the text message up, and read it over, relieved. All seemed to be forgiven. He couldn't wait to see Shaun and go back to some semblance of normal in their lives.

Kevin reached through and unlocked the gate to Shaun's backyard, swearing as his shirt caught on the latch. He had to admit he was jealous of Shaun being allowed to move into his pool house; his own parents would never permit him to move into theirs.

He peered through the glass of the sliding door, but couldn't see Shaun moving around, and the lights weren't on, so he knocked and let himself in. He figured Shaun must've forgotten to set his alarm. Shaun had a bad habit of sleeping in and being late for almost everything.

But as Kevin stepped across the room, he could see the bed was empty, so he headed down the hall toward the bathroom. He could hear the water of the shower running, but he could also hear what sounded like someone groaning.

Thinking Shaun had slipped and injured himself in the shower, Kevin ran into the bathroom, straight into what would be forever known as his worst nightmare.

Curtis had ended up spending the night with Shaun, and they'd been attempting to get ready for school when they'd become distracted. At present, Curtis had Shaun pinned up against the glass wall of the shower enclosure and was aggressively rocking him against it with deep, powerful thrusts as he devoured Shaun's mouth. He looked up as he sensed Kevin enter the bathroom, slowed his pace, and set Shaun back on his feet.

"Do you know this guy?" Curtis asked as he pulled Shaun into his arms, clinging to him protectively.

Shaun twisted around and peered out through the opening of the shower enclosure, and felt his stomach drop.

"Kevin," he said. "This is not what it looks like."

"I don't know, Shaun," Kevin replied, backing up against the doorframe. He steadied his breathing and ran his hand through his hair in confusion. "It kind of looks like you're letting that guy fuck you."

"All right ... maybe it is what it looks like," said Shaun.

"I think I should go," Curtis said. "Let you two work this out." He cupped Shaun's face in his hands and kissed his lips. "I'll catch up with you at school, sport, all right?"

Shaun kissed him back and nodded.

Kevin guarded his temper as Curtis grabbed a towel and walked out past him. He waited until he heard the door to the pool house close before he turned his attention back to Shaun.

"Please tell me that wasn't Curtis Bantam."

Shaun exhaled loudly as he wrapped a towel around his waist. "If I did that, I'd be lying." He pushed past Kevin into the main room and started pitching through the few articles of clothing he had stored there. He glanced over at the pieces of Curtis' discarded clothing still lying in a pile on the floor, sincerely hoping Curtis had put something on other than a towel before he'd walked through his backyard and out to his car.

Then he smiled. He wouldn't put it past Curtis to drive home in the nude.

"What the fuck happened?" Kevin asked.

"That is a very long story. And I am absolutely positive you wouldn't be interested in hearing any of it." Shaun lifted a shirt out of a box that was set to one side of the room and, figuring it was clean enough, slipped it on over his head. "Short form. I don't know what happened. One minute he was helping me off the floor of the multi-purpose room. Then twenty-four hours later, he was doing that." He indicated toward the bathroom with his hand.

"So, this hasn't been going on all summer?"

Shaun stuffed his feet into his shoes and checked around for his keys before grabbing his backpack.

"God, no," he answered.

"Then you haven't turned gay on me?"

"No." Shaun closed and locked the door after Kevin stepped out through it. "Curtis isn't gay either."

"This isn't about Curtis. I couldn't care less what he does with his dick. Unless he's using it to fuck you."

Shaun bumped Kevin affectionately with his elbow as they walked toward the school. "It's not going to happen again. Curtis and I were doing a few lines last night. Things got a bit crazy, and it spilled over to the morning."

Kevin cringed. "So now you're doing drugs as well as guys?"

"Fuck off! I told you it was a onetime thing."

"But how could you let him do that to you?"

"Because like Curtis says—it's a fucking rush." Shaun slowed down when Kevin came to a complete stop. "What?"

"What is wrong with you?"

Shaun grabbed Kevin's sleeve and started pulling him along. "Who said anything was wrong with me? I take offense at such a suggestion. Straight guys can get off on this stuff too, you know. You should try it sometime."

"Now I know you're fucked in the head."

Shaun shrieked, giddy and relieved, when Kevin pushed him, then ran laughing down the hill as Kevin tried to catch up with him to put him in the inevitable headlock that would precipitate an onslaught of mirthful nuggies unrivaled by any other best friend.

Curtis adjusted the straps of his backpack and threw it down on a table in the multi-purpose room. He took a seat and pretended to be disinterested in who was coming in through the main doors, but his eyes darted around as people passed in front of him, obscuring his view until he finally decided to move his position closer to the door. He slumped down onto the floor in front of one of the posts and pulled his knees up to his chest to wait.

His mind wandered back over the events of the past few hours with Shaun and tried to make sense of them. They'd fucked a few times after they'd arrived back at Shaun's place out of sheer exhilaration from the day, and then they'd fallen asleep. All of that made sense in Curtis' mind. It was when he'd opened his eyes this morning that everything had changed.

Shaun had been propped up watching him sleep when he'd woken up this morning, and the sun had been shining through the window, illuminating the bed and Shaun's startling green eyes as they peered out from beneath the sharp angles of his sleek black hair. 

Curtis closed his eyes, remembering what that had felt like when Shaun had studied his face then descended on him and kissed him.

He shook his head in confusion. The only reasonable explanation for what he was feeling was that Shaun had been the very first person ever to make love to him out of pure affection.

There was nothing more to it than that.

He looked up as a pair of shoes stepped into view and he instantly knew he was so far off base with his reasoning that he might as well pack in any hopes of ever seeing the old Curtis Bantam again.

"I've been looking for you," Shaun said.

"I've been right here waiting for you, baby."

Shaun slid down the post beside Curtis and let his shoulder rest against Curtis' arm.

"Did you sort everything out with your friend?" Curtis asked.

"Not really. Kevin thinks I'm not going to be seeing you anymore." Shaun grinned. "I'll break it to him slowly."

Curtis laid his open hand on Shaun's thigh and waited for him to take it. "Slowly is not always a good thing."

Shaun smiled, ignoring Curtis' plea for affection. "Well, in that case, you won't mind if I ask you to move in with me."

"Whoa there, roadrunner!" Curtis turned, looked into Shaun's eyes, and felt his heart melt. "Damn it all to hell."

"I'll clear out a few drawers for you," Shaun said, triumphant, and slapped his hand into Curtis', gripping it tightly in his own. "Now. Let's give these wasters something to talk about."

Curtis beamed at Shaun and attacked his mouth.

The bell had only just rung for lunch, but the multi-purpose room was already filling up fast. Curtis had taken off halfway through the second period to 'take care of some business,' so Shaun had been left to track Kevin down as a lunch companion. He approached Kevin at his locker and waited for him to throw his books into it.

"Have you talked to Candace yet?" he asked Kevin.

Kevin grabbed his lunch and slammed his locker door shut. "Yeah, she phoned me last night. I don't know what she expects me to do. I didn't even want her to keep the fucking thing."

Shaun cringed. Kevin really could be an ass sometimes.

"Are you sure it's yours?" he asked.

"No, I'm not. That's the aggravating part. It probably belongs to that fucking wanker, Eric. That guy has got me beat when it comes to banging his way through the female student population."

Shaun pushed Kevin around the corner and tried to direct Kevin's attention away from the people who were staring and whispering as they passed by.

"Maybe we should eat lunch outside today," he suggested, not wanting to subject himself to the ridicule he knew was coming.

"Fuck that," Kevin said. "I heard there's a new girl at the school. She's already caught Eric's eye, so she must be pretty hot."

"Kevin, buddy. Could you do everyone a favor and try to keep it in your pants for a change?"

"Look who's talking. If I remember correctly, you weren't too far behind me in the polls."

Kevin looked out across the multi-purpose room and spotted the table where their friends were gathered. "Is that her at our table?"

"How the fuck would I know?" Shaun shoved Kevin along so he'd move faster past the other tables, then slid into a seat beside Ming. "I wasn't even here at lunch yesterday."

"Where were you?" Kevin asked.

"I think I can probably guess where he was," Dixie said.

Shaun dropped his head onto his arm as the entire table started whistling and making kissing noises at him.

"Shaun has a boyfriend," Ming said in a singsong voice.

Kevin looked over at Shaun. "I never said anything. I swear."

"You didn't have to," Dixie said. "Half the student body saw them making out this morning."

Shaun moaned softly into his arm.

"And, apparently, that was the noise he was making," Candace said, laughing.

"You said it was a onetime thing," Kevin said to Shaun.

Shaun lifted his head. "I lied."

"Curtis Bantam," Ming said. "I can't say I blame you. That boy must be really skilled by now." He touched Shaun's arm. "We'll talk later. You can fill me in on the details."

Ming looked up across the table when he felt Attila's foot tapping his leg. "Sorry, sweetheart. Shaun here isn't gay. That's why this is such a big deal."

"Can we change the subject?" Shaun pleaded. "How was everyone's summer? I barely saw any of you guys."

"We tried calling," Dixie said. "But, apparently, you were too busy playing with your hot, little boy toy."

Shaun exhaled loudly and dropped his head onto the table.

"Who's your friend, Ming?" Kevin asked.

Attila reached down the table and shook Kevin's hand. "I'm Annie. I didn't catch your name."

"It's Kevin." Kevin rose to his feet and shoved Dixie over so he could sit down beside Attila. "Excuse me, Dix. But I want to make sure Annie is finding her way around the school all right."

"Annie, just ignore him," Candace said. "There's only one thing he wants from you."

"He'd be in for a rude awakening," Ming said under his breath.

Dixie slid down in her seat and kicked Ming hard in the shins, making him shriek and hold his breath.

All heads turned when a commotion erupted from the far end of the room in the form of an energetic blonde girl, dressed all in black, whooping loudly, and leaping and weaving across the room toward their table, and into Attila's arms. She kissed Attila's cheek, noisy as she could manage, then pulled away and started dancing around crazily, spinning and squealing.

"I got transferred!" the girl exclaimed. "I couldn't have my poor little pooky bear out in the big, wide world all by her lonesome."

"You didn't have to do that," Attila said. "I'm fine."

She pouted dramatically at Attila. "Aren't you going to introduce me to my new friends?"
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