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Falling for My
Bully

 


 Amanda Mann

 



Foreword

 



I didn't mean for it to happen. I mean, when I was
younger, I totally had a crush on him and would have done anything
to be with him. But that was before... Well, before the dark times,
as I like to call them. You know, the period between puberty and
going out on your own.

 


Brett had been the apple of my eye for as
long as I could remember, even before we started school. One day,
he just came riding down on his scooter. I guess since I had a
scooter, too, and we were the same age, he asked me if I wanted to
be his friend. I, of course, said yes, and that's how we became
best friends. We were inseparable after that, pretty much going
everywhere and doing all kinds of things together.

 


Looking back, I think the first strain in
our friendship came when I joined the Cub Scouts. It was a
tradition in our family that went back three generations. I liked
it, I had a lot of fun. "Cub Scouts are for sissies," he said. I
could tell from the way that he said it that he wasn't kidding,
either. Our town wasn't the biggest and in a lot of ways, we were
in a bit of a time bubble. We were the kind of community where we
still wore our scout uniforms to school on pack meeting days. He
wouldn't even talk to me on those days unless it was to repeat his
opinion again. All the other days, though, when I wasn't wearing
it, we were cool.

 


When junior high came around, the stresses
got greater. He had a growth spurt, well ahead of me. I would never
be as tall as him again. He started hanging out with a tougher
crowd and smoking, too. We saw less of each other, rarely hanging
out at school. Back in our little neighborhood, though, we still
got together a lot when he wasn't spending times with his new
friends.

 


The final break, though, came the summer
after the eighth grade. We were hanging out at our friend, Tanya's
house. Brett told me that he was pretty sure that Tanya had a crush
on him. I can't really say what happened but I said or did
something that pissed him off and the next thing I knew, he was
wailing on me. We had only argued a few times, you know the kind
where you say, "He's not my friend anymore! I'm never talking to
him again!" only to be hanging out again in a day or two? But this,
this was something very different. It was so one-sided. Tanya was
in the house, I said something, then BAM! I tried but the best
revenge I could get was purposefully smearing as much blood from my
nose as possible onto his pants. We never spoke to each other,
again.

 


Whenever he did see me around, over the next
four years, he would taunt me and humiliate me at every
opportunity. He'd call me names like "faggot" or "sissy" with his
friends laughing at me. I had few friends of my own, save a couple
of the more sensitive girls. It was hell. Right after graduation, I
moved. I got the hell out of there and moved to the big city,
finding my people and never looking back.

 


See, the thing is, those words he used.
While they may be harsh and cruel, especially the way he used them,
he wasn't wrong. I knew I was different from an early age and the
first and biggest object of my affection was Brett. But I kept my
mouth shut because all the other boys liked girls. That's what they
were supposed to do, we were told. But I didn't. I liked boys. In
fact, I myself felt like a girl. I was sure that if I was a real
girl, Brett would fall in love with me.

 


Weirdly, as it turns out, I wasn't
wrong.

 



Chapter 1

 


 "Hello there," he said. He was so big and so handsome and I
almost didn't recognize him. How long had it been?
Six years. Wow! Six years. And he looked damned good. My return "hello" died on my lips
as I looked at him, rather stunned. He was pretty much the last
person I ever expected to see. It was my childhood
friend-turned-bully, Brett. And as he held out his hand and said,
"Hi, I'm Brett, what's yours?" I realized that he didn't recognize
me. Tentatively, I reached to return his shake.

 


"Sasha," I said. I couldn't fully blame him,
either. The last time he had seen me I wasn't wearing heels. Aaaand
my hair was a lot shorter and my face was a bit harder. My voice
was rougher and deeper then, too. Oh, and I was dressed like a boy
and I didn't have big tits.

 


He repeated my name with a
twinkle in his eye. Oh, he's good,
I thought. "Sasha, I'm sort of new to the
neighborhood and I really hate to eat alone. If you're not with
anyone, would you mind sharing my table with me?" I should have
said no but I couldn't help it. There was something so very
different about him and... Well, you never really forget your first
crush, no matter how crushing it was. Brett had remained top in my
fantasies, through every lonely night and even some of the
not-so-lonely nights. I said yes.

 


As it turns out, he was a
very good conversationalist. Actually, he kept getting me to talk
about me, and who doesn't like to talk about themselves, especially
when someone actually seems interested in what you have to say?
Every once in a while, I would get him to open up about himself. He
came from a small town I probably never heard of.
Wanna bet? He had stuck
around and done some J.C., then went right to work. "Strictly blue
collar stuff, like my old man." His voice trailed off as if the
memory wasn't a pleasant one. I didn't press. After that, he earned
an online degree in business, moved to the city and got himself a
good job. "I'm doing pretty well there, now. I like it, it suits
me." He had been here for about a year. "I didn't know this place
existed," he said. "I got off the bus one stop too late, today and
came across it just now while walking back to my
apartment."

 


"Oh?" I asked. "I come here all the
time."

 


"I'm going to have to stop by more often,"
he said, his smile making things stir and throb downstairs.

 


"Yeah," I said, my words
catching a bit. "I work close by and it's a nice place to stop
before I catch the bus home." Damn it! Why
did he have to turn out so good? It was
clear that he worked out. He was always on the strong side but he
had gotten quite buff since I last saw him. He dressed a whole lot
better, too. That was definitely a tailored suit. "I'm having a
real good time, talking to you," he continued.

 


"Me too," I said, in all honesty. There was
that smile again. I swear, he did that on purpose.

 


"I was hoping that maybe you'd like to
continue this conversation elsewhere." I instantly knew where this
was going. To be truthful, I loved the man in front of me, the one
who thought I was Sasha. He was the boy that I had fallen in love
with all those years ago, the one I could never tell. The one,
though, that I hoped could fall in love with me. If it hadn't been
for all those years in-between, I could have easily said yes. But
those were really bad years. I made up my mind that I would have to
say no. "I was thinking we could go back to my place." He said it
so boldly, he was sure of himself. He didn't try to hide it like he
just thought of it and I would probably say no but I would find
that cutesy look he would give me to be adorable so I would say
yes. He didn't do that. He didn't hem or haw. He just said it like
he really, really meant it.

 


"I'd love to," I said, just
as assured. What the hell? What happened
to no? A girl can change her mind, can't she?

 


His apartment was indeed very close. It had
almost been a wonder that I hadn't run into him before. And it was
very nice. Clean and well decorated. It was definitely a man's
apartment but it wasn't the standard bachelor's pad that I was used
to being in. Brett had definitely come along way from the boy I
knew.

 


He wasted no time, offering me a drink. I
said I'd love one, ordering my favorite. He chuckled as he headed
to his bar. I had to ask him what was so funny. "You girls and your
vodka and cranberry," he said. I smiled. Yes, it was almost a
standard drink for young women my age. Also, he thought of me as a
girl. That was a win.

 


Brett gave me the nickel tour of the place,
not that there was much to see of it. I noticed he only had a
couple of photos on display. One of his mother and one of him and
his mother, both from back in the day. No pictures of his dad or
anyone else. I have to say, I got a little misty-eyed when I saw
the one with his mom. She was a gruff, opinionated woman but she
was always nice to me. I picked it up and looked at it closely. "Is
this your mom," I asked. "She looks like a good woman."

 


"She is," he said. His use
of the present tense made me happy. He held out his hand and I
placed the photo in it. He smiled in a way that reminded me of my
best friend, the one I had thought gone forever. "She's the
best." I'll say. It was a moment of tenderness and it made me very weak. Before
me was the man that I always had hoped would be with me and he was
good and fine. After he set the picture down, he turned to me as if
to say something, then appeared to change his mind. I was about to
ask him what he was going to say, but then he was kissing
me.

 


So I closed my eyes and kissed him back. I
was kissing him! The man who had been the object of my dreams for
so long! My heart pounded and my breath went shallow. Even though I
knew it to be true, I still had trouble believing it. I parted my
lips and his tongue found mine. They played together like two old
friends. His strong arms embraced me and I returned his hug. His
hands roamed down my back, over the luscious curves of my jean-clad
buttocks.

 


My hands slid over his ass, a little
rounder, though masculinely so, then I remember and much firmer. He
had indeed been working out. His hard abs felt good against my
breasts, which felt even better as he gave them a nice, hard
squeeze. I moaned into his mouth, then clawed at his rock-hard
pecs, my thumbs finding his nipples and giving them a nice
run-over. Now it was his turn to moan into my mouth.

 


Still kissing me, across my face and down my
neck, he ran his hands back down. It was a move I was familiar
with. My spidey-senses tingling, so to speak, I reached back and
stopped him. Without a word, he moved back up. A moment later, he
was back and I blocked him. Things were going too well, I didn't
want him discovering my secret. On the third try, I extricated
myself, pushing him away. "No," I said, panting. I had done this
many times before and I never learned, putting myself into a
dangerous situation every time. This, however, was so much harder
than any of them had been. "No," I repeated. "I... I can't."

 


He was panting, too, looking very surprised.
He eyed me over real quick and I did the same to him. "You don't
want to...?" he asked. Oh, Lord did I ever. But I was in a very
tough spot. I felt like just about anything I said would be the
wrong thing. And did he ever look good... Jeez, that lump in his
pants... I felt all sorts of aches and longings downstairs.

 


"It's..."
Think, Sasha... THINK! "It's too soon." That was good. "Too soon. We're getting too
carried away."

 


Brett shrugged. "We both want it," he said.
That was an understatement! I couldn't let this go any further,
though. "How about I make it just about you?" he asked.

 


OH. MY. GAAAAWD! Just what every girl wants
to hear. Sure, it's about as sincere as "just the tip," but it at
least sounds better. I just had that one six-inch problem...

 


"I... I can't..." I could see the
heartbreak, I was losing him. He had changed. The Brett I knew from
the last few years of school probably would have said I was just
saying that and force himself on me. At least that was the way I
felt. And often fantasized... "I could make it..." I said. I
couldn't believe I was about to say this but I really, really
wanted him. I just needed more time. "I could make it just about
you."
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