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Kelly Fontaine had spent nineteen years learning how to hide.

Not in the obvious ways. She wasn't the girl who ate lunch alone in the bathroom stall or who faded into the wallpaper at parties. Quite the opposite. Kelly was magnetic. Tall, five foot eight, with dark hair that fell in loose waves past her shoulders and green eyes that caught light in a way that made people look twice. Three times. She filled out a pair of jeans the way magazines pretended was normal but never actually was. Her waist was narrow and her hips generous, and her breasts, a full EE cup, were the kind that drew stares from men and women alike, whether she wanted them or not.

She didn't want them.

Stares meant attention. Attention meant scrutiny. Scrutiny meant risk.

Because Kelly Fontaine had a secret. One she'd been guarding since the day she was born in a small delivery room at Mercy General. Her mother, Sandra, had wept when the doctor told them. Not from sadness. From fear. Fear of what the world would do to her baby girl.

Kelly was intersex. A futanari, if you wanted to be specific about it. Born with all the soft curves and beauty of a woman, and between her legs, along with everything else, a cock. Eight inches when hard. She'd measured it once, at fifteen, locked in her bathroom at two in the morning, face burning, a ruler pressed against the base while she cursed herself for even caring.

She cared.

Three people in the world knew. Her mother. Her father, who'd left when Kelly was seven, not because of her condition but because he was a coward about most things in life and fatherhood was just one more. And Dr. Rhea Patterson, the endocrinologist who'd monitored her since puberty hit like a freight train and turned everything complicated.

Growing up was a minefield. Elementary school was manageable. Kids didn't notice much. By middle school, the landscape shifted. Girls started changing together before gym class. Slumber parties happened. Pool parties. Every invitation became a calculation. How do I change without anyone seeing? What if the shorts are too tight? What if I get hard?

That last one was the real terror. Because puberty didn't care about her secrets. Puberty had its own agenda. Around twelve, her body started betraying her with a regularity that bordered on cruel. Morning erections that pressed against her underwear. Random hardons in the middle of math class, in line at the grocery store, sitting next to someone pretty on the bus. She developed a system. Tight compression underwear, two sizes too small, purchased online using her mother's credit card. Loose fitting bottoms when possible. A hoodie tied around the waist for emergencies. And a constant, grinding awareness of her own body that never, ever switched off.

She learned to sit with her legs crossed. Learned to angle her hips away when hugging someone. Learned to carry a bag in front of her when she walked through the halls. She became an architect of concealment, building her entire life around one central pillar. Nobody can know.

High school was worse and better. Worse because hormones were relentless. Better because she'd gotten good at the game. She played volleyball. Lettered in it, actually. She changed in the bathroom stall while the other girls stripped down freely in the locker room. Nobody questioned it. Some girls were modest. It wasn't unusual. She wore her compression shorts under her uniform and prayed nothing shifted wrong during a dive.

Then Melissa happened.

Melissa Chambers transferred to Ridgeview High sophomore year. She walked into Kelly's AP English class on a Tuesday in October wearing ripped jeans and a vintage band tee, her auburn hair piled in a messy bun, and she dropped into the empty desk next to Kelly like she'd always been there.

"This teacher's gonna be boring, isn't he."

Not a question. A statement. Kelly looked over at the new girl with the freckled nose and the brown eyes that had gold flecks in them, and something inside her chest seized up.

"Mr. Alderman? He's... yeah. He's boring."

"Figured." Melissa kicked her feet up on the book rack under the desk. "I'm Melissa."

"Kelly."

"Cool. We're friends now."

And that was it. No negotiation. No slow courtship of acquaintanceship. Melissa decided they were friends the way she decided everything, with a cheerful blunt force that left no room for argument. Kelly, who had always kept people at a careful distance, found herself pulled into Melissa's orbit before she could mount a defense.

They were inseparable within a month. Melissa was everything Kelly wasn't. Loud where Kelly was measured. Spontaneous where Kelly was calculated. She said whatever crossed her mind, laughed too loud in quiet rooms, danced badly and didn't care who watched. She was five foot four with a body that curved in all the right places, smaller breasted than Kelly but with an ass that she was proud of and mentioned often, usually in the context of how great it looked in whatever she was wearing. Her confidence was almost obscene. She'd strip down to her bra in Kelly's bedroom to try on outfits, toss her shirt across the room without a second thought, bend over to shimmy into jeans while Kelly sat on the bed pretending to look at her phone.

Pretending.

God, the pretending.

Because Kelly was attracted to Melissa. From day one. From the moment she sat down and declared them friends. It started as a warmth in her chest whenever Melissa laughed. Evolved into a tightness in her stomach when Melissa leaned close. By junior year it was a full blown ache that lived inside her ribs and pulsed whenever Melissa touched her, which was constantly, because Melissa was a toucher. Hands on arms. Fingers braiding Kelly's hair. Head on Kelly's shoulder during movies. Once, at a sleepover, she'd rolled over in her sleep and pressed her entire body against Kelly's back, one arm slung over her waist, her breath warm on Kelly's neck.

Kelly didn't sleep that night. She lay rigid, terrified, her cock thickening against her compression shorts, pressing into the mattress, and she counted backward from a thousand while reciting the periodic table in her head until the sun came up.

The attraction was a problem on two levels. First, there was the obvious. If she ever acted on it, the truth would come out. You couldn't get intimate with someone and hide eight inches of anatomy. Second, and this one hurt more, she didn't even know if Melissa liked girls. Melissa dated boys. Not many, and never seriously, but the evidence pointed in one direction. She'd had a boyfriend junior year, Anthony Trevino, a good looking idiot on the basketball team who lasted four months before Melissa got bored. She'd gone on a handful of dates senior year, each ending the same way. Fun enough. Nothing special.

"I don't know what I'm looking for," Melissa said once, lying upside down on Kelly's bed, her legs up the wall and her hair fanning across the carpet. "Like, I want that feeling, you know? Where your stomach drops and you can't think straight and you just want to be around someone all the time."

Kelly, sitting in her desk chair with a textbook she wasn't reading, swallowed hard. "Yeah. I know."

"Have you ever had that?"

Every day. Every single day. "Not really."

Melissa tilted her head to look at her. "You never date anyone, Kel. Guys ask you out all the time."
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