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  Content Warning:



This story contains sexuality, rude humor, bullying, fear, and violence. It also contains a scene leading up to but not showing a sexual assault. This wasn’t written for gratuity or titillation. If you are uncomfortable with this, which is understandable, I suggest moving on to the next story in the series, The She Devil.



Note to readers about the term Grade 13 or the 13th Grade:



I am an author from the United States, and we only have twelve grades in our public schools. I knew nothing about Canada's 13th grade until my editor mentioned it. This does not reference anything in real life. I know next to nothing about other countries' education systems. If you think that this is commenting on something specific in real-life politics, it does not. I work with general ideas and do my best to stay away from politics.
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  EPISODE -46

The Dodgeball Game


4910 AD

It’s not that Randall wasn’t impressed with the physical prowess required to play sports—it’s that he didn’t care. Nor did he get the “jock” culture. It was all perplexing to him, not that he needed to understand. It was just one entry on a long list of things about life that eluded him. However, what Randall understood was the beauty of the human form. Sports were an excellent opportunity to get an exciting eyeful. 
Rich “The Slam-man” zigged when he should’ve zagged and then was beaned across the head by the red blur of a dodgeball. Spinning, slobber knocked from his mouth, he instantly dropped into the water, bulging muscles, banana-hammock and all. His cheerleader Jessica, on the frosted glass platform above and behind him, stopped jumping up and down in the gymnasium’s spotlights. Her big boobs continued bouncing as she threw her hands over her mouth. Randall approved—on both accounts.
The crowd went wild as The Slam-man flailed in the water. Randall chuckled.
The great thing about dodgeball season was that it flaunted every bulgy and/or jiggly bit of what he wanted to see, well—not every bit—but most of it. Dodgeball, of course, is the typical gym game that everyone was subjected to. Two players enter. One player leaves—wet. Matches were short but intense, as only one point is ever scored, then the loser’s platform is yanked out from under them, dumping them into the pool.
Randall once heard, in an elementary school history lesson, that dodgeball was an ancient game. Not much is known of how exactly it was played before The Great Dying, but it had evolved since. Apparently, at one point, the crowds and cheerleaders weren’t protected from missed shots by a fully enclosed glasstonium court. A fact that Randall only recalled because it was the first time one of his teachers had glossed over a question that he’d raised. He didn’t ask about dodgeball in the oldie days. He’d asked about how long ago that was and with an easy smile the teacher had replied, “Very.” Then moved on with the lesson. None of the other students thought that it was odd.
“Oh, here it comes...” Gunter laughed, stuffing a handful of buttery popcorn into his mouth. “I’ve been waiting for this one! The bastard tripped me in the hall earlier...”
The Slam-man swam to the edge of the dodgeball court, where its door led out to the crowd.
“GET YOUR BUTT OUT HERE, YOU WET LOSER!”  Came a shriek over the crowd’s din.
As usual, students, families, and faculty went wild, grabbing their buckets. Randall couldn’t tell if this part was in the rules or some sort of inexplicable tradition.
The victor, Laila, jumped up and down. Her long muscular form gleamed in the spotlights as she pointed down at him. Randall couldn’t make out what she was yelling over the tumultuous crowd. It seemed to him that she was mocking The Slam-man’s heritage—or his butt. He didn’t know and honestly didn’t care. Sports, right?
Backlit by the setting sun burning through windows near the ceiling, Jamaal, her cheerleader, bounced and danced, shaking his pompoms. “YAY!”
“Look, Mommy, he’s gonna make a run for it!” some little kid squealed from the nearby sea of fervent fans.
Randall shook his head, chuckling a dry, “Wow...”
The Slam-man opened the dodgeball court’s door, glanced around, and then made a break for the gym’s exit. The crowd brought up their buckets, pulling out preposterously jumbo-sized sponges, waiting for him to get close enough to pelt. “Run, you jerk, run!” Gunter laughed, slapping his knee, popcorn spilling everywhere. And run The Slam-man did—into an undulating hailstorm of sponges sopping in brightly colored waters. Green, purple, and orange burst off him as he ran, arms covering his head, but he should’ve covered his banana hammock. One sponge, soaked in red, struck with an echoing SPAK! right in the junk. “OH!” Randall winced, cringing as Gunter roared with laughter. It looked like one of those old safari movies that played late at night, like some bizarre horror outside of the safety of the Dome had just blasted off his package. Randall spotted the old lady who'd thrown the sponge. She pointed, laughing red-faced as the hairy guy next to her raised his hand up for a high five, and to Randall’s surprise, she took it! “What th’ hell...” He shook his head, marveling at the crowd’s thirst for inflicting humiliation and symbolic blood.
The Slam-man made it through the door, wobble-kneed, holding his freshly mashed potato-sling in shame.
“Oh, here it comes!” Gunter craned his neck, watching Jessica still cringing from the blow to the Slam-man’s... pride.
Violence wasn’t Randall’s thing, though he didn’t mind seeing some of their bullies publicly humiliated. He far preferred this next part, far more so because Jessica had the kind of body that numbed his mind.
The crowds were always friendlier to the cheerleaders. Boy or girl, it didn’t matter. Everyone knew it wasn’t their fault they’d lost.
Randall couldn’t ever get his mind wrapped around cheerleaders. It’s not that he had anything against them; he just didn’t understand their function. They didn’t actually lead any cheering, as far as he could tell. The crowd did or didn’t cheer on their own accord. They didn’t participate in the game in any way that he could see, aside from distracting the other player. Was that it? If so, that seemed—inappropriate?—though understandable, as he, like Gunter, found Jessica very distracting.
If they weren’t there to cheerlead, if that was indeed a real thing, and not to participate in the game—were they there for the crowd’s entertainment?! That possibility seemed categorically unsavory! Yet... he scrutinized the crowd. If the cheerleaders were there to be eye-groped, then being mean to them seemed—ungrateful? He scratched his head. That would explain why the crowd was nicer to them, but that still didn’t seem right. Well, nothing about this seemed right, really.
Randall knew why he was there. Being a lonely weirdo, watching people his own age... he knew it was creepy, yet it made sense to him. They were all roughly the same age. But the crowd? These were adults watching teens in skimpy outfits, bouncing.
That can’t be right. The more he thought about it, the stranger it seemed. He felt that he must be mistaken. But, if so, what was the purpose of a cheerleader? And why else would so many fully grown adults cheer so hard at teens bouncing in swimsuits? It seemed to Randall that he was missing something, like he always did, about way too much.
As Jessica climbed down the chrome ladder off her cheering perch, past the collapsed platform where The Slam-man had been, there were whistles from the crowd. Randall couldn’t look away. Her body was heavenly. She was curvy and plump in all the right places and was undoubtedly one of the most bra-tastically endowed girls in school. Large breasts held a special place in his heart... Well, big chests in general, really.
When she got to the bottom of the ladder, she readied herself to do a power walk to the doors. Randall figured it was for the best. He’d seen some slip and hurt themselves. As much as he was pretty sick of most of these people, he didn’t want to see anyone hurt. Especially such a curvaceous example of soft femininity. Even if she was one of the girls who looked down on him—sneering—whispering to the other girls, who laughed at him too.
The crowd raised their buckets, splashing her with a rainbow of colors. They cheered as she skittered out through the doors laughing. To Randall, it was a real feast for lonely and curious eyes. But—he shook his head, feeling the incredulous smirk pulling itself sharply to one side—why was it happening?
Gunter cheered as Randall leaned over. “Why do you think they do that?”
Gunter shrugged. “Who cares?!”
“It’s humiliating, right?”
“It is what it is. Besides, it can’t be worse than what we go through every day.” Gunter shot him an incredulous side glance.
“True...”
The announcer, a mainstay in the community who always donated his time, stepped out. His name was Mr. Fisher? Or was that Fletcher? Randall couldn’t recall and had never before paid attention to anything he’d said outside of announcing who would be gawked at next. But after attending a number of these Friday night gawkathons in the school’s gym, he’d just noticed an odd pattern. Maybe that wasn’t the right word for it? Anyways, just as the announcer began to speak, his step paused and, with a gentle jerk, his hand came up bringing the microphone to his mouth as he engaged his vocal cords, voice ringing out over the din. That in itself wasn’t the weird part. He probably had been doing this for who knows how long; he was wrinkly and steely-haired after all. Habit was likely at play, but what was odd was that it was more than that, like someone had recorded him then rewound him and hit play. To Randall’s recollection it seemed the same—step paused—gentle jerk—hand bringing the microphone to his mouth—voice echoing out—over and over. It was like the weird tick-tocking of some ancient clock that he only just now noticed on this Friday night as the crowd boiled and Gunter thrust his hand into the waxy, red striped bag of popcorn.
Randall shook his head. Now wasn’t the time for observations. Now was the time for fun.
“I think this is the last round...” Gunter stuffed a handful into his mouth.
The crowd started chanting: “BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
Randall stretched, watching the student fund raisers run out with fresh buckets and sponges, selling them to anyone in the crowd who waved money at them. As always, demand was high. It’s not like the school needed the money, it was all a part of instilling the virtue of self-reliance. “Uh, yeah. It’s the main—match?—er, whatever?”
“Tracy?” Gunter smiled, putting down his popcorn.
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
Randall grinned, nodding. “Tracy aaand The Beef.”
Gunter shook his head. “The Beef is such an asshole.”
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
“Yeah...” Randall relented, then grinned. “Gotta great build and a helluva package on him, though.”
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
“Again,” Gunter chuckled, playfully shouldering him, “not into guys. Congratulations, by the way, on not calling it a ‘Beef Package.’“
“Your loss.” Randall cocked his head, smirking. “Beef Package—I might have to use that.” He chuckled, listening to the announcer’s voice echoing over the crowd, declaring their opponents. “Ew!” He rolled his eyes. “Fug and Timmy. That makes three boys and only one girl.”
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
“Fug!” Gunter scoffed.
“I know!”
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
“AND Timmy! I hate that pretty little snot—he throws gum at me—and laughs...” Gunter shook his head, mouth pressed into a straight line.
“Yeah—he’s a jerk and not really my type either—too girlish...”
“BEEF! BEEF! BEEF!”
Gunter shouldered him playfully. “You’re too girlish!”
Randall nodded, relenting, then looked down at himself. He’d grown some more this year, but he was still thin, smaller than most of the guys—and a little effeminate—apparently? Somehow, that earned him the nickname “Pussy boy.” He didn’t get why exactly, just another entry on that long list. But it didn’t matter why as much as how it was said. “Pussy boy” was spat with cruelty and often followed by a shove or a glob of mucus hocked
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