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Written by Natalie Smulders

"Kathy! Are you even listening?" Jenny asked. I was lost, spaced out of the conversation again, but she didn’t ask me what I was thinking about. She probably already knew.

"What?" I asked.

"Are you going to break up with Chris?" Was I going to break up with Chris? The answer should have been obvious by now, but still, I hesitated.

“What do you think I should do?"

"Leave him, of course," She suggested. "Sure, he's gorgeous, but he's also an asshole. Like seriously, after what he did today... you deserve better."

“What did he do now?” Julie joined in. She was absent from school, so she probably had no idea. Either that or she just wanted to hear about it from me.

"I ended up in Mr. Adkins's office," I said.

"What happened?" Julie asked curiously. Maybe she really didn’t have any idea. Either that or she just wanted to hear about it from me.

"He gave me a big speech about personal safety, the school's reputation, blah fucking blah. He said he'd let me off with a warning this time, but I'd be expelled and even charged if it ever happens again," I explained.

“If what happened again?” Before I could answer that question, Jenny interrupted and explained it in my stead.

“Didn’t you hear?” she went on to explain how practically everyone in the school now had a picture of me completely naked.

"Well, you shouldn't have done it," Julie said. As if the regret wasn’t clear enough on my face already.

"I didn't think Chris was going to send it to every one of his friends and that those motherfuckers were going to make it viral,” my friends looked at me both terrified and worried. “I'm sorry, it's just... I'm pissed that I was the one that got called to the principal’s office but not Chris. He was instead getting high-fives from other guys in the hall,” I didn’t add the fact that it was hard to hold back tears.

I also didn’t tell them how I stormed at him and even though he apologized, I slapped him as hard as I could. Then I broke up with him on the spot and left. The slap was satisfying but far from enough as the photo was still on the internet whereas his cheeks were probably healed by now.

“You didn’t do anything wrong. You are nineteen and he’s even older, and it’s not like you’re the one who sent it out, it was Chris,” Julie protested. Little did she know for how long I’ve been saying those exact words to the principal. All he knows, or cares, is that I'm a slut whose pictures inevitably ended up in the hands of minors.

I knew no charge against me could stand up in court, but the principal had threatened ME, and not Chris. Another reason was because Chris was one of his favorite students. Mr. Adkins was there when I slapped him and when he warned me in the hallway, I told him to go fuck himself in the canteen.

It hit him hard, too hard since he was rumored to be fucking the old canteen lady. It turned out to be just a rumor but a damn popular one. It did the trick and pissed him off. It may have been the reason why he chose to be on Chris’s side. It felt like I didn’t have enough enemies so I was making more and more myself.

"Fuck Chris. Fuck him," Jenny said.

"Don't worry about him," Julie said calmly. "You can have any other guy you want on campus."

"Except our boyfriends," Jenny joked. It made me smile a bit.

"They'll be lining up at the door to fuck you. And you can choose whoever you want.”

“Not everyone,” I added. A part of me still missed Chris.

“The ones who won’t be in the line, are the same ones who never stood a chance,” Jenny said.

"Like Sam!" Julie chuckled, trying to make the mood lighter. It didn’t work, both of them burst into laughter while I just stayed silent. "He's so ugly," Sam is one of the nicer nerd guys from Canada. He’s too nice and mostly known to be somewhat of an overweight introvert.

"Imagine what he would smell like..." they kept talking, no longer caring whether I was even listening or not. It wasn’t new. In our group, one of the best ways to feel better about yourself was to rant about others. Only this time it didn’t work. Not that it worked that well for me before anyway.

"You know what they say about-" I couldn’t take it.

"Shut the fuck up, will you?" I shouted, startling both of them and then stormed out of the room without another word.

I sat on the bus like the depressed teen that I was. My knees were folded up to my chest. My skirt was so short that my panties were visible to anyone who cared to look, but I didn’t care. I thought of what Julie had said. That I can get any other guy I want.

I’m slender with a well-shaped figure and flexible enough to attract plenty of male attention. I had never really minded, in fact had often enjoyed, guys whistling at me in the halls or making complimentary remarks about my legs or ass or breasts, as long as they weren’t taking it too far.

I walked into the hallway and remembered back when I slapped Chris. He always took me for granted and violated my privacy without my permission, just like yesterday. Chris hadn’t asked me, he had just done it. And I was the one who had gotten in trouble, not him.

He made me look like a total slut and I realized that I was proving him right as two guys commented at me, “Hey! Look at those legs!” with my lips rosy red with lipstick, long well-combed hair, a tight blue blouse and an especially revealing shirt and skirt that gave a generous view of the top half of my breasts and thighs as if I were a model walking on a ramp instead of a student in college, I felt like... it’s time for a little change. I ignored the boys staring at my hourglass body and went to the washroom, washing out all the makeup. Look simple for once. No more looking for a fling to flirt with and fuck with and then repeat the cycle with no new change.

They’ll line up for me and soon they’ll become objects to put in me, just sex toys who existed just for fucking and nothing more, too boring. What did I mean to them? And what did they mean to me? Were they real people, or just cocks to suck? I love sucking cocks. But after what Chris had done, it was time for a break.

"You're going to work in pairs for this project," droned Mr. Glover, the history teacher. "You have to research and present this to the class one week from today," He began announcing pairs of students, among them, "Kathy, with Sam," not bad since I was looking for a change anyway.

It was time I talked with someone who didn’t spend too much time in the gym and too less time in actual studies. The casual discrimination that both Julie and Jenny did when they brought Sam into the conversation yesterday, returned to my mind. I looked at him. He didn’t look that ugly, slightly fat but not that much of a turn-off. He may not have abs, but he was far from being obese. He was very nice too, which made their remarks cruel and unnecessary.

He wasn’t like most guys I’d met. Unlike them, who bragged about everything, even the smaller achievements and just wouldn’t stop talking, Sam was mostly quiet and listened. He had an aura of mystery around him. I realized how rarely I had paid attention to him.

I asked him more about himself just out of curiosity, and he was really sweet about his achievements, he didn’t brag despite some really impressive accomplishments, like taking the school’s trivia team and taking it to the state championships single-handedly.

He’s always had the top grades in almost every class since he was in middle school. He also lost a friend a year ago and ever since then has struggled to make new ones. I didn’t know his friend just like how I didn’t know the rest of his qualities.

Sam had won several prizes for debating and public speaking, which surprised me the most since he seems so shy, rarely talking to anyone unless they talked to him first, and even then in a quiet, scared voice most of the time. New friends here were like customers, only talking to him when they needed something.

He wasn’t too different from others, though. Like most guys, Sam spent a lot of time glued to his phone, but he wasn’t swapping pictures of girls or checking out the latest TV episodes or sports scores.

He was constantly reading e-books, which include more than just comics and some self-help books. And it showed. The guy had incredible knowledge about a lot of things, he was basically a computer.

I barely had to use Google when working with him on the project. When I was discussing the project with him, few people bothered to approach us except to ask him for help with their homework, as if he was the teacher.

I had never needed this, as I was a decent student myself but after witnessing Sam generously help plenty of them in front of me with the unlimited knowledge that he had, I felt as though I barely knew anything. Jenny, who had just called him ugly in front of me, came for help with the project work. He talked to her in the same monotone he used with everyone, but even more quietly.

I remember thinking muscles were sexy. I guess brain muscles count too as the more I remembered about our collaboration the more I liked him. I kept going back to the time we were researching in the library. I found myself impressed by how fast Sam's mind worked, flashing from topic to topic yet never losing sight of their core argument.

His voice got stronger and more confident when he talked about familiar topics. Not to mention, he had a surprisingly deep voice. Sitting close I also noticed that he smelled pretty good. I wanted to ask what scent he used but thought better. Why turn the conversation awkward, at least for him. It wasn’t awkward until...

"Nice photo, Kathy!" some stranger commented walking past us in the hallway, a smirk on his face.

"Is he your next photographer?" snickered another a few minutes later. Sam ignored them at first, but eventually his curiosity was aroused.

"What are they talking about?" he asked.

"Didn't you see the picture of me?" I asked, unsure if he was being serious. I had really thought that everyone in school knew about it.

"What picture?" he asked and I knew that as much as I am glad that he doesn’t know about it. Someone will tell him and he’ll find it eventually. For some reason, I didn’t want him to find out about it from anyone else but me.

"This picture," I glanced around to make sure no one was looking, and then whipped out my phone, tapped on the gallery icon and passed it over. There, in all its glory, was the selfie I'd sent to Chris, as naked as the day I was born.

"Th...That's you," he stammered, looking back and forth at me and my picture.

"Of course it's me. Who else would it be?"

"I...I haven't seen it before."

“Well, I figured you might as well,” I said. There was an awkward silence between us. Finally, I broke the ice. "I sent it to my boyfriend," I explained. "But, of course, he had to forward it on to his friends, and they forwarded it to their friends, and so on to literally everyone."

"Everyone except me," Sam smiled. “Not that I was asking for it,” he added, still smiling. He had a great smile.

"So what do you think of it?" I couldn’t help but ask.

"I...I think you looked very beautiful," It felt unusual when he said it. I’ve been called hot, sexy, a babe, diva, gorgeous but very rarely if ever, have I been called the simple word beautiful. It had a poetic touch to it and I really felt it.

"Maybe they should have sent it to you instead of the principal," I said, trying to sound nice, but I couldn’t mask the bitterness in my voice.

"You and your boyfriend got in trouble with the principal?" he asked and looked at me oddly impressed, as if I was a badass.

"Ex-boyfriend, now. And only I got in trouble. Not him. They even threatened to go to the police."

"On what charge?"

"Distributing pornography to minors."

"Your ex-boyfriend was a minor?"

"No, he wasn't, but a lot of the folks who got the photo were."

"But that's not your fault. It's not like you knew what he was going to do with it."

"Exactly! You are literally one of the few people to see this from my point of view," I could have just kissed him for that. I slept thinking about it. I never thought I’d think about Sam in bed, right before I went to sleep.

Next day, we had an assembly at the end of the school day. I’ve always had mixed feelings about assemblies. Those put on by the student council were often interesting, if not at least bearable. There were usually at least some genuinely good dance numbers featuring hot guys or girls eager to show off.

Those put on by faculty, however, were naturally dull lectures, strictly warning about responsibility, carefulness, and other apparently lost virtues. This was the latter one. I sat down near the end of the auditorium.

The sight of my shapely legs was usually enough to bring at least one hopeful guy to sit beside me, but no such thing today since my skirt was much longer. I didn’t mind being alone for a change.

I could see Sam sitting at the very front though. Ironically enough, he was also somewhat lonely. The principal entered the stage and I already knew this was bad news for me since he made a small but brief eye contact with me.

"Before we begin," his brooding deep voice droned, "I'd like to make an announcement. Recently, a young lady sent out a picture of an inappropriate nature..." Oh fuck. He was seriously going to do this? I thought but little did I know, My nightmare has just begun. He raised the remote to the projector and switched it on.

An image came up on the screen, nicely blown up, so everyone could see it. School assemblies were not renowned for their ability to shock a student, but this was an extraordinary exception. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

There it was; the picture I had sent to Chris. It was blurred, of course, showing only my face and the top of my shoulders, but from the sly giggles and glances spreading throughout the auditorium, I knew everyone was thinking of the original.

"We have warned all of you before, especially the young ladies, that taking pictures like this is very immature, very foolish, and very irresponsible..."

My fingers curled into fists and my face twisted into a snarl, my stomach twisted into a knot. I wanted to scream. So it was not enough to call me out in his office, he had to... he just had to humiliate me in front of every teacher and every student in the school despite knowing that I wasn’t the only one to blame? So far he’d barely even mentioned Chris.

I was just about to leave when someone stood up, his hand in the air. It took the Principal's attention and mine too. Before this, I hadn’t appreciated how tall he was. I stopped in my tracks as I realized it was Sam.

"Yes, Sheldon?"

"Sam."

“Excuse me?”

“My name is Sam.”

"Yes, Sam."

"May I ask where you got the photograph from?"

"What are you implying, Sam?"

"I'm just trying to ask, if the lady in the picture sent you that photo herself?" The audience started twittering as they realized the implications.

"Another student, who shall remain nameless for the sake of this conversation, sent me the photo," the principal replied, his voice getting less and less deep as the opposite happened to Sam.

"Kathy sent that photo to her boyfriend, did she not?" Sam asked. "How did this other student come into possession of it?"

The principal's face reddened. "That is none of your business."

Sam did not budge. "I would like an answer to the question, sir." The room went quiet. You didn’t speak to school officials like that. Of all the bodybuilders and athletes our school had, the nerd happened to be the bravest.

"I am not answerable to you, and I would like you to sit down and let this assembly continue," the principal snapped back.

Sam stood there, an expression of calm maturity in his face. "A photo of this kind is naturally private. If it fell into anyone's hands other than the one Kathy had entrusted it to, which is a betrayal of that trust. It is that individual who should be chastised, not Kathy. Not to mention exposing one’s privacy without their permission also has some legal issues. As I’m sure you’d know," the crowd went on a loud ohhh! The principal was red and silent. He was about to speak something when Sam interrupted him, “If someone takes a photograph of you right now, with the projector by your side and puts it on the internet, it won’t sit well with both the girl’s parents and the justice system along with a ton of angry feminists since I’m pretty sure you don’t have the rights to just display it here like this,” as if on cue several students took out their phones and started to take pictures.

The principal quickly turned off the projector and stared at Sam, who still was calm, which made him look like a complete badass whereas Mr. Adkins struggled to speak.

"See me after school, Sal," was all he said as he walked down the stage and walked past everyone.

"Perhaps you should learn to pronounce student’s names properly before you try to threaten them, sir. And perhaps you should place blame where it belongs, instead of rushing to judgment on the innocent party. Someone like you accusing a girl of age won’t sit well with the press when they’ll see your picture on social media."

The principal stared. "This assembly is dismissed, EVERYONE BACK TO THEIR CLASSROOMS!" He shouted loudly yet Sam still had his poker face on. The pictures are bound to be on the internet, no matter what. It’s the internet after all.

I spent the rest of the day in shock. They'd all described Sam as a shy nerd, some even called him a loser, but I couldn’t believe the fearlessness with which he’d confronted the principal.

Most students would have glanced down at the floor, or retreated to a shy quiet voice, when talking to someone in authority. Sam had been standing with total self-assurance and confidence. His voice had been loud enough to project across the large room, yet without sounding like a shout or bellow.

The combination of calmness and icy determination had been compelling. Was this how he did debating tournaments? No wonder he’d won so many prizes. Why was he so powerful in a confrontation, yet so shy and diffident when talking to girls? The answer was obvious.

He believed enough in his principles, he believed in his arguments, but he didn’t believe enough in himself. I wondered how many times he’d been dissed, or ignored, by comments and arrogance like those of my friends. I felt suddenly ashamed to have been part of that crowd.

They had called him ugly. But he wasn’t. It was true he didn’t stand out much. No one would choose him as a model, or look at him twice in a hallway, but if you looked at him long enough, he did start to appear a bit cute.

The next morning I found Sam coming out of the office. "Sam! I just wanted to say thank you for standing up for me," I told him and I meant every word.

"That's okay," he said. But I noticed his confidence and stance had somewhat weakened since the last time I saw him. His shoulders were once again hunched in, his eyes shifty, his voice quiet. "But we can't work on the presentation now. I have detention."

"Shit," I replied. He had given some more verbal blows and brought out legal opinions. He couldn’t have been suspended since what he said or did wasn’t legally wrong, but he was still sent to detention.

Then an idea occurred to me. If we can’t do it here, we can do it in my house. "Why don’t you come over to my house after you’re done? I'll wait for you," This would be safe enough. My parents wouldn’t be back from their jobs for a while and it’s not like I have any siblings to interrupt us. He looked up at me, an expression of uncertainty on his face. I went on, "We could finish the research there. Then we have all week to get the presentation ready," I was careful to avoid putting on the flirty tone I’d normally use.

"Let me ask my parents," he replied. This took me back. He was not a kid. Why did he need permission? But he had already dialed. "Yes, it's a girl. No, no, no, it's not like that," he was saying, casting uncomfortable glances at me. "Okay," he agreed.

"All the notes are on your laptop right?" I asked as he talked on the phone. He nodded. "Don’t worry, I won’t look at your email," I assured him. I kept my word... almost.

I didn’t look into his browser or email but there was a point when I just looked at the folders and hovered the arrow over them. Accidently, a file entitled ‘Games’ was shown to be 186 GB. I got curious as to what games he played. There were only 9 games. One of them was named ‘New Folder’ whereas others had actual game names. Sam really did operate in a different league, even with his pervy side.

There was a folder just named hardcore but little did I know of how extreme some of those were. The folders had subfolders inside other subfolders. He clearly liked to organize everything.

There were even some fetishes with unfamiliar names that I could’ve only guessed. BDSM was something I always thought I recognized, but the subfolders he had, threw me for a loop. Now I don’t know if I know anything I ever knew about sex. There was a subfolder entitled ‘watersports’ I have no idea what it is but I’m going to guess it probably doesn’t have anything to do with swimming.

By teenage standards, I counted myself very experienced sexually, but Sam clearly had things to teach me, at least in theory. I had always been into horny, passionate guys, but the biggest drawback was that they were likely to be selfish, dishonest, or aggressive. Sam's politeness, honesty, and intelligence had already drawn me in, but knowing that his simple exterior disguised powerful, even primitive hunger, the thought drove me wild.

Girls like me usually ignore him, but now, I don’t think it’s possible. Not that I needed his porn collection to remember him. He stood up for me, that was the biggest gesture anyone in school has ever done for me. The asshole principal is soon going to lose his job because of Sam. I figured I owed him some favors.

I could make at least some of his dreams come true! Surely he must have noticed my legs and tits. He even has seen me naked, even if just in a picture. I shut down the laptop and waited for the detention to finish, which wasn’t as long as I had thought. My mind was occupied with all that I had seen in his folders.

I wanted to explore more but I just backed off. There’s a time and place for things like these. I just wanted to thank him the way no one had probably thanked him before.

I pulled off my usual tricks on our way home. Walking to the bus stop, I hurried ahead of Sam, seemingly to catch the bus as if we were late, but really just to make sure he got a good view of my bare legs, bare even in the relatively cool weather as we sat together.

On the bus, I sat in the narrowest seat I could find; almost guaranteeing my body would be squished against Sam's. I leaned right onto him, so that my leg touched him from thigh to ankle, and some of my hair was on his shoulder.

Sneakily, I glanced at his zipper. I wanted to penetrate through that intellectual armor, to see that brilliant mind reduced to a slobbering male mess, cock spewing its roar into my body. I really wanted to see that side of him in action.

Sam's eyes bulged as he entered my room. He couldn’t stop staring at the walls, plastered with posters of skimpily dressed female celebrities. I smiled at his awkwardness.

The posters were there more for my guest’s benefit than my own. For similar reasons, I kept my underwear not hidden in a drawer, but hanging on a rack, in full public view, including a dildo.

I realized this may be too much for him to take in, since he wasn’t the traditional type of guy I brought, so I hid it and we continued work, but Sam's concentration was already cracking.

He'd stop talking halfway through a sentence and stare at me briefly, glancing from live girl to mini-skirted pop princess, then back to live girl in her PJs since I never really liked wearing my school dress at home. His eyes would make jumps to the lingerie rack that despite being closed was made of transparent plastic and back to my own rack.

"It's hot in here," I muttered. I unbuttoned the upper half of my top leaving my neck and top of the breasts exposed. Sam's breath came more heavily as he looked at me. His reaction fueled the stinging feeling already stirring in between my legs.

I started making excuses to touch him, putting my hands on his shoulders when looking at the screen, taking his hand to put it on top of the mouse, leaning forward so that my cheek was right beside his and my breasts brushed against his shoulder. We were nearly finished with the assignment but I had an assignment of my own, and I did not want to miss it. "Sam," I whispered, "Can I ask you something?"

“Um, sure,” he said, trying his best to not look at my breasts. I was positive he could see my bra.

"What did you really think of my photo?" He turned around in the chair to face me. I knew I was a provocative sight. My waist curved inward sweetly from my hips. Standing up, my legs were directly in front of him; my trousers were basically shorts, my shapely figure continuing all the way up to his cute face. I wasn’t standing straight, but posing in front of him, posing for him.

"Like I said before, you're very beautiful."

"Thank you. But I know you can do better than that."

"What do you mean?"

"I've seen your ‘gaming’ folder, buddy," I whispered. His eyes widened, making the fear in them profound.

"I... I was just..."

"Save your excuses, Sam," I interrupted his stutter. "There's nothing wrong with looking at porn. Every guy I know looks at porn. Hell, I even made porn. You saw it," Sam's face looked too precious for words, torn between lust and confusion. I found this highly amusing.

"But isn't...isn't porn degrading to women?"

"You've shown me today that you understand what really is and isn't degrading to women," I looked into his eyes again; a gentle, sweet smile appeared on my lips. I put my hands on his cheeks and started to lean in.

A sudden sense of déjà vu popped into my head. I had done this before, right? No, I had not. Guys had done it to me. They had gradually tried to win me over, flirting, making innuendos, touching, finally moving in like sharks for the first kiss, the first grope. Sam's shyness had reversed the gender roles. He was the passive one, I was the aggressor. It felt good to be on the other side of the fence. And this time I had the chance to do it right.

I kissed him softly, my lips wrestling with his, in the gentle way I always wished a guy would have done to me. His arms found their way around me, tight with hunger, holding onto me like a lifeline. The way he held me was new.

He didn’t try to dominate, or seize, or take me. He just held me, as if he never got a hug in years. Maybe he hadn’t. And so what if he was fat? There was something soothing about the feel of his soft belly rising and falling against my body. He was like a living pillow. "Sam," I said, breaking the kiss. "Was that your first kiss?" I asked.

“Yes,” He nodded, gasping.

"Have you ever seen a girl naked before? I mean in person, not a picture?" He shook his head. I took his hands in mine and pulled him to his feet. "Now, I want you to do everything I tell you," I said. "Can you do that?"

"Depends on what it is."

"Take my clothes off."

"What?"

"You need this. Trust me. Start with unbuttoning my blouse," As his hands moved towards me, I added, "Start from the bottom," As I had hoped, he did it slowly, with shaking hands, breathing hard. With each button, more of my skin was exposed to his gaze.

My midriff, then my bulging black-lace bra was there in all its glory. "Now tell me the truth. Have you ever wanted to put your hand on a girl's butt?" His look of bewilderment was priceless. I giggled before standing on my toes to reach his lips. We started kissing again. This time his hands responded. I felt my shorts sliding down, and then... a soft hand was on my ass, stroking it, fondling it. He was so gentle! A tingling feeling in my ass, pieces of warmth enveloping me.

Desire was flooding through my body. I could feel his breath coming hotter onto mine, and promptly slid my tongue into his mouth. My mouth melted into his, letting myself feel the warmth. Soon our tongues were dancing together, sliding, stroking.

But his hands, on my ass, on my back, everywhere they went that tingling followed. It was like an electrical current sending shockwaves through my body. I felt more alive, hopeful, desired, fully myself again for the first time since Chris's betrayal. I pulled back suddenly, and without another word unhooked my bra. The bafflement had not gone from Sam's face, but I could see another emotion there, my favorite of all male emotions, lust. He was staring at me with an unmistakable hunger as I stripped down completely. Sam wanted me more and more as I got naked.

"See these tits? Touch them. Go on," I encouraged him. He gingerly put a finger on one nipple. I smiled at him reassuringly. He took the nipple in between thumb and forefinger and began to fondle it. The electricity raced through my body like lightning through clouds. "Oh my god," I panted. There was
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