Though she could easily pass as a fourteen-year-old, Cona was a junior in high school. She was small, and thin, with long blonde hair and huge blue eyes. She even had <i>freckles</i>. All the senior boys were <i>perverts</i>, and obviously took a liking of her. Cona didn’t mind, since she, in turn, seemed to like all the senior boys.
Jenny glared jealously as Cona flirted with her boyfriend by the lockers. It was the third time in a row she’d seen them talking, closely, almost <i>intimate</i>. Cona was giggling at something John had said, and idly grasped his bicep. Her hand lingered there, and Jenny could take no more.

She rudely interrupted the conversation, cramming her body between theirs. Cona dropped her books, and John quickly gathered them. Jenny feigned geniality.

“Whoops, I’m so sorry! Cona, I’m actually glad I bumped into you. I wanted to invite you to the sleepover!”

“The” sleepover, a rather juvenile tradition, but something all the most popular senior girls partook in on a monthly basis.

Cona stared at her, blankly blinking. She’d never been invited. She didn’t think she even qualified. After a moment, she managed, cagily, “Well – sure. That sounds great!”

“Great!” Jenny mirrored, a little too emphatically. She proceeded to spin on her heel, grab John’s arm, and drag him off to class.
It was time for some serious payback!

A few nights later, she grinned as she answered her door and beckoned the wary Cona into her house. Draped in her giggling friends, she lead the younger girl student into kitchen. “I made these from scratch,” she mentioned, presenting Cona with a half-full tray of cookies, though between her and her friends, the extra cookies hadn’t been eaten, but simply discarded. No one else had touched them. “You just <i>have</i> to try them!”

Cona politely accepted the offer, bringing a cookie to her mouth and taking a nibble. Truth be told, it tasted like the packaged stuff. “Mm – delicious!”

“Go ahead, have some more,” Jenny urged her, stuffing several more cookies into Cona’s hands. “C’mon girls, let’s head to my room.”

Jenny’s bedroom was huge, with a television, a fluffy white rug, and a massive pink heart-shaped queen-sized bed. The girls lounged about on the bed and the rug, unpacking their duffle bags and unrolling their sleeping bags. Cona finished her cookies and sunk into a beanbag.
“I feel...funny,” she mentioned airily.

But the other girls took little notice, Jenny busy showing off her new tutu-draped chihuahua.

In a matter of seconds, Cona had fallen to sleep.

“Perfect,” muttered Jenny, her eyes snapping up. The sleeping pills had worked. “That cow,” she hissed as she and her friends dropped their things and gathered around Cona. The puppy was unceremoniously discarded in the laundry hamper.
“What should we do?” questioned one of her friends. Cona had flirted with many of their boyfriends as well – if not worst! They’d heard the rumors.
“Let’s draw on her face in permanent marker!”

“Or take off all her clothes and roll her onto the lawn!”

Jenny grit her teeth. Not good enough. She pulled a jar out from under her bed causing everyone to gasp.

Her brother was newly a biologist, and she’d found just about the grossest thing she’d ever seen at his apartment. An unconventional experiment he’d worked up on his own, the freak. He’d be peeved that she’d stolen it, but she didn’t care.

Clutched in Jenny’s grasp was a jar full of mutant cow sperm. They looked like little transparent slugs, squirming sluggishly, and packed tightly in the jar.

Everyone oogled her trophy, some covering their mouths and looking sick. “I got this from my brother’s house,” Jenny mentioned. “We’re going to put it <i>inside</i> her.” She pulled out a turkey baster, and someone finally hurled.
An hour later, hovering over the unconscious Cona, where the junior’s skirt had been hefted and legs had been spread, Jenny lowered the emptied jar, wearing rubber gloves, and goggles, and looking a little sick herself. Her friends peeked out at her from behind random pieces of furniture.
It was more of a practical joke – a conceptual thing – an excuse to call Cona a heifer for the rest of the school year-

...but none of the slug creatures had elected to fall back out. They had instinctively gone <i>into</i> her.
And so, finally surrendering to her <i>own</i> nausea, Jenny covered her mouth and ran into the bathroom.

- - -

“That was sick,” one of her friends mentioned the next morning, her face a weird mix of amazement and disgust. “I hope you never get that angry at <i>me</i>.”

“Me too,” said Jenny, still feeling rather queasily.

They bumped into Cona, and froze like deer caught in headlights.

The younger girl was clutching books, and looking aloof. “Jenn – I wanted to speak to you.”

Jenny remained stale. Her friend ducked her head and hurried off.

“I wanted to apologize for passing out at your party,” Cona continued. “I don’t know what got into me.”

Jenny flushed in both relief and embarrassment. “No worries! Everyone was a little tired. We pretty much nodded off right after you did.”

Rest assured that she was forgiven, Cona hurried off the class, ignoring the unusual soreness in her nether regions. It was probably just that time of the month again.
