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“Come on, we bet on a college football game, you can’t hold take that bet seriously,” I groaned to Ella.

“Oh, you bet your cute little ass that I’m holding you to it. The party is in three hours so you better change soon. I’ve still got to do your makeup,” she said and then shook the clothes hanger at me. The tiny black and pink cheerleader outfit wouldn’t be able to hide anything.

We were supposed to be going to her boyfriend’s Halloween party, even though it was a week before the actual holiday. I managed to get myself into this situation by stupidly betting against our college’s football team. The same team that had been on a sixteen win streak. The same team that Ella’s boyfriend played quarterback for.

Suffice it to say, I’d practically begged to be put into this outfit. Her cheap vampire outfit was cute, she had on a pair of tight black leather jeans, a dull gray t-shirt, and a cheap maroon cloak. The most expensive part of her outfit was the red cat-eye contacts she had in. I preferred her natural hazel eyes but the bright red contrasted with her long black hair and made the pale makeup she wore stand out even more.

In short, she was breathtaking, at least, she was to me.

I sighed and took the outfit, “Fuck me, and I have to buy dinner tomorrow too?”

The crush I had on her hurt my soul every day. Since I started college this year, she was my rock and I hated the thought of not letting her know how I truly felt. Then again, she probably thought I was gay and didn’t see me in that light. Who knew?

Ella giggled, “You wish I’d fuck you. I’m not sure my boyfriend would appreciate it, Devin.”

I’d love to have Ella on my bed with her legs spread for me. Then again, how could I compete with Chester? He was loaded, even if it was his dad’s money. His smile was absolutely perfect, his physique was beyond godlike, and he had a two-story house that was already paid for. Ella was pretty much set for life if she stuck with him.

I hurried into the bathroom to change into the revealing outfit. When I unclasped the skirt from the hanger, a pair of pink cotton panties fell to the floor. As embarrassing as it would be to wear the panties, they would help hide my package from prying eyes. Then again, the smallest breeze would have the miniskirt up around my hips.

A bet was a bet and if Ella wasn’t going to let it die, I wouldn’t disappoint. She was the only woman that didn’t completely rip into me because I’m more feminine than most of the chicks on campus. About the only thing I was lacking to be mistaken as a woman was a nice chest.

I hurried up and took off my clothes and slid the panties up my smooth legs. There was no way in hell I was going to tell Ella how nice the panties felt as they caressed my tight ass. Next came the skirt, and then the ‘blouse’ which was essentially just a damn bra.

A glance in the mirror showed me a rather cute cheerleader and I couldn’t deny that I filled the outfit out nicely. My cock strained against my tight panties and I had to wait a moment for my arousal to die down a little before I could step out of the bathroom. Tonight was going to be impossible to get through without being shamed. Even with the tight panties on, the second my cock hardened, my skirt tented enough to show the bulge of my balls in these panties.

I opened the door to my dorm room and called out quietly, “Ella?”

“In the kitchen! I needed a place with decent lighting,” she said.

I walked into the kitchen and saw her at the table laying out her makeup kit and getting the rest of my outfit from her bag. She turned to me and put two realistic fake breasts against my arm, “Yeah, these match your skin tone pretty well.”

“Holy shit, how much did you spend on this damn outfit? This was supposed to be a joke,” I said.

“I’m an art student, I have my ways of finding things. Besides, why would I skimp on tonight? I want to make sure you have the best chance possible to get that little butt of yours fucked,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, “Why are you so sure that I want to get fucked?”

She laughed and untied the front of the blouse so she could start putting the prosthetics on me. “Have you seen yourself? Besides, you’ve never had a girlfriend. You’ve never got on a dating app. Shit, you haven’t even watched any porn if you’re telling me the truth. Why are you still in the closet, it’s not like I’m going to judge you,” Ella said.

The bluntness caught me by surprise. I huffed and shrugged my shoulders.

“Stop moving, I want these on straight,” she said.

“You know, maybe it’s not that I don’t like women. I’m not saying I’m completely straight, but that doesn’t mean I have to hound after dick or pussy all day every day. I’m in college. Believe it or not, I actually want to learn how to write computer code. Sex isn’t everything,” I mumbled. That was only half true. Ella was the woman I had my eyes on but she was taken.

I needed something more than just a quick fling. The person that I shared myself with needed to be someone I knew and trusted, someone I actually cared about. As much as I would love to have someone in my life, our college just didn’t seem to have the kinds of people I wanted to involve myself with.

Ella finished getting the breasts in place and grabbed her makeup kit, “I guess I understand. You’ve just been so damn tense all semester, I want to help you relax a little.” She started applying the makeup to make the breasts appear more natural on me.

“I agreed to go to your boyfriend’s party,” I mumbled.

“You did, and I appreciate you going. Most of the people there are going to be his friends and they’re pretty boring people,” she said.

I smiled at her, was six months long enough to fall in love with someone? Applying the makeup took almost an hour and when she finally got done, she patted my thighs, “By the way, I forgot to give you a part of your outfit.

“Oh?”

Ella finished putting away her makeup kit and reached into her bag to grab a pair of fishnet stockings. My cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as she unfurled them and started sliding them up my right foot. From the angle, it was impossible for her to not see up my skirt and that meant she had a clear view of my steadily hardening cock.

The stockings felt so comforting as they slid up my legs and by the time she finished putting the other one on, she whispered, “You really need to get laid, Devin.”

“Y-You’re just a very attractive woman and your hands were playing with my thighs…” I said.

Ella’s hand slid up my thigh and stopped just short of my crotch, “It’s a shame you’re going to go home with someone else tonight.”

My eyes darted to hers, “W-What?!”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m not setting you up for something, I just can’t imagine someone not wanting you when you’re all dressed up. Honestly, you look so much better dressed as a girl,” she said. "If it wasn't for that bulge in your panties, I wouldn't even know you weren't one."

Shit, she did see my erection. I knew she would, but I guess I hoped that she wouldn't look at my cock. "I don't know what to say," I mumbled.

"Don't worry, it's not about the size, it's how you use it," she cooed.

"Oh come on, you're practically telling me that my dick is tiny!"

"You said it, not me. Anyway, you're nice and dolled up. Tonight you're going to be my cute little goth cheerleader," she said.

I grabbed my car keys and rolled my eyes, "Next year, I get to be the vampire and you're going to be the cheerleader."

"Not if you keep betting against our college team, you should know by now that we're not going to lose our win streak any time soon."

We made it to Chester's house a few minutes late, traffic was a bitch and making sure that we didn't hit any children was a priority. I parked behind Chester's Audi and groaned quietly. My piece of shit car looked out of place at this nice house. Ella probably heard an earful from Chester about how I was beneath her. Or maybe he just treated me like a charity case, I couldn't tell.

Ella got out of the car and walked around to my door and pulled it open, "Come on, sweetie. I know you've been wanting to have a flock of guys chase after you. Now is the time!"

I didn't want to get out of the car, hell, swinging my legs out would probably show the small crowd outside my panties. As cute as they were on me, I didn't want anyone to know just yet. Then again, any breeze or draft of air would show everyone anyway.

If I couldn't escape the shame, I might as well embrace it, right? I climbed out of the car and locked the doors before putting my keys in Ella's purse, "J-Just don't get too far from me, okay?"

"I wouldn't dare, you're my thrall, remember?" she asked.

"I thought I was supposed to be the nerdy one."

Ella laughed and put her hand around my waist, "Don't worry, you are. That doesn't mean I can't love games and stuff too. I told you I would read up on the Dungeons and Dragons stuff, you want me to play with you and your friends sometime and I will. It's the least I can do for you, after tonight, I'm pretty sure I'll owe you more than a few favors."

"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked.

She said nothing as she led me into Chester's house. What I expected and the reality of this party were two entirely different things. There was party music playing but it was quiet. There were a ton of people, but they were mostly lounging in the various chairs or standing in huddles talking and sipping their drinks. I pegged Chester as the frat boy party animal type of person, but hell, this was something like what I would throw.

Ella drug me over to Chester's group of friends and he smiled warmly at me and extended his hand, "Devin, right? Ella's told me a lot about you."

I put my hand in his and he gently squeezed mine. I opened my mouth to speak, but all I could do was nod my head. I'd seen Chester around quite a few times and every time we met, he seemed decent but I never stuck around long enough to find out much about him. Seeing him with Ella made me feel nauseous and now was no different.

Chester was the team's quarterback and most of the reason why I always bet against our team. The stunning bastard played his sport on a level far beyond college play. This was my 'competition' for Ella. There was no way in hell I could get her away from him. Chester was a real man and had the means to offer her things I couldn't dream of having for myself.

It didn't help that he had medium length wavy brown hair and shining blue eyes. He should have been a model, at least then I wouldn't feel so damn inferior to him.

"Well, it's nice to meet you officially. I've seen you a few times but you always disappeared to go study," he said.

Ella must have lied to him to cover for me. I didn't deserve to have such a pleasant friend around.

"T-Thanks, it's nice to meet you as well. You've got a really nice home," I mumbled.

"Yeah, my mom decorated the place for me. No shame in admitting that I would have made this entire place a man cave," he said.

Ella smiled and rubbed my hip softly, "What do you think of his outfit, babe?"

"I think I picked a nice one. I really like the stockings, it isn't exactly cheerleader material, but it really goes with the emo vibe he's got going on," Chester said.

I looked at Chester with my brows arched, "Wait, you picked this out?"

"Yeah, Ella said you wanted something revealing and sexy to wear. Something about showing your team spirit."

My eyes cut to Ella and her ear-to-ear grin made my blood boil, "You know I hate our team, don't you? She told me that she just wanted to see if you liked how my butt looked in a skirt." If she wanted to tell a lie like that, I’d straighten things right out for Chester and his teammates.

Ella didn't miss a beat, "No, I said I wanted to see if he liked how you looked in panties."

The other guys Chester were hanging out with looked at me with curious eyes. Chester chuckled, "Well, why don't you show us and I'll let you know."

I didn’t know if I was angrier or ashamed at the moment. I got the feeling that any of the five guys in front of me had larger cocks. That thought probably shouldn’t have crossed my mind but I couldn’t help but see them as better substitutes for Ella than myself. If that wasn’t enough, Ella seemed to be enjoying doing this to me. We’d played pranks on each other before but this was taking things to extremes I wasn’t comfortable with.

Dressed up for Halloween or not, it didn’t go unnoticed that I was the only feminine guy at the party and not a single other guy wore a skirt…

My cheeks burned a bright shade of red and I moved my hands to the sides of my skirt to keep it held down. Ella was having none of that. She quickly batted my hands away and flipped my skirt up. I let out a quiet yelp and tried to cover my semi-hard cock with my hands but it was too late.

Chester walked around me and whistled, "Not bad at all. If I'm being honest, I like his ass more than yours, babe.”

Ella giggled, "I figured you would. But that's not really something I'm worried about. You know which bed you're going to be sleeping in later, don't you, babe?"

"Damn right I do. Doesn't mean I can't enjoy looking though," he said.

"Yo, uh, Devin, right?" a well-muscled jock asked somewhat politely.

While I appreciated the gesture, this was too much to take. I expected things to get a little uncomfortable but having Ella actively showing people my most intimate parts annihilated my confidence. A single tear started trailing its way down my cheek and I bolted for the second-story of Chester’s house.

“Devin, Wait!” I heard Ella call out to me but I didn’t stop. After I made it upstairs, I found one of the thousand bathrooms in Chester’s home and locked myself in. My back rested against the door and my knees slowly buckled. The cold tile floor pressed against my thin panties and I couldn’t stop my emotions from spilling over.

Ella must have said something to the guys before she followed me up. I heard her tap softly on the door, “I didn’t think you’d react that way, Devin. I was trying to get you to cut loose a little. Hell, Jamar seemed really interested in you.”

My tears trickled down my cheeks. “I don’t want them to be interested in me,” I huffed.

“Then why the hell did you agree to this bet in the first place? You knew that our team would win. It’s statistics, you’re a guy that can see a situation for what it is. So why would you agree to something like this?” she asked.

“Because I thought you wanted to see me like this!” I blurted out. The words came from me before I could filter them. My heart jumped into my throat and threatened to choke me but it was already too late. I’d admitted some of my feelings even if it was still vague.

A dangerous thought crossed my mind and for once, I let myself make the wrong choice. Ella would know how I felt about her before I left this damn bathroom.

“I do want to see you in that outfit. There’s a reason you’re dressed up as my goth cheerleader instead of something stupid. Chester isn’t wearing something that goes with my vampire theme, is he?” she asked.

Ella was probably trying to make me feel better, but for once, I felt calmer than I had in a long time. I wasn’t crying anymore but my makeup was already messed up. I could clean that up after I finished saying what I needed to say.

“It’s hard to be this close to you, Ella. You have a boyfriend and there’s no way in hell that I could ever be half the man he is. So I just sit back and watch your life unfold and I try to be a part of it. I try to be there when you need me to be there. I go along with things like wearing this outfit for you because I hope that there is some kind of meaning to it. But I don’t know if there is. Hope can only take someone so far, and I’ve hoped that you would tell me you want to be more than friends for a long time. So without that hope, why should I keep trying so hard?”

Ella sighed and leaned against the door. “Devin, I don’t think you know enough about me to understand why I do what I do. Let’s be real here, you’re not the only one hoping for something. Open the door and let me in. I’m not going to have this conversation without being able to look you in the eye.”

I let out a quivering breath and stood up. I took a bath rag from the towel rack and wet it with water from the sink. After I wiped away the ruined makeup, I called out quietly, “It’s only you out there, right?”

“Yeah, you looked pretty upset and I doubt seeing them would help,” she said.

I unlocked the door and opened it. She stepped in and shut it behind her. The lock clicked back in place and she pulled me in for a hug, “I didn’t mean to upset you like this. I was kind of hoping you would get swept up in the moment and finally let yourself enjoy some attention from some handsome guys. But from what you just said, I think I misread the situation a little.”

My arms weakly wrapped around her lower back, “I know that I’m bi but that doesn’t mean I’m into jocks or anything. It’s more about the personality for me and I can’t think of many of the jocks on the football team that are sweet.”

She pulled away from the hug and continued, “That’s not where I was going with that. I’ve seen the dildos you keep in your dresser drawer. And the panties. That’s kind of why I thought this was something you might enjoy.”

I could feel my cheeks burning again, “W-When did you see that?”

“Two weeks ago, I came over when you were studying and the drawer was still kind of open. I thought you might just jerk off with them, but I saw your panty line through your skinny jeans a few times.”

“Oh fuck, is it that obvious?” I asked. How many other people could tell that I wore panties if she found out? I thought I was being a little discrete with my perversion.

“We’re getting away from the point I was trying to make. You’re not the only one that’s been hiding things because it might change the way we view one another,” she said and then sighed.

I cocked my head to the side, “What do you mean?”

She slid her hands down my arms and gripped my wrists softly. Ella pulled my hand towards her crotch and I instinctively pulled back, “Relax. You’d argue if I didn’t just show you.” I let her continued guiding my hands lower. She let out a deep breath and whispered, “If this changes how you feel about me, I need to know.”

Ella pulled my left hand to her hip and my right hand to her… Balls? She pressed her cock against my other hand and then pulled away, “Chester and I are dating, yeah, but that’s kind of a front. I mean, we really do care about one another, but he’s asexual. I didn’t want to just jump on the first person that came along for my other needs but I really do like you, Devin.”

I was still trying to process that she had a cock. A rather nice cock at that. That explained why her shirts were always a little long and her pants were always a little tight. She was hiding her package.

“S-So how would I even fit into that. I don’t want you to cheat on him, Ella. Especially if he doesn’t know,” I mumbled.

She smiled, “He knows. I wouldn’t keep something like this from him. I was trying to find a good time to tell you about my secret. And yes, it needs to stay secret. If Chester’s parents found out, they’d make his life a living hell.”

“If you thought I was into dudes all this time, why wouldn’t you just tell me about you?”

“Because I’m not a dude and I don’t want you to think of me as a dude. You’ve known me as a woman all this time and just because I was born as a male doesn’t mean I live my life as a male. I love using my girl-dick but that doesn’t mean I’m somehow less of a woman,” she said.

I sighed and let my thumb rub the outline of her growing cock, “I care about you for who you are, Ella. Not what you have. It’s not like you don’t know enough about me already. I really didn’t hide anything from you except the panties thing and that was only because I’m still a little uncomfortable with it.”

“Oh fuck, I wish you would have said something before we left the house. I mean, I knew your bulge would be obvious to the other guys but I thought you might like to be seen dressed up.”

“I do like being seen by you, just not other people” I whispered.

She smiled and leaned in closer for a moment. Ella pressed her lips against mine and ran her hand through my hair while she kissed me. Losing that bet might have been the best thing that ever happened to me.

I kissed her back and Ella was soon grinding her hips into my hand. Her thick cock throbbed within the tight leather confines and I whimpered when she finally broke the kiss. Ella grinned at me, “Are you sure you want to do this? You know that we’ll have to keep this hidden from other people. Except for Chester, of course.”

“I don’t need other people to know. Chester doesn’t seem bad at all but I will still need to get to know him,” I said. Chester had done nothing but be kind to me the few times we met. He even complimented my ass, so how bad could he really be?

“Then we should probably move to Chester’s room. There is a bottle of lube in there that I’m pretty sure you’re going to want to use,” Ella said. She smiled at me and moved to the door, “And don’t worry. The party is staying downstairs, so no one should catch us.”

I followed her as she led me out of the bathroom and into Chester’s room. The bedroom was huge. In the center of the room was a king-sized canopy bed. Chester might have a little explaining to do as I doubt his mom would have had a say in what type of bed he picked out. A smile crept along my lips as Ella launched herself onto the bed.

She rolled onto her back and started pushing her tight jeans down as she called out, “The lube is in the top left dresser drawer. Mind grabbing it?”

I would have preferred to watch her undress, but she had something for me to do. I walked to the dresser and retrieved the bottle of lube. It was nearly empty and if I had to guess, Chester was still letting Ella have him as a reward for something or the other. Ella didn’t strike me as the type of woman to lose control in the bedroom.

When I walked back to the bed, my eyes devoured her nearly-naked body. Her perky breasts were exposed and seemed desperate for my attention. Ella’s hand was slowly stroking her long, thick futa-cock and I swallowed nervously, “S-So, what should I do?”

“Mm, get on your hands and knees on the bed? I wouldn’t want to get you out of that cute outfit, you seem so attached to it. You probably want to take your panties off though, otherwise, I’m going to rip them off of you.”

I tossed her the bottle of lube and then reached under my skirt to wiggle my way out of my panties. Once they were on the floor, I crawled onto the bed, “So this is really happening?”

Ella opened the bottle of lube and started working the slick substance onto her cock as she talked to me, “Unless you don’t want to? I mean, I would love it if we could hang out a little more like a couple later on. Well, I mean we’re still going to have to present as friends, but you get what I mean, right?”

“Of course I do. I don’t really think we’re skipping anything though, I’ve wanted to do this for a while. Even if you’ve got something different than I’ve fantasized about,” I purred.

Once her cock was coated in the lube, she got on her knees behind me and lifted up my skirt, “Next time I’ll use a toy to get you ready before I do this.”

“Do what?” I asked. The head of her cock pressed into my tight ass and I let out a pained yelp.

“That. There’s no easy way of getting it in if you weren’t stretched a little before. It gets easier, sweetie,” she said. Ella’s hands moved to my lower back and she gently rubbed along my lower back as she pushed her girl-cock further into my ass.

She didn’t hurt me intentionally and the pain would fade long before this memory would. A little sting was worth it. If we never experimented, I’d probably live a life of regret, wondering what might have been between us if only I had the balls to say something. Not that my balls had much to do with my decision to tell her how I felt.

That was encouraged by her. Ella might not have meant to upset me but if she didn’t, I wouldn’t have been in a position where I could tell her how I felt. Even if crying on the floor was that position. That shameful moment turned out to be well worth the embarrassment.

I felt her hips pressing against my ass and she let out a deep moan, “Fuck, you’re so tight. I guess I’ve got to stop pretending that you have guys on the side, huh?”

“Y-You’re the one getting me on the side. Hippogriff,” I teased.

She laughed and gave my ass a light slap, “Don’t spoil the campaign you’re going to run. If I know you like the monster then I’m going to want to read up on it!”

I turned my head as best I could to look at her. Tonight didn’t end up anything like I imagined it would, but this moment encapsulated everything I loved about Ella. Even when we both were laying everything on the line for one another, we were friends before anything else. I would trust my heart and soul to Ella, and I hoped that she would do the same with me.

“I love you, Ella.”

She leaned over me and slowly rolled us onto our sides. After repositioning, she snuggled closer to my back and tugged my head towards her so that she could kiss me again. Ella’s tongue pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth for her. Her hips slowly rolled into me as she deepened the kiss.

Her futa-cock pumped into me at a quickening pace. Before long, our breathing had become too difficult to maintain while we kissed and she broke away from me. Her left hand moved to my hip and held me still as she continued pounding into me.

“I love you too, Devin,” she whispered.

As amazing as her cock felt when it ground into my prostate, that pleasure paled in comparison her words. No matter what happened with her and Chester, I would do my best to make sure I stay with her. If Ella felt half as strongly as I did for her then this would work out in the long term.

She let out a quiet groan and continued to pound into me. Her futa-cock reached places in me even my largest toy couldn’t dream of finding. Ella’s right arm snaked under my side and her hand reached around and started stroking my cock. I hissed in a shallow breath and warned her, “I-I’ll cum soon!”

“I know, but I can’t last much longer, baby. Your ass is the best I’ve ever had,” she said.

For a moment, I felt sorry for myself. Not because anything had been done wrong, but because when she came, she would inevitably pull out of me. She filled me in a way that made me whole and I loved every second of it.

Ella’s hand continued to pump my cock furiously as her cock hammered into me. My toes curled and I let out a feminine cry as the pleasure overwhelmed me. My balls tightened up and I heard her groaning behind me as she pounded my ass. I couldn’t hold my orgasm back if I wanted to. As soon as my cock started throbbing, Ella cupped her hand over the crown of my cock and caught my entire load in her palm.

She spoke softly, “Open your mouth.”

I didn’t quite comprehend what she said but my mouth was already open from my moaning. Her arm carefully moved under my side until could finally clamp her hand over my mouth. My eyes opened wide as my salty-sweet cum slid onto my lips.

“Be a good girl for me, baby. Lick it clean,” she said in a low, sensual tone.

My tongue lapped at her palm slowly. Up to this point, I’d never tasted anyone’s cum, let alone my own. The flavor wasn’t foul, but I wished it was hers that I was swallowing.

Ella let out a few soft cries of ecstasy as her hips bucked wantonly into me. Her thrusts were born of desperation instead of skill. She tugged me closer to her with her right hand and forced her futa-cock as deep into me as she could.

I let out a deep, satisfied moan into her hand as her girl-dick throbbed within my body. Warm spurts of her cum pumped into me and she let her hand fall away from my mouth, “G-God damn.”

Her left hand moved to my belly and she slowly rubbed her fingers back and forth over my smooth stomach. My first time didn’t disappoint at all. If anything, I wish my fantasies would have set the bar a little higher. My mind was blown and all I could think about was how much I wanted this to be my life. Ella was my everything.

“Can we get Chester to play Dungeons and Dragons with us?” I asked.

“That’s a little random, baby, but I can talk to him about it. I think he would join up if I asked nicely, why ask?”

I slowly shifted off of her cock. As much as I loved it inside me, I wanted to talk to her, not at her. My body felt weak after my orgasm but I managed to get on my side, facing her, “Because I want to get to know him better. If this is going to work, I think having everyone on the same page is a good thing. I love you, Ella. I really do and I’ll do anything to stay with you.”

She smiled and leaned in for a quick peck on the lips before she whispered, “Then we’ll get him involved. And you already know I love you too, Devin. But are you sure you mean anything?”

“Anything.”

“Even wearing a cute outfit while you’re running the sessions?”

Fuck. My friends would find out about my secret, but I doubt they would even question it when Ella said she liked it on me. “Only if you tell the guys that I have to until our football team loses.”

“Then I’ll start picking out your outfits for the next year,” she said and then chuckled. She gave me a second quick kiss and nodded towards the door, “For now, let’s get our clothes on and go back downstairs, okay?”

“Of course, baby,” the pet name tasted strange in my mouth, similar to the cum. It wasn’t something I was used to, but I certainly wanted to taste both of them again.
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