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THE AFTERSCHOOL GIRL


The guys are all playing a harmless game of Truth or Dare when Drew admits that he gets dolled up like a girl every day after school. Everyone laughs, because it must be a joke. Even Drew is laughing.

But then, Wayne goes over to Drew’s house one afternoon to play the new Call of Duty game… and there’s some chick, all dolled up, and super hot. And it takes Wayne a full ten minutes to realize he’s not in the company of an actual girl; he’s looking at Drew.

He can’t tell his friends that the Truth or Dare admission was real, because then they would find out that it took him ten minutes to realize he wasn’t ogling an actual woman. And to make matters more complicated, Drew keeps inviting Wayne over, and soon, that little secret turns into a very big secret: a secret shared by both men.


CHAPTER 1
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We were all just kidding around, trying to make each other laugh after gym class, playing a little game of truth or dare. Jimmy started the game, and it was obvious that he was trying to get someone to ask him who he was crushing on. It was all goofy nonsense. Fritz was dared to run out of the changing room in only his underwear. Phil was dared to lick a toilet seat. Mike picked truth, and the guys made him admit that he was a virgin.

But let’s be real—we were all virgins, and deep down, we all knew it, even though we all pretended like we’d gotten lucky before.
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When it was my turn, I picked dare. My heart was racing—and I’ll admit that I was actually a bit disappointed when they dared me to take an ice-cold shower. Cold water had never bothered me much, but I pretended like it was more uncomfortable than it was, just to keep them entertained.

Then it was Drew’s turn. He picked truth. The guys all thought for a while, smirks on their faces. Some ideas were suggested, but shot down by the group—until Mike perked up and dropped the lamest, most juvenile ‘truth’ question: “What’s your deepest, darkest secret?”

There were grins all around the room, including a big grin on the face of Drew.
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Drew looked around the room, looking like he was trying not to laugh. Then, he said, “Every day, after school, I put on girl clothes and pretend to be a girl.”

We all laughed. Drew laughed with us. We all assumed he was messing with us—joking around. Drew wasn’t a weirdo, and he was always cracking jokes. You might even say that Drew was the ‘class clown’. He’d been thrown out of class a number of times for making jokes during lectures. This was just another one of those jokes… surely.

I was sure it was a joke, because I lived just three doors down from Drew, and we’d lived on that same block together for eighteen years. I’d been over to Drew’s house about fifty times before. I’d seen him on the street countless times. He was never dressed like a lady. It was just… impossible to believe.
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I stood there, laughing—with the image of Drew in my head, all dolled up. The image in my head was just… ridiculous; he looked like a clown: makeup poorly smeared on his face. That mental image stuck in my head, and I just couldn’t stop laughing.
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“What’s so funny?” Drew asked me a few minutes later, long after everyone had moved onto the next ridiculous truth.

“Just thinking about you wearing a dress,” I laughed. “It’s just so… hilarious.”

“I actually look really good in a dress,” he grinned.

And I laughed. “Yeah. I bet you look like a spitting image of Marilyn Monroe.”

He chuckled. “More like Miley Cyrus,” he said.

I shook my head. “Sure, Drew. I can totally picture it.” I rolled my eyes.

I left the changing room, and Drew followed me. “What? You don’t think I would look good in a dress?” he asked, grabbing the bottom of his shirt and lifting it gently, as if he was doing a little curtsy.

“I’m sure you’re very beautiful in a dress, Drew,” I laughed.

“Hey! Stop being so sarcastic, Wayne. You should see me, with my makeup all done up—and in a nice little pair of heels. I bet you wouldn’t be able to keep your hands off of me!”

“Sure thing, buddy,” I said.

“Come over tonight and I’ll prove it,” he said, with an even bigger grin on his face.
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“I heard you got a copy of the new COD game,” I said.

“Yeah, come over and we can play it,” he said. And just like that, the whole ‘crossdressing’ gag was over, and we started talking about the new Call of Duty game. “It’s sweet. The guns are way more realistic than the last one—and the multiplayer system is, like, way better.”

“I want to try it before I buy it. I know your parents are rich, but for me, that’s like four months of allowance.”

We talked for another five minutes about the game, and then we parted ways; he had social studies and I had English. After that, he had art, and I had drama (which I only took because I needed an easy-A to boost my grades before graduation).

After school, I remembered that it was my turn to help with the junior basketball team, as assistant coach (three of us rotated, helping them get ready for their upcoming provincial tournament). So I was quite late leaving school. Obviously, I missed the bus, so I had to walk, which delayed my arrival at Drew’s house by quite a while.

I was a bit bummed out, seeing the time on my watch when I walked up to Drew’s door. It was past four, and I would have to head home in just forty-five minutes to get ready for hockey practice. Oh well—at least I would get some time playing that new game.

I knocked on the door. It was only five seconds later when the door opened and some girl said, “Hey!”
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I didn’t know the girl. Drew did not have a sister, and this chick was about our age—maybe a cousin… or did Drew have a girlfriend he wasn’t mentioning? “Hey. Is Drew here?” I asked.

The girl giggled and then did a little spin, like a ballerina. “Come on in,” she said.

I was a bit confused. This girl was full of energy. She was acting quite… curious… and mysterious. She closed the door behind me, and then she just stood there.

“Uh, where’s Drew?” I asked. “His room?”

“No, he’s here,” she giggled.

Look—I’m sure you’ve figured it out already; I was looking at Drew, but I had no idea—and it really did take a good deal of time before I figured it out. I don’t want to admit how long it took. Drew teased me for a while, giggling constantly—and it was actually quite frustrating after a while. “Wayne! It’s me!” he said finally, but still in that squeaky girl voice.

I froze. I looked at his face. It was hard to see Drew through that makeup. It’s not like that makeup was on thick… but the way it was put on made the details of his face look so different.

I turned red. “I knew it was you!” I lied. I was tingling all over with embarrassment. I didn’t want him to know that I thought he was really a girl. And now, I was trying to hide my stun. I didn’t want him to know how flustered I felt, seeing him all dolled up—not because he was attractive of anything like that… but because he really looked like a chick.

But my God! He really looked like a girl! How did he pull this off? And how long did it take him? Did someone help him? Had he done this before?

Was he telling us all the truth when he admitted that he dressed up as a girl?

“Where the hell did you get that outfit?” I asked.

“Do you like it?” he giggled with that frighteningly accurate voice.

“I—I think you’ve lost your mind,” I said.

He just giggled, sounding like a teen girl. He did a little bounce and a spin. “I love this dress. I think it looks so cute.”

“Cut it out,” I said.

“Whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes. I noticed the long false lashes. “Want to play COD or not?”

“Yeah,” I said.

We went to his room. I was surprised when he fired up his console without changing out of that dress. I tried not to look at him. I didn’t want him to think that I was impressed by his transformation—and I definitely didn’t want him thinking that I was checking him out—because I wasn’t! He looked silly. Now that I knew he was Drew, I could see the little masculine traits that he wasn’t able to hide with a choker, with a flared skirt, with tall stockings, with a blonde wig… and fake tits! He was wearing some sort of silicone breast-form, giving him realistic-looking cleavage.
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I just tried to ignore him, even though it was so weird that he was staying in that costume, crossing his legs like a chick, holding his controller like a girl. I’m pretty sure he wanted me to acknowledge his efforts to prove to me that he could, indeed, pass as a girl in a dress, but I refused to acknowledge anything.

We joined a match and started playing. But the smell of perfume was distracting. The girly figure in the corner of my eye was distracting. Finally, I looked over and said, “You don’t actually do this every day, do you?”

“Well, not every day,” he smiled. “Whenever my parents are away, which is, like, half of the days, now that my sister is travelling for tennis.”

I wasn’t sure whether to laugh. Was it a joke? He was giggling… but maybe he was telling me the truth—because this clearly looked… rehearsed. “Dude,” I said after a minute. “This is fucking weird—I’m just going to say it. Like… are you… gay?”

He rolled his eyes. “I’m not gay, Wayne.”

“Are you trans?”
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“No.”

“So is this just… a joke?”

“A little bit,” he smiled.

“A little bit? Is it a joke or not? Like—I don’t get it. Why are you doing this?” Now, I was getting fired up. I was frustrated. He was doing this to bug me—I was sure of it. And it was working, so now I wanted him to cut it out.

“Change,” I said.

“No.”

“I’ll tell everyone at school that you do this,” I said, hoping the threat would make him act normally.

“I already told them today.”

“Yeah… but—but they thought you were joking around. And you’re not.”

He just stared at me blankly. “Okay.”

“Stop it,” I growled.

“Stop what?”

“Go change. It’s just… weird.”

“It’s only weird if you make it weird, Wayne. You’re being a weirdo. You’re being a spaz.”
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“I don’t get why you’re doing this!” I snapped. “Just change! It’s weird, Drew! You’re not a girl!”

“But I look like one, right?”

“Is that what you want? You want to get me to admit that you look like a girl? Maybe a little bit… at a glance. Why do you care? Who wants that? We need to get you into a gym—and put some meat onto your shoulders, for God’s sake!”

“Calm down!” He stood up and planted his hands on his hips, somehow looking even more girly than before. He looked annoyed with me—but he was still using that girly voice.

“Stop with the voice,” I said. “Just—at the very least stop with the voice.”

“It’s not that simple. When I’m in the wig, I can’t help it.” Now, he was grinning. So it was a joke! So he was messing with me! Maybe he had a hidden camera, and he was trying to get me to say something humiliating that he could show to our friend group.

Frustration boiled over, and I stood up. “I have to get ready for hockey,” I said. “I’m leaving.”

“Stay and hang out with me! Miss hockey for a night.”

“No,” I said bluntly. “And I’m serious, man—you need to cut this out. It’s just… weird.”

He watched me go with an annoying grin on his face.
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But the thought of him all dolled up stuck with me—plaguing my brain during hockey practise. I just couldn’t figure out why he was doing it… or how he managed to make himself look like that.

It just made no sense. And what was he getting out of it? What was the point of it?

Why did it make me feel so frustrated? Why was he getting under my skin? And was I supposed to tell the guys at school? I felt like I had to say… something… but I didn’t want Drew telling everyone that I really thought he was a girl. I didn’t want him making the guys think that I couldn’t tell the difference between a real girl and a dude in a dress.

The best thing I could do was… just pretend like it never happened.


CHAPTER 2
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Isaw Drew in the morning, looking like his normal self—and acting like his normal self. Thank God. I wasn’t sure I could stomach another minute of dolled-up-Drew.

We had our first period together: math. He sat next to me, and, in a normal voice, asked me how hockey practice was. I smiled and nodded and decided not to bring up the crossdressing incident.

At lunch, he asked if I wanted to come by and play COD again. I bit my tongue. I took a deep breath. I shrugged my shoulders. “Okay,” I said. I wanted to say, ‘As long as you don’t dress up like a girl.’ But I didn’t say it; I just prayed that he would act like himself. I prayed that he got that nonsense out of his system. Plus—I didn’t have to go to basketball practice today, so I wouldn’t miss the bus; I could go to his house with him, and that wouldn’t give him time to dress up.

I wanted to continue pretending like that weird afternoon never happened.

So I met him at his locker after school. We got on the bus together. We talked about the game’s different multiplayer modes. He told me about the zombie mini game, which sounded fun. “Let’s try it,” I said.

“I haven’t unlocked it yet,” he told me.

Very quickly, things seemed back to normal. We got to his place. We turned on the console. He asked if I wanted a Coke or anything from the kitchen. “Sure,” I said. He went off to get us drinks.

He was gone for a few minutes. I didn’t think much of it. Then, he came back into the room, completely changed, now wearing a blue minidress, that blonde wig—and somehow, he’d managed to put on some makeup. He was holding a glass bottle of Coke. “Here you go, Wayne,” he said with that girly voice. He put the bottle to his glossy lips and took a sip before handing it to me. A pink gloss was left on the rim of the bottle.
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I froze, stunned by his ability to transform like Superman in a phone booth. And then stun turned to annoyance. “This again!?” I asked. “How the hell did you do that so fast? What kind of trick are you up to?”

“You don’t like the outfit?” he asked with that voice, doing a girly little spin. His legs were shaved—and he was showing them off. He wasn’t wearing that breast-form this time; I guess I hadn’t given him enough time to make the full transformation… but still, even without it, he looked like a chick.

“Go change!” I said.
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“Don’t be rude!” he said. “Why are you so insecure?”

“I’m not insecure,” I growled. “It’s just weird. And I don’t want people getting ideas when they find out that I’ve been alone with you like this.”

“So you are insecure,” he said rolling his eyes. He hopped onto the couch, pulling up his feet and grabbing a controller. “Let’s just play, okay? You’ll get over it.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I tried to focus on the game. And for a while, I really did manage to forget about Drew’s outfit and wig—and even that strong perfume scent.

Between games, I would look over and get the reminder, seeing that little blue dress. And Drew just seemed so… unfazed. He seemed strangely comfortable… and maybe this was something he actually liked doing. Sure, I was tempted to make fun of him for it… but I resisted the urge, and soon, the urge went away.

And I tried not to think too much into it. Everyone has their weird thing… right?

Well—it would have been easy to ignore if Drew wasn’t constantly trying to get my attention. At least it seemed like he was trying to get it. He kept repositioning himself, sitting in… seemingly provocative poses, even letting the skirt of that little blue dress slide up to show off his thighs.
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I just tried to ignore him. Maybe he would cut it out once he stopped getting a rise out of me.

But there were these little looks: these little glances that seemed so… suggestive. At times, it almost seemed like he was trying to seduce me.
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Finally, I said, “Cut it out.”

“What?” he asked.

“You know what.”

“I don’t. Tell me.”

“Stop it, Drew,” I said.

He rolled his eyes, and we kept playing games. I went to get some snacks from his kitchen. Then, from the kitchen, I could see Drew, through a mirror on the wall. He had no idea I was looking his way, so I kept looking. This was my chance to get a good look in.
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Fine—I’ll admit it: Drew looked okay. Drew did a good job of passing like a girl… and maybe those ‘masculine features’ weren’t quite as obvious as I originally led on. Maybe I was a bit worried that admitting it would be an assault on my sexuality or something.

I took a deep breath. I went back to the room. I saw down. I grabbed my controller after putting the bowl of chips down. Then, without missing a beat, Drew stretched his long smooth legs across my lap. He reached out and grabbed the chip bowl and put the bowl down on his lap.

I just froze, now with a pair of smooth legs on my lap. They were warm… and I know I already said smooth, but my God—they were smooth! They were surprisingly curvy.

I blushed. I was going to tell him to move the legs… but I knew that he would just tease me; I knew he was trying to get a reaction out of me, and I didn’t want to give him that reaction. So I just did my absolutely best to pretend like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. “Aren’t you going to have some chips?” he asked in that girly voice.

I didn’t want to reach into that bowl, which was on his crotch… I knew he was teasing me. I held my breath. I decided to just grab some chips—quickly—giving him no reaction. I focussed on the game. Those thighs stayed on my lap.
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After an hour, I stood up and told him that I had to leave.

“Come over again tomorrow,” he said. “We can get started on that project for bio.”

“Um, okay, sure, whatever,” I said.

As soon as I left, I noticed that my heart was racing. I got into my house, and then I gave my heart a minute to slow down before I tried to process what had happened. I took out my phone. I wrote a message to Fritz: “Dude. Drew wasn’t kidding. He actually does dress like a girl after school.”

But I didn’t press send. Again, I was worried that if it came out, people would wonder what I’d been doing there both days that I was there, and I was worried Drew would tell people that it took me a few minutes to figure out that he wasn’t really a girl when I first saw him like that.

The next morning, when I saw him at his locker, I went up to him. I tapped him on the shoulder, and then I got close so that nobody else would hear. “Hey man,” I said. “Today, when we work on the bio thing… you’re not going to dress up… are you?”

He blushed. “I don’t know. Why?”

“Can you just… not?” My face felt hot. “It’s just kind of… weird.”

“Why are you being so weird about it?” he asked, not keeping his voice down like I was. “You’re just… making such a big deal out of something that’s so… not important. It’s honestly weird, man.”

He was turning this around on me! He was making me feel like the crazy one! Now, I was squirming. I was worried people could hear us, and they would start asking questions. So I just blushed, smiled, and said, “Whatever. I don’t really care either way.” And then I skirted off.

Now, I was trying to think of a way out of this predicament. I was trying to think of an excuse to get out of going over to Drew’s house again.

I thought about swapping out shifts with Marty, who was the assistant basketball coach for the day. I thought about lying about having too much homework—or an unexpected hockey practice.

I was close, a few times, to cancelling… but I knew that Drew would suspect that it was an ‘insecurity’ issue, and he would somehow turn it around on me; he would make me feel like the weirdo, when he was the one dolling himself up as if it was… nothing at all!

So I went over. When he told me he had to use the bathroom, I knew that he was going to get dolled up. When ten minutes went by and he hadn’t returned, I knew that he was putting on makeup.

And I was right. It was 3:15 PM when Drew came out like a girl: blonde hair tied into the usual pigtails. This time, he was wearing a tight black tank top crop top, and a little skirt. He hopped onto the bed and let his legs dangle the way a dainty girl would. “Where should we start?” he asked in that girly voice.
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In my head, I kept repeating, ‘Don’t do it. Don’t do it. Don’t react. Don’t give him the satisfaction. Don’t do it.’ So I just smiled and said, “First, we need to read the eighth chapter.”

So we took out our textbooks. Drew got down onto the floor, onto his back, with his feet up on his bed. He hummed gently while reading his textbook. I sat at his desk. It was hard to focus on the material with Drew in my peripheral vision, being so… feminine.
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This was all still so weird.

After we read the chapter, we got together at the desk. He squirmed into the chair with me, butting right up to me, filling my nostrils with that perfume scent. “So we need a title,” she said.

“I know. Let’s just keep it simple… Photosynthesis in small plants.”

“We should come up with something cute and fun,” she said, turning to look into my eyes. “Like… How Cute Plants Grow.” She smiled. Her smile was surprisingly girly.

“O—Okay, whatever,” I said. “But… it’s going to seem weird, coming from… us.”

“Who cares?” she said.

So I wrote ‘How Cute Plants Grow’ on the header. We started writing in highlighted notes from the textbook. We would work on rewording them later.

Drew remained right next to me, thighs against my body, arm against my arm… She would hum occasionally. I tried hard to remain focused. She made focusing extra-hard when she suddenly said, in a joking voice, “You know, if you wanted to fool around with me, I wouldn’t tell anyone.” But it was the tone that she used that made me feel so strange—because I honestly couldn’t tell if it was a joke or if she was being serious.

A lump filled my throat. I laughed along with her. We went back to working on the project.

Then, she made it awkward again after about ten minutes. “Do you like this outfit? Or do you think it’s too… boyish?”

“It’s fine,” I said.

I was so relieved when she got up to get herself a Coke. I tried to calm my racing heart. I didn’t like this. I didn’t like how she was teasing me. I didn’t like the weird thoughts she was putting in my head.

And I really didn’t like what she did when she came back, slipping behind that desk and sitting right down—on my lap. She giggled and cracked open her Coke. “Sorry—did you want one?”

“N—No,” I said. “I’ve had enough sugar today.”

She giggled again. Then she bent forward to read what we’d written. Her bum was on my lap—skirt not long enough to be between us. I tried not to look down at her ass or her exposed back. I tried not to breathe in through my nose, to smell that sweet perfume.

Was she trying to… seduce me?

I closed my eyes. I could feel her moving slightly, rocking gently on my lap… maybe not even realizing it, maybe trying to wriggle her panties out from her butt crack. She turned her head to look at me. “Why are you so warm?” she asked.
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Then, staring into my eyes, she gasped. “Wayne!”

“What?” I asked, biting my tongue.

“You’re hard,” she whispered. Then, she smiled and bit her lip. “Did I make you hard?”

“I’m not hard! It’s my phone!”

But my phone was on the desk, and she was now looking at it. “You have two?”

“Just get off,” I said.

She got off. I turned away from her and tried hard to gain control of my pounding heart. “Maybe we should just split the work up and do it on our own time.”

“Oh, don’t be so awkward,” she groaned, rolling her eyes. “I’m sorry I got you hard. I have to pee, and I keep squirming. I know what all that rubbing can do.”

“It was just the rubbing,” I said firmly. “And… I’m not even hard. It was… just my jeans getting bunched up.”

“Right,” she smiled. Then, again, she let out a joke that could have possibly not been a joke at all. “If you just want me to get you off, just say so.” She giggled, and then turned back to the work.

My heart skipped a beat. I felt sick. I could feel the colour draining from my face… and that horrible feeling got worse after I said, “Okay.”

She turned and looked into my eyes. I could tell that I was pale. Her eyes were beaming. She really looked hot, with those long lashes, with those plump glossy lips. She stared at me for a long moment before sinking down to her knees. She crawled up to me. I opened my legs to let her in. She grabbed my fly.

It all happened so suddenly, so unexpectedly. I was just… curious.

She reached into my fly and I felt her warm fingers on my cock. She pulled it out. I awkwardly looked away, trying not to have a panic attack. I felt her lips sliding around my girth—and then her wet tongue. She was sucking me.

She sucked on my tip for a few minutes, and then she began to push my cock towards her throat. She bobbed her head, slowly, elegantly.

And after just one pathetic minute, I let out a groan, and I ejaculated into her mouth.

Her eyes widened. She gasped. She turned dark red, looking stunned, and terrified. It was the first time I’d seen her looking less than confident… and I knew that it was the first time she’d tasted cum.

She suddenly gagged. Cum spilled out from her lips. She pulled back and gasped for air, looking horrified. I probably had the same look on my face.

She tried to cover her mouth with the palm of her hand, but she was a bit too slow; she gagged again and cum spilled out everywhere. She coughed—and maybe even choked. “Are you okay!?” I asked.

After a minute of catching her breath, she said, with a panicked look on her face, “Why was there so much?”

I was humiliated. “I don’t know,” I said.

She wiped her lips. Then she ran off to the bathroom. For a brief moment, I saw her skirt being lifted by something in her pants: something long and hard and erect. It bounced up and down as she darted through the doorway. She left me alone with a lot of very awkward guilt. When she came back, she was quiet. She didn’t sit on my lap; she sat next to me. She didn’t mention the blowjob.
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In fact, it was never brought up—not for the rest of that evening, and we didn’t bring it up at school the next day.

I didn’t go over there again for the rest of that week, or weekend. I was too embarrassed. I hardly even talked to Drew at school. Not only did I get a blowjob from a dude—I ejaculated prematurely, in under sixty seconds, without warning him… and he spat the cum out like it was the most revolting thing he’d ever had in his mouth.

Oh God, it was so humiliating.

And I probably never would have gone back over to Drew’s house had it not been for the hand of fate. “For this week’s assignment, I’ve already made the pairs,” said our teacher, and then she posted them on the board, and I was paired with Drew.

After school that day, Drew came up and said, “Want to finish the assignment at my place?”

“I have basketball practice with the junior team tonight,” I said.

“You can come over after. I don’t think it will take long.”

“O—Okay,” I said, dreading it.

And within a minute of walking in the door, she was down on her knees, taking my cock out from my jeans, sucking me while moaning as she worked soft bruises into her knees.
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I was red all over. I watched awkwardly, as her feminized head bobbed back and forth on my stiff erection. I tried to last longer. I tried not to let my brain conjure up arousing thoughts—but it was hard. I maybe lasted two full minutes—and this time, I warned her. She was ready. She closed her eyes and locked her lips around my tip. She squeezed my shaft with her fist—and it felt good. She aimed me at her tongue and I blasted away—and this time, she swallowed it all with a confident gulp. Then, she wiped her lips and smiled before saying, “Let’s finish the assignment now.”

I was blushing. She was blushing.

We both knew that this was the start of something very secret, and very naughty.


CHAPTER 3
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The very next day, I went back to Drew’s house. He went to change. I sat on the bed. When Drew came back, he got right down on his knees and I spread open my legs.

She sucked me for about thirty seconds, and then looked up at me with those big, glistening eyes, and said, “I want to try it… inside of me.”

“In your… ass?”

She nodded her head. I felt awkward, knowing that we were about to cross yet another line… but I wanted to try it too.
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Getting inside was tricky, even with lube. Her hole was so, so tight. It was clenched, because she was nervous—this was her virginity she was giving up. All of the rubbing of her butt-crack on my tip felt good… too good.

I groaned and said, “I’m so sorry!” And then I came all over her bum and her bed. She looked devastated at first, and then I said, “Just give me five minutes and we’ll try again.”

Five minutes went by. We tried again. It was awkward, getting my fat tip lined up with her tiny hole. The lube almost made it worse, making the cock slide this way and then that way…

But finally, after some trial and error, we got my tip to penetrate.

I’ll be dead-honest: I didn’t last more than a minute once I was inside of her. But for one minute, she bounced like a horny jack-rabbit, slapping her ass against my lap, moaning wildly, making that whole jiggly bed bounce up and down.

And she screamed when she felt me gushing inside of her.

She sat up slowly, letting it fall out carefully—but she still yelped with a small amount of pain when my cock plopped out of her.

[image: Fucking]


We cleaned up quickly and got right to playing video games, as if nothing happened. Before I left, she awkwardly said, “My parents are going to be home tomorrow—for the next two weeks.”

“Really?” I said.

She looked sad—and I probably looked sad. I knew what she was telling me: no fooling around. “Before I go, do you, uh…”

“Yeah,” she blushed. “I do.”

She got on her back and spread her legs wide. I mounted her, trying not to look at her erect penis on her tummy. She was bigger than me: longer and more girth. I tried not to look while I was thrusting into her, but it was really hard not to look when she groaned, clenched her body, and then cum began to spew out of her tip, all over her stomach and chest. I pulled out and came on her—and it was nice while it lasted, and then the post-ejaculation clarity came and I realized that I’d just ejaculated three consecutive times in—and on—my friend, classmate, and neighbour.

[image: ]


Now, I really couldn’t tell anyone about Drew’s secret—because if his secret got out, I could only assume my new secret would come out—and I definitely couldn’t have people finding out that I was regularly sneaking over to fuck my friend.

It really was… regular. Sometimes I would get a text message from Drew, late at night, as I was dozing off to sleep. “My parents went out to some fancy hotel in the city.” I would quietly slip out the back door, cut down the alley, and I would find Drew all dolled up, in some little skirt, no panties on underneath.

I had my way with Drew: every room, every position, every hole, using every inch. I made Drew scream my name. I made her moan. I made tears roll down her cheeks. I mashed her face into every pillow in her house while I drilled my cock deep into her tight, puckering asshole. Over the course of the next month, I must have filled her with a gallon of hot, sticky cum. I made her swallow. I filled her tiny hole. I came on her chest and watched as she smeared my load all over her perky nipples—sometimes on her breast-form, sometimes just on her flat girly chest.

Sometimes, she would grab her phone and take pictures. It was playful and silly. She would take pictures of my erect cock and say, “I’m going to need this when I’m stuck here with my parents in the house.” She would take photos during sex, of my cock penetrating her. She took photos of her own face as she moaned during sex. She would hand me the phone and ask me to take pictures of her body. She liked to look at the pictures after, to see how good she looked being dominated. I didn’t mind. To be honest, I thought those photos were hot—and she would occasionally send me one of them to tease me, sometimes even during class, making me blush all over.

But tennis season soon came to an end, and Drew’s sister returned from her constant travels. Her parents were now at home constantly, working hard to catch up on work; Drew’s dad worked from home as a commercial graphic designer.

Ten days went by where I didn’t get a piece of the feminized Drew. It was a relief when I finally got a tap on the shoulder one afternoon at school. “My parents will be out until eight tonight,” Drew whispered. “Call of Duty?”

‘Call of Duty?’ was code for: ‘Fuck my brains out?’

I didn’t last long. She started to blow me that afternoon, and I couldn’t hold back. I came in her mouth. Her eyes lit up. I apologized. Then, she stood up and leaned into me.

“W—What are you doing?”

She pressed her lips to mine. I went to kiss her, and she transferred my own cum into my mouth. It was a bitter taste: thick and salty. I squirmed, and she giggled. “I wanted you to taste it,” she said.

“Why?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s hot,” she said.

Then I looked down and saw her firm, throbbing erection. “Want to… try something different?” she asked softly.

I knew what she wanted, and I was afraid. My heart began to race, and I considered the implications. But I didn’t want to be rude. I didn’t want to disappoint her. I got down onto my knees, and I accepted her long cock into my mouth. It was clean. It was smooth. It smelled like flowers. It tasted… a bit floral—probably a tinge of whatever perfume she sprayed between her thighs.

I sucked her gently, bobbing my head. And she moaned softly as she eventually came in my mouth. I managed to swallow.

Then, she got onto her hands and knees and said, “Are you ready to go again?”

It was sad when it was over, because I knew it would be a while until we could do it again. Another ten days passed before I got that tap on my shoulder, and that sly little grin. I nodded my head.

We went to Drew’s place. She got dolled up. We kissed for about thirty minutes. Then, she lifted up her skirt and showed me her erection. I knew what she wanted, so I gave it to her. But this time, she grabbed my head to stop me, and said, “I want you to feel me inside of you.”
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Again, it was a new line to be crossed. I didn’t want to be sodomized. I didn’t want to be penetrated. I didn’t want to… end up enjoying it, wanting more of it.

But my fear of disappointment forced me into trying it. She got onto her back, on her bed, and I gently mounted her, sitting slowly. She gently guided me down, until it was inside. I clenched up all over. She grabbed my penis and began to massage it. “You’re doing great,” she said softly.

Her stroking felt so good. I sat deeper. I took more of her cock. I began to bounce gently. She stroked harder. She stroked faster. I ended up coming all over her chest with a loud groan. She came inside of me. It felt weird… but nice: warm and gooey, and it stayed there for the whole evening, sloshing inside of me, reminding me of what I’d done, what line I’d crossed.

Then, another ten days went by. I couldn’t stand the wait.

I thought that I had a good idea; I snagged some cash from my mom’s purse. I bought Drew a slutty little red lingerie outfit. I tapped on his shoulder during lunch and said, “I have, uh, some clothes for you—and I have enough cash to get a motel room after school.”

His face turned red. “For Call of Duty?” he asked.

I nodded my head.

“Damn. I wish I was free. My parents need me at the house all afternoon.”

My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. I was disappointed. I was horny. I wanted to get off inside of her tight body.

“Can I see the clothes?” he asked.

I showed him the lingerie at my locker. My heart raced as I looked around, hoping nobody would see, or suspect we were doing anything unusual. “That’s cute,” he said softly. “Can I take it?”

“It’s for you,” I whispered.

He carefully slipped it into his bag. That night, from his bathroom at home, he sent me a picture of his body, cutting off his face, wearing the red lingerie.
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She probably didn’t have time to put on makeup or the wig—not safely. “I wish I was free,” she wrote.

“I wish you were free,” I replied.

“I’m dying to play Call of Duty with you,” she wrote. “Send me a picture of you playing Call of Duty, thinking of me.”

I knew he meant a picture of me masturbating—so I sent what he asked for.

This was all so naughty—so dangerous. I began to wonder how I would explain any of this to my family if this came out. I would be disowned!

More days went by. I tried the motel plan again, but again, Drew told me that he was expected at home. “When does tennis season start again?” I asked.

“In three months,” he said with a sigh.

It didn’t seem fair. I felt like I couldn’t live without those sessions—and now, I was only getting a piece of her a few times each month.

I needed more—and I needed to figure out how I was going to get it.


CHAPTER 4
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Ithought the solution might be to plan ahead. I figured I could get Drew alone if I made a plan, and scheduled Drew with Drew’s parents. “On Friday, maybe you can tell your parents you’re coming over to do homework. We can go to a motel.”

Drew smiled and said, “That’s a great idea.” But later, I got a text that said, “I asked my parents, and they want me at the house.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know why. They’re just being hard-asses.” Later, Drew admitted to me that he’d been caught at a party shortly after his family got back from the tennis tour.

“What party?” I asked.

“It was a party at Jacob’s place—just eight of us, but Jacob’s parents came home early and busted us with a case of beer. They told my parents, and my parents don’t trust me anymore. Don’t worry though; we’ll make it work. My dad still needs to leave on the occasional business trip, and my sister will be back on the tennis tour in a few months.”

But I couldn’t wait. Masturbation wasn’t good enough; my clenched fist just wasn’t the same as her tight, puckering hole. And to be honest, I missed sucking her throbbing feminine shaft. I missed the taste of her sweet cum, and the feeling of it dribbling down my chin.

Drew tried to keep me satisfied, sending the odd photo of her all dolled up.
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“I love this lingerie you bought me,” she wrote. “I wear it to sleep. I wish I had more.”

So, of course, I went out and bought her more. I spent nearly all of my saved-up allowance on slutty outfits for her—and believe me, it was worth every penny, getting pictures of her succulent body in those tight little garments.

And once every couple of weeks, I would get an hour or two alone with her—and I would take advantage of every last minute, stuffing her, coming on her face, letting her inside of me, sucking her shaft. 69’ing was always fun. I could always tell when she was going to ejaculate, because her tip would flutter and pulse for a moment before her abs tightened.

I gave her five outfits: the red one-piece, a black one-piece, a green romper, a latex bodysuit, and a white two-piece. She would send me pictures regularly from her bathroom. I loved those pictures. I loved to think that she was thinking of me.

But then, one day, she sent a curious picture. “God, I just love these panties you bought me, boo,” she wrote.

I stared for a moment at the picture. They were cute white cotton panties with pink trim, and the words ‘FUCK ME, DADDY!’ written across the bum. There was a hole in the ass, shaped like a heart, for easy anal access…
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But I didn’t buy her the panties.

“Cute panties,” I wrote.

“I’ll never forgot how good it felt when you were fucking me and I was wearing them.” Then, she sent a picture: a closeup of her ass in those panties, with a glistening, veiny cock half inside of her, pushing through that heart-shaped hole.

But that cock wasn’t mine… at least, I was pretty sure that I never fucked her in that outfit.

I froze. I felt a terrible dread churning in my stomach. Was she seeing someone else? Is that the real reason that she was never free?

Was Drew cheating on me?

No—I must have been mistaken. I’d lost count of how many times we’d fucked; how could I be certain I hadn’t fucked her in those panties?

But I was pretty sure I never pushed my cock through any heart-shaped hole… and then I would have had to have been the one to take that photo… “Who are you with in that picture?” I messaged her, after taking about fifteen minutes to be certain the cock didn’t belong to me (and yes, I got myself hard and compared; this bloke was much veinier and rugged).

“You…” she replied.

“That’s not me, and I didn’t buy you those panties. I’ve never seen those panties.”

“You’re crazy. It’s you. I’ve only been with you, Fritz,” she wrote.

And then my heart sank deeper into my gut. “You’re fucking Fritz?” I asked.

And then she was silent, surely realizing that she’d messaged the wrong guy. The silence continued. She didn’t reply to me that night, and I didn’t send her another message. I felt sick.

I’d been… replaced by another man.
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I saw Drew in the school hallways the next day. He avoided eye-contact, and to be honest, I did the same. I wasn’t quite sure how to go about handling this situation. I felt cheated… but I also knew that Drew had never made any promises to me; we were never mutually exclusive.

I was strangely heart-broken. I constantly wondered how long Drew had been seeing Fritz on the side… or maybe I was the side-piece.

Fritz had also been buying her lingerie. Did Fritz know about me?

It was the next day when I saw Fritz in the hallway, looking around as if he was trying to find something, or someone. I went to the end of the hall, far away, and I stood slightly around the corner, watching him. I watched for a minute until he saw what he was looking for: Drew.

He approached him at his locker and leaned in, saying something quietly. The two spoke for a couple minutes. Drew peered around, as if making sure there was nobody within earshot.

The whole scene made me feel ill. What were they talking about? Well—of course I knew. They were planning a meetup.

So after getting home from school, I changed into a dark hoodie and some black sweatpants. I crept out to the alley and stayed low along the fence-line. I made sure the coast was clear before hoisting myself up and over Drew’s backyard fence. I rushed over to Drew’s old childhood treehouse. My heart pounded like a war drum as I scrambled to get inside. I slowly sat up and peered through Drew’s bedroom window. From here, I could also see into the garage window—and I could see that there were no cars; his parents weren’t home.

In his bedroom window, I could see a sliver of Drew, sitting in a bra, putting makeup on his face. He was getting ready for a date—getting ready to see Fritz.
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I decided to test her. I sent a message. “Sorry for being weird the other day,” I wrote. “I guess I got a bit jealous. I still want to see you again. You aren’t free now, are you?”

I watched from that treehouse as Drew reached for her phone. She read the message. She paused. She typed. She paused again. She typed some more. Then, she replied: “My dad is working downstairs and he’s making sure I finish my homework. I can’t get out today.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I was tempted to reply, ‘You’re a damned liar!’. Instead, I kept my cool. I calmly replied, “Let me know when you’re free next.” Because even though she was lying to me, I still wanted to see her again; I still wanted to relive some of that intense sexual fun that we had together.

I kept watching. I watched as she picked out a slutty dress from her closet. I watched as she messaged Fritz from her phone. I watched as she touched up her makeup. I watched as she massaged some sort of cream or moisturizer all over her cock and balls.

I was pissed with Drew… but my God—she looked amazing. She looked so alluring… so succulent. I just wanted to pin her down and kiss her all over. I wanted to push my tongue into her mouth. I wanted to ram my cock up her tight asshole. Why did I want her so badly? Why couldn’t I just reprogram my brain to want another girl? There were so many girls at school, and the vast majority of them were single. I could have asked one on a date, taken her out a few times, and then I could have been buying her lingerie…

But no—I wanted Drew. I wanted Drew so badly… even though she was getting ready to get ploughed by another man.

Then, I saw her perk up. She rushed off to answer the front door. Fritz had arrived…

At least I thought it was Fritz. Ten minutes passed before the bedroom door swung open and Drew came stumbling in with her date. But the man kissing her, topless, wasn’t Fritz. Now, Mike had his tongue down her throat, and his hands on her firm, lingerie-clad ass.

I stood there, frozen. So she was seeing… two other guys?

Mike threw her playfully on her bed and then pounced on her. She pulled down his jeans, freeing his humongous cock. She gasped at the sight of it. I felt so jealous; how could I compete with that monster dick?

She grabbed it and stroked it with both hands. He ran his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

Then, he went down on her. He sucked her long, hard dick for about ten minutes before climbing on top of her, mounting her, letting her cock into his tight asshole. He bounced on top of her while she used both her hands to jerk off his towering cock.

I just watched in silence, stunned, unable to move. I watched every minute, until he was ejaculating on her chest. His muscular frame trembled and his face turned dark red. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

I ran home, head spinning with confusion. I tried to put the pieces together in my mind. I didn’t sleep that night, feeling that horrible dread in my gut: the feeling of replacement.

The next day, I couldn’t focus during class. I kept looking over at Drew, who seemed so… unsuspecting.

That afternoon, I decided I would go over to confront Drew about it, but as I was leaving my own house, I saw a man going into her house: not Mike, not Fritz… but Phil: the other man in the locker room that day that Drew revealed his secret during a silly game of truth or dare.

All of the guys in that room were now fucking Drew.

And I was given another turn the next day. Drew approached me during lunchtime and said, “I’m really sorry that you found out I was seeing someone else… the way that you did.”

“It’s, uh… fine. You’re free to see whoever you want to see.”

“I like you a lot. It was just… a moment of weakness.”

I was tempted to call ‘bullshit’, but I bit my tongue. “I still want to see you,” I said.

“Are you free after school?” he asked with a twinkle in his eye.

Of course, I didn’t turn down the sex… though I was feeling nervous about how many partners had been with Drew—and if I needed to worry at all about infections. Maybe I needed to start wearing a condom… but her tight hole felt so damned good without one.

“Come over a bit later… around five,” Drew said to me. I smiled and agreed to the arrangement.
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I decided to sneak into that treehouse around 3:00 PM, because I wanted to see her getting ready… instead, I saw her with Mike. He was ramming her tiny hole with his fat, hard cock. I felt cold all over, knowing that I was supposed to be meeting Drew in two hours.

Mike fucked her for a long hour… which made me feel embarrassed about the fact that I could only last a few minutes at best.

Still, I went home and got ready for the date. Drew looked gorgeous, waiting for me in a black bra and black strappy panties.
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We kissed. I groped her and she played with my cock. Then, she fell onto her back and spread her legs into the air and said, “Eat me out, baby.”

I looked at her small gaping hole. It was glistening… and reddened from the pounding she just took an hour earlier.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah… Totally. I’ll, uh… eat you out.” So I went down. She made her hole pucker. I started to lick the rim. She puckered against my tongue. I kept licking. It tasted a bit bitter… and then, a dribble of something thick and gooey spilled onto my tongue. I tried not to overreact. I didn’t cringe while I licked it away.

Yes, I knew that it was Mike’s cum, spilling out of her as the tonguing relaxed her anus…

I kept eating her out. More cum spilled out of that hole. I awkwardly swallowed it to get it out of the way.

I was swallowing Mike’s cum… and I think Drew knew it. I could hear her giggling softly between moans. She knew exactly what she was doing.

She let me fuck her. She moaned an screamed as I plunged into her. I could feel a slickness inside of her: probably that cum acting as a slippery, gooey lubricant.

I spilled my own seed inside of her. Then, she looked back at me and said, “Eat me out again.”

I froze. I stuttered. She giggled.

“Do it, slut,” she said with a grin.
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I didn’t want to disappoint her—though I don’t know why I cared anymore.

As I ate her out, she pushed, making the cum gush out into my mouth. She was trying to humiliate me. This was her way of turning me submissive. She got off on reducing me to this.

And I just accepted it. I swallowed my own cum out of her asshole, and then I got dressed and went home.


CHAPTER 5
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I’m not sure how many details you want to hear. Over the next few weeks, I saw a lot. I got to meet up with her once every five days or so… but she was seeing guys every day. Every day, I crept up into that treehouse and watched. I watched her dolling herself up before men came over: Mike, Fritz, Phil—and then new guys, like Jacob, and Lewis, and then Peter and Vance.

She wanted a piece of everybody—and she wanted to give a piece of herself to everybody. I watched her taking it hard. I watched her bending guys over. I watched her sucking cocks. I watched her grabbing handfuls of men’s hair as guys went down on her, deep-throating her long, hard shaft. I watched guys coming all over her chest. I watched her spilling her seed onto the faces of many men.

I watched her saying goodbye to one man before a new man showed up fifteen minutes later to repeat the process.

Drew was the school whore—and nobody knew it but me. The guys were all oblivious—as oblivious as I was when I first started getting frisky with Drew. Nobody knew that she was seeing at least eight or nine different men. Everyone thought that they were the one.
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And they were all oblivious when she would make them do things like eat her out—or even when they were french-kissing her, right after she accepted a fat load in her mouth from some other guy.

We were certainly all sharing germs, among other things.

But knowing she was a slut and a liar didn’t seem to reduce her appeal. I still wanted to see her. I still wanted to bend her over and plunge into her. I still wanted to feel her inside of me. And… maybe I even wanted to eat out that slutty asshole, even if it meant tasting the last couple of guys who were inside of her.
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She took no days off: every afternoon, guys came and went. Her bed frame was given a good integrity test.
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It was a Wednesday afternoon when I noticed Steve staring at me. Steve was a quiet guy: short, skinny, and usually by himself. He was a classic loner, with scruffy blonde hair, always wearing a shirt that said STONE CREEP, which was the name of the band he was supposedly in, but nobody had ever seen STONE CREEP play a concert before.

He kept looking at me, seeming to scowl whenever I locked eyes with him—and then he would look away, face reddening as if he was daydreaming about knocking my lights out.

I’d hardly ever talked to Steve before. I didn’t know much about him, so I wasn’t sure why he was so upset with me.

But this went on all day—and then the next day too. During gym class, he glanced over at me with a dark frown, and he let out a little grunt, and some whispered insult under his breath. “Sorry,” I said finally. “Did I do something to piss you off, Steve?”

He stared into my eyes. He said nothing. He was angry… fuming… steam rising up from his ears.

Later, I caught him glaring at me again, so I confronted him again. “Alright, man. Spit it out. What the hell are you so pissed about?”

“I know you’ve been with my girl,” he whispered.

I paused. I shook my head. “Who’s your girl?”

“You know,” he growled.

It honestly took me a moment to realize he was talking about Drew. I just stood there, trying to process all of this. I’d seen about eight different men with Drew, but Steve wasn’t one of them. But maybe he’d slipped in once or twice. I wasn’t watching Drew 24-7.

Steve glanced around and then he dug his phone out from his back pocket. He tapped the screen a few times and then he showed me a picture of Drew, wearing a tight two-toned top that I bought for her. Then, he scrolled down to show me the message. “Remember when I was wearing this and you came inside of me, Wayne?”

I looked at Steve’s face and saw that he was turning an even darker shade of red—about to burst. “She meant to send that to you,” he growled. “So tell me… how long have you been seeing her behind my back?”

“She’s a free person, Steve,” I said. “Did she tell you that you were mutual?”

“It was unspoken.”

“Well, maybe it should have been spoken,” I said. “Because she’s clearly under the impression that she’s free to be with other guys.”

“Fuck you,” he growled. “I should kill you. I should take my dad’s gun and blow your fucking head off. You even look at my girl again, and I’ll kill you.”

I was actually… afraid. Steve was small and skinny and not physically capable of hurting anyone with his hands… but anyone can take a gun and destroy lives…

And the next day, Drew poked that skinny, short bear, sending him another photo of her wearing something I bought for her. I know this because the police showed me, asking, “Did this, uh, young man dressed as a girl mean to send this to you?”

I blushed all over. “I… I think so.”
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And you may be wondering why the police showed me—well, because the school’s metal detector caught Steve trying to enter the school with his dad’s gun, a pocketful of ammunition, and the intention to find me and murder me.

My head was spinning. I was filled with nausea. And I couldn’t help but wonder if Drew had done it on purpose. “We aren’t releasing any of these details to anyone,” the officer told me. “So don’t go talking about this, until we tell you otherwise.”

“Y—Yes, officer,” I said.

“And for your own sake… maybe don’t sleep with your friends’ partners,” he said, blushing, and eyeing the photo.

That night, Drew sent me a photo of her in an amazing two-piece lingerie set, in pink. “Thinking of you,” she wrote.
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I was mesmerized by her beauty… but stunned by her ability to think about sex right after one of her lovers was arrested for trying to kill another one of her lovers. I knew that the cops had spent the day interrogating her… didn’t that worry her? Wasn’t she afraid Steve—or some other partner of hers—was going to take some jealousy out on her?


CHAPTER 6
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Six days later, on Tuesday, everyone went running outside during lunchtime, because there was a commotion. Mike and Sonny were fighting, fists bloodied, on the parking lot pavement. Mike got Sonny down on the ground and he got a grip on Sonny’s long dark hair. He based Sonny’s face into the concrete, and then four teachers rushed in to split them up.

Sonny had to go to the hospital to fix his broken cheekbone and nose. Mike only needed a few stitches. Both men were suspended for the fight, because nobody knew who started it—or why—and the men weren’t speaking.
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The bloody fight was a total mystery—and the whole school was abuzz with rumours and theories. The men weren’t known to hate each other—and neither were known to be at all scrappy or violent.

But I knew, because I’d seen Sonny over at Drew’s just a few days earlier, that the men were scrapping over Drew. Drew must have rattled off one of those ‘mistaken’ messages.

And then, on Monday, when Carlos didn’t show up for school, the rumours quickly buzzed. “He was arrested,” one girl whispered to another. “He broke into Mike’s house and tried to strangle Mike.”

It all sounded so absurd, so dramatic… and Drew looked so innocent, so frail, just going about his business.

On Wednesday, another fight broke out—Phil exchanging hallway punches with his best friend, Fritz. They went hard, slamming each other into lockers before a teacher broke them up; it didn’t get nearly as violent as some of the other Drew-related engagements, but only because teachers managed to break it up before it could.
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A few days later, the locker of Fritz had been vandalized with red spray paint—and pictures of him, sucking cock pasted on with some sort of industrial glue. He clawed at the locker desperately, trying to pull those photos down as students laughed all around him.

The pictures were very close up—too close to see that the cock belonged to Drew. But that cock certainly belonged to Drew; I recognized the cute shaft, and that little brown birthmark on the pelvis. Meanwhile, a few lockers down, Drew hardly batted an eye. He couldn’t care less than his cock was posted all over that locker, for everyone to see. I mean--sure, nobody knew it was his cock, but still…

And then, as if none of this was happening, Drew tapped me on the shoulder, smiled, and said, “Call of Duty tonight?”

I didn’t want to get wrapped up in this mess… but I just couldn’t resist the temptation. How could I resist? She sent me photos of her in an amazing little maid’s dress: short frilly skirt, hair tied into a pigtails with little bows.
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I went over and I threw myself at her and we made love on the kitchen floor. We rolled around that floor, locked in a tight embrace, her tongue in my mouth. Her cock slipped into my ass and she thrusted hard into me.

Then, she asked me to wait. She grabbed her phone and set it to record, and she placed it on the floor, propped up, so it could film everything.

My skin turned cold. “Why do you need that?” I asked, trying to turn my face away from the camera lens.

“I like to watch after,” she blushed.

I knew she was lying. I knew that she was going to send the video to someone else, to make them jealous. “I—I’d rather it not be filmed. Can we delete this?”

“No,” she said, lowering her brow. “I want the video, Wayne.”

“But I don’t want it to exist.”

“Then we’re done fucking,” she said with a pouty voice. She pulled her cock out of me, and her tip fell out with a plop.
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My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to be done. I wanted to feel her inside of me. I wanted her to cum in me. I wanted to roll her over and I wanted to cum in her.

I wanted to taste her lips a little bit longer. I wanted to feel her soft, warm skin a little bit longer.

I eyed that camera-phone. My stomach churned. “Fine,” I said. “Film it.”

She smiled and bit her lip. “Yay,” she said. She pressed record, and then she stuffed her cock back into my asshole. I groaned. She pushed deep. I groaned louder. She began to thrust, her ball sack slapping my ass.

We fucked hard. She came in me, and then I rolled her over, pinned her to the floor, and I pumped myself into her rectum for about ninety seconds—and that was as long as I could last.
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Then, as we cleaned up, I eyed her phone. I thought about grabbing it, deleting that video. I thought about taking the phone and smashing it, so she couldn’t show the world what we’d done together. I knew that she was up to something…

Or maybe it was just a misunderstanding. Maybe she really had been sending guys the wrong pictures by mistake. Maybe she was just exercising her right to be as slutty as she wanted to be, and guys were getting unwarrantedly jealous.

Or maybe I was just being stupidly optimistic.

I was already regretting letting my horniness push me into making bad decisions—and that regret was amplified that night when I woke up to the sound of glass breaking. It was a short, shrill sound, but enough to make me perk up.

I froze for a moment, listening carefully, heart racing, mind swirling with dread as I remembered the fact that one of my classmates wanted me dead, and my other classmates had been getting into violent scraps.

I jumped to my feet and rushed to my closet, grabbing a baseball bat. Then, I heard the family dog barking--and snarling. There was some thumping, and then I saw the hallway light turn on. “Who’s there?” my dad’s voice called out.
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I heard a scuffle downstairs, and then there was silence. My dad ran down the hallway. I was too afraid to leave my room. My dad called for my mom. “Someone broke in!” he shouted.

The police came. I went down to see the broken glass on the floor—and blood, probably from the assailant cutting himself while entering—or maybe the dog got a good bite in.

“Why would someone break in?” my mom asked the cops. She was pale and trembling.

I knew the answer: they were coming for me. They wanted to get revenge on me, because they found out that I was sleeping with Drew.

An hour later, my phone buzzed: a message from Drew. It was a video. A man was holding the camera, filming Drew as she lay on her back, thighs spread wide. The man was sliding his long cock in and out of her while she moaned, wearing a tight anime-style lingerie set. “Let’s do this again, Chris,” she wrote to me.
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It was another ‘mistake’. For a moment, I felt a strange surge of jealous rage. I wanted to confront Chris, and tell him to leave Drew alone. But I managed to remain sensible. I managed to keep calm, reminding myself that I didn’t own Drew… and then I began to wonder who got the video that she took with me? Was it the man who broke in?


CHAPTER 7
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She sent me another picture in the morning. “New boobs. What do you think? Want to cum on them tonight?”

[image: Maid]



In the picture, she had a devious smile. That smile… it was proof enough to me that she was behind all of the mayhem, and she liked it. She loved how much chaos she was creating.

But what could I do about it? What could anyone do? She wasn’t doing anything illegal; she was just… being a slut, and she was letting her sexual partners know it—and she had many sexual partners.

[image: ]


I caught a lucky break the next day at school, when I saw Drew slip his phone out from his pocket. I watched carefully, seeing him put in his password: 2-4-6-8—easy to remember. He checked a message and slipped the phone back into his pocket. Then, during gym class, while Drew was running laps, I told the coach I needed to use the bathroom. I went to the locker room and found that phone. I quickly unlocked it and went into his photos and videos. There, I saw the huge collection of sex videos and pictures. I scrolled quickly down; there were hundreds, with so many different partners. My God, she was fucking half of the men in that school! I even recognized a couple of teachers, men thirty years older than Drew.

In one video, she was sucking Mr. Dredger’s long, cock, burying her nose in his grey-tinged pubic hair. “I’m going to cum in that sweet little mouth,” he growled.

And he did… then, she gently let the cum fall off of her lips, onto the tip of his throbbing penis. She giggled and the licked the cum up, swallowing it.

My God, she was such a whore!

In another video, she was on her hands and knees, sucking a man off—but someone else was filming. The cameraman walked around the scene before getting close up to Drew’s asshole. He reached out with his free hand to push a finger into Drew’s butthole. He fingered her for a minute and then he replaced his finger with his erection.

He fucked her while she sucked another man.

Then, there was a video of Drew fucking a young woman! It was Stacey Andrews, with her freckled face and frizzy red hair. She seemed so innocent, so shy… but now, she was taking it from Drew…

I found a few videos and pictures featuring me. I deleted them instantly. I kept looking through the gallery.
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I found a picture of Drew laying on the chest of a man, with his cock in her ass. The man taking the photo was pushing his cock into that same hole, stretching Drew wide: intense double penetration.

I thought of destroying the phone, but I didn’t want Drew to become suspicious. I had to protect myself—and that meant resisting her advances from now on.

And I really managed to resist her… for a while. She messaged me a picture of her dressed up like a little doll. Her cock was out, with a bead of white cum dribbling down her shaft. “Want to suck me tonight?” she asked.

Oh God—did I ever! But I had to resist. “Can’t tonight. Sorry!”

The next day, she sent a picture of her on her back, spreading her butt cheeks with both hands, presenting her puckering pink asshole. “Fuck me tonight, baby,” she wrote.

“I have hockey,” I lied.

Then, the next day, she sent a picture of her all dolled up in the most amazing blue dress. “Take me out for a drink, and then we’ll go back to my place and you can do whatever you want to my body,” she wrote. “My parents are gone for the weekend.”
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For the love of God—she was so tempting. She kept sending pictures to seduce me. She sent me a video of her fingering her own asshole. “Your cock would feel better, baby,” she wrote.
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“I know, but I’m so busy. Sorry,” I wrote.

And the more I rejected her, the more aggressive she became. Next, she sent me a video of her taking every inch of a gigantic dildo. “I just want your cum in me. Toys aren’t the same.”

“I know. But I’m super busy.”

I knew that I would crack eventually. I knew that I couldn’t resist her forever. The temptation was getting stronger and stronger… and I was getting weaker and weaker.

Finally, I caved when I got her video message: a video of her on her back, holding her phone up, staring right into the camera lens. “Wayne, I need to feel you inside of me, baby. I need to feel the inside of you. Please just come over. I’m all alone. I’m on my bed. I’m waiting for you to just come and do whatever you want to my fragile little body. Come and take me hard, baby; I want you so badly!”
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Oh, I just couldn’t resist her any longer. I was willing to risk whatever would come of it! I was happy to fuck her, even if it meant some guy coming to make an attempt on my life. I’m sure you, reader, think that I surely lost my mind, but I’m sure you wouldn’t be able to resist either—not after having taste of the sweet nectar.

I walked into her house. I saw the glow of her bedroom. I approached slowly, pausing for a moment as I tried to talk myself out of it.

“Come and take me, baby,” she called out gently.

I couldn’t resist. I went into her room. There she was, on the bed, free for the taking. She winked at me. She bit her lip. Then, we both froze when we heard the front door opening. “Baby?” a voice called out.
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I watched as Drew’s face turned dark red: a guilty look that became even guiltier a moment later when Francis Masterson walked into the room. He froze, seeing me standing there.

“Wayne?” he said, looking nervous—and slightly pissed off. “What the fuck are you doing here with my girl?”

“She called me,” I said, feeling a lump swelling in my throat.

“Why would she call you?” he growled.

I looked at Drew, half-hoping she would confess to save me. She just remained still with that guilty redness on her face—and a slight smile, anticipating a fight.
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“I—I can go,” I said. “I don’t want any trouble.”

“I don’t get why you’re even here!” he snapped.

She set me up. She called him over knowing that he would become enraged. And was she not afraid? Was she not scared that he would take some of that rage out on her?

And then I realized that she probably got off on the risk. A screwed-up part of her probably wanted one of us to turn on her and beat her half to death. She loved chaos. She loved creating it, and she loved being in the center of it. She was a masochist. She wanted to be hurt and humiliated. She liked it when those pictures of her cock were plastered all over that locker… maybe she even did it herself.

Now, Francis’s face was dark red. His eyes were glistening. He was tense… and he looked… afraid. He stared at me for a moment and said, “Maybe… We can... both take her.”

I was still for a moment. Then, I nodded my head. It all happened very slowly… or maybe fast; it’s hard to remember; the moment was a blur. One moment, I thought that I was going to be stabbed to death, and the next, I was pushing my cock into an asshole that already had a cock in it. Drew screamed loudly, grabbing handfuls of bed sheets as she stretched to accommodate both of us.
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We both pushed in hard, cocks mashed together. His cock was rugged, uncircumcised, and fat. I felt all of his veins against my shaft. I felt him throbbing… I kind of liked it.

We pumped together, mashing our cocks together in that tight hole.
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She moaned wildly. Her own cock began to drain cum. We pumped harder and harder. Francis was clearly getting out some frustration—and I was happy he chose to take it out in that hole, and not with a knife or a gun or his fists.

He came first, surprisingly. I felt his warm, gushy cum slathering my shaft, and that was enough to bring me to my own climax, blasting away inside of her tight body.

Then, we all heard a noise and looked back to see a third man: Fritz, standing with a pale face as he looked upon that curious orgy. He had an angered look for a moment—probably expecting to show up and have Drew to himself… but instead of turning to anger, he decided to slide into the action. We stepped away and he plugged that cum-filled hole. He pumped her for ten minutes, until I was ready to go again. Then, I pushed in with him, feeling all of that warm cum, sloshing, squishing, occasionally squirting out of her stretched hole. Fritz and I fucked Drew for another fifteen minutes, and then Fritz came, so Francis swapped back in.

We fucked her until she begged us to stop. “I—I can’t take anymore,” she said. We both ejaculated again in that hole: five consecutive cream-pies, all spilling out at once when we pulled out of her.
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It was intense. We were sweaty, exhausted, and still uncertain of what would happen next. There were looks of tension in the room: nobody trusted anybody…

But we all knew that Drew had pitted us against each other. I figured it out before—and maybe they had as well, or maybe not… but now, it was well-known.


CHAPTER 8
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Karma caught up to Drew. It’s not something that I’m happy to announce, because I really did like Drew; I really loved being with Drew, even knowing that she was getting with so many men.

Eventually, those pictures got leaked, and Drew’s father, who was in India with Drew’s sister, was sent one of the pictures: Drew dolled up, with cum all over his chest.
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Drew’s dad flew home immediately and took Drew, onto a plane, and Drew was pulled out of school. He spent the next six months tagging along on his sister’s tennis tour. From what I understand, he was never allowed to be alone, never allowed to be out of his parents’ sight. When they returned home, after graduation (Drew wasn’t allowed to go to his own graduation), Drew was sent off to a special military school to finish his high-school diploma (since he didn’t finish that final semester)…

Though, we all heard rumours that Drew ended up fucking half of the cadets in the program, and was expelled when he was caught with the vice-principal.

It was a full three years later when Drew moved back to town, no longer with his parents. Now, Drew was female full-time, and she went by the name Delilah. I ran into Delilah at a bar, and she seemed different. She was embarrassed when she saw me, blushing and then apologizing almost instantly. “I got carried away,” she said. “But, uh, I really do want you to know something.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You really were my first,” she said softly, cheeks turning dark red.

I blushed. I really wasn’t sure whether or not to believe her, but she spoke with amazing conviction. “You were mine,” I said.

We had a few drinks. She turned red suddenly and bit her lip. “What is it?” I asked.

“It’s nothing,” she said. “I—I should probably go. Hopefully I see you around again.”
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I could tell that she was fighting urges—and my hunch was confirmed a couple of days later, when I ran into her again, this time at a park. She was walking her new puppy, and I was walking my dog. As our dogs played, she said, “You won’t even believe this, but I spent four months in rehab.”

“For what?” I asked.

“Sex addiction,” she said. “I still see a therapist about it. I know that a lot of people don’t believe in sex addiction, but it’s real—sometimes I just… can’t help myself.”

But I believed her; it explained a lot. It was sad to think that she went through so much torment because of something she couldn’t help… or maybe her careless actions had spawned the sex addiction; I suppose one could only speculate. Either way, she paid the price. She told me that she was arrested and charged with being an ‘accessory to conspire to commit murder’. I tried to wrap my head around that sentencing. She explained that they found evidence on her phone that she’d purposely made a man so jealous that he attempted to murder his friend. “I probably wouldn’t have gotten time had I not admitted to doing it intentionally,” she explained to me.

“So why did you do it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Remember when you and Francis and Fritz took me together?” she blushed. “And you were all so… angry? That just felt so… good.” She shook her head. “But I’m not like that anymore! I swear. I—I’m better now. I’m working on it. I mean—I’m getting better every day, as long as I work on resisting temptations.” Apparently, she spent an entire year behind bars, and she was still on probation.
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I blushed. She apologized to me again. I accepted her apology. I mean—sure, I was still traumatized by the fact she almost had me killed—maybe more than once, but there was no sense in holding onto hate.

“Would you want to… get dinner sometime?” she asked me, and I could tell by the redness in her cheeks that she was asking me out on a date.
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She was cute… beautiful, even. But I could just tell that she wasn’t ready for a relationship yet. She was still fighting her demons—so I wished her the best, but rejected the offer. “Keep in touch,” I told her. She was a bit embarrassed by the rejection. She looked away and bit her lip. She apologized again, and then she took off.
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A couple years later, I heard that she was engaged. I didn’t know the guy. I prayed that she was ‘clean’, and free from the shackles of her sex addiction. I didn’t get an invite to the wedding, but that much was understandable; it wouldn’t have been appropriate anyway.

I really hope that Delilah is doing well. I really hope that she’s being faithful to her new partner. In a way, I do owe Delilah; if it wasn’t for her, I wouldn’t have learned that I really liked trans girls. I don’t know if I would have even been as open to dating them had it not been for Delilah’s advances back in our senior year. Now, I’m with a beautiful girl named Tiffany, and she’s pre-op, with no plans to remove her cock. I have to admit that I’m happier with her than I could possibly be with a biological female. Now, I get to be top and bottom in the bedroom—I can’t complain with that!

THE END
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