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BEST FRIENDS

Just the Tip

Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.

Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.

Deciding they both need cheering up, Adam sets about planning a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and James seems to be enjoying himself, and the pair reminisce over old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.

Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…


When James confesses his secret to his best friend, telling Adam how he’s been earning money to pay the bills Adam is shocked, but intrigued. James has been wearing sexy, feminine underwear, posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…

Can Adam really say no, now he’s realised just how hot his best friend is? What does it mean for the future of their friendship, their relationship? Why is he so drawn to James, and to the exotic, feminine outfits he wears?

And does it really count if it's just the tip… ?


One

James was sat on the sofa with his legs tucked under him when I arrived home, sat in the same way he always sat when he was comfortable and relaxed, and I paused at the door and took a deep breath, smiling, glad to be home. It had been a miserable day, drudging through the daily grind, but at least it was over, and it was the weekend. Two days to myself until I was expected to get back to it again.

As I stepped into the room I caught the waft of food cooking, the smell of tomatoes and garlic. James looked up from the television and smiled, as glad to see me as I was to see him.

“Hey, Adam.” He said. “Good day?”

I was quiet for a moment as I considered the question. Had it been a good day?

Work was a tedium of monotony, slaving for barely enough money to make ends meet, struggling to make rent, bills, and pay off my student loans, all while stuck in a dead-end job that made no use of the degree I’d spent years and thousands of debt earning, and my love life was in an utter rut—I had neither the time, money, nor energy to devote myself to dating—but the weather had been nice, and it got me out of the house. Looking at James I guessed that he’d spent another day stuck within just the walls of our flat, with no one but himself for company.

“Yeah, not bad.” I said, shrugging. “You?”

James grinned. It was the same expression he always wore when I asked about his day.

“Yeah pretty good actually.” He said. “And I even found time to make dinner for the two of us. Does pasta and sauce sound good? I made a side salad too.”

It sounded better than good. As tired and fatigued as I was it sounded amazing, and I told him so. He smiled, obviously delighted at my enthusiasm, and he slipped off the couch and headed through to our small kitchen to serve. I followed behind him, watching him carefully, thoughts ticking.

James and I had known each other for almost five years now, having met in our first year at college, and we’d quickly become best friends—our similar interests and taste in music, films, books, and our eerily meshing sense of humour all acting as a glue to bind us close. We’d been living together for four years, most of that in college housing, but after graduating it’d only seemed to make sense that we continue our arrangement. Rent was cheaper with a flatmate, and I knew I wasn’t going to find anyone better to live with than James.

Things though… hadn’t turned out how I’d expected. How either of us had expected.

Though we’d both gotten excellent marks in our respective degrees, finding gainful employment had been almost impossible. In the end, I’d had to take a job in food service to pay my bills—rent, utilities, food, student loans, and a dozen other regular monthly outgoings that needed seeing to even before I got to consider things like clothes or going out or entertainment—and James… well James had yet to find any kind of job.

The truth was I was worried about him. We’d been out of college for almost a year now, and I was struggling to keep my head afloat, but James, for all his smiles and cheerfulness, well, I was concerned James was sinking.

“Sit at the table and I’ll dish up. Tell me about your day.” He said.

That was just like him, worried about me, wanting to hear me moan, offering a thoughtful ear to listen to my woes. As he served up the meal he’d made for the two of us I began to complain about my day, the customers, my manager, the irritating co-workers, scattering in amusing stories about things that had happened, making him laugh, enjoying seeing him smile, the sound of his giggle, and just being home made me feel better, happier, lighter.

I was still worried about him though. He’s been out of college for a year and he’d fallen into a rut. He still hadn’t found work, and from what I could tell he’d given up even looking.

He’d never fallen behind with rent though and had even taken to buying more things, numerous packages arriving in the mail for him regularly. He’d often buy beer or food to cheer me up after a hard day too, and for all I could work out I figured he must be either relying on the charity of his parents, who were far from wealthy, or burning through whatever savings he had stashed away.

It wasn’t good for him and, worse still, he’d almost stopped going out. Except for the odd shopping trip or night out with friends, James seemed to spend all day at home alone doing who knew what. Our friends all worked, and so James was left isolated, with nothing to do, day after day, and as cheerful as he seemed, I was fretting that this was beginning to wear him down.

As I complained about a particularly obnoxious customer, watching James smile and nod as we ate at our small table in the kitchen, sat opposite each other, a plan began to form. A party, just a small one, for James and our closest friends. I knew seeing people would cheer him up, and maybe even someone we knew could help hook him up with some work, even something small and part-time, just to get him out of the house and doing something so he felt less alone, and I could definitely do with blowing off some steam.

Work was awful, dreary and dull, and I was beginning to feel stuck. This was the beginning of the rest of my life, a time of optimism and adventure and excitement, instead it was… not that.

If anything it was far from that. My work life was miserable, my pay almost non-existent, my debts and bills a yoke around my neck, and my love life… well, the less said about that the better. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d met a girl who’d shown any interest in me and though I missed feeling close to someone else, connected on a physical and emotional level, I just couldn’t summon up the energy or enthusiasm to try dating.

As James laughed at another of my stories about an amusing customer I’d served I couldn’t help but smile. At least I had my best friend.

I took a deep breath and sighed. A party was the perfect idea. It was just what both of us needed.
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As I pushed my way into the crowded kitchen I caught sight of James chatting to a couple of our closest friends, Linda and Tiff, two girls we’d met at college and who lived not too far from us. He’d been smiling all evening, clearly enjoying himself, and I knew that the party had been a good idea.

Sure, I was finding it exhausting, and I’d cleared out my bank account getting supplies—food and drink and a few ironic tacky decorations—but seeing him relaxed and having fun made it all worth it. As James saw me slipping over to where the drinks were kept, cluttering up one side in the tiny kitchen, he waved, gesturing to summon me over. Grabbing a beer, opening it and taking a deep swig, I headed over to join the three of them.

“Hey.” I said. “How are you? Having fun?”

The three all nodded, replied that they were having a great time, that it had been too long since we’d all hung out like this, and we should do it more often. I nodded, agreeing. The party had been in full swing for a few hours by now, and people were well on their way to drunk. I was no exception.

“Linda and Tiff were just reminding me about that Halloween party where you and I dressed up as those two characters from that game we were playing at the time. You remember that?” James said, grinning, a pink blush to his cheeks.

I nodded. How could I forget?

We’d all been obsessed with a team-based shooter at the time, the game populated with a plethora of bright, colourful, quirky characters, each with their own play-style, and we’d all quickly become attached to our favourite. That Halloween someone, maybe even James if I remembered correctly, had suggested we all go out dressed as our favourites.

The idea had quickly become popular with everyone except me, and though initially I was less than keen, in the end, I’d agreed to go along with the plan—mostly thanks to James’ constant pleading.

I’d liked the idea except for one, minor detail. We were to go as our favourite, most played character. For me and James that meant going as female characters who were infamous for wearing quite revealing and provocative outfits.

I’d resisted initially, though the idea did intrigue me, the idea of wearing some of the outfits my favourite character, Scorpinox, a sexy dark haired assassin, wore, but James had worn me down in the end. It would be fun, he’d argued, and it was just a harmless costume on a night out with friends, what was college for if not being a little wild?

Without him with me I’d never have agreed, but with him by my side, I knew it would be okay, that it might even be fun. And he’d been right. It had been fun, a wild carefree night in costume with friends, getting drunk and laughing.

I’d dressed as Scorpinox, a fragile high damage assassin, dressing in her skimpy black ‘midnight’ skin, a black low-cut leotard with a corset around her waist, fishnet tights, high heels, long black gloves, and long black hair—even going as far as to wear a wig with make-up—and James had gone as Lens, a sexy, geeky, computer genius who specialised in controlling the flow of the battlefield, wearing her ‘summer fox’ skin, a pair of cute booty shorts and a tiny cut-off t-shirt, long socks and sneakers, with long blonde wig styled into twin-tails, glasses, make-up, and freckles. Even I had to admit that together we looked pretty good, and that night we’d received a lot of compliments and attention, even a few jeers and wolf-whistles and cat-calls from tipsy party-goers who thought we looked cute.

It was a happy memory for me, though I recalled it made me feel… weird, an embarrassed, nervous fluttering in my belly when I thought about dressing up, how it had felt wearing the outfit, how I had enjoyed the attention and the sense of freedom. I could already feel the heat in my cheeks from just James mentioning it.

“That was such a fun night!” Linda said.

“Ah, found it.” Tiff said.

She lifted her phone and showed the screen to Linda, then to James, then to me. It was a picture of the two of us that night, dressed in full costume, make-up, wigs. I blinked, and my cheeks blazed, yet I could not deny that the picture make me feel… happy. I smiled, a sense of joy. We looked good.

“Send that to me could you? That's such a cool photo… I’m totally getting it framed and put up.” James said, laughing.

“You would not!” I said, laughing with him.

He looked at me and grinned. Something in his eyes made me wonder if he just might.

“Sent.” Tiff said.

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket just as James’ made the message alert. Tiff glanced at me, smiling.

“Sent to you too. Figured you might like it, fond memories and all that. Plus… you look cute together.”

She winked at me, giggling, and I felt a hot flush in my cheeks and chest. I laughed, a dizzy feeling.

“Thanks.” I said.

Did she really think I, we, looked cute? Why did that make my belly flutter?

As I was thinking about what to say next, feeling slightly awkward suddenly, there was a crash from the other room, a loud thud, then an ominous silence.

“Shit!” A loud voice exclaimed.

There was a sinking sensation in my gut. That did not sound good.
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“How are we going to pay for that?” I said, looking at the rather large hole in our wall.

It was the morning after the night before, and James and I were finally up and feeling sober enough to survey the damage from the previous night’s party.

Mostly it was just clearing up, cans and bottles and crumbs of food, nothing that would take more than a few hours of cleaning to sort, but there was one major issue. The night before one of our friends, Doug, had tripped, crashing into the TV, sending it crashing into the wall, breaking not only the TV but the wall as well. That was not going to be as easy to fix.

“Doug said he’d replace the TV, so I suppose we don’t need to worry about that.” James said.

“Yeah, but the wall… we’re not even supposed to have parties here. If anyone finds out we’ll lose our deposit, and I cannot afford that. Hell, I doubt I can even afford the cost of getting this repaired.” 

“We could try doing it ourselves? I mean, it’s just patching some plaster, right?” James said.

I laughed. The thought of either of us having a go at the wall, and the resulting mess that would be inevitable, was enough to lift my mood even if only a little.

“Do you know how to patch a wall and plaster, because I sure don’t? Plus, you’re forgetting we’d need materials and tools and that’d still cost money I don’t have.”

James just stood there, staring at the wall, brow furrowed. I took a deep breath and sighed. He was out of work, probably even more broke than me. After all the effort I’d gone through with the party to cheer him up and drag him out of his shell, this was the last thing we needed.

“Don’t you worry about it though. I’ll sort it.” I said.

James shook his head. He was deep in thought, fretting.

“Honestly, it’s fine. I don’t want you getting upset over this. It’s just a wall. Maybe we should just head out for a bit, get some breakfast, or lunch even, and spend the day together. It’ll be good for both of us.”

Time out the flat would do us both good. I just didn’t want James feeling bad.

“I… I know you’ve been worrying about me.” James said. “That you’ve been fretting, but I keep telling you, I’m fine, really. I know you organised the party to cheer me up, but you didn’t need to. Hell, the only reason I agreed to it was that I thought you needed cheering up, and last night you seemed so happy, at least until…”

We both looked back to the hole in the wall. He was right, I had needed cheering up, and I’d been having a great time until…

“You don’t need to worry about me though.” James said.

He was looking at me now, a serious expression on his face, earnest. I forced a smile.

“I’m doing pretty well and… yeah, things have been a struggle, but I’m okay. It’s you I’m worried about.”

“I’m fine…” I said.

If I was being honest though, I didn’t feel fine. James shook his head—clearly, he didn’t believe me.

“I’ve been thinking about talking to you and, well… I guess this is a good enough reason.” He said. “I mean… I think I have a way we can pay for this, a way to get the money for repairs that is.”

I looked at him puzzled. He was unemployed, and rarely left the flat, and he didn’t really have anything to sell, so how…

“Adam…”

James stared at me, serious and earnest, clearly struggling with something.

“You just need to promise me you won’t laugh or tell anyone or… you just need to trust me, because I trust you, okay?” James said.

There was an edge to his voice, nervous, more terrified than I could remember him sounding. What had he got himself into? Whatever it was, I would help him, and I knew I’d do everything I could to repay his trust.

“Promise.” I said, not even hesitating. “I’d never hurt you. You know that. You’re… you’re my best friend. I’d do anything for you.”

James smiled, relaxing, his freckled cheeks blushing pink momentarily.

“You remember that photo Tiff showed us last night? The one she sent to both of us just before… well… this.” James said, gesturing to the wall with his head.

I nodded. How could I forget that.

“Well…” James said. “It was just after that night that it all started...”


Two

“Wow…”

My voice was quiet, soft, almost awed. I stared at James for a moment almost not recognising him, stunned into mute, mesmerized silence. He looked…

“You look… wow…” I said again.

“Really?”  James said, blushing.

James giggled, his freckled cheeks pink, and he squirmed. There was a look in his eyes, like fear, uncertainty, a tremble in his plump, pink bottom lip. He was clearly shy and uncertain, and I cannot imagine how much courage it took for him to do this, to confess this to me. I needed to reassure him.

“You look amazing. Honestly.” I said. “I just… I never would have imagined, and I almost wouldn’t recognise you except… it’s still you, just… you look so different at the same time, if that makes sense.”

I realised I was babbling and I stopped. My heart was racing and I could feel a tightness in my stomach, almost as though I was nervous. But I’d never been nervous around James, so… why now?

“You really think so?” James asked, voice trembling.

I nod. I did, I really did.

James had told me it was easier to show me than tell me, then made me sit on the sofa while he slipped off to his room to ‘change’. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but I certainly wasn’t expecting this…

He had been gone for almost an hour by the time he emerged, and I’d called out to check on him several times, worried something had happened, or that he was simply playing a joke on me, but each time he’d replied, telling me to wait, and apologising for taking so long.

Eventually, though I had heard his door open and then… the click of heels on the hardwood floors of our apartment. James had emerged as… someone new, someone sexy, beguiling, someone feminine and beautiful.

He was wearing black stockings, with lacy tops, a black seam running up the back, a black suspender belt to match, the straps attached to the tops of his stockings, with a patch of soft, pale flesh exposed at the tops of his thighs—as I looked at him I realised his legs were smooth, shaved, long and sexy and flawless, just as his whole body was smooth, his belly, chest, hips, arms. It suited him, and I felt the knot in my belly tighten. I shifted in my seat, fidgeting.

To complement the stockings and suspenders he was wearing black panties, lacy, silken, soft, the legs cut high, and as he shifted, walking to stand in front of me, wiggling his hips and ass in a clearly well-practised manner, the movements graceful and sexual, provocative, I caught a glimpse of his ass. It was pert, round, a cute, soft, smooth peach, a generous amount of each cheek left exposed by the skimpy material of his panties. With his trim, slim figure, his thin waist, narrow chest and shoulder, his ass looked almost fat, plump—I knew James had some free weights in his room though I’d never seen him use them, and his body was too slight and slim for someone who was bulking up, but now it made sense, the weights were for squats, which explained his perfect ass.

The last scrap of silky cloth was over his chest, a flat, wireless bra, thin straps running over his shoulders, the material barely covering anything, though just enough to keep his nipples covered, a detail that just made his whole appearance more erotic and flirtatious, teasing. The final details were the heels, black, glossy, with fine, thin, tall stilettos and high platform soles, strapped around his ankles—I was amazed James could even walk in them, let alone walk with such grace—and his make-up. I’d only seen James wear make-up once before, on that Halloween night, and it had been clumsy then, though he’d still looked good. Now though, it was… flawless, and it accentuated his features, only adding to his natural beauty.

His eyelids were dusted with pink and black and purple, with long dark lashes and a fine, heavy black outline around his eyes. There was shadow and highlight across his cheeks and nose and brow too, making his features softer, giving him a subtle radiance. His lips were pink, matching the pink on his eyelids, plump and wet and glossy. As a final attention to detail, he’d styled his hair too—his short red curls tousled and swept forwards, his usual unruly mess now delicately arranged into a cute, girly pixie cut.

I was stunned. He was the same but… transformed. He looked so pretty, so sexy, so… hot. But, why was he showing this to me?

“Yeah, I really think so.” I said. “Just… I’m a little confused.”

James giggled, wiggling his hips as he stood in front of me. He fluttered his eyelashes and bit his bottom lip, a gesture that made my heart skip. Just why did I suddenly feel so nervous around him?
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“Well… I… this is kind of how I’ve been paying rent.” James said.

I stared at him, confused. He giggled, his blush deepening.

“You see… after that Halloween night I kind of, might of, definitely did dress up again, only just on my own. It was fun and I liked it, and then… I sort of posted some pictures I took online, just to share and see what people thought of me, of how I looked, and… people were really nice. They were really complimentary, and I liked the things they said, so… I sort of posted a few more pictures after that, and then it kind of snowballed.”

I listened, eyes wide. I could not stop staring at him. He was the same, my best friend, but… so different. Even as shy and uncertain as he seemed the way he held himself, the way he looked, it seemed more natural, more confident, his movements graceful, feminine, alluring. His body was amazing, and the clothes, the sexy, skimpy lingerie, only made him look even better. He was beautiful, and I felt a lump in my chest, belly fluttering, an ache that made my head spin.

“I bought other things to wear, like… underwear… and I posted pictures of that too. I even learnt how to do my make-up and showed my face in a few. People were really sweet, and the things they said were so nice. They made me feel… cute, special, and so I kept doing it. We were still at college so I just did it as a hobby almost, and then people started wanting to buy me things so I would wear them, take pictures in the outfits they wanted me to wear, and at first, I wasn’t sure, but then, when I tried it for the first time, it was so much fun, so I did it again, and again, and people just kept buying me things.”

I nodded, listening. I could see why people would buy him outfits just to see photos of him wearing them. He looked amazing. As I stared at him I could feel a warmth in my chest rising, almost like jealousy… but why?

“I kept doing it because it was fun, but it was just a hobby. Then, after we graduated, when I was struggling to find work I just… I thought I’d see if people would pay for photos. I started wearing outfits that were more revealing, sexier, and I put sets of photos up for people to buy, a few short videos of me dancing.”

James was… he was selling photos of himself, videos, dressed like he was. I was stunned. He was leading a whole secret life, one I knew nothing about. But… at the same time, I could see why people would pay to see videos and photos of him. He was hot.

“At first it wasn’t much, then people started to buy more, and I got a small following. It was a buzz, knowing people would pay real money just to look at me. I mean, I know why they pay for them, I know why they look at me, and that, kind of, made it more exciting almost. You understand?”

I nodded. I did understand. That night we dressed up for Halloween there had been a lot of compliments and the things people had said, the way they had looked at us, it had felt good. I could only imagine how nice it would feel to have people pay to look at you, to compliment you. A tingle ran down my spine as I wondered how it might feel to know people were buying pictures and videos of you so that they could…

“Well, gradually I got more adventurous. People started asking for more exciting photos and videos, more risqué, suggesting things I should wear, offering to pay more, and so I tried it. The more risqué I was the more people paid, and the more people were buying my photos and videos. It started with just in outfits, but it soon progressed and now… well, you can see what I’m wearing.” James giggled again, blushing. “I’m sure you can imagine the kind of photos and videos I take wearing this.”

I nodded. I couldn’t help but imagine, and thinking about it left me hot and flustered and dizzy. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I wondered what the photos and videos were like. Just how did he pose? What did he do? Were the things he posted even more provocative and daring than just a sexy lingerie set?

“Truth is I’ve been paying rent and stuff with just the money from this for a while, with enough to put aside savings too. I mean… it’s more than just posing in outfits now, but I like it, it’s fun, and there's a lot of people who are happy to pay to see me.”

I nodded. I’d never have imagined James would be doing something like this, but now, seeing him, it all made sense.

“So… you think you can earn enough for repairs?” I asked.

James nodded, but slowly, grinning, a deep pink blush. He fluttered his eyelashes.

“I mean… yes and no.” He said. “I earn enough for rent and bills and can even manage to save a little, but it’s not that much. But… I think there is a way I could get more people to buy my videos and photos and also pay more for them.”

I frowned. James giggled, nervous, blushing, an excited smile and a look of mischief in his eyes that I knew well. My belly fluttered, suddenly almost anxious.

“My photos and videos have become more… erotic… and that always brings in more money, but there’s only so much I can do with just me. People have been suggesting I do more, but… I need help.”

He needed help? My head spun.

“What are you…”

“I mean, you can say no, obviously, but it’d definitely earn us enough to pay for the damages, and it wouldn’t be much. Solo videos only earn so much, and I’ve never been able to find the right person. If you were there to help me I know I could earn enough. Just one video and I’ll be doing all the work and you’d not even need to show your face. You’d be holding the camera so you’d be pretty much hidden. It’s just… we’d need to make a video people want to pay for, that enough people would want to pay for that’d we’d be able to afford the repairs.”

My head was spinning—light and giddy, almost fizzing, my heart beating quick and hard.

“You want me to… what?” I asked, throat suddenly dry.

“It’d need to need to be something good, but we can keep it simple. Like…” James paused, staring at me, wiggling his hips, ass, blushing, fluttering his eyelashes.

I was mesmerized, enthralled. He was so hot!

“I could… I suppose… I could suck your cock.” He said.

I froze, the words sounded strange coming from my best friend's pretty lips, but… part of me leapt at them, wanting it, my cock swelling. Why was my body reacting like this? Sure, James looked really, really cute, but… I wasn’t attracted to him like that, was I?

“I…” I stalled.

My head spun. The repairs were going to be expensive, and I couldn’t afford it on my salary. If our landlord found out before we’d repaired the wall we’d be kicked out for sure and lose our deposit as well, which would mean we’d be broke and homeless.

“You really think that would earn enough?” I said.

James struggled to contain the smile on his pretty, pink lips. He squirmed, wiggling his hips, ass, looking so sexy in his skimpy lingerie. Was he… happy?

“Absolutely. I mean… people have been asking for a video like that for a while and, well…” James blushed a deeper pink. “… I have some toys, but, well, they’re not quite the same.”

He giggled. I stared at him, stunned. I was learning a lot about my best friend today. What kind of toys? My cock throbbed as I struggled to resist the temptation to let my imagination wander.

“I…” I struggled for words. “… you’d not mind… I mean… what you said…”

“Yeah, of course not, I mean… it’s you, and I trust you. Plus… we need the money, and it might be fun, just… I don’t mind if you don’t.”

It had been months since I’d even had a date with a girl, and now, here I was, sat in my flat with my best friend dressed in sexy lingerie saying he would suck my cock while I filmed him. I was still groggy from the night before, head spinning, my cock growing hard, belly fluttering. The thought was appealing, just looking at him turning me on, but… it was wrong, wasn’t it?

“I mean… we don’t have to, but… we’d definitely earn enough for the repairs, and I think I’d enjoy it. If you don’t want to though…”

“I… I suppose we could. If you’re okay with it.” I said.

James smiled, fluttering his eyelashes at me, grinning. He bit his bottom lip and wiggled his hips, his ass jiggling.

“You mean you’ll do it?” He asked.

I nodded.

“You want to do it?” He asked.

I paused. I stared at him, took a deep breath.  I nodded, smiling, nervous.

“I… I mean, like you said, we need the money, and… it could be fun.”

James looked almost delighted.

“Come with me then. I’ll show you how to use the camera, if we do it this morning I can upload it tonight and we should have enough to hire someone to repair the wall on Monday.” James said.

He reached out to me, offering me his hand. Not thinking, head spinning, a buzzing, fizzing excitement in my belly, I took it. James helped lift me to my feet then practically dragged me through to his bedroom.


Three

It took me a moment to get used to the camera's controls, but it was not too complicated, and James was patient. I was impressed with the sophistication of his set-up, the lighting and backdrops and cameras he’d managed to stash away without me even knowing, but I was barely even able to focus on the camera in front of me, let alone the rest of the equipment he’d set up—James was standing close beside me as he explained the camera’s controls, still dressed in just his lingerie, his body pressed against mine.

It was a simple gesture. We were best friends, we’d been close before, sat next to each other, seen each half-naked many times as we got out of the shower or in the early morning, and though I had always acknowledged that James was attractive, I’ve never found him hot… at least not until today. Now though, with what he was wearing, the situation, I could barely resist the urge to press into him, to feel more of him. Could I really let him…

“So, you think you get that?” James asked, snapping me out of my reverie.

I nodded. The camera seemed intuitive enough, and a lot of it was automatic, which seemed sensible given how my head was spinning.

“Yeah… I… yeah I should be fine.” I croaked.

I was nervous, almost terrified, but James was just grinning, a slight pink to his cheeks, almost buzzing. He seemed so much more confident and playful and cheerful than he had been recently. Was he… excited for this? Was he looking forward to…

“And you’re sure about this? I mean… I don’t want you to feel pressured into doing this. If you don’t want to we can find another way to…”

“I’m sure.” I said, turning to face him.

Yes, I was sure. James was my best friend, had been for years, and I’d never before thought about him in a sexual way before today, but I had always been comfortable around him and now, seeing him dressed as he was, I could not deny that I was curious. I’d not been close to a woman in months, so perhaps that could explain why I was finding him so sexy, but… it felt like more than that.

Sure, we needed the money, but there were other ways. In the back of my head this felt almost like the perfect excuse to do something I’d never do otherwise, that I might never get the chance to do again, and, looking at him, I could not deny how horny I was.

James’ blush deepened and he giggled. He shifted away and moved to stand in front of me. He wiggled and I could not keep my eyes off him.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

What if he changed his mind? What if he hated me afterwards? He was my best friend and I didn’t want that to change.

“I mean… you’re going to be the one doing all the… well… you know what I mean.”

James giggled again and wiggled his hips, his ass. He nodded, biting his bottom lip, fluttering his eyelashes, almost… seductive.

“I’m sure.” He said. “I mean… I’ve not done this before, but… I trust you and, I’ve had a bit of practise.”

It was my turn to blush. The way he was looking at me made my chest feel tight, my heart racing, and my belly fluttered. As I watched him, aware of what we were about to do, my cock throbbed, hard, swelling. James’ eyes glanced down and he licked his lips, slowly, a deliberate gesture meant to tease—it was like I was seeing a whole new side to him, exciting, brazen, fun, flirtatious, and… I liked it.

“Now, why don’t you start the camera so we can get started?” James said.

I was nervous, almost trembling, but he looked so hot. My cock throbbed, hard, almost aching, and I turned the camera on.
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James shimmied his hips and moved towards me, slowly, almost dancing, wiggling, strutting in his heels, long legs in stockings, body smooth, his face beautiful. My belly fluttered.

“You know… I’ve never done this before.” James said.

He spoke to the camera, staring into the lens, yet… it was as though he was talking to me, staring at me through the camera, staring into my eyes, into my soul. My cock grew harder, throbbing, aching, and a shiver ran along my spine.

“But I’ve been eager to try it.” James said. “Eager to see how it feels to wrap my pretty lips around a big, fat, hard cock.”

My cheeks burned and I was glad for the camera, hiding my face. I could watch James on the screen, making sure he was in focus and in frame, and that way he would not see my face, not see the effect he was having on me, how much he was turning me on, how much I wanted to feel his pretty, pink, wet lips wrapped around my cock.

I moved the camera as James moved, following his movements, tracking him, catching every sensual, sexual, flirtatious detail on video. He had told me he could edit it after so not to worry about things being wobbly or bumpy, just to keep the camera on him, and relax, to just let him lead. I had not expected him to be so bold, brazen, and sexual, however.

“Now, how about I finally get a good look at that hard cock of yours. You know, I’ve been fantasising about this for so long, I can’t even begin to describe how excited I am.”

James stared at me through the camera, grinning, pouting. Was he… was he talking to me, or the camera? My heart thudded, chest tight.

James stopped in front of me then, slowly, lowered himself to his knees. The camera followed him, and he looked up, into my eyes through the lens.

His eyes were bright, glistening, the lighting he’d set up doing an amazing job of accentuating his natural beauty, and I felt a swell of affection and desire unlike anything I’d felt before. I’d been with girls before, as had James I knew, so this wasn’t either of our first times, but… it almost felt like it was, the connection between us, the novelty of what we were doing, making this a special shared moment.

James lowered his gaze to the bulge of my cock and his eyes went wide as he smiled. Was he acting?

“Fuck… you’re… you’re pretty big.” He said. “Now, how about I see just how well you fit inside my tight, wet, horny mouth.”

I kept filming as James lifted his hands to my belt, tugging it open, a little clumsy, his hands shaking. I felt a tremble, fear, anticipation, excitement. My cock was hard and my best friend was on his knees in front of me, dressed in lingerie, and I was filming him as he was about to suck my cock. How had this even happened?

James tugged my belt free, then undid my trousers, pulling them down slowly, watching as he gradually revealed the hardness of my cock. As it popped free it swung, hard, thick, throbbing, almost smacking him in the face, and he giggled, looking up into the camera, smiling. His expression, his eyes, smile, his pretty features, his sexy body, were perfect—in that moment I had never wanted anyone more.

“Your cock is perfect. I can’t waste to taste it. And just remember… you’re going to be the first person to ever fuck my pretty, cock-sucking lips, so enjoy it.” He said.

A shiver ran up my spine, my cock swelling. I kept the camera on him, heart racing, belly fluttering.

James looked down, to my prick, and reached up with one hand to stroke it, slowly, teasing, his palm gliding over the head, a trickle of precum making it wet and slippery. He stroked up and down, watching my cock, licked his lips, and I thrust, gently, into his hand, a quiet moan.

He looked up at the noise, grinning.

“You like that? You like how my pretty hand feels on your fat cock?” He said. “Good. Because touching you, feeling you, it's turning me on too. I can’t wait to feel your cock between my lips, to taste your cum as you fuck my mouth, to swallow your hot, sticky jizz.”

The words made me dizzy. Was this really the same person I’d known all these years? He was so hot, so brazen and sexual and flirtatious, and… I wanted him.

James lowered his gaze to my cock, still stroking, and I watched through the camera as he leaned forward, slowly, teasing. He extended his tongue and lifted my cock up, lowering his face to the bottom of my shaft, then… looking back up into the camera, licked, slowly, up.

I moaned, loudly, barely able to contain myself. His tongue was hot, wet, and eager. He stroked my cock, and licked up to the head, working his tongue with soft, sensual, teasing motions, wetting my cock to better stroke it. He giggled.

“You taste good.” He said, smiling.

He paused at the head of my cock, kissed the tip gently, then, pressing his wet, pink lips together, pressed his mouth to the tip of my prick. He pressed his head down, allowed my cock to force his lips apart, splitting the tight, wet, hot seal of his virgin mouth. I whimpered in bliss as James fed my cock into his mouth and it was all I could do to keep my hands steady to film it.

James worked his pink lips down my cock, sealed tight, a gentle suction, and his hand worked at the base, wetted now with his spit, stroking. His eyes were half-closed and he moaned, a soft sigh of satisfaction and pleasure as his head worked back up, slow, still sucking, lips working up and down my prick.

My head spun, cock throbbing, and my hips moved on their own, thrusting, my cock pushing deeper into my best friend’s mouth. James moaned, eyes heavy-lidded, and he looked up, looked at me, seeing me through the camera, grinning even as he sucked my cock deeper.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My best friend was on his knees in front of me, dressed in lingerie, with make-up on, heels, hair styled, looking hot. His body was smooth, soft, toned, slim with a pert, round ass, sexy and feminine and adorable and he was sucking my cock and… he was enjoying it.

In the lights his eyes sparkled, and he was performing for the camera, exaggerated motions as he sucked my cock, head bobbing up and down, lips tight, slurping. His mouth was hot, wet, his tongue lapping, and his hand was stroking at the base of my cock, the combination of his mouth and hand stimulating every inch of my prick. I moaned, unable to stay quiet, and I worked my hips slowly back and forth, fucking in and out of James’ mouth as he sucked my cock deeper and deeper with each bob of his head.

I looked down, watching him, beautiful, sexy, gorgeous, and my cock swelled, so hard it hurt. Even knelt as he was I could see the bulge of his cock in his panties, hard, throbbing, a wet spot of precum—James was turned on by sucking my cock, and that knowledge only made his wet, sloppy, hot blowjob feel even better.

James sucked, hard, and pulled his head back until just the tip was still inside his mouth, held between his wet, hot, pink lips by suction alone. His tongue teased my slit, a shiver up my spine, and he looked up at me, his hand slipping low to tease my balls, my cock hard and throbbing, aching. His eyes were bright and shining and I could see the lust, the affection, the joy in them. He stared at me through the camera and… winked.

In one quick move, James took my cock back into his mouth, taking it deep, his mouth stretched wide, and I felt my head press at the back of his throat. James gagged, choking himself on my cock, a soft, wet, sexual sound, and then his throat opened. He took my cock deep, swallowing it, looking up at me, eyes glittering, staring at me, cheeks pink, mouth wide as his throat massaged my cock. No one had ever done this to me before. It was utter bliss.

The sight, the sound, the sensation, was all too much. He was perfect, and it felt amazing. My cock swelled, and I thrust, gently, burying my cock deep in my best friend’s tight throat as he swallowed my entire length.

James moaned, eyes hazy, almost drunk, and I shivered from the wash of pleasure. I stared through the camera into his pretty eyes, feeling his tight throat, swallowing, his wet lips, soft tongue, and my cock swelled, throbbing, hard and then… I was cumming, cumming hard down my best friend’s throat.

I watched as James squirmed, swallowing, his lips wrapping tight. He pulled his head back, my cock slipping out of his throat as I came, hard, filling his mouth with my cum. He moaned, a whine of pleasure as it coated his tongue, and he sucked, tasting it, swallowing it, not wasting a drop. I shuddering, drunk on the pleasure of his mouth, and watched as he moaned, squirming.

As my cock throbbed, cumming, the last vestiges of my climax filling me with a heady bliss, James looked up. He sucked and worked his pink lips up my cock and off. There was a soft, wet pop as his lips left my cock.

James made a soft, pleasured purr, smiling at me, blushing, fluttering his eyelashes, then opened his mouth, putting his tongue slightly out, showing off his mouth full of my cum. I kept the camera on him, head spinning, buzzing, and watched as he closed his lips, swallowing in a deliberate, exaggerated manner, before opening his mouth again to show it empty.

“Delicious.” He said, voice soft. “I’m looking forward to more.”

He grinned, and wiggled, his cock still hard in his panties. I just stared in mute, pleasure drunk bliss.

“You can stop filming now Adam.” he said, giggling.

I flushed, flustered, and with clumsy hands shut off the camera. James remained on his knees in front of me.

“I enjoyed that.” He said. “And I can’t wait to see the footage. My fans are going to love watching it just as much as I loved filming it.”

He paused, a timid look in his eyes.

“Did… did you enjoy it?”

I laughed, nodded. I felt as though I were suddenly dumb, still blissed out on the best blowjob of my life.

“Yeah… that was… wow. You were amazing.” I said.

James blushed, wiggling where he knelt, grinning at me.

“Thanks. As I said, I’ve been practising.” He said. “Now, why don’t you give me the camera so you can go get cleaned up. I’ll edit this and upload it and… I’ll let you know what people think of it. Okay?”

There was a note of nervousness in his voice, uncertainty, the brazen, sexual confidence diminished now the camera was off and the performance was done. He looked up at me with his big, sparkling eyes, and I felt… something new blossoming.

“And I’ll talk to you once it's done. Is that… is that okay?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Yeah… I… I’ll go shower and then… maybe we can grab something to eat?”

James giggled.

“Well, I’ve already eaten.” He said, licking his lips. “But maybe a snack.”

I blushed, laughed, felt relieved. He was still the same, still my best friend. Nothing had changed… or had it?


Four

The day passed in a haze, my head fuzzy and sluggish with the remnants of my hangover and the endorphin pleasure buzz of the best blowjob of my life. I showered and changed, then made more coffee and some food, trying to distract myself, but my mind kept wandering back to what had happened, what I had done, what James had done.

The memory was bright and clear, the image of him on his knees, dressed in the ridiculously sexy lingerie, his body smooth and soft, his pretty face, pink lips wrapped around my hard cock, the sound of him sucking, the look of pleasure on his face, the bulge of his cock in his panties, and it kept rising to the front of my mind. As I poured myself more coffee my mind drifted, recalling the way it had felt as James had taken my cock into his throat, swallowing it, moaning in pleasure as he choked himself as I came down his throat, the way he looked into the camera with his lips wide, tongue out, coated in my cum, the way he had swallowed, showing off his empty mouth after, his smug smile. I blushed, heart racing. And felt my cock swell, throbbing.

It was just a one-time thing though, right? To pay for the repairs. Why had I even gone along with it? Seeing James in his lingerie though I had just…

“Hey…” James’ voice was quiet, soft, almost shy.

I startled, aware that I had been daydreaming about my best friend sucking my prick, and almost spilt my coffee. I turned to face him, flustered, and smiled, slightly awkward.

He was dressed in his usual clothes, jeans and a t-shirt, a baggy zip-up hoodie, socks, and it was almost as though he was someone different. His make-up was gone and his soft, smooth, sexy body was hidden beneath his baggy clothes. For a moment I wondered if he was still wearing the lingerie—there would be no way for me to know—and just the thought of it made my cock throb again, a rush of arousal radiating out from my stomach.

Only his hair, still styled in the cute feminine pixie cut style, remained, the only visible sign of what had happened between us. He looked at me, and his cheeks flushed pink, eyes wary, fluttering eyelashes, biting his bottom lip. Perhaps his mannerisms were a little softer, as though he had lowered his guard slightly.

“You okay?” I asked.

James nodded. He answered yes, and told me that the video had been edited and just needed to finish encoding.

“I’ll send it to you once it's done and uploaded. If… if you want?” He asked.

There was a twinkle in his eye, nervous but flirtatious—he was offering to let me keep a copy of the video we’d just made, a video of him dressed in lingerie, looking so hot and sexy, sucking my cock as he stared up into my eyes. My cheeks blazed and I floundered, unsure what to say.

“I… yeah… that… that sounds good. I made coffee… you… you want one?” I managed to mutter.

Why was I suddenly so nervous? It had been James’ suggestion, and it was just to pay for the repairs as a one-time thing, right? So… why was I suddenly so tense around him?

James smiled and nodded, said thanks. He looked almost as awkward as I felt and it was odd seeing him dressed as he was after seeing him in his lingerie. It was as though I’d been allowed to see the secret version of himself that he kept hidden, the beautiful, precious, feminine version of himself that he dared not share with the world, and that thought made me smile, reminding me how much he trusted me, how much I trusted him.

I made him a coffee and offered it to him. He crossed the room to take it and I thought I noticed a subtle sway in his hips. As he took a sip he smiled, and even without make-up he seemed radiant, grinning at me, staring into my eyes, and my chest felt suddenly tight, my heart a fluttering bird eager to escape its cage.

After coffee we sat and watched TV on my laptop, then ordered in food, trying not to pay attention to the broken wall and TV. We both sat on the sofa, perched at either end, and though there was space between us I felt on edge. Was he still wearing the lingerie? Just thinking about his soft, smooth, feminine body under his clothes made me shift, squirming.

I’d not even had the chance to touch him. How would he feel? How soft were his thighs, how smooth was his ass? But… it was just the one-off, right? Why did that leave a heavy feeling in my gut?

“I’m going to head to bed.” I said as the film we were watching ended.

It was still early, but I was tired after the party, and I wanted to clear my head, try to shift my thoughts about James, the memory of earlier. I needed to stop thinking about it, to stop thinking about him like that. A night’s sleep was just what I needed.

James looked a little disappointed, almost sad, but nodded.

“I’ll just watch a bit more TV then… then head to bed. See you tomorrow?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, I have work but… I’ll be about.” I said.

As I headed off to bed I glanced back over my shoulder, saw James sat on the sofa with his legs curled up under him. He looked adorable, even in his baggy clothes, and I smiled, a warmth spreading through me. I was glad that what we’d done hadn’t ruined our friendship.
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The alarm on my phone woke me early. I was on morning shifts so I forced myself to rise, sitting up. It was still dark out and I reached out to grab my phone and shut off the insistent drone.

There was an alert, a new email, and without thinking I clicked it. It was from James. He’d sent me a copy of the video, the video we’d made together.

My heart skipped and my cock throbbed. I needed to get to work, but… I was curious.

I clicked on the link and my phone took a moment before the video began playing. It started with James, dressed as I remembered him from the day before, in his lingerie, and he looked even more beautiful and sexy than I remembered. He wiggled and shimmied, showing off his ass and hips, sensual, brazen, dazzling. I saw his lips move and his voice whispered from my phone, teasing me, flirting with me. He had spoken those words to me, to the camera, staring into the lens—had it been for the benefit of the camera, to enhance his performance on the video, or… had they really been for me, the person behind the camera?

I skipped the video forward, and it cut to him on his knees, stroking my cock, looking up at me. My prick swelled, growing hard, aching. I shifted in bed, growing aroused just watching the video. His hands had felt so good, and he had looked… breathtaking.

The video played, and I watched as James, looking up at the camera, took my cock between his pink, plump, wet lips. Fuck he was hot… no wonder people paid for his videos. I smiled, cheeks hot, and I could almost feel his lips sucking me, his tongue lapping at me, as I watched him perform with my cock between his lips.

My prick throbbed, aching, demanding attention, release. Without thinking my free hand moved to my lap, grasping my cock, squeezing it, stroking it as I watched James on his knees working his lips and tongue over my prick.

My head was spinning, dizzy, and my breath was quick. My cock swelled, balls tightening. I pulled my hand away sharply, and shut the video off just as James was beginning to deep-throat my dick. I was close to cumming, just from watching him.

I needed to focus. I had work to get to, and I had to stop thinking about what we’d done, how it had felt. I needed to stop thinking about my best friend like that.

I put my phone down, the scenes from the video still playing on my mind, images of James in the lingerie, remembering what had come next during our scene together, cumming in his mouth, the way he had swallowed, and I took a deep breath. My heart was beating hard, drumming. I had to stop this… right? It was just a one-time thing… right?

I slipped out of bed and headed through to the bathroom, careful not to make a sound. James was still asleep. I would be at work all day. By the time I came home, everything would be back to normal. Wouldn't it?

I just needed a cold shower to calm down. Yet I couldn’t help wondering. Why had he sent me the video, why give me a permanent reminder of what we had done?
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Work passed in a fuzzy stupor, my mind not really on what I was doing. After battling with customers and co-workers, managers, and commuter traffic, I was ready to collapse when I arrived home. I paused outside the door and took a deep breath.

After my cold shower, I’d got ready for work and had left, quietly, leaving James sleeping. I hadn’t seen him today yet… but I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him. After watching the video this morning that scene, him on his knees, dressed in that sexy, feminine lingerie, had been playing over, and over, and over. It was more than that though, more than just distracted, horny fantasies, it was something almost tangible... though I still couldn’t work out exactly what.

I smiled, shook my head. I didn’t need to worry though. James was my best friend. It would be fine. Everything could go back to normal now, couldn’t it?

I hefted the pizza and beer I’d bought into one hand and unlocked the door and stepped in. As I pushed the door closed, the lock clicking, James emerged from his bedroom looking… cute.

He was wearing a pair of tight jeans, black, with rips in the thighs and knees, and a cut-off t-shirt that was wide around the neck with cut-off sleeves, showing off his belly, his arms, his neck, collarbone, shoulders. He smiled at me and I felt my belly tighten, my cheeks flushing.

Was he wearing make-up? It was subtle, just a hint of eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, and a tinted lip-gloss, but his face was undeniably pretty.

“Hey.” He said, looking nervous.

“Hey. You… you look nice.” I said.

He blushed, biting his bottom lip as he stared at me, a subtle giggle.

“Thanks, I… I just wanted to make a bit of an effort, and I figured since you know my secret now you wouldn’t mind if I was more… myself, just around the flat.”

I smiled, nodding.

“Sure. You should just do what makes you happy, but… you do still look really cute.” I said.

I blushed as I realised what I had said, and James’ blush turned to a deeper shade of pink, the pair of us slightly awkward. I felt a pang of several emotions, a stab of guilt and sadness that James had been hiding himself, who he really was, from everyone, including me, but also a wellspring of joy and happiness that he trusted me enough to share it with me now.

I wanted him to be happy, to feel comfortable around me. It also didn’t hurt that he looked really, really hot.

What was I thinking? I needed to stop thinking about him like that, needed to stop thinking about what had happened, how sexy he had looked in that lingerie, how good it had felt, how much I wanted more… I… I laughed, shaking my head, and James just stared at me, looking almost coy.

“I bought pizza.” I said. “And beer. You hungry?”

He nodded.

“Starving.” He said.
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We sat and ate pizza in front of the television, drinking beer, both of us on the sofa. James sat next to me, close, but it felt simultaneously as though there was an unbridgeable gap between us and that he was so close I was suffocating. I was constantly aware of him, his body, and couldn’t help but take small, sneaky glances in his direction, glimpsing his smooth, soft thighs through the tears in his jeans.

Neither of us talked at first, but as I drank one beer, then another, I began to relax. James too softened, his nervous tenseness easing, and he moved closer to me as he took another slice of the pizza, pressing his body against me, warm, soft, and I pressed back into him. I felt him take a deep breath and release a long, content sigh. I felt… right, comfortable, and a warm glow flickered in my belly.

“That video has pretty much made enough for the repairs already.” James said.

I stiffened. I’d been trying not to think about what we’d done, trying not to remember, but now it came back to me in a wave, and I felt my cock throb.

“I… that’s good.” I said.

The thought of other people watching the video we’d made, the video James had sent me, made my head spin. They had seen him, seen us, watched what we’d done, watched him sucking my cock dressed in that hot, sexy lingerie set. Had it turned them on? Had they watched James and wished they were in my place? The idea that it had aroused them turned me on but at the same time provoked something new, a sense of jealousy, possessive over my best friend.

“So… I guess… we can call someone to repair the wall now.” He said.

I nodded, taking a deep swig of my beer. I could deal with that tomorrow.

“Did you… did you watch the video I sent you?” James asked.

He was pressed in against me, looked up at me with his big, beautiful eyes. I felt my heart thundering, chest tight. I nodded.

“Yeah, it was… it was pretty hot. I can see why people would be so keen to watch it.” I said.

James smiled, pressed into me, snuggling down, his body warm, soft, and my cock throbbed. What was I feeling?

“There have been a lot of comments and compliments. People really liked it. They said they could tell I was enjoying myself, and… well… there were quite a few people saying nice things about you too.”

I bushed, hot. My head was spinning.

“Like what?” I asked, unable to resist the urge.

“Just stuff like you having a nice cock, and that I was lucky.” James said. “And personally I agree with them.”

He giggled. I felt my cock throb. My head was fuzzy after a few beers, a haze of lust and conflicting emotions that was making it difficult to think clearly.

James squirmed against me, giggling, and he felt so warm and soft, so pretty, even his scent was intoxicating, musk and soap and… was that perfume? I wanted to press my face to his neck and inhale deep and…

“You… you really think I have a nice cock?” I asked, unable to resist my curiosity.

James nodded, smiling. He stared at me.

“You know, people are already asking when we’re going to do another video. They’re all really excited about me finally having someone to make more content with, and I know they’d sell really well. We’d be able to make quite a lot of money, and… well… I know I’d enjoy it.” He said.

I froze. My cheeks blazed and my cock throbbed, hard, swelling. James pressed against me, taking a swig of his beer. I could feel the tension in him, nervous, uncertain—was he flirting with me?

“I…” My mouth moved on its own, words forming without conscious thought. “I think I’d enjoy it too.”

What was I saying? It was a one-off though, to get the money, right? It couldn’t happen again. He was my best friend. Still, the thought of seeing him again in that lingerie set, looking so hot and sexy, the thought of him on his knees, his mouth, his lips, his tight, willing throat, swallowing… it made my belly clench, a tide of desire and arousal.

James turned to look at me, and I looked at him, our eyes meeting. He was smiling, blushing. He looked adorable and I felt a tightness in my chest and in my pants.

“You mean that?” He asked.

I nodded. I knew I shouldn’t admit it, but I couldn’t help myself. I did mean it.

James squirmed. My head was spinning.

“You know… since that video went up, a lot of people have been asking to see more.”

I blinked. There was a pause, a tension.

“More?” I asked.

James bit his bottom lip and nodded.

“Like, not just me sucking your cock. If you were willing we could do another video and we could split the money. I know you’ve been having a rough time at work and the extra cash would be nice, right? Plus, if it's you, well… it's not even like it's work. It's just us, hanging out, having fun. And I know I’d have fun…”

James let the words hang in the air. What did more mean? Was he suggesting…

“Do you mean…”

“Yeah, but… not if you don’t want to.” He said, interrupting me.

He looked suddenly timid, wary, almost fearful, but there was a sparkle in his eyes. He wanted me to fuck him? He wanted us to fuck, on camera, so people could watch, would pay to see him get fucked by me.

He wanted me to fuck him in his tight, perfect, peachy, round ass. My cock throbbed, hard. I’d been with girls, but never… had he…

“I mean, I’ve never done anything like this before, but… I’ve done things with toys, and… it's you, and I trust you, so I’d be happy to if you were… and I know I’d enjoy it…”

He looked up at me with his big, beautiful eyes. I was learning so much more about him, about my best friend.

Just a few days ago I’d thought I knew him, had been worried about him being withdrawn, isolated, but now… everything was changing. I was learning so much more about him, who he was, what he did, what he wanted, and I felt privileged that he was sharing this part of himself with me, but… what did it mean?

As I looked at him I could not deny how I felt. I was undeniably attracted to him, and I trusted him. I had really enjoyed yesterday and had not been able to stop thinking about it, about him, but this… was this going too far?

“I…”

“If you’re not sure we could start small. I mean, they really want to see you fuck me, and I’m kinda curious about how it would feel, but if you were unsure but still wanted to we could use camera angles and careful editing and positioning to make it look like more than it was. I mean… it’d only need to be the tip then, and that doesn’t even really count, does it?” James said.

Just the tip? I nodded, mute, cock hard and aching. I wanted him, but… maybe this was better, safer.

“I guess… yeah.” I said. “If it's just the tip I guess that’s fine, you get to make your video, and, like you said, it doesn’t really count.”

James looked at me, smiling, his beautiful eyes sparkling. If it was just the tip it didn’t count. I wouldn’t really be fucking my beautiful, sexy best friend in his ass. But, why did that make me feel almost… sad?

“Cool. I mean, great. I mean… yeah, it’ll be fun.” James stammered. “So, I guess… we could do it tonight, if you wanted?”

I stared at him. He wanted to do it now? My cock was hard, aching, and I knew I couldn’t resist the urge to see him again, feel him again. How would it feel to press the tip of my cock into his tight hole? He said he’d never done this before so that meant… he was a virgin. Did just the tip mean I’d be his first? Why did that thrill me?

“Yeah, tonight sounds good.” I said, unable to deny how much I wanted him.

James leapt to his feet, grinning, blushing.

“I… I’ll need some time then, to get ready, but… I’ll call you, in a bit, and you can come in and… we can get to filming.”

The filming. Was that what this was all about? Making videos? Or… was there more to it? How did he feel about me? How did I feel about him?

“I… I’ll look forward to it.” I said.

I sat still, trying to hide the bulge in my pants, my excitement, my nerves. James winked at me, a subtle pout, then turned and hurried off, a very obvious, exaggerated sway to his hips and ass.

He wanted me to fuck him, and I wanted to fuck him, fuck that perfect, sexy, round ass. But… it was just going to be the tip, right?


Five

“You can come in now. The… the camera is just on the desk by the door.” James said.

I had been sitting on the sofa waiting, drinking beer, my heart racing. My head was fuzzy, not from alcohol but from the run-a-way train of thoughts and emotions. Could I really do this? I should have been resisting, not just agreeing, but… I wanted to do this. After the last time, seeing him in his lingerie, feeling his pretty lips wrapped around my cock, cumming down his throat, watching the video we made together, I wanted more, and this was my opportunity. Could I really do it though?

Could I fuck my best friend? Even as sexy, hot, and beautiful as he was, even as much as I trusted him, and he trusted me, could I really fuck him, be the first to put my cock into his tight, sexy ass?

It was just the tip though. That didn’t count. Not really, right?

“Coming.” I said.

I tried hard to keep my voice from shaking. I was nervous, sure, but more than that, I was excited. I’d been sat, thinking about how James had looked, how his mouth had felt, had been imagining how it would feel to have the tip of my hard cock inside his tight, virgin hole. Would I even be able to contain myself? What if I… what if I came inside him?

I took a deep breath and rose to my feet, put my beer down, and made my way to James’ bedroom. The door was open a crack, and I pushed it, looked in.

It was bright, the curtains drawn, but the lighting was soft, flattering, intimate, and his camera sat on the desk to the side. I stepped in and picked it up, looked around the room, saw no sign of James, then saw the door to his bathroom was closed.

“James?” I said.

“Just film the room.” He said. “Focus on the door. I want you to film me coming out, so we have something to remember… and the viewers can see me.”

His voice was soft, flirtatious, and… was he nervous too?

I did as he said, picked up the camera, adjusting the settings as he’d shown me before our last… session. Just handling the camera sent a thrill through, the connection to what we’d done, the memory of it.

I lifted it and pointed it at the bathroom door, looked at the screen to make sure everything was in the shot, trying to keep my hands steady. This was it… I could leave now and everything could go back to normal, to how it was before, but, I didn’t want that. I wanted this, wanted James, wanted…

“Ready.” I said, speaking before my thoughts could run away from me.

There was a silent moment. I could feel my heart drumming, throbbing in my skull, my cock hard.

The door to the bathroom opened and James stepped out. I felt a tingle run up my spine, like electricity, buzzing, a thrill running right to the pleasure centres of my brain.

He was wearing a different outfit to yesterday, covering more of his body, but he was, if anything, even sexier. His smooth legs were clad in long white socks, thigh length, tight, with cute black heeled shoes on his feet. He wore a short, plaid, pleated skirt, like a schoolgirl from a porn movie, and it sat high around his waist, showing off his trim figure, his tiny waist, his hips, his round ass, and there was a small section of soft, smooth thigh on view, between the hem of his skirt and the tops of his socks.

On his upper body he wore a small white blouse, tied around his waist to show off his smooth stomach, his belly button. I had never found a belly, or a belly button, sexy before, but James changed that. The blouse had tiny sleeves, leaving James’ long, thin, smooth arms on display, and it was unbuttoned enough that I could see his throat, collar bones, just a hint of his smooth, flat chest.

It was his face though that captivated me. He had done his hair and make-up again, but heavier than before, thick black eyeliner and mascara, dusky pink and black eye-shadow, with deep pink, glossy, glittery lips. He looked sultry, sexy, brazen, and I could not help but imagine how those plump, wet lips would feel around my cock.

He looked… beautiful, and I felt a swell of affection and lust and longing. It was all just for the video though, right? James smiled, a slight nervousness in his expression, and he wiggled his hips, shaking his butt.

“So, how do I look?” He asked, voice soft.

“Amazing.” I said, not even hesitating. “You look… hot.”

He smiled, fluttering his heavy, dark lashes. He stepped towards me, moving slowly, sultry, seductive.

“I’ve been saving this outfit for a special occasion you know.” He said. “And I thought now seemed like the perfect time to finally show it off, for you.”

James stared into the camera as he spoke, stared at me through the screen, and I felt a tightness in my chest and pants, my belly fluttering. Was he talking to me, or to the camera, to his viewers? Why did I want him to be aiming those words at me?

“I’ve never done anything like this with anyone else you know.” He said. “And I’ve never told or shown anyone this side of me, not in real life, but… I’m glad I got to share it with you first. I’m really happy I can finally share this side of me with you. I’ve wanted to for so long and now… now I can finally show you who I really am, what I really want.”

Was he talking to me, or to the camera? My head was spinning, and his smile was so flirtatious.

“You know… ever since that night when we both dressed up, I’ve not really been able to stop thinking about you.” James said. “We both looked so cute, and it was so much fun, and… I suppose it just made me look at you differently. I might not have been properly fucked before but… well… when I have played with myself, with toys, it's you I think about. You fucking me. You slipping your cock into my tight, hot, virgin hole.”

Was he talking to me? Did he mean it? Or… was it all a performance?

“I want you inside me.” He said. “I want you to fuck me. I want you to breed me, claim me, stretch my tight hole wide and ruin me. I want you to cum inside me.”

He moved closer, stopped just in front of me, close to the camera. I panned down, to his feet, then back up, slowly, studying every inch of his perfect body, the way he wiggled and showed off his soft, smooth form in his sexy, slutty schoolgirl uniform. I panned up to his face and he looked at me, stared at me through the camera, and smiled—it was clear from his eyes, his expression, that he was talking directly to me.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” He said, teasing.

I nodded, the camera shaking. He’d have to fix that in editing.

“Yes.” I whispered.

James smiled. He wiggled, pouting. My cock throbbed. I wanted him, ached for him.

“Just the tip though.” He said, teasing. “Now, how about I warm you up?”

James giggled, grinning. Slowly he moved, lowering himself to his knees, and I shifted the camera to keep him in the shot, watched as he reached up to undo my belt, my trousers, reaching in to pull out my hard cock. As he stared at it, glancing up into the lens of the camera, he licked his lips.

“Just the tip.” He whispered.
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I gasped in pleasure and delight as James wrapped his perfect, plump, wet, pink lips around the head of my cock. His tongue circled, teasing me, and he sucked, lowering his head, taking more of my thick length inside his hot, wet mouth, gripping my cock in one hand, stroking it.

I kept the camera on him, capturing every moment, and as he looked up at me, sucking me deeper, a mischievous grin, a shudder of bliss ran up my spine. My best friend was dressed like a slutty, sexy schoolgirl and he was sucking my cock—it was heaven.

There was a soft, wet slurping, James sucking deep, hard, and his tongue lapped. I felt the head of my cock pressed at the back of his throat and he paused, then eased up, easing his mouth off until just the tip was inside his mouth. He moaned, a quick muffled noise of pleasure, looking up at me, making it clear that he too was enjoying this.

He giggled as he looked up at me, then lowered his head back down, his spit wetting my cock, hand stroking. He took me deep, a soft vibration teasing me as he murmured in delight, and I thrust my hips gently forward, unable to contain myself, the camera focussed on him, watching him. He was so cute, so pretty, so sexy, and… I was going to fuck him, even if it was just the tip—why did that thought almost… disappoint me?

James moaned, loudly, loud enough for me to hear him clearly, for the camera to hear him, a sound of pleasure and lust, delight, the quiet whimpers muffled by the cock in his mouth, a wet, sloppy slurping sound. My cock was throbbing, harder than I could remember it being, so hard it almost hurt, burning, but cooled by my best friend’s spit, his saliva lubricating my cock as one hand stroked the base, his mouth working up and down, the warm wet lash of his tongue, the suction, lips squeezing tight, sealing around the girth of my prick as he fucked his mouth up and down.

I reached down with one hand and tangled my fingers into James’ hair, unable to resist the urge to touch him, grip him, control him. His moan deepened as I pulled his hair slightly, and I pressed him down, thrusting my hips, fucking deep into his mouth, choking him, feeling him swallowing, the tip just barely entering his throat, tight, hot, milking.

I felt my cock swell, watching him through the camera as he stared up at me with big, sexy, beautiful eyes. I felt a swell of emotions that were strange and new and wonderful. I wanted him, every part of him, but… we’d agreed… just the tip.

As I felt my balls tighten, the sensation of his wetted hand stroking, plump lips tight, tongue lapping, mouth warm, sucking, his throat swallowing, all of bringing me close to climax, James pulled back. I resisted for a moment, gripping his hair tight, keeping my cock inside his mouth for just a moment longer, so close to cumming it almost hurt but… there was more to come, and I wanted that even more.

Slowly I relaxed, and James eased back, lips tight, sucking hard, my cock throbbing. His wet, plump, pink lips left the tip of my cock with an audible pop that sent a tingle down my spine. He looked at me, chin wet with spit, grinning, eyes wide.

“Now, how about you get undressed and get on the bed, so I can slip that fat, thick cock into my tight, pretty little virgin fuckhole.” He said.

I shivered, lust and affection washing over me. The way he spoke, staring at me, it was as though there was no camera between us, as though he were talking to me specifically. He wanted me, and I felt my heart swell, throbbing in time with the throbbing of my rock hard cock.

I did not need to be told twice


Six

I lay on the bed on my back, naked, cock hard, propped up slightly so I could keep the camera on James as he stood looking at me. His eyes roamed my body and he bit his bottom lip, wiggling his hips. He was so utterly sexy, so beautiful and in that moment he was mine—only… I never wanted that moment to end.

“Are you ready for me then?” He asked, jiggling his butt at me, grinning, blushing. “Are you ready to take my cherry, to fuck me, hard, and cum inside me?”

I nodded. This was all part of the performance though, right? It was all for the camera. It was just going to be the tip. I couldn’t really fuck him, cum inside him, could I?

“Good… because I can’t wait to finally feel that fat, long, perfect cock stretching me wide, filling me, fucking me.” James said.

His voice was teasing, flirty, and the way he looked at me, the blush in his cheeks, eyes heavy-lidded, the way he bit his bottom lip, it made me ache for him. Slowly he moved forwards, towards the bed, swaying his hips, skirt swishing around his smooth thighs, and I kept the camera on him as he crawled up onto the bed, began to crawl up, over me, his knees on either side of me, his legs spread wide.

“You want to be inside me, don’t you?” He teased.

I nodded.

“You want to feel your fat cock inside my tight, virgin hole. You want to fuck me, fill me with your cum, make me your slut.”

I nodded. It was all true. My belly was tight, heart fluttering. I could feel the heat of his body, his smooth thighs and calves gently brushing against my legs as he crawled over me. He looked directly into the camera, directly at me, fluttering his eyelashes. I could almost feel the tremble of his heart.

Finally, he came to a stop knelt just over my cock, just above my crotch, and, holding the camera with one hand, I reached out with the other to caress his leg, brushing up over his soft socks, up over his smooth, soft thigh, creeping higher, wanting to feel him. My hand crept up, under his skirt, teasing, and I saw him smile, wiggling his hips as I caressed him, fondled him.

“You like how I feel? How horny I am for you? What a slut you make me?” He teased.

I nodded.

“I do.” I said. “And I can’t wait to fuck you.”

He giggled. My hand crept higher, expecting to find soft cotton or silk, but… there was only skin, smooth, perfect, flawless, warm skin. James wasn’t wearing panties. That fact made my cock throb, growing harder, and as it twitched it brushed against his upper thigh, teasing just briefly against his ass.

I gasped at the contact, and I heard James whimper, clearly feeling my hot cock against his soft, smooth flesh, slipping along his crack, pressing, almost as though demanding entry into his hole. He wiggled, breathing hard, sitting back slightly to trap my cock beneath him, nestled in the crack of his butt. My hand roamed higher, to his ass, squeezing, his cheek firm, plump, round, smooth.

“Fuck you feel so big.” He said. “I don’t know if you’ll even fit.”

He giggled, blushing, staring into the camera.

“But… I suppose there’s only one way to find out.”
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James rose slightly, lifting himself up, and lifted his skirt to allow the camera, to allow me, to see how naked he was beneath. His cock was hard, smooth, pretty, slightly smaller than mine and oozing precum. As he wiggled his hips it swayed and I felt my gaze drawn to it, almost hypnotic.

He reached down to grasp my cock, his hand warm, soft, and then worked his hand up and down, my shaft still wet with spit. He shifted, moving just slightly forward, and I held the camera on him, watching him as he moved, sexy and beautiful, beguiling, sensual. He lifted my cock straight up, hard, thick, and aimed it slightly back. My heart was thundering.

Slowly, his eyes on me, staring into my eyes through the camera, James sank down. I felt the warmth of his ass, soft, firm, smooth, pressing at the tip of my cock, like a kiss, and he sank lower. He shifted, squirming, wiggling, and the head of my cock ran up and down his slippery crack, his ass already lubed and ready for me, and that thought—that he had already prepared his virgin fuckhole for my cock—only made my cock harder, throbbing.

James could clearly feel it and he giggled.

“Someone is excited.” He said, slipping my cock up and down.

“I can’t help it. I want you.” I said. “I want to be inside you.”

James smiled, fluttering his eyelashes.

“I want you inside me too.” He said.

He slipped my cock along his crack, then eased down lower. I felt pressure, tightness, and the tip of my cock pressed at his hole, his virgin entrance. I was going to be inside him. Even if it was just the tip…

James gasped, a flicker of pain on his face. He pressed down, easing himself lower, easing himself onto my hard, fat cock. I felt his opening, tight, hot, gripping the head of my cock.

“Fuck… you’re so big.” He whimpered.

From the strain of his voice, his expression, I could tell that it was more than just for the camera.

“If it's too much then…”

“No!” James said, looking suddenly right at me. “Just… give me a moment. I need this…”

I smiled. His tone, the look of hunger and lust on his face, it sent shivers along my spine. I held still, felt his tight, virgin entrance gripping the tip of my cock, squeezing.

Slowly James relaxed, the tightness gripping me lessening just slightly, his expression softening. He took a deep breath and sank just a little lower.

Pressure built, my cock pressing into my best friend’s tight ass, and then, suddenly, gloriously, I felt his tight entrance open, and my cock slipped just barely into the hot, tight, slippery confines of his ass.

James gasped, grinning, and froze. I was inside him, even if it was just the tip. I wanted to thrust my hips, thrust up, press my cock into him, deeper, filling him, burying my cock in his ass, wanted to fuck him, deep, hard, fill him with cum but… I couldn’t, could I?

“Fuck that feels so big!” James said.

He was grinning, breathing hard, cheeks pink. My cock was throbbing, and his hole clenched tight around the head, the only part of my cock inside him, stretching him.

“We can stop if you want?” I said.

James shook his head, panting.

“No… I just… I need a moment. But… I want this. Understand? I want your cock inside me.”

He was staring into the camera, eyes bright, glazed with lust and pleasure, an expression of delight and desire. I held still, waiting for him to get used to my cock stretching his hole. Eventually, slowly, he began to move.

James rose up, just slightly, until the tip of my cock was just barely still inside him, then sank down, the same gentle pressure, his hole stretching and my cock popping past his outer ring again, slipping just barely inside him. It felt good, amazing, but… I still wanted more, and it took all my strength of will not to thrust into him, fuck him, fill him with my cock.

He looked so hot, so pretty and sexy, just watching him riding up and down on just the tip of my cock, and his grin, his beaming smile, his blushing face and pretty eyes, was a mask of delight. I held the camera and watched, and he had been right, with the angle, given how he was moving, it was impossible to see that I was barely even inside him—the camera could see my cock, see him sliding down onto it, but with his skirt, his thighs, the way he was riding, the angle I was trapped in beneath him, it almost looked as though he was taking all of me inside his tight ass.

Only he and I would know the truth, as frustrating as that was, that it was just the tip.

James looked at me and smiled. I held still, let him rise up and sink down, fucking himself on the tip of my cock. I wanted more but this was what we’d agreed. Just the tip.

“Fuck… you feel so good… I… I’m struggling not to take more.” James whispered.

The words sent a thrill along my spine. I barely held back the urge to thrust into him, to fill him, fuck him, claim him as my slut.

“I know we said just the tip, that it wouldn’t count, but… you feel so good.” He whispered, breathy, husky with pleasure. “I just… I’m not sure I can stop myself. Your cock feels too good inside me…”

As he spoke James rose up, the tip just barely inside his hole, then, slowly, sank back down. He sank down, the tip popping past his entrance, slipping fully inside him and then… he kept going. That was definitely more than just the tip, but… it felt so fucking good. My cock throbbed, hard, inside my best friend’s tight, virgin ass, and I froze.

“I mean… I’m not even sure you’ll fit.” He whispered. “Maybe I could take a little more, just to see how it felt, to see how a real cock felt, to see if you fit?”

I didn’t move, kept the camera on him. He stared at me, grinning, biting his bottom lip.

“Pretty please?” He asked.

He waited, my cock just slightly deeper. He wanted my permission to take more of my cock. He rose up again, just the tip inside, sank down, just a little lower than before. It was more than just the tip now, but still… it wasn’t quite like I was properly fucking him, my cock barely inside him. There was so much more to go before I was fully inside him.

“Maybe a little more…” I said. “… I mean, we’ve come this far.”

James grinned.

“Yeah, exactly. A little more, just to see how it feels, to see if you fit.” He said.

His words made me want to thrust, to fuck him hard, but I kept still. He rose up, my cock slipping out, then sank down, fucking himself onto my hard cock. He sank lower, taking more of my fat prick inside him, hot, tight, slippery, and he gasped in pleasure, eyes heavy-lidded, a blush on his cheeks.

“Fuck.” He moaned. “I… you feel so good inside me.”

James did not stop. He rose up again, taking my cock almost entirely out, then sank down, slowly, stretching himself, his tight hole gripping my prick, milking me as it clenched, my cock slipping deeper.

It was more than the tip now, my prick pressing in, filling him, but it felt good, and I wanted more. I watched as James sank lower, lower, taking more and more of my cock inside his virgin ass.

“I… I can’t stop… it feels too good.” He moaned.

He rose up, sank down, moving slowly, taking more of my cock.

“I know we said just the tip but… please… I need more. You feel so good. Please… fuck me, fill me. I need you inside me.”

He was staring at the camera, staring at me, staring into my eyes, my soul. I wanted him as I had never wanted anyone else. The chains holding my urge to fuck him, fill him, claim him, snapped. My hips thrust up as James sank down and my cock slipped deep into his ass, filling him utterly, filling him with my entire length in one smooth, powerful motion.

I heard him gasp, pleasure, pain, his hole stretching around my prick, tight, hot, slippery, gripping me. I was inside him, fucking him, really fucking him. I had taken my best friend’s anal virginity, I was inside him.

James stared at me as I stared back at him and he smiled. He giggled, wiggling his hips, his tight fuckhole full off my throbbing cock. I could feel him clenching, tight, hot, gripping me, and my heart was thundering.

“Fuck you feel good.” He whispered, giggling, sitting his full weight onto my cock.

I thrust up slightly, pressing my cock just slightly deeper, making him gasp, delighting in the expression of pleasure on his beautiful face. It felt so right being inside him, and I wanted more.

“I definitely think this counts though.” He giggled. “But the good news is you’re a perfect fit—nice and tight.”

He looked down at me, straddling me. He wiggled slightly, then relaxed, lips parted, gasping.

“Now… are you going to take responsibility for taking my cherry?” He asked.

I could only nod. He giggled again, playful, flirty.

“Good. Because I need you to fuck me, hard, and cum inside me…” He said.

I had just taken his virginity. We had agreed just the tip but now my entire cock was buried deep inside his tight, hot, virgin ass. Giving him what he wanted seemed like the least I could do.
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James sat his full weight on me, wiggling, grinding, my cock fully inside him. He looked so beautiful, so sexy, and his expression as he stared into the camera was the very picture of delight and satisfaction. I smiled back at him, stroking his soft, smooth thigh with one hand as I held the camera in the other.

He wanted me to fuck him, properly fuck him, fuck him hard and cum inside him, and there was now no denying that I wanted that too. I wanted to claim him, fuck him, breed him.

I thrust up, gently at first, burying my cock deeper, causing it to shift inside him, teasing him, and he gasped, his expression changing, eyes hazy, drunk with pleasure. He moaned as I shifted my hips, my cock throbbing inside him, his ass clenching, tight, hot, gripping me, almost as though milking me.

“Fuck… that’s… you feel so good.” James whispered, his voice husky.

We had agreed just the tip, but we had gone past that now, and there was no going back. I pulled my hip back and thrust again, harder, lifting him up from the bed.

“Yes! Fuck! That’s… that’s so much better than a toy. I can feel you… can feel you throbbing inside me.”

I worked my hips, thrusting up and down, lifting James up off the bed then dropping him down, fucking into him, a steady, firm rhythm. He was so pretty, so sexy, a cute, dazzling little thing that I wanted to own.

As I worked my cock in and out of his tight ass, his moans became louder, gasps, soft whimpers of pleasure, and the noises he made, his expression, his eyes staring at me in a drunken stupor of lust, drove me on, making me wild. I wanted to fuck him, hard, wanted to cum inside his tight, virgin ass, to make him mine.

James stared directly into the camera, almost as though staring at me, fluttering his eyelashes, biting his bottom lip, his cheeks flush. He was so hot, the way his hard dick was bouncing beneath his sexy skirt, the way he was working his hips in time with my thrusting, riding me, riding my cock, milking my prick, the sensation of him riding up and down, his hole tight, hot, slippery, clenching, driving me closer and closer to my climax.

“Fuck… you feel so good… I can… I can feel you stretching me, filling me… I can feel you throbbing inside me and when you thrust deep there’s this fluttering in my belly like butterflies and… fuck… if you keep it up I’m going to cum.” James said. “You’re going to make me cum from just fucking my tight little hole.”

His words drove me mad with lust, his moans, his expression, the way he looked, the way he was moving, riding me, his hole tight around my cock as I fucked him in his tight, virgin ass, it was all too much. I struggled to even keep the camera on him as I thrust, hard, fast, harder and faster, deep, and James matched my force and pace. As I fucked him he rode me, grinding his hips and ass down onto my cock, clenching, urging me to cum inside him.

“I’m close… fuck… you keep doing that and I won’t be able to hold back.” I warned.

James just smiled at me, fluttering his eyelashes.

“Good.” He whispered at me.

As though roused by my words, knowing how close I was to cumming inside him, James began to ride me harder, faster, gasping, breathing hard, moaning out loud as he rode me, fucking me, taking my cock deep inside his tight, hot, slippery ass. It was all I could do to keep the camera on him as I thrust back, but there was no way I could match his intensity, the way he rode up and down, grinding his hips and ass, clenching his hole around my thick shaft. I moaned, loudly, drunk on the pleasure I was experiencing. I never wanted this moment to end, but I was close, and the way James was riding me, the way he looked as he took my cock deep, there was no holding back.

I thrust up, hard, and my cock swelled, throbbing, my balls tightening, and I could see from James’ expression that he could feel it, that he knew what was coming, and he smiled, happy. He wanted me to cum inside him, to fill him with my spunk, to breed him. How could I disappoint someone as sexy and beautiful as him?

“Fuck! I… I’m cumming…” I moaned.

James slammed down, taking my cock as deep as he could, and squeezed, grinding his hips and ass. My cock throbbed, thick, hard, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, gloriously, I was cumming, cumming inside him, filling him, filling his virgin ass with my seed, painting his insides with my cum. It was meant to be just the tip, but we were way past that now.

“Fuck… I can feel you… throbbing, cumming… it’s so hot I…” James was panting, grinding down on my cock, staring at me. “… I’m going to… fuck…”

I felt his hole clench, tight, hot, squeezing, and then I watched as his cute, hard dick throbbed beneath his skirt. He was cumming, cumming from me cumming inside his ass, and that fact only made my climax more intense, the fact that we had cum together making the act more intimate and meaningful. We had said just the tip but now… well, there was no going back now.

We both lay for a moment, catching our breath, grinning, staring at each other, James’ cum cooling on my belly, my cum oozing out of his ass as my cock softened. I laughed, and James giggled, wiggling, clenching his hole around my softening prick.

“I think that is going to be a very popular video.” He said.

The video. Was that all this was about? It was what we’d agreed, make a video, share the profits, so… why did that thought feel like a crushing weight?


Seven

I spent the next few days in a haze, not quite sure what to think or feel.

After the filming, after our… moment, I showered and made food for the pair of us, and we ate in a quiet, stifling silence. In the immediate aftermath, there had been a closeness and an intimacy that felt special, rare, wonderful, but that had vanished quickly, replaced instead with an atmosphere of tension and awkwardness. We had gone further than we had both intended, I and fretted that I had ruined our friendship forever.

We had said it would be just the tip, that it would be for the camera, using angles and editing to make it seem real, but in the heat of the moment we had gone further… so much further.

James had taken my whole cock inside his ass, and I had fucked him, properly fucked him, hard, fast, deep, delighting in how it felt to be inside him, unable to resist his body, the pleasure, the way he gasped in delight as I fucked him deep. I had felt him riding me, grinding, and it had seemed he had enjoyed it as much as I had—he had cum at the same time as me—but… perhaps he regretted it now? Perhaps he resented what I had done?

I had taken his virginity, had fucked him in his ass. It was one thing to dress up in lingerie, to play with toys on camera, even just sucking my cock, but this… what did it even mean?

We’d been friends for years, had both dated girls, and I’d always assumed we were both straight, but now… what did this make me? What did this make James? What was it I was feeling towards him?

I did my best to avoid him, not wanting to cause any further weirdness between us, letting things settle, not sure what I was going through. I had fucked my best friend, even though we’d agreed it would be just the tip, and I just had to hope he’d forgive me.

Still, as much as I avoided being at home, taking extra shifts as an excuse to be out of the house, going out to the movies on my own or going for walks, staying in my room and heading out early, I could not stop thinking about him. In the immediate days after our intimate moment I could not stop thinking about how he had felt, how he had looked, the noises he had made, how right it had all felt in the moment. The plan had been to make it look good for the camera, but not to go too far, just the tip, but… he’d enjoyed it, or so I thought, and so had I. Neither of us had been able to resist, and we had fucked, and I had cum inside him, and he had cum over me, and now… now I didn’t know what was happening.
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As I sat in the park near our apartment, waiting for it to get late enough that I could go home without disturbing James, I felt my phone buzz. I slipped it out and saw a message from James. It was the first time he’d messaged me since…

I opened it and saw that there was a file linked, the video. He’d obviously finished editing and encoding it and had uploaded it.

There was a message too… and I read it slowly, heart racing, chest tight. He hoped I was okay, and he missed me, hadn’t seen me in a few days and was worried. He apologised for taking things too far and said that he had never meant to hurt me or upset me, and that he just hoped I could forgive him.

Me forgive him? It felt like it should be the other way around. I wasn’t sure he could ever forgive me.

It had all felt so good that I had given in, had fucked him, claimed him, bred him, taking his anal virginity, cumming inside him. Surely it should be me apologising to him unless…

I laughed, shaking my head. We really were too alike.

I checked I was alone in the park and then clicked play on the file, wanting to see. As the video started I felt my cock stir, hardening at just the sight of James dressed in his sexy schoolgirl outfit. I watched him move, swaying his hips, and I ached to be close to him again, realised I missed him more than I had thought.

I smiled, blushing, as I watched him kneel in front of me, take my cock out, and begin sucking it. I could still recall how that felt, how wet and warm and tight his mouth had been, the gentle suction, his hand, lips, tongue, and my cock swelled. I watched as he popped my cock out from his mouth and urged me to lie down on the bed.

The video was well edited and very erotic, and I could not deny how utterly sexy James looked as he crawled up over my naked body, crawled to sit just above my hard cock. I giggled as he lifted his skirt, flashing me, flashing the camera, and then reached down to grip my cock.

This was it, the moment it had all changed, all gone wrong… or… had it?

I watched as he lowered himself down, pressing the head of my cock at his entrance. My cock throbbed, hard, and I remembered that moment, a swell of lust, desire, affection. I watched James’ face.

We had held it there, in that moment, just the tip, but… we had faltered. I had thought it was me, that I had failed him, let him down, ruined his friendship but now…

I smiled as I saw it, a swell of relief. I hadn’t been imagining it. James was enjoying himself. Watching him riding just the very tip of my cock it was clear he too was struggling with the urge to take more, to go further. We had both given in, both wanted it. I watched as he sank down further, taking more and more of my cock until, finally, I was inside him and then… we began fucking.

I stopped the video, aware of how the rest went, my cock pulsing with the drum of my heart, hard in my pants. It had been both of us… not just me.

James had wanted my cock inside him, had wanted to feel more, to see if it would fit, and I… I had gone along with his desire, gladly, eagerly. He had wanted to feel my cock buried deep, fucking him, had wanted to lose his virginity to me, had wanted me to fuck him hard, and I had wanted to fuck him, to fill him with my cock and cum just as much.

I could still recall how it felt as he had taken my cock inside him, first the tip, then, slowly, unable to resist the desire for more, sinking down to take my entire length. I could remember his moans of pleasure, the look of delight on his face. It had felt so good, so right, being close to him, connected to him, and I knew that I’d do it again in a heartbeat.

I laughed, shaking my head. I had been a fool.

I glanced back at the message. James said his fans loved the video, loved how authentic it felt, how they could tell we were really enjoying ourselves, and they couldn't wait for more. Finally, at the end, James added that he, too, couldn’t wait for more… if I wanted. He finished the message with a cute winky emoji.

I had been an utter fool.

I had been ignoring him, worrying I’d hurt him, that I’d ruined our friendship, but in doing so I might have ruined everything.

My best friend wanted me, and I wanted him. He was hot, sexy, and we’d had fun. We weren’t hurting anyone, and we’d both enjoyed it. Memories of all the times we’d spent together came flooding back. I couldn’t let my fears and my doubts ruin that, ruin the possibility for even more happiness, even more fun.

I opened my photo gallery and looked through my photos, images of me and James together. We looked so happy, and though I thought of him differently now, after seeing him in his sexy lingerie and schoolgirl outfit, after our… recent adventures… I couldn’t help but remember how safe I’d always felt around him, a connection lingering between us.

He’d looked so hot, soft and cute, pretty, sexy, and he’d looked like he’d been having so much fun, sucking my cock, riding my cock. I wondered for a moment what it might feel to look like that, to do those things, to show off in pictures and videos for fans on the internet, and there was a buzz at the back of my head, a thrill at just imagining it. James was so pretty, so popular, was having so much fun.

As I flicked through my pictures, images of us together, I came across one I recognised well, an image from us at Halloween, dressed up. I smiled, blushing. I just needed to relax, and have fun, embrace the present and future and stop worrying so much, stop doubting myself and James. I needed to make it up to my best friend for making him worry about me.

And I had the perfect plan.
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I found a few shops still open, and bought the things I needed, then headed home, hoping I still had the things I thought I had in the bottom of my wardrobe somewhere. I snuck into the flat and headed right to my bedroom, hearing James pottering about in the kitchen.

“Hey.” He called out, a note of worry in his voice.

“Hey.” I replied. “I’ll be out in a bit. I… I just need to sort some things.”

I needed to stop him from following me. I needed to keep this a surprise. I wanted to make it up to him, wanted to embrace this new possibility with both hands. Just thinking about his reaction terrified me and excited me.

“Err.. sure. You okay?” he asked.

I could hear him moving towards the hall, towards my room. I needed to be quick.

“Yeah, I’m good, just… I spilt something on me and need a shower. Nothing serious.” I said. “And I… just wanted to say sorry.”

There was a moment of quiet.

“Just wait in your room for me and I’ll be out when I’m done, okay? I’ll explain everything then.” I said.

“I… yeah, sure.” James said. “But… you’re sure you’re okay?”

“Never been better.” I said—and it was the truth.
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I showered, taking my time to wash and get ready. It took longer than I was expecting, but I made sure to be careful and do the job properly.

I shaved, everywhere, wanting to be as smooth and soft as James, just imaging how it might feel to press my soft body against his sending thrills through me. As I dried off I shuddered, my body so much more sensitive and delicate, and my cock hardened.

I made sure to moisturise, to keep my skin soft, and the scent of it was sweet, flowers and fruits and musk, a heady perfume that made my head spin. I paused to stare at myself in the mirror and I froze. Already I looked so different, prettier, sexier. I wondered how James was going to react and I couldn’t help smiling.

Next, I took time to apply make-up. I used only a little, not wanting to take too long and not sure how it would go if I tried a more brazen look—I wondered if after this James might help me, teach me, and together we could get dressed up and made-up and… make more videos. The thought made my cock, throb, hard. I wanted to be cute, pretty, sexy like him, look as good as him, wanted him to find me as sexy as I found him.

I followed the simple instructions on the video I’d found, and though it wasn’t easy, I managed it, eventually. I applied eyeshadow, a subtle pink and purple, then eyeliner, thick and black, with small flicks on the outer corner of my eyes, then mascara on my lashes to make them darker, fuller. Finally, as the last touch, I applied lipstick, pink, glittery, a glossy wet look that made my lips look fuller, almost… fuckable.

I giggled and stepped back to examine myself. I looked… cute. My eyes were big, bright, bold, feminine and seductive, and though my make-up wasn’t perfect it looked good. The eyeshadow and the mascara, eyeliner, all combined to give me a dazzling, sexy appearance, and my lips looked almost… delicious. I giggled, blushing, and pouted, and seeing myself my cock twitched.

I could have spent hours looking at myself, but I needed to be quick. I turned my attention to my hair, scrunching in some product to give me some bedroom curls and extra body, and then began dressing.

I’d found the outfit I’d worn that Halloween in the bottom of my wardrobe and had laid it out. A tingle ran up my spine. Last time I’d worn it I’d had fun, but it had been for a party, and even though I’d enjoyed how I’d looked, how it had felt, I’d been able to distance myself from that part of me that had relished in how I’d felt, the attention I’d got.

Now though, after being with James, after sharing his secret, after being with him, I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to express something, a part of me that wanted to be cute and pretty and sexy. I took a deep breath. I needed to be brave, bold. I need to trust my best friend.

I slipped on the fishnets first, running them up and over my smooth, soft legs, delighting in how they felt, then slipped on the corset and the panties I’d bought—black and skimpy, sexy—and finally, I slipped on the black high heels. I wobbled slightly, but I was not going far, and, if tonight went well, perhaps I could practise walking in them more, practise my make-up and hair and James and I could do photos together, videos, spend more time together.

I checked myself in the mirror and smiled. I looked good, even if there were minor flaws in my make-up. I was pretty, cute and soft, sexy, and seeing myself like this made something in me swell with warmth and pride. My cock throbbed, gently, and I wiggled my hips. I just hoped this was enough to make it all up to James.
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“You in your room?” I called out, opening my door just a crack.

I’d worked hard to look just right, to impress, to wow my best friend, and I did not want to ruin the surprise. There was a moment of silence, the noise of shuffling, movement in James’ room.

“Yeah, I… I’m in my room, just one second.” James’ voice was soft, a subtle note of something I didn’t quite get.

There was the sound of more movement, then a quick thump, like someone, or something, heavy landing on a bed. What was he up to?

“Ready.” James said.

This time I could hear his smile, and the sound of it was a relief. I took a deep breath and opened my door, stepped in on unsteady feet, and made my way to his room.

I walked carefully, practising my gait, the movement of my ass and hips as I walked, a subtle wiggle. I kept my back straight, shoulders back, walking tall and proud, feeling sexy. My heels clicked, softly, and I moved to James’ door. I paused there for a moment, gathering my nerve, then smiled. I trusted him, no matter what I knew he wouldn’t hurt me.

I pushed the door open and stepped in, a deliberate emphasis in the wiggle of my hips and ass, wanting to surprise him and… I froze. James, laid on his bed, stared at me while I stared at him.

“Wow.” He whispered.

“Wow.” I replied.

There was a moment of awkward silence.

“You look hot.” He said. “I… I was not expecting that. I… I wanted to surprise you so I… but you… wow. You look amazing!”

I blushed, squirming, but could not take my eyes off my best friend. He was laid on his bed dressed in bright, hot, sexy pink—pink heels, pink hold up stockings, pink panties, a cute pink collar around his throat with a heart at the front, even his make-up and his fingernails matched, hot, electric, a bright bimbo shade of pink. He was stunning.

“I thought… I wanted to say sorry… my head’s been in a weird place but I wanted you to know…” My words and thoughts became jumbled, and I struggled to make my meaning clear.

James smiled.

“I was trying to do the same. I thought maybe I’d pushed you too far, that after… I know we’d said just the tip, but then… you’d felt so good and I couldn’t help myself… I thought… I was worried you’d hate me.”

I shook my head, smiling.

“I could never hate you!” I said. “And… I was worried too… like, the same as you, that you were angry at me for taking it too far after what we’d agreed. I know we said we’d stop at the tip, but then you looked so hot and felt so good and… I couldn’t stop myself… and I fucked you and…”

I giggled, blushing. I bit my bottom lip, suddenly shy, coy.

“You fucked me, took my virginity, and came inside me?” James said, teasing, grinning.

I nodded, blushing.

“Yeah, that.” I said.

“Well, I’m pleased to hear it felt good for you too, and that you just couldn’t resist me…”

James smiled at me, and, slowly, spread his legs. I could see the bulge of his cock in his panties, cute, firm. I blushed, a fluttering in my belly.

“But you… you look amazing. I always wondered, after that Halloween, the way you seemed so happy, but… have you done this before?” James asked.

I shook my head.

“I… no. But seeing you, being with you, I wanted to. I wanted to give you something, like you gave something to me, to… to show you what you meant.”

James smiled.

“You don’t need to give me anything.” He said.

“I want to.” I said. “I… I want to do this, and then… I thought we could do more videos, pictures, the two of us.”

James giggled.

“You enjoyed that did you?”

I nodded. I had enjoyed it, and the idea of people seeing me, seeing us, enjoying videos and pictures of us together, the attention and adoration, made something inside me bloom, bright and joyful.

“But no camera now.” I said. “I… I want this to just be for you.”

James nodded.

“Okay.” He said. “But, what did you have in mind?”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip.

“Let me show you.” I said.


Eight

James’ smile was enough to send a thrill through me. Could I really do this? I wanted to, but… was I brave enough? There was only one way to find out.

I stepped off and moved slowly, strutting towards the bed, putting my best sway and swagger into my walk. I watched as James’ face lit up, and his expression, the way he looked at me, looking me up and down hungrily, made my belly flutter. I knew then that I could do this. It was James, my best friend—I trusted him, and I wanted to do this, to experience this new side of me, to explore what it meant to me, to us.

“You’re going to have to be patient with me though.” I said, voice soft, teasing. “Because I’ve less experience than you. I’ve not had any fun toys to practise with, so I’m going to have to practise on you.”

James’ eyes went wide. I giggled, blushing, wiggling my hips. It was fun being so brazen, flirty, and I wanted more.

As I reached the foot of the bed I stopped, shifting slightly, almost as though dancing. I licked my lips, slowly, and made a gesture for James to come closer. He understood and shifted down the bed, moving to sit in front of me, legs over the end of the bed, looking up at me. He was beautiful, and I wanted him.

“Now, are you ready for me?” I asked.

James nodded but he looked almost serious.

“I am, but… you don’t need to do this you know.” He said.

I smiled.

“I know, but I want to. You made it look like so much fun, and I know how much I enjoyed it, so… just relax, and enjoy.”

His face was almost pale, and he bit his bottom lip, nodded. He looked up at me with bright, beautiful eyes full of affection and trust, and I could see his hands trembling, excited and nervous at the same time. My belly fluttered, and I sank, slowly, to my knees in front of my best friend.
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Looking up at James, on my knees in front of him, I felt, amazingly, safe, and certain. I had been worried I wouldn’t be able to go through with my plan, that I’d freeze, or flee, but now… I knew I’d never been more certain about anything in my life, had never wanted anything more.

I reached out with my hands, calm, sure, and looked into James’ dazzling eyes, hoping he found me as pretty, cute, and sexy as I found him, and pressed my palms to his knees, his skin soft and warm and smooth in his pink stockings. He felt so good.

As I ran my hands up, teasing, over his thighs, I pressed, parting his legs, and I could tell from the way he smiled, the way he fluttered his eyelashes, that he wanted me. I pressed harder, parting his legs, spreading them wide, and shifted forwards. I lowered my gaze, eyes roaming over his body, letting it shift down to his panties, the cloth-covered bulge of his cock.

It was smaller than mine, shorter, though was perhaps slightly thicker, but that didn’t matter. It was perfect in my eyes.

My hands roamed higher, stroking over the soft silk of James’ stockings, over the frilly lace tops, and then up, over the smooth, soft, delicate skin of his inner thighs. I smiled as I saw his cock throbbing, swelling, becoming thicker. I licked my lips in anticipation.

“You’ve never done this before?” James asked.

I looked up, shook my head.

“You’ll be my first.” I said, voice teasing.

James grinned, blushing.

“Like you were mine.” He said. “I couldn’t have hoped for anything better.”

My eyes drifted back down and, struggling to contain my eagerness, I reached up to the waist of his panties, teased them down slowly, a thumb just barely caressing over the hardness of his prick, and I delighted in the way he gasped.

I pulled them down, and for a moment the cloth snagged on the girth of his dick. I tugged harder, wanted to see him, wanting to feel him, and then, suddenly, his cock popped free, his panties slipping down. He was beautiful, and my mouth watered.

My hands moved on their own, lifting to grip his girth, thick, throbbing, and my fingers wrapped around his cock. I stroked, and James moaned, a subtle thrusting of his hips that made my belly flutter and my ass clench. What was it going to feel like when he…

That was later… for now I had a more immediate curiosity. I stroked gently, listening to James’ breath, short rapid inhales and exhales, quiet moans, savouring the gentle thrusting of his hips, his cock fucking my hands, and I smiled. I leant forward, pressed my pink painted lips together, and moved my mouth towards the head of his beautiful prick.

The moment of first contact was electric, a thrill running down my spine, and I shivered, a quiet gasp of delight, relishing in my best friend’s pleasure groan. My lips were, hot, tight, and I pressed forward, pursing my lips and letting the girth of James’ cock pierce the tight seal of my mouth, forcing my lips apart, forcing my jaw wider.

My cock throbbed in my panties and I squirmed, so horny it almost hurt, but my mind was focussed more on the dick that was slowly, wonderfully, fucking between my pretty pink lips. I pressed on, forcing my head lower, let the girth of James’ cock press into my mouth. I lapped with my tongue, spurred on by his moans, his pleasured gasps and whines, and as the head pierced my lips, entered my mouth, I began to suck.
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My lips were wrapped tight, tongue lapping, and I lowered my head, sucking, as James thrust his hips. His cock, wetted by my spit, slipped deeper, filling my mouth, fucking between my lips, and I moaned, surrendering myself to the sensation, letting him fuck my mouth, my pretty pink painted lips.

He had looked so hot, so sexy, so happy while he had been sucking my cock and now I knew why. There was a bliss in giving myself over, the pleasure I was giving him, the joy of serving, pleasing, intoxicating. I worked my hands, stroking, palms lubricated with my saliva, letting it pool in my mouth and run down, James’ cock was dripping wet, sloppy, hot, and it slipped deeper into my mouth.

I went deep, let him thrust, then sucked, holding it in place for just a moment before sucking up, lapping with my tongue until just the prominent head was in my mouth. I held still for a moment, teasing, sucking hard, stroking, then lowered my head again, taking his cock deeper.

“Fuck, that… that feels so good. I can’t believe you’ve never done this before.” James moaned.

His words were a warm balm, and I basked in them. He was my first, but doing this with him felt natural, right, and I wanted more, wanted to please him, wanted to feel his pleasure, to taste it. I sucked harder, deeper, working my lips down.

He thrust, hips and thighs surging forward, forcing his cock deeper between my pink painted lips, the head pressing at the back of my throat so that I was forced to suppress the urge to gag. He held it there then pulled back, thrust again, and I relaxed, sucking, lips tight, let him fuck my pretty, wet, hot, virgin mouth.

I moaned as he began to fuck harder, faster, using my mouth. I let him, surrendered to the bliss of it, moaning, gasping for breath as his cock pressed again and again at the back of my throat, each time pressing just a little deeper until finally, suddenly, it slipped in, slipped into my tight, virgin throat, and I swallowed on reflex, milking his perfect prick.

“Fuck… that's so fucking good.” James moaned.

I sucked harder, swallowed harder, wrapped my lips tight, wet, my tongue lapping. I squeezed his cock, stroking it, his hips thrusting deep.

“I’m close… fuck… I’m going to…”

I moved before I even had a chance to think. James was not going to cum in my mouth, at least, not yet. I slipped my lips up, sucking hard, and they puckered as I sucked at the head of his cock, slurping, and James gasped. The sounds were filthy, sexual, wet slobbering, and the noise of his cock leaving my mouth, a loud, audible pop, made me giggle.

James stared down at me, gasping for breath.

“No cumming yet.” I whispered. “Not until I find out what all the fuss was about last time we were together. How about we start like last time, with just the tip, only… let's see if I can resist taking more.”
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James sat on the bed, propped up on pillows, his panties off, and I looked at him with wonder and lust, his cock hard, wet, throbbing. I shimmied, reaching up to grip my panties, slipping them down my smooth, soft thighs. I was still wearing the fishnet tights, but the holes were large enough for what I had in mind.

“Just be gentle with me.” I said. “It’s my first time.”

James giggled, blushing. His cock throbbed.

“Just the tip, right?” He said.

I nodded, smiling. Just the tip… at least, to start.

I stepped up and knelt on the bed, staring into his eyes, and began to crawl towards him, grinning, a predator hunting my beautiful prey. His cock was not as long as mine, but it was thicker. I’d never done anything like this before, would it even fit? I blushed as I realised there was only one way to find out.

James smiled at me as I crawled over him, loomed over him, my knees on either side of his legs, his hard cock beneath me, my dick stiff and aching. It was like last time, only our roles reversed, and there was no camera.

It was just the two of us now, this moment just for us, and I could stare directly into his eyes. Perhaps soon we could make another video, maybe both of us dressed pretty, sexy, performing, but for now I wanted to focus only on my best friend.

“Are you ready for me?” I asked.

James nodded.

“I’ve always been ready. But… don’t blame me if I can’t resist you. You look so hot. I’m not sure I’ll be able to hold back.”

I giggled, wiggling my hips. I bit my bottom lip and fluttered my eyelashes, relishing the feeling of being sexy, brazen, and flirtatious.

“Oh no.” I said in mock horror. “But… what if it feels so good you can’t resist. What if you end up fucking me, taking my virginity, and cumming inside me.”

James grinned at me.

“I guess I’d just have to take responsibility.” He said.

“Promises, promises…” I whispered.

I moved swiftly, caught up in the moment, leaned in, and kissed him. It was our first kiss, and it was deep, intense, wet, clumsy, but perfect. His lips were soft, yielding, but kissed me back with a passion equal to mine.

I felt hands on my body, on my legs, my thighs, touching me, caressing, squeezing. James’ palms against my smooth, shaved skin felt electric, a throbbing, belly fluttering. I moaned, kissed him harder, suddenly lost on the tide of sensations. James parted his lips, and I felt his tongue slip just barely into my mouth, my teeth nipped, playfully, and his hands slipped up to my ass, gripping it, squeezing my pert, round cheeks through the mesh of my fishnet tights.

I collapsed onto him, pressing down on him, and I felt the hardness of his cock press against my warm skin, nestling in the crack of my ass. I could feel the heat of it, the hardness, the throbbing of it, and my hips began to work on their own. I ground down, grinding against him, loving the way his cock teased up and down my crack, a subtle teasing over the bright, sensitive spot of my virgin hole.

I moaned into the kiss, kissing him harder, pressing my body against his, smooth, soft, warm, wiggling, working my hips to feel more of his cock, the way it slipped up and down my crack, teasing me, rubbing against my cock, it made my head giddy, and I felt dumb with lust and desire. As I shifted, slipping up, I felt his cock, wet with precum. The head teased over my entrance and I gasped—my hole, already wet with the lube I had applied in the bathroom to prepare myself, puckered, stretching slightly, as though eager, as though hungry to swallow James’ beautiful cock and be fucked, filled.

James lifted his hips, as though sensing my need, and I shifted. I felt the head of his perfect cock just barely pressing into me, teasing me open. My body burned with bright, hot, intense need, pleasure, an aching and longing that I had never known before.

I broke the kiss the lifted my face to look down at my best friend. We were both blushing, breathing hard, and he had never looked so beautiful, so radiant, so sexy.

“Fuck…” James gasped. “… you’re amazing. The way you feel, the way you look, the way you move, even the way you smell… you’re beautiful.”

I smiled, my cheeks burning as I blushed a deeper pink. I giggled, and sat up, sitting my ass down against the hardness of James’ cock, feeling it throb beneath me as I wiggled, unable to resist the urge to feel it slipping along my crack, teasing me, teasing my tight, wet, virgin hole.

“Thanks… I… I could say the same about you.” I whispered.

There was a pause, James looking up at me as I looked down at him. I bit my bottom lip and took a deep breath. I wanted this but… could I? Could I really take this step? If I did, there’d be no going back.

“You don’t have to if you’re not ready.” James whispered.

“I know…” I said. “… but, I want to.”

I smiled.

“Just the tip though, remember.” I said, grinning, teasing.

“Sure.” James said. “Just the tip.”
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I lifted myself up, lifted myself off the thick, hot, hard bulge of James’ cock and reached down beneath me to grip his cock. It was wet, a combination of James’ precum and the lube I had used to prepare my hole, my crack, slippery and sensual. I stroked, and I felt him thrust into my grip, cock throbbing, and the heat of it made my dick throb in response.

He looked so sexy, so pretty, so cute, and the way he was looking at me made me feel beautiful. I didn’t know what this would mean for my future, our future, our friendship, our relationship, but I was hopeful, and I wanted to find out—and more than that, I was really, really horny. As I stroked James’ cock I could not help but wonder how it would feel pressing into me, stretching me, the tip just inside my ass.

Would I be able to resist taking more? James had made it look like so much fun… would I give in as James had? Would I want to see if I could fit it all? Would I cave and want it all, want to ride his cock, have him fill me, cum in me?

I giggled. I already knew the answer.

Holding his cock still, pointing it up, I lowered myself down until the head was just resting against my tight, slippery, puckered entrance. I pressed, gently, using my hips to shift slightly, letting my body find the perfect position. I lowered my weight down and the head slipped deeper, stretching me.

I stared down at my best friend, smiling. He lay still, letting me take my time, get used to his girth, and as my hole stretched wider I felt the pressure grow. I pressed down, moaning, gasping in pleasure and delight, and the head of his cock pressed at the tight seal of my virgin ass.

Was it even going to fit? What it…

As I pressed down harder I felt it, that perfect, final moment, my hole finally surrendering to my best friend’s cock, opening, stretching wide enough that the head of his thick, beautiful prick popped in, the tip entering me. I froze, grinning, blushing, and giggled.

“You’re… you’re inside me…” I whispered.

My best friend’s cock was inside my ass. The tip of his prick stretching my virgin hole. It felt… amazing.

“Fuck you feel good. I… I want to thrust so bad. I’m not sure I can…”

I pressed a hand down on James’ belly, pressing him into the bed, and I clenched my hole tight, wiggling my hips slightly. It felt good, and I wanted more, but I wanted to savour this moment, wanted to tease James as he has teased me.

“Just the tip remember.” I said.

I moved up and down, slowly, the sensation of the head just inside my hole, my hole stretching as it threatened to slip out, the joy as it fucked just barely in, all of it made me giddy. I was breathing hard, my heart racing. Already I wanted more, but I wanted to resist for as long as I could, to savour this moment, to tease James for as long as I could.

“But… you feel good too…” I whispered.

I shifted my hips, feeling the tip teasing my entrance, stretching me, just barely fucking into me. How much better would it feel if I took just a little more? Could I even fit all of it? What would it be like to ride it, hard, let James fuck me, thrust into me, fill me, cum in me?

I sank down lower, taking just a little more, unable to deny myself the pleasure. It felt good, amazing, and I let out a long, soft moan.

“Shit… I… just the tip…” I said.

My mind was growing hazy, fuzzy. I put both hands down on James’ smooth belly to support myself and began to work up and down, just barely fucking his cock. A knot of bliss began to unravel inside me, and my dick, hard, throbbing, swelled. My hole was stretched wide, a shiver of joy running up my spine.

James thrust up, just barely, still pinned by my weight, but his cock sank just a little deeper, his thrust up timed with me sinking down. A bolt of bliss thudded through my skull, my whole body alive with pleasure. It felt so good, and I… I could no longer resist.

“Fuck… I can’t…” I moaned. “I need you inside me. Please…”

James smiled.

“Yes… god yes.” He said.

I pressed my weight down as he thrust up, hard, and his cock sank deep, forcing my hole wide, splitting me open, fucking me, truly fucking me, filling me with his thick, smooth, beautiful prick. I sat my full weight down, taking as much as I could until, finally, I was sitting on top of my best friend, his cock buried in my ass, riding him like a sexy slut. I paused, gasping, body shivering.

“I need a moment, to get used to you.” I said. “But fuck… you feel so good inside me.”

James just smiled.

“I… I don’t think I’m going to last long. You feel too good. You’re so tight.”

James gave a small thrust, pressing his cock into my tight hole, and I clenched down, grinding my hips, the sensation overwhelming reason, thought. I whimpered.

“Just… just hold out for as long as you can.” I said. “I want to enjoy this.”

I leaned down and pressed my body against my best friend’s, both of us smooth, soft. I kissed him, deep, hard, urgently, and spread my legs wide, grinding my hips to take as much of his perfect cock as possible, taking him as deep as I could.

My hole stretched and I felt the girth of his prick pressing on something bright and wonderful inside me. I lifted up, letting James’ cock slip almost entirely out, then sank down, taking it deep.

James thrust, pressing his hips into me, forcing his cock into my tight ass, fucking me. He kissed me, and I felt his hands gripping my hips, my ass, guiding my movements as he fucked me. I worked harder, faster, chasing the pleasure that was unravelling inside me, the way his cock slipped in and out, the head teasing over my slick, sensitive inner walls. I clenched, milking his prick, wanting all of it, wanting him to fill me, cum in me, breed me, claim me as I had claimed him. I wanted, more than anything, to be his slut.

“Fuck… yes… more…” I gasped.

James obliged. He thrust up, hard, deep, filling me, fucking me over and over. I worked with him, riding him, riding his perfect cock, fucking him as he fucked me.

We kissed, and he fucked all thought from my mind. I was drunk on pleasure, lust, giddy, dumb, a slut being fucked and I never wanted it to end. I felt his cock throbbing inside me, filling me, swelling.

“I… fuck… I’m close… I’m going to cum.”

James moaned as he thrust up, deep, hard. My hole stretched wide and I slammed my hips down, grinding, clenching, milking him, wanting to feel as much as I could, wanting to trap him inside me, feel him cum inside me. I squeezed my ass tight, and felt a knot of overwhelming pleasure unravel inside my belly.

“Fuck…”

I kissed James even as he spoke, muffling his sounds. His cock swelled, throbbed, hard, and I felt it, wonderfully, a hot, wet, sticky eruption inside my ass. He was cumming, cumming inside me, painting the walls of my ass with his seed, claiming me, breeding me like a slut.

It was all too much, the surrender, the pleasure, the feeling of being fucked, being pretty, sexy, filling me with a pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt and, before I realised it, I was cumming. My ass clenched tight, squeezing on the cock inside me, and my dick throbbed. My whole body was alive, full of pleasure and joy, and my dick throbbed, oozing cum as my best friend fucked my ass, filled me with their cum.

My heart raced, and I was breathing hard. I lingered for a moment in that quiet spot of blissful surrender, grinding my hips, working my hole up and down, clenching, as James’ cock grew still and began to soften. He had cum inside me, fucked me, just as I had fucked him.

I kissed him, gently, then broke the contact between us, lifted myself slightly to look down at him. He was radiant, beautiful, and he was mine, just as I was his.

I couldn’t wait to spend more time with him, the real him, just as I couldn’t wait to explore who I really was with his support. The thought of making more videos with him, taking photos, spending time with him, having people compliment me, pay to see more of me, excited me. But, more than that, I wanted to be with him, wanted to know him as I wanted him to know me.

“That was amazing.” I whispered. “But… it was definitely more than just the tip.”

I giggled as I wiggled my hips, squeezing my hole, savouring the sensation of feeling full, hot cum, James’ slowly softening cock. He’d taken my virginity, just as I’d taken his, but… that thought only made me smile.

“I guess that makes you a slut then, just like me.”

James laughed, squirmed beneath me, hands squeezing my butt. I laughed with him. I’d be happy being his slut, and having him as my slut would fill me with joy.

“You’re going to have to take responsibility though.” I whispered. “You fucked me, took my cherry, so now… you’re going to have to look after me.”

He grinned at me.

“And you’ll look after me?” He asked.

I nodded, leaned down, kissed him.

“Always.” I said.

There was a moment of quiet, a spell cast between us. I stared at him, stared into his big, beautiful eyes.

“Maybe next time… you could hold the camera. If you think your viewers would like to see me?”

James smiled. He nodded.

“They’d love to see you, and I think I’d be happy to share you, just a little.”

I beamed, a swell of pride, the thought of the two of us spending time together, showing off together, growing closer. I wasn’t sure where my life was headed now, but… I was happy, really happy.

“Good.” I said. “Because I’ve already got some ideas about somethings that I’d love to try…”

This was the beginning of the rest of my life, a time of optimism and adventure and excitement… and it was finally starting to feel like it.

THE END
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


Best Friends: Truth or Dare
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Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Best Friends to Sissy Sisters
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Kyle and Matthew, two best friends, have been working hard to graduate high school together so they can attend the same college, but when Ms. Swann, their beautiful, sexy, domineering teacher finds Kyle looking at pornographic images that look like her in class, their future plans are thrown into jeopardy.  However, during detention, Ms. Swann makes Kyle an offer—she will not report his behaviour, provided he agrees to do everything she demands.  Kyle jumps at his chance at redemption, but soon discovers that Ms. Swann's plans for him are more than he bargained for.

Ms. Swann takes Kyle on a journey of feminization, dressing him in pretty panties, training him to walk in heels, and teaching him use make-up, before finally revealing to him the secret she hides under her skirt.  As Kyle is slowly transformed his best friend Matthew becomes suspicious.  When Matthew confronts Ms. Swann he unintentionally sets off a chain of events that will change the best friends into something more—transformed into sexy school girls, the pair discover the pleasure of being sissy sisters.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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