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BOYS HAVING FUN

Peter finds himself infatuated with a beautiful girl at the club. She’s got everything he’s ever wanted. Now he just needs to build up the courage to ask her out. He comes close a few times, but his anxiety gets the better of him. It isn’t until she’s walking out that he realizes he’ll never get another chance, so he follows her home, trying to catch up while building up that necessary courage.

Then she turns and walks into a familiar apartment building: Dave’s building. Dave is Peter’s long-time best friend and he lives in the garden-level suite around back. So Peter slips around back, hoping his friend is still up. And that’s when he sees the beautiful girl from the club in Dave’s living room window.


CHAPTER I

She was just my type: short, cute, bubbly, and always with a smile on her face—and she was alone. I’d had my eye on her for almost an hour, since the moment she walked into that club and headed straight for the dance floor.

I thought about asking her to dance a number of times—whenever I saw her leaning over the bar to get a new drink. I loved the way her strawberry blonde hair rolled down her shoulders. I always had a thing for ginger girls, though I suspected her hair was dyed that colour. It was too perfect to be real.

I got close to approaching her at one point in the night, but once I got within fifteen feet of her cute little body, my joints started to tense up. My mind started to spin and I suddenly forgot whatever it was I planned on saying. I’d never been good at talking to girls. In fact, I’d never talked to a girl before outside of a classroom setting—unless you count the secretary at the office I worked at, but she was fifty-two with a prosthetic leg and a chain-smoking problem, so I’m not sure that necessarily counts. My best friend, Dave, was always telling me that I just needed to bite my tongue and start approaching chicks. “Just say anything. The more you talk to them, the easier it will get,” he had said to me just a few days before. But it was easier said than done.

I think it was her perfume that was really holding me back. Every time I caught a waft of it, my heart started to throb and I realized that the girl was out of my league. Then, once she was back on the other end of the club, my confidence would start to rise again. “I can do this,” I would tell myself. So I would start to slowly approach again, and then my self-esteem would quickly fizzle away as soon as I could see the green of her big flashing eyes. Maybe girls like her weren’t meant for guys like me.

I wasn’t the only guy checking her out. There were some serious fit, seriously tall, and seriously handsome dudes looking her way. When I made my third approach, a guy who looked a little bit like David Beckham swooped in and nestled up close to her. I told myself that he was the reason that third attempt failed—but let’s be honest: I was probably going to puss out anyway.

But how could I not feel overwhelmed? She was wearing a tiny green dress, which hardly covered her perfect ass. She had tall leather boots on her legs, hugging her skin tightly. When she danced, the skirt of her green dress swayed from side to side, occasionally lifting up just enough that I could catch a glimpse of the underside of her tush: those perfectly round cheeks that I just wanted to bury my face in.

I was at the club with a friend from work: a guy named Larry. It was around 10:00 PM when Larry tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Why don’t you go dance with her?” Apparently my infatuation with the girl was obvious. I felt my face turn red and I laughed, pretending like I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“With who?” I said.

“Aren’t you watching that ginger chick? She’s dancing all by herself. Just go dance with her before someone else does,” he said casually, as if it wasn’t any more complicated than that: just go dance with her. Who cares if she looks at me with revolt and tells me to screw off? Who cares if I end up looking a complete fool in front of everyone, including Larry, who would certainly tell everyone at the office about my embarrassing blunder?

My heart stuttered and I forced a smile. “I’m not much of a dancer,” I said. “Besides, she’s not really my type.” I don’t know why I lied. It was something that I did occasionally when I felt like I was under pressure. I didn’t want Larry to know that I was infatuated with someone but I was too afraid to approach them. I wanted Larry to think that I was cool and confident, even though my body was tense and my face was probably dark red.

“Whatever,” Larry said. Then he looked at the redhead on the dance floor. “I thought she was kind of cute.” Larry walked away, back towards the bar, to continue his process of getting blackout drunk. And I found myself once again at the back of the room, watching the girl of my dreams swirl around on the dance floor with the cutest smile on her face.

It was an hour later when I lost track of Larry. When I went to use the bathroom, I heard someone barfing in one of the stalls, and I’m pretty sure that was him. So I was on my own. I thought about going home, but another little bout of confident swelled inside of me. The image of that strawberry blonde in the green dress flashed through my mind, and I bit down on my tongue, remembering what Dave told me. I just had to do it. I would probably never see her again, so what difference did it make if I embarrassed myself? If I asked her out and she said yes, that could be the beginning of a whole new era of my life—an era that didn’t involve living in my parents’ basement, sleeping alone every night, constantly wondering when my life would stop sucking.

So I went back out towards the dance floor to make my move. I looked around for the girl, but I couldn’t see her. Was she gone? Did I miss my chance? Suddenly, I spotted her walking to the door from the coat check. She had a faux-fur coat on and she was leaving alone. I rushed through the crowd to catch up with her. But people weren’t letting me through. I pushed and shoved and finally reached that front door. I poked my head out and saw that she was halfway down the block, holding her fur coat tight as the summer night’s breeze was cooler than usual. I made note of which direction she was heading, and then I hurried over to the coat check. I skipped the line and handed my ticket to the woman. “Hey! Get to the back of the line!” one of the girls in the line said to me. But I ignored her. I only had a couple of minutes before that girl was out of sight, and I wasn’t willing to let that happen.

The coat check woman brought me my coat. I snatched it and took off, without leaving a tip. I had no time to dig a tip out from my pocket. “Sorry!” I said to the line of angry people as I dashed for the door.

I slipped outside, but she was gone. I started rushing towards where I saw her last. I got to the street corner and looked both ways. She must have turned, seeing as she wasn’t straight ahead—but she wasn’t down either of the roads. Did I lose her? Did I lose my final chance to make my move?

I had to pick an option: left or right? I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and then my intuition took me to the right. I jogged down the road towards the next intersection and I looked both ways again. And then I saw her, to my left, walking down towards the apartment cluster where my friend Dave lived. So I kept following.

I got within thirty feet, and then my joints started stiffening again. I could smell the trail of her amazing perfume: hints of vanilla and hints of lavender. I found myself almost hypnotised by the way her green skirt danced from side to side as she took her long strides in her tall heeled boots. Maybe she was out of my league. Maybe I was just going to make a big fool of myself. My hands started trembling and a lump started forming in my throat. But I wasn’t going to let my low self-esteem get the better of me again. I was going to do what Dave told me to do: I was going to bite my tongue and I was going to talk to her.

Suddenly, she turned towards one of the apartment entrances. It was the building Dave lived in. She lived in the same building! I wondered if Dave knew her—maybe he could set me up. Maybe that gave me an in. But just in case Dave had no idea who she was, I needed to make my move. I started hurrying towards her, hoping to catch her before she slipped inside. I tried to think of what I was going to say—how I would break the ice. No words came to mind, but I was sure that I would be able to muster something up once she was staring into my eyes. I got a bit closer, then a voice shouted out behind me. “Hey!”

I looked back and saw a man waving something in the air. “Yeah—you!” he called out. “You dropped your wallet!”

I checked my back pocket and realized he was right: my wallet was gone. He jogged towards me. I looked back at the stunning strawberry blonde, but she was already gone: already inside of the apartment building. I let out a long sigh and turned to get my wallet. “Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t want to lose that,” the man said with a smile and a nod. He walked away and then I groaned. I was so close. Why didn’t I just talk to her at the club? Why couldn’t that bout of confidence fill me up when I was actually close enough to talk to her?

I walked up to the apartment building door and I looked through the window. The lobby was empty and I had no idea where the girl went. I waited a minute, staring up at the structure, waiting for a light to turn on, so I would at least know which unit she was in. But no lights came on. Maybe she was in one of the back units, just like Dave.

I slipped around the building, opening the gate to the garden. On my way, I pulled out my phone and shot Dave a text message. “Are you home now by any chance?” I asked. I stood for a moment and waited for a reply. I figured if Dave was home, then I could tell him to come out and have a smoke with me while I looked up at his building for that beautiful woman. But Dave didn’t reply. “Damnit,” I muttered.

I made my way into the garden, keeping my distance from the windows so people wouldn’t think that I was some sort of vagrant. I looked up at the building for lights. It was late—probably past midnight. But the only light in the building was coming from Dave’s garden-level flat. So I checked my phone again. If his lights were on, then surely he was home. Why wasn’t he replying to me? Was he ghosting me? Did he have his phone turned off?

I saw a shadow moving inside of his flat. A figure moved from his bedroom to his bathroom. I figured it was Dave, so I started approaching his back window. And I was just about to knock on his window when that beautiful woman suddenly emerged from his bathroom.

She was taking out her earrings. Her tall black boots were already laying flat on the floor in the hallway. I suddenly jumped back and crouched down. Did I have my buildings mixed up? Was this not Dave’s apartment?

I looked over at the living room and saw the framed Caddyshack poster above his blue couch. It was the very same poster and the very same couch. And I could even see the framed degree above his office computer. I squinted and could make out his name: ‘David Anderson’. So what was the beautiful strawberry blonde doing in Dave’s apartment?

What I saw next made my heart stutter. She reached up and nestled her fingers into her hair. She shimmied her hands gently for a moment, and then the hair slipped off of her head—or I should say: off of his head.

The beautiful girl was Dave, my long-time best friend.


CHAPTER II

It was almost 2:00 AM when I finally returned to my place on the other side of town. My heart was still pounding when I walked through the door and my stomach was turning when I plopped down on the couch. It was late, but I wasn’t tired. I couldn’t even wrap my head around the possibility of sleeping. I still couldn’t believe what I’d seen: Dave in a little dress and makeup and a wig. And worse, I couldn’t believe how obsessed I was with him all night. I practically followed him around that club like a moth following a bright light. I stared at his ass with wonder glowing in my eyes—and at one point I even had to excuse myself for the bathroom because I could feel my cock getting hard.

Now, as I sat on my couch and remembered all of that, I shuddered. I felt like I needed to take a shower. Could it really be true? Did I really spend the whole night crushing on Dave?

It was around 2:15 AM when Dave finally texted me back. “Hey, sorry, I just got your message. I’m home now. What’s up?” he wrote. I stared at the message for a long time—I have no idea just how long to be honest. I tried to figure out what to say. Was I supposed to tell him that I saw him? Was I supposed to call him out? Was this something that he did all the time?

Surely it couldn’t have been his first time. He wore that dress so naturally, and he moved with so much grace… Does that not take a lot of practise? And his makeup—don’t girls spend years learning to do their makeup like that?

Dave was an experienced cross-dresser, but it didn’t seem possible. Dave was a normal guy. He liked to play video games and he went to the gym all the time. He was always in and out of relationships with beautiful women—women who were far out of my league. We drank beer together and talked about sports with one another. Dave couldn’t possibly be an effeminate cross-dresser on the side… Surely he had just lost a bet or something. Maybe he was just playing some sort of joke. Maybe he knew that I would be at that club, and he thought it would be funny to mess with me. But how exactly was he messing with me? It’s not like he made me have a giant crush on him…

“What did you get up to tonight?” I finally wrote back to him. Then I found myself sitting and staring at my phone. My heart was pounding as I awaited his reply.

“I just stayed in and caught up on some work,” he said. “Nothing interesting. What are you doing tomorrow? Want to grab brunch?”

My heart stuttered and coughed. I felt beads of cool sweat forming on the back of my neck. I cleared my throat before responding. “Sure,” I said.

“Great. It’s a date,” he said. And I knew that he was joking because he was the joking type—but that little joke made my gut turn and gargle. I’d spent the whole night trying to approach him to ask him on a date, and now I was getting what I wanted. Be careful what you wish for, I guess…

And my God! What if I had built up the confidence to talk to him? That would have been so embarrassing! Surely he would have rejected me, and then I would never have discovered that I’d asked Dave out on a date. The thought alone made me feel ill.

I only got a few hours of sleep before our brunch. My heart was still throbbing when I pulled up to the busy restaurant. I found myself sitting in my car, staring at the front door of the establishment. The thought of going inside made my legs tremble. What if Dave saw me at that club the night before? What if he knew that I followed him home like a lost puppy? What if he could tell that I was trying to build up the confidence to ask him out? He knew that I had a hard time talking to girls. Maybe he was going to use this brunch as an opportunity to laugh his head off at me. Or maybe he really just didn’t see me at that club. I was invisible to all of the other girls, so why not him as well?

Dave suddenly appeared in my car window. He ducked down and knocked on the glass. “You just going to sit there?” his muffled voice asked. I jumped and pressed a hand firmly against my heart. It was a moment before I broke free from my frozen terror. I opened the door and stepped out.

“Long time no see,” Dave said.

“I saw you last week,” I said.

“Yeah—and that’s a long time. What’s the matter? You look white. Feeling okay?”

I nodded my head slowly. I found myself staring at him, trying to figure out how it was possible that he was the girl in the club. But now that I was looking carefully, I could see the similarities: the deep green eyes, the small nose, and the soft jawline. But when Dave was dolled up, he used a few little makeup tricks. He used contouring to make his cheekbones more prominent, and the long hair of his wig helped to shape his face in a more feminine way—though now that I was staring at his face, I couldn’t help but notice that it had a natural feminineness to it.

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.

I looked away quickly as my heart was sent aflutter. “I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night,” I said.

“I know. You were texting me at, like, three in the morning. What were you doing last night anyway?”

We walked into the restaurant and managed to get a nice table by one of the big windows. “Last night?” I said, trying to think up a lie. But my head was filled with those final images I saw in Dave’s apartment before I took off for my house. The night before, I hid behind a bush and watched as Dave took off that dress. Underneath, he was wearing lingerie: a lace one-piece that hugged his shaved crotch and extended up to his shoulders. Inside of that lingerie he had two pads, which he pulled out and placed on his TV stand. But he didn’t take off the lingerie right away. Instead, he walked over to his mirror and did a couple of poses. He grabbed his wig and got it back on his head.

It was a confusing and awkward sight. Even without the cups giving him a bust, he still looked like a chick; he still looked like the cutie that I’d had my eyes on all night. But I knew that he was Dave. I could see the bulge of his sissy cock in his little one-piece. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look away. I stayed and watched—and I ended up seeing far more than I anticipated.

He put on some music and started dancing alone in his flat. The cool summer night’s air was starting to numb my arms and legs, but it wasn’t enough to get me to move. I watched as Dave danced over to a drawer under his television. He dug in deep and pulled out a long dildo. My heart stopped momentarily as he reached it down and rubbed it against his crotch bulge. I still couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I even closed my eyes at one point and tried to convince myself to wake up, half-convinced that I was in the middle of a very strange dream. But I didn’t wake up. What I was seeing was real.

Dave nestled that dildo between his couch cushions, so that it was standing straight up in the air. Then he reached down and pulled aside his lingerie one-piece, exposing his butthole and getting it ready for penetration. He spat onto his fingers and he rubbed that spit up and down the fake cock. I knew that it was beyond my cue to leave, but I just wasn’t able to look away. I kept watching. I watched as he sat down on that cock, taking the whole thing up his ass. Then I watched as he bounced, still in that sexy lingerie.

Now, Dave waved his hand in front of my face. “Hey—earth to Ryan. You alive in there, buddy?” he said. I snapped back to reality, but that image of Dave all dolled up refused to leave my head.

“Huh?” I said. “Did you say something?”

“I asked what you got up to last night. I’ve asked like five times now.”

“Oh. I went out with this guy from work. His name is Larry. You don’t know him.”

“No—I think I met Larry at that house party last year. Remember?” Dave said.

“Oh—right. Maybe you did,” I said. I took a long sip from the coffee that was in front of me. I didn’t even remember ordering it. It was hot and it nearly burned the inside of my mouth, but I needed the caffeine desperately. “And what did you get up to last night?”

He laughed. “I already told you. I caught up on some work,” he said. “I’m hoping to take a few days off of work next week—not for any reason in particular, just a little staycation—so I need to make sure I’m all caught up with work.”

“Right,” I said, nodding my head slowly. And now I was looking down at his body. I’d never noticed how slight he was. He had narrow shoulders and thin arms. Even his neck was thinner, and there was hardly an Adam’s apple to be seen. How had I never noticed his feminine figure before? I suppose it wasn’t that out of ordinary. Even my own figure wasn’t so different. I was thin without much muscle mass on my shoulders. Maybe I could fit into that same lingerie and that same dress… Maybe I wouldn’t have looked as ridiculous as I assumed I would have.

Dave laughed. “You’re acting really weird today. Do you work tomorrow?”

I shook my head.

“Well you should go definitely sleep in then. I think you could use the rest.” He picked up his menu and looked down. “I think I’m going to get the pancakes. I got the waffles last time we were here and I got the French toast the time before that. What do you think?”

And I just nodded my head, unsure of what to say. I was still trying to figure out if I should tell him what I saw. I didn’t want to put him on the spot. And I definitely didn’t want him to know that I saw him riding a dildo until the lacy lingerie around his cock started to become wet with what I assume was cum. So I decided to keep my mouth shut. Maybe it was just none of my business. He was a free man in a free country and he could go out clubbing as a chick if that’s what he wanted to do. Everyone has their thing, and that was just his thing.

But even once I was back home after our brunch, those images were still on my mind. I found myself on Facebook, looking through Dave’s pictures—but I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I kept looking closely at pictures of his face. He had some feminine features, but his face wasn’t obviously feminine—not until he was wearing makeup.

And how often did he get himself dolled up? Was this something he did every weekend? Was it something he did every night? I tried to remember the last time I saw him at night. It had been a while. He always wanted to hang out during the day. He always had plans at night—and did those plans involve makeup and that strawberry blonde wig?

The sun was just starting to set when I decided to head back over to his flat. I put on an old green coat and a navy blue baseball cap. I was going undercover—going to spy on my long-time best friend, to see if this was something that he did often. I waited until the street in front of his building was clear, then I slipped through that back gate, into the garden behind his flat.

His lights were on, but I couldn’t spot any movement in his apartment. The lights were on in the other apartments as well, so I knew I had to be careful. I nestled myself into the same bush as the night before. At least the air was warmer now, so my arms and legs weren’t going numb—but they were still trembling, now just with fear of being caught. Or maybe it was a different kind of fear. Being caught wouldn’t have been so bad. I could have run away, or just lied and said that I was pulling a prank on my friend.

I was more afraid of why I was there for the second night in a row. I’d spent the day convincing myself that it didn’t matter what Dave did with his own free time—yet there I was, staring into his flat, hoping to catch another glimpse of him all dolled up.

I saw a shadow moving at the end of his hallway. He was in his bathroom. Was he doing his makeup or his hair? Was he getting ready for another night out?

And why was I watching? What demon had possessed me and brought me back to that tall bush behind his building? Did I like the way that he looked all dressed up? Was I hoping to get another look at him all pretty? Was I hoping for more than that—a repeat of the night before? Maybe he had other toys stashed away in that flat: more phallic objects that would explore the depths of his sissy asshole.

I bit down hard on my tongue as a tingle crawled up my spine. I shook my head and took a deep breath. No—I was just there to see if it was true, and not just a drunken fever dream I had the night before. It seemed hard to believe, even though I’d already seen it with my own eyes. I needed to have a second look with a clearer mind—though I wasn’t sure if my mind was any clearer now than it was the night before…

That shadow moved again. He was coming out from his bathroom. I sunk down low, even though it was dark out and I knew he couldn’t see anything past his own reflection in his window.

And there he was again: wearing his wig and some makeup around his eyes. It was a more minimal look tonight, but it still did the job. Now, he was wearing a red satin nightie. It looked comfortable, though it wasn’t quite long enough to cover his ass. He walked down his hallway in a feminine way, with a straight back and long strides. He went into his kitchen and pulled a bag of popcorn out from his cupboard. He tossed it into the microwave, and then he poured himself a glass of white wine.

Though I wasn’t convinced it was him. It was definitely the girl from the night before, with her long strawberry blonde hair—but maybe she was just Dave’s secret girlfriend. Maybe that’s why Dave hardly ever had me over at his place—because there was a girl living there with him. But that didn’t explain what I saw the night before, when she took off the wig, revealing the scruffy brown hair underneath—hair that looked exactly like Dave’s hair. And that also didn’t explain the fact that Dave and the girl had the same eyes, the same nose, and the same jawline. Dave was the girl, though it was hard to imagine that she could be a dude.

Once her popcorn was popped, she poured it into a bowl and moved towards the living room. She put the bowl down, turned on a girly reality TV show, and then she leaned back, relaxing, letting her smooth, pretty body sink into the soft blue couch cushions.

She was just watching TV—not getting ready to go out, not getting ready for company. She was just enjoying some time alone… as a girl. She sipped her wine and ate a few small handfuls of popcorn. Then, she pulled a little bottle of nail polish out from her side table drawer. It was white and glossy. She reached out her long, smooth legs and started to paint the polish onto her toenails. Her feet looked soft and petite. And when I looked close, I could tell that her legs had recently been shaved—or maybe waxed. They had a glisten and a softness to them. I just wanted to go into that flat and run my fingers up and down those smooth legs.

I shook my head. What was I thinking? Why was I allowing those silly thoughts into my head? I was still looking at Dave. That girl was Dave, even with her long smooth legs and her tiny red nightie.

She painted her nails slowly and meticulously. But she didn’t paint the nails on her hands—though she did pull out a file, which she used to round the edges on all of her fingernails.

And why was I still watching? What exactly was I hoping to see now? Was this not enough? Was this case not settled? The girl was Dave. Or was she? How could I really know for sure?

I had the brilliant idea to send Dave a text message. I grabbed my phone and typed out a simple message. “Have you seen the new season of True Detective?” I asked.

Then I looked up and watched as the girl looked back. She stood up and walked back to her bathroom. Then she emerged with her phone—the same phone that Dave owned. She typed away as she made her way back to the couch. Then, as she put her phone down on the side table, a message dinged on my phone. It was fro Dave. “Not yet. Should I watch it? Any good?”

And that settled it. The girl was Dave. Dave lived a second life as a beautiful woman. And apparently it wasn’t just something he did when he went out—it was something he did even when he was just lounging at home. Maybe he was dolled up for most of the day. Maybe the Dave that I knew was just the occasional persona that he wore when he was around me, and when he was around the office. But when did it start? Since the third grade, I’d been seeing Dave constantly. I would spend entire weekends at his house, but I never saw any signs of cross-dressing. I slept on the floor of his bedroom more than once, but never did I see a pair of panties underneath his bed.

I even helped him move into the apartment he was living in now. I loaded that U-Haul truck and I unloaded it. I even helped him unpack, but I didn’t see any boxes filled with lingerie or clubbing dresses. Was this a new thing? Was it just a phase? And why didn’t he want me to know about it. Well, the answer to that last question seemed obvious enough. It was an embarrassing little hobby. I desperately wanted to make fun of him for it, but at the same time, I didn’t want to ruin my best friend’s fun. Maybe he was depraved—maybe he was even a bit of a pervert—but he was still a free man to do whatever he wanted to do.

At least he pulled it off. At least he wasn’t some tall, butch dude with a stubble beard wearing some undersized dress. At least he had the legs of a goddess and the hips of a supermodel. That wig looked good on him—I couldn’t just pretend like I didn’t spend the whole previous night fawning over him—fawning over her. I wasn’t fawning over Dave. I was fawning over Dave’s female persona. It’s not like I wanted to ask Dave out on a date. It was her that caught my attention, not him.

And now, she was looking good, once again, with seemingly very little effort. She had her cute toenails freshly painted white and she had a big smile on her face. She looked peaceful. It was almost too bad that she wasn’t a real woman. I could imagine myself sitting next to her on that couch, with my arm over her shoulders. I closed my eyes and imagined her cuddling into me with her small, soft body. I imagined her slight fingers reaching over and slipping onto my lap: teasing my bulge gently and flirtatiously.

Then I opened my eyes and shook my head, shaking those thoughts away. They weren’t welcome—that wasn’t a normal girl sitting on that couch. That was Dave sitting on that couch. And that was something I couldn’t allow myself to forget.

I watched like a total creep for the next hour, even though she didn’t move from her seat. I was strangely mesmerized—at first because the sight seemed so bizarre and ridiculous, and then because I found myself in a state of wishing she was real. She was, after all, still the girl that I spent that whole night trying to talk to.

Her show ended and she started flipping through the channels. She finally landed on a movie that was half over, and she stopped just as a sex scene started. It was a romantic sex scene—the characters were silhouettes and everything was in slow motion (and of course they didn’t show any private parts—not even the girl’s tits). But the show made the strawberry blonde bite down on her bottom lip. I watched as she took a deep breath in, and then she stood up and turned the television off. She grabbed her laptop off of the counter and she made her way to the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

I perked up. What was she doing? Why did she leave so suddenly? I stood up slowly and crept around the building. The bedroom window was near that garden gate—up high, so I had to awkwardly climb up the nearby fence to see in. The blinds were mostly closed, but there was a slit that I was able to see through. And through that slit I saw the girl on her knees, on her bed, still in that red nightie. She had her laptop set up in front of her, playing a vanilla porn movie. In the movie, the couple was making out and the girl was reaching down and stroking the man’s large erection.

The girl I’d spent the night watching had a phallic vibrator in her hand. She had it pressed between her legs, buzzing against her bulge. Her cheeks were dark red and her gaze was fixed on that porno. She slid the vibrator gently up and down, stimulating the length of her shaft.

I was holding onto the edge of the fence awkwardly, letting the old wooden splinters dig into my skin—but I hardly even noticed. I was too obsessed with the sight of my best friend, on her knees, bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm.

It was only a few minutes before her body was trembling. Her eyes closed and her body twitched suddenly. Then, I saw that dark spot growing against her satin nightie. She was coming! She was filling her panties with jizz, and that jizz was soaking through the panties and the satin gown she had on top.

I heard the slamming of a nearby car door. The noise made me jump down from the fence. My heart was pounding, though I’m not sure of the exact cause. I looked around and decided to make my escape. I’d already overstayed my welcome. And now, I had far more swirling through my mind than I knew what to do with.


CHAPTER III

It was the next weekend when I waited with a pair of sunglasses and a baseball cap down the block from Dave’s apartment. I lingered on that street corner for over an hour before he finally emerged from that front door: in his cute feminine form—or maybe I should say, in her cute feminine form.

I knew that she was getting ready to go out because I’d slipped into that garden and I saw her doing her makeup, and she wasn’t just doing her minimal look. I also saw a white glittery dress draped over her kitchen island—and she was wearing that dress now.

I kept my distance as I followed her—though I had no idea why I was following her. I’d already determined that she was Dave, so there was nothing left for me to discover. Now I was just a crazy stalker—though I kept telling myself that I wasn’t a stalker, that I was just curious to know what she was going to do. That excuse wasn’t going to last very long. I’d already used it five times as I sat in her garden, staring through her apartment windows.

This was the first time she’d gone out as a girl since I first saw her out at the club. Now, she was headed back to the clubbing strip. But this time, she went to MAX, the hot new club that had been all the buzz for the past few months. I’d never been inside because there were always long lines to get in, and I never had the patience. I was surprised when the strawberry blonde vixen slipped into the long line. Did she really want to spend the first hour of her night off waiting to get into a club?

Well—she didn’t have to wait. The bouncer walked up to her after just five minutes and said, “You can come with me.” He took three other girls with him—all babes. The rest of the line groaned and sighed, but the bouncer didn’t seem to care. The club was hot for a reason—because it was filled with the hottest girls in town. Apparently Dave was one of them.

I felt awkward as I waited in that line, with my green coat and my blue cap. Everyone else was dressed up: collared shirts, pressed pants, plenty of bling—but not me. I wasn’t even wearing nice shoes, just my old runners. I wasn’t even sure the bouncer would let me in once I reached the front of the line. And he almost didn’t. He looked down at my feet and then he looked slowly up my body before saying, “No hats inside.” So I took off my hat.

The club was large and loud. Coloured lights were flashing in all directions, and nearly everyone in the place was dancing. I fought my way towards the bar, looking around constantly for the trap I was following. I figured I would get myself a drink while I stalked her—and I only say ‘stalked’ because I can’t think of a better word… So maybe that means that I was stalking her. But my curiosity was overwhelming. I just had to know what she got up to when she was out with that wig and makeup. Did she just go out dancing, or was there more to it? Did she flirt with men? Did she ever go home with guys? Would she use the women’s bathroom when she had to go pee?

I had to fight my way to the bar, and then I had to wait almost ten minutes to get the bartender’s attention. In case that wasn’t enough, it took the bartender another ten minutes to get the simple beer that I ordered. I spent the whole wait looking around, scanning the female faces in the bar, hoping to find her. And then she appeared, just as my beer was handed to me. She was headed to the bar, coming from the dance floor. I spun around quickly so that she wouldn’t see my undisguised face. She stepped up right next to me and waved at the bartender. The bartender didn’t hesitate. “What can I get you?” he asked, without making her wait the ten minutes that I had to wait.

“A gin and tonic, please,” she said. Her voice was shockingly convincing—though I could hear that slight male tinge. I could hear the little bit of Dave that she would probably never be able to get rid of. I continued to keep my face turned away from her. My heart was pounding. She was so close to me—almost touching me. All she had to do was look over and she would probably recognize me just from the side of my face.

The bartender immediately mixed her drink. Then he didn’t charge her. “It’s on the house,” he said as she tried to hand him a bill. And suddenly, I could see why someone would leave the house all dolled up like she was. Free drinks? Why didn’t I ever get a free drink?

“You’re so sweet,” she said.

“Don’t mention it,” said the bartender. “What’s your name?”

“It’s June,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, June. Randy.” The bartender reached his hand over the bar and Dave—or I should say, June—shook it. “I get off work in an hour. Will you be around?”

June shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe,” she said with a grin that I could see in the mirror behind the bar.

The bartender grinned back, as if they had just agreed to something that flew right over my head. Then June slipped away from the bar, back towards the dance floor. The bartender looked up at me and said, “Is something wrong with your beer?”

I shook my head. “No. Why?”

“Move away from the bar. You’re taking up space.” He wasn’t nearly as nice to me as he was to June. I was tempted to tell him that he just hit on a biological male: a dude in drag. Sure, that dude happened to be convincing, but he was still a dude. But I said nothing. Instead, I just slipped away from the bar and went to find my friend out on the dance floor.

I had to circle around the busy floor. I managed to spot her near the middle, dancing with that drink in her hand. She had a big smile on her face and a crowd of eager men hovering around her. One of the men got very close on the next song, putting his hands on her hips and grinding his crotch against her bum. She didn’t seem to mind. My heart throbbed and ached at the sight. He wasn’t a terribly handsome man. He was balding and he had terrible tattoos all over his arms and even his hands. June could do better. But it’s not like she was going home with the guy—she was just dancing with him.

After a few songs, she went back to the bar. The original bartender was gone, and now there was a woman mixing drinks. But June still got her drink for free. Before she could pay for it, a man in a red dress shirt tossed a bill towards the bartender and said, “It’s on me.” The man in the red shirt was much more handsome than the tattooed man—though I still think June could have done better. This man had a charming smile and a full head of hair. He chatted with June at the bar for the next ten minutes. I tried to get close so I could hear what they were saying, but that club was just too loud. Though I did hear when he said, “Let’s go out back where it’s quiet, so we can talk.”

I followed them to the back door, which I don’t think was meant for clubbers. There was a sign on the door that read, ‘DOOR WILL NOT OPEN FROM OUTSIDE.’ Still, the two slipped out, letting the door close behind them. I wasn’t able to follow them out into the alley—I knew June would see me. So I fought my way through the club and went back to the front door. I jogged around the building, into the alley. But the alley was clear—at least it seemed like it was clear, until I heard a quiet groan.

My heart stammered. I crept slowly towards that back door. I could hear the booming bass of the music inside. That groaning was getting louder now. I crouched down next to a dumpster. Then I peaked around the bend.

And there was June, on her knees in that cute white dress. The handsome man was standing with his hands in June’s hair. He had his head tilted back and his eyes closed. He was getting his cock sucked.

I nearly gasped. Was Dave gay? He never acted gay. He’d had a few girlfriends in the past few years—cute girls, too. Was he one of those bisexuals? I had to put my hand over my mouth to stop myself from uttering a sound in disbelief.

She sucked that cock in a graceful way, bobbing her head back and forth slowly, using her hand to hold the cock straight outwards. Her other hands was fondling the man’s ball sack.

“Shit, that feels so good,” the man whimpered. His legs were trembling. “I think I’m going to come. Fuck—you’re going to make me come.” He let out another long gasp, and then he groaned loudly. June let out a muffled gasp, but she didn’t take that cock out from her mouth. She froze and clutched that cock firmly. Then, after a moment, she slipped the cock out from her mouth, swallowed a big load, and then took a deep breath as if she had been holding her breath for four straight minutes.

The man opened his eyes and I leapt back so that I wouldn’t be seen. My heart was pounding ferociously. I just watched my best friend giving a stranger a blowjob while dressed up like a chick. It didn’t seem real. It seemed like a dream. Hell—it was even too unrealistic to be a dream… But it was real.

I managed to slip away without being seen. I decided to go straight home instead of following June around for more of the night. I had to process all of this new information. I had to wrap my head around the insanity that I’d just witnessed.

And was that what I wanted to see? Was I now done with stalking my best friend? I knew that he liked to get dolled up; I knew that he liked to go out, and I knew that he liked to get frisky with strange men. What else was there to know? And what exactly was I hoping to do with this information?


CHAPTER IV

I told myself to forget about it. What a man does with his own private life is no business of anyone else. If Dave wants to dress up and call himself June—that’s his business. If he wants to suck a cock in an alleyway—he’s lucky to live in a country where he can do that without fear of prosecution. It’s not any of my business… So why couldn’t I stop thinking about it?

I had that image of June sucking that cock stuck in my mind, playing on repeat over the next week. She bobbed her head so elegantly and she made that man come in just a couple of minutes. Maybe he was just a premature ejaculator—or maybe she was truly amazing with that tongue. I wondered how long I would last—maybe a bit longer because I knew June’s true identity, and I’m sure that knowledge would manifest into anxiety while my cock was deep in her warm mouth. Or maybe that wouldn’t affect anything. Maybe those stunning green eyes would bring me to orgasm in under a minute. It was no wonder the man kept his eyes closed during the whole event. He was probably trying to last more than a measly minute.

I managed to stay away from that flat for a week—and then I caved to the urge to check in on her. When I showed up, and it was almost midnight, she was in her red satin nightie, wearing that strawberry blonde wig, with a touch of makeup around her eyes. She was watching a show on Netflix, lounging comfortably and looking cute. I got situated in my bush and then I found myself hoping that the urge to fool around would cross her mind. I wanted another show. I wanted to see her in her bedroom again, holding that vibrator firmly against her crotch. I watched to watch that cum seep through that red satin as her eyes gently rolled into the back of her head.

But tonight, she seemed perfectly content with her TV show. She watched an entire episode, and then she watched another. The air was starting to turn cold, and I realized I was probably seeing the extent of what I would see. Hell, she probably already fooled around. There was probably some cum-stained lingerie on her bedroom floor next to a dildo that had been far up her asshole. I let out a long sigh.

The next night was even worse. I showed up just as she went into her bedroom to fool around with her sissy cock. I went around to the bedroom window, but the blinds were properly shut, with no slit to spy through. So I waited in the garden for ten minutes, and then watched as she emerged with a big smile and dark red cheeks. It must have been a good wank.

“Damnit,” I muttered. And then I had an idea. The idea got my heart racing with a mixture of terror and excitement. At first I pushed the idea away, thinking it was cruel. But then I started to seriously consider it. Maybe it would have been cruel to someone else, but I had a feeling that June would like my idea—it would probably get her flustered and excited, just like it was getting me flustered and excited.

I rushed home to start planning. First, I wrote out a letter by hand. But I tossed that into the kitchen garbage. Dave knew my messy handwriting too well. I was going to have to write the note out on the computer—and I would have to write it carefully, making sure not to use words that I normally used. So I migrated to the home office.

I started the letter with the sentence, ‘You’re so beautiful—I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as you.’ And then I wrote, ‘I even love your big, hard cock.’ I wanted to get him flattered and then I wanted to make sure that he knew that he had nothing to hide with me.

I found myself grinning as I wrote the rest of the letter—and then I realized that I had more work to do than just the delivery of that note. I had to go out into the woods and find a good, private spot. I used my phone to take note of the exact coordinates, and then I went online and placed a few orders on Amazon. I paid for next-day delivery, even though I automatically qualified for free two-day delivery. I didn’t want to wait. The one day was already torture enough.

My packages came the next morning. I transferred everything into a non-descript box, so that Dave would have no idea who was behind the scheme. I went out to the woods, to that private spot, and I placed that box next to a tree with a red bow tired around it—just as described in the note. Then, while I knew Dave was still at work, I hand delivered that note. But I didn’t just put it into the mailbox. Instead, I waited for someone to open the apartment building entrance and I slipped inside. I went straight to his door and I slid that letter underneath the narrow slit, so that he would see it the moment he walked inside.

Next, after getting some dinner to kill the time, I waited in that garden, peering carefully through his window. He came home, dressed normally in his masculine office clothes. He immediately noticed the note on the ground. I watched him as he read it. At first, he stood frozen, probably terrified as he realized someone knew about his little cross-dressing hobby. But during that frozen moment, I saw him crack a little smile—or maybe that was just a glimmer of my deranged imagination.

He looked up at the window and I threw myself down to the ground quickly, even though I was almost positive he wouldn’t be able to see me from my safe distance. He looked back at the letter and read it a second time. Then he started to get ready, starting with a shower and then moving onto his makeup.

So maybe I was blackmailing him. Maybe that was wrong and maybe it was even illegal—I’m not really sure. But I had a feeling that he was excited, even if he wasn’t showing any excitement. I’m sure the excitement would set in as soon as the shock wore off.

Though maybe I went a little bit too far when I wrote, ‘If you aren’t at the spot at midnight, I’ll share pictures of you with everyone at your work.’ I didn’t actually have any pictures—though I planned on taking a few that night. Maybe he would have still gone through with it if I didn’t put that little threat in the note. But I wanted to make sure that I wasn’t wasting my time and my money. Because I had spent over two hundred bucks on this little event, and at least half a dozen hours of planning.

While Dave was becoming June, I still had to get ready myself. I needed to drive out to those woods—and I couldn’t park near the obvious entrance, or I would risk June recognizing my car. I had to park many blocks away and I had to walk. Then, in the dark, I had to find that location using my phone. I had to be there early in case June came early. I couldn’t have her spotting me in those woods, staring down at my phone as I tried to find my way to that box. And then I had to get into the ghillie suit that I bought on Amazon—which was easier said than done out in those dark woods.

I had my phone all charged up and ready to record, I was in position, in my expensive camouflage, and I was ready for June. I remained completely still for the next hour, checking my phone occasionally to pass the boredom. I watched as the time became midnight: the time June was due to show up in those woods. Then I slipped my phone away and I watched and listened very carefully. Everything was silent. I wondered if June decided not to follow through with my blackmail. What if she took that note to the police? What if they were able to figure out that I was behind the note? Would Dave disown me as a friend? Would I go to prison? This was just supposed to be fun—I wasn’t trying to ruin anyone’s life.

A twig snapped nearby and I nearly jumped. I took a sharp breath of air in and then I slowly looked to the side. A dark figure was coming towards me. It was moving slowly and carefully, using a phone flashlight to guide the way. I became completely still as beads of sweat formed on my forehead and on the back of my neck. Was my disguise good enough? Was I hidden well enough?

As the figure stepped over a tall log, I caught a glimpse of her skirt, and I saw the outline of her tall heels. It was June—she really came!


CHAPTER V

She stopped in the middle of that small clearing and she looked around. I was only fifteen feet away, next to a bush but not behind it. When her gaze crossed over me, my heart skipped a beat and my stomach turned. I was worried my stomach was going to groan and give me away. I was suddenly regretting planting myself so close to that clearing. I should have bought a pair of binoculars and set up further back. Why was I so close? What was I thinking?

She didn’t see me. She just looked around, trying to find that box like the original note told her to. She used her phone’s flashlight to scan around, and I was terrified that she would end up finding me instead of that box.

But she ended up finding that box. She picked it up and pulled away the ribbon. She hesitated before opening it, looking around once more. She must have known that I was watching. She could probably feel my gaze on her. She looked back down at the box. Then she pulled off the lid.

She read the note before digging around to see what I had bought for her. “Please read aloud,” she said with a soft, frightened voice. But I was sure that I could hear a tinge of excitement in that voice as well. “I’m so glad you came out. We’re going to have a lot of fun. Inside this box, you will find more than enough to get you started. I hope that the outfit fits and I hope that the toy cock feels perfect in your little asshole.” She took a deep breath before reading the rest. “Please take your time. Don’t rush. When you think you’re going to come, grab the box and come inside of it. Then you’re free to go, and maybe we’ll play again another night. And feel free to keep the toy and the outfit.” She put the note down and reached into the box. She pulled out the white lacy one-piece that I bought online. She looked at it and then she looked around the woods again. “Someone out there is a real pervert!” she called out. But she didn’t sound mad—at least I didn’t think she sounded mad.

She grabbed her shirt and lifted it over her head. Then she unclipped her padded bra, leaving her topless. Her chest was flat like a boy’s—and I suppose that shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Next, she reached down and unbuttoned her skirt. She let it fall to the ground before slipping her panties to the cool forest floor. I caught a quick glimpse of her limp cock before she started to wriggle into the white lingerie, which was worth over a hundred bucks. It was the highest quality lingerie I could find on Amazon—I hoped that she liked it. It fit her perfectly, showing off her lovely curves—and that perky bum especially.

Then she reached into the box and pulled out the dildo. It was long and black—hard to see in those dark woods, and it would be even harder to see once it was inside of her body. It was thick and ribbed for pleasure. It had very good ratings online.

“Here goes nothing,” she said quietly.

She reached down and pulled her lingerie aside. Then she used a large glob of the lubricant that I included in her box to get her dildo ready. She reached it down and rubbed it up and down her butt crack. She was facing me, but I wished that she would turn around, so that I could witness the penetration. I had no way of telling her to turn. I probably should have included that in the second note—something along the lines of: please penetrate yourself facing that tree and then come facing this tree. Though maybe that would have just given away my position…

She closed her eyes and squirmed slightly as she bit down on her lip. She took a deep breath, and then she let out a sharp gasp. She froze for a moment, pressing her lips thin. Then I watched as her hand pushed upwards, towards her bum. That dildo was sinking in deep—though I couldn’t see for sure; I could only assume.

Her legs trembled and her knees nearly buckled together. “Shit,” she groaned. “This is so humiliating.”

She sunk the dildo deeper and deeper, until her clenched fist was nearly touching her perky ass. God, she looked good in that lingerie. I wanted to jump out from my ghillie suit and fuck her. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she would let me. I mean—if she were going along with my whole scheme, maybe she would have been just as fine to let me mount her and come inside of that tight hole.

She started to thrust the dildo in and out—in and out and in and out. She stumbled back slightly, until she had a tree to hold onto. She kept her legs in a wide stance so that she wouldn’t topple over. She penetrated herself faster and faster, keeping her eyes closed the whole time. Her legs started to bend, but she kept herself upright. It was only a minute before I started to notice her flaccid bulge was no longer flaccid. She was hard now, throbbing in her lingerie.

She slowly lowered herself to her knees—probably because her legs were starting to give into the euphoria. She pumped and pumped and pumped—and then she started to groan. She had a cute groan. She clenched her teeth tight and squirmed. She had nearly that entire dildo inside of her asshole: eight inches of hard plastic, rubbing up her back door. And she liked it. She was smiling and her cheeks were a shade of dark red.

“I’m going to come,” she said, opening her eyes and looking around for that box. “Shit. I’m going to come.” She hopped up to her feet and rushed over to the box. She lifted it up and then she fished her erection out from her lingerie—just in time. She pointed her tip down just as shots of white goo started blasting out of her tip. “Oh fuck,” she groaned. Her legs shook hard and she nearly fell over. She filled that little box with hot jizz, and then she pushed the dildo out from her ass without using her hands. It hit the forest floor with a thud.

She dropped the box and then she took a long, deep breath. She closed her eyes for a moment with a smile on her face. Then she recomposed herself. “Okay,” she called out. “Are you happy?” She grabbed her skirt off the ground and got it fastened around her waist. Then she put her top on over the lingerie. She picked up her bra and panties and she carried them off, using her phone’s flashlight to guide the way. I remained completely still for the next minute, until the woods were completely silent. Then I got up slowly and crept over to that box. I looked inside and saw the pool of thick cum.

I dipped my finger in and then brought it to my tongue. It was still warm—and it was sweet. I dabbed my finger in it again and took a second taste. Maybe I was a deranged pervert. Maybe I was a psychopath. Oh well—I couldn’t help myself.

I had a massive crush on my best friend, and he had no idea.


CHAPTER VI

It wasn’t until I got home that night that I realized I completely forgot to press the record button on phone’s camera. Now I only had my memories to play back and reminisce—though I wished that I had a video of June plunging herself with that long, hard dildo.

I went to bed but I didn’t fall asleep—not for a few hours. I stared at my ceiling, unable to even close my eyes. My heart was still pounding. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done—and I really couldn’t believe why I’d done it. I didn’t set all that up as a joke or to satisfy a curiosity; I set it up so that I could satisfy a sexual craving. I wanted to watch June get off. I loved watching her ram herself in the ass, and I loved watching that long cock spewing hot cum. I was officially a sexual menace.

And did that mean that I was gay? I knew that June was actually just Dave in drag. And Dave wasn’t even a transgender—just a guy who liked to get dolled up. He wasn’t taking hormone pills as far as I knew and he wasn’t booked for any surgeries. He was just a boy having some fun—and I suppose I was in that same boat.

It was two days later when I went to Amazon to buy some new pillowcases for my bed, when I noticed a piece of sexy lingerie in my ‘recommended for you’ section. My heart galloped in my chest as I clicked the link. It was pink—lacy in some spots and satin in other spots—and it was on sale for just fifty bucks—seventy bucks off the original price. I immediately imagined June in the little number, maybe with a black lace choker around her neck and some cute strappy heels on her feet.

I found a choker and a pair of heels—all on Amazon. I added it all to my cart, along with a new sex toy that I couldn’t wait to have June try. My heart was racing quickly when I clicked on the express delivery option before letting the website charge my credit card. Then it was time to go to work.

I didn’t get much done at the office. How could I? I couldn’t even blink without seeing the image of June in that lacy outfit, pushing that big dildo up her asshole. My boss came into my office around 11:00 AM. It was bad timing, because I had a massive erection, which was only being hidden by the front of my desk.

“I’m looking for the Sanders report. Do you have it here?” he asked.

“It’s right here, sir,” I said, pointing to the report on my desk. But he didn’t move from my doorway, as if he wanted me to walk it over to him.

He stared at me and tapped his foot. “Well?” he said. But I couldn’t stand up. I still had that erection—and I’d had it for most of the morning. I didn’t want my boss to see me with a big throbbing bulge in my pants.

“Yep, it’s right here,” I said again, forcing a red-cheeked smile and nudging the report closer to the edge of the desk. He finally caved and walked over to snatch it. He gave me a narrow-eyed look before turning around and leaving me alone. It certainly wasn’t enough to get me fired, but it didn’t exactly get me any closer to being in his good books.

Dave texted me around lunchtime. “Hey,” he wrote. “I’m in your area. Want to grab a bite to eat?”

My heart stuttered and it took me a moment to build up the courage to message him back. I wanted to turn him down, not sure I would be able to look into his eyes without being sent into a terribly confusing existential crisis. I felt like I never wanted to see him as Dave again—that it would ruin the little fantasy I had built in my head. And not to mention: I was terrified of giving myself away. If Dave found out that I was behind that whole scheme, he would probably disown me as a friend. He might even go to the cops and have me arrested for blackmailing him.

But I had to act cool and normal. I couldn’t give him any clues that I was behind the letter and the box in the woods. “Sure. Let’s grab lunch,” I said.

I met Dave a couple of blocks away at a little Chinese food restaurant. He was already at a table when I walked into the restaurant. The sight of him sent my heart aflutter. He only had a glass of water in front of him—no beer, no cola, nothing worth any money. I had a bad feeling that he had invited me over just to call me out—to tell me that he knew what I’d been up to. I still managed to force a smile as I approached the table.

“Is everything alright?” I asked as I pulled out my chair to take a seat.

He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t even looking at me, or a menu, or anything. He was just staring blankly down at the table with thoughts on his mind.

“Dave?” I said.

He looked up at me. “Yeah—I’m fine,” he said. “I was just up late last night—later than usual.”

“Oh. Why’s that?” I asked.

He was still for a moment, then he shrugged his shoulders. It seemed like he knew. It seemed like he was about to chew into me. I looked around and made sure that I had a direct line to the door in case I needed to make a quick escape. Though I knew I couldn’t escape the dread or anxiety that was now swirling in my gut.

“It was just a… weird night,” he said. “I don’t know—maybe a story for another time.”

“Well we’ve got lots of time now,” I said.

He looked into my eyes and smiled. “Well, let’s just say this… You know when you were a kid and you had a really fun birthday party or Christmas or whatever, and then you can’t fall asleep?”

“Sure,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“I guess it was something like that.”

I grabbed a glass of water and took a long drink. “So you had fun last night?” I asked. “How so?”

He laughed and looked away. He was silent for a moment as his gaze turned inward. Then he looked back up at me. “I started watching that season you told me to watch—of True Detective. You’re right. It’s good.” I couldn’t tell if he was changing the subject or if he was telling me what was so fun about his night. But I was in no position to prod any further. I just smiled and nodded my head and then I was relieved when the little Chinese waitress came by to take our order, giving us the perfect opportunity to change subjects. We didn’t talk about the previous night again. But I could see that the memory was still lingering in Dave’s mind. I even caught him staring blankly at a wall with a smile on his face at one point.

And that smile made me smile. So I was right: he did enjoy my little scheme. We were having fun—I wasn’t just tormenting him.

My Amazon package was at my doorstep when I returned home from work. I grabbed it and quietly snuck it down into the basement, as my mother was upstairs having coffee in the kitchen. I unpacked everything and made sure that everything was correct. Then I searched the box for package tags and receipts before sealing it again and walking it out to that little spot in the woods. Though I kept one little piece of my delivery for myself: I was going to need it for my new plan to work.

I also brought out a big blanket, which I carefully laid out on the forest floor. I figured it would give June the freedom to sit or lay down if she wanted to. Additionally, I set up a work light that I picked up from Home Depot. It had a three-hour battery life, which would be more than enough. I wouldn’t turn it on until thirty minutes before the show.

It was getting late and I still had one last task to complete: I had to write a note for June. I sat down at my computer and I spent the next thirty minutes working out another note, that wasn’t too different from the first one. I knew that I didn’t have to make any threats this time—I knew that June secretly liked the humiliation and she already thought that I had pictures of her. So I suppose the threat was assumed. My note was simple. “Same place, same time,” I wrote. “We’re going to have some more fun.”

I went to June’s flat and saw that her lights were on. She was already inside, in her bathroom, possibly getting dolled up for a night in—which was about to be a night out. I took a piece of tape and put the note right on her window. Then I knocked loudly on the glass and sprinted away, through the gate and down the street. I had no idea if she heard the knock or noticed the note—I could only hope. There was no way that I was going to go back and risk being linked to the scheme, like a murderer returning to the scene of the crime.

I went back out to those woods, a full hour before show time. I nestled myself tightly between two bushes and then I closed my eyes and started counting down the minutes. My heart was pounding with excitement. I had my phone ready next to me—ready to film the whole act so that I could watch it over and over and over. I had my ghillie suit on and I had the little remote control I got from Amazon in my hand. Midnight couldn’t come quickly enough.


CHAPTER VII

She came on time, dolled up and beautiful as always. She had her long strawberry blonde hair tied up into a loose bun, and on her body was a tight black dress. She was wearing those same boots that she always wore out—but tonight, at least for her show, she was going to wear something different.

She slowly walked into the middle of that small clearing and looked around. “I don’t know who’s out there, but I hope that you know this is weird. Normal people don’t do things like this,” she said. She put her right hand on her left arm, holding her body tight and safe. Her gaze scanned over me, but I didn’t budge. I knew she couldn’t see me in that patch of darkness—especially with the work light directed towards her. Hell, I probably could have sat up and taken the ghillie suit off and she still wouldn’t have seen me.

That box was right on the middle of that blanket. She picked it up and opened it up. “What free shit am I getting tonight?” she said—just loud enough that I could hear. And I didn’t mind buying her stuff. I would have emptied out my whole bank account just to put an adorable smile on that amazing face.

She pulled out the pink lingerie, and then she smiled. She bit down on her bottom lip, as if she was embarrassed by her smile—embarrassed to show that she was actually liking this little blackmail scheme—happy to have an excuse to leave the house and show off what God gave her.

She started undressing, wriggling out from that tight dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she was only wearing a tiny thong, which nearly snapped as she pulled it down her legs. She tossed it aside on that blanket, giving me a perfect view of her dangling cock. I rose up my phone carefully and pressed record. My heart throbbed. I finally had a piece of evidence that I could enjoy over and over—even if that was all I would get, I would be happy: her perfect body with her swaying flaccid cock.

It was a tight squeeze into that pink one-piece. It hugged her cock tightly. She kept reaching down to pull the thin strip of lace out from her butt crack.

Next she slipped out from her boots and put on the strappy heels. She wobbled slightly as the heels were thin—it couldn’t have been easy to balance on that lumpy forest floor, but she was doing a pretty good job.

Finally, she pulled out the short black dildo. She held it up and looked at it. It was curved with a thick head. Maybe the thickness was intimidating, or maybe she was just take a second to compose herself, so that she could do a better job of hiding her excitement.

She looked back in the box and then she said, “No note, huh? I guess this is all pretty explanatory. Want me to come in the box again?” She looked around, but of course I didn’t answer. I did want her to come in the box, and I probably should have left a note telling her as much.

She lowered herself to her knees and then squirted some lubricant onto the tip of the new dildo. She reached back, moved her lingerie, and started pressing the dildo into her tight rectum. It was a hard push before that thick tip penetrated. She gasped and then she closed her eyes. “Shit,” she said. She pushed it deeper and deeper, until the flat base was pressed against her butt cheeks. That’s when I reached into my pocket and turned the device on using my remote. “Holy fuck!” she said, perking upright. She reached back and grabbed the base of the dildo, as if she was worried it was about to shoot up into her body. The vibration must have been pretty intense. The reviews online said that it was one of the most powerful and most satisfying vibrators… And it wasn’t cheap.

I looked down at the little screen on the remote and saw that it was only set to 2/10. I gently clicked the button to increase the intensity, raising it to a 3/10. June gasped again, clutching that blanket with both of her hands. Then she let out a nervous laugh. “This is quite the toy,” she said. She looked around and I made sure that I was remaining perfectly still.

I turned it up again. Her legs trembled and her eyes rolled back for a few seconds. Then she managed to compose herself. “I hope you’re having fun, pervert,” she said. She closed her eyes and put one of her hands on one of her tits. She squeezed and took another deep breath, biting her lip gently. I turned the vibrator up again. Her body reacted with another jolt and another gasp. Then came another nervous laugh. “It’s so… strong,” she said with a whimper.

I looked down at the remote. We were only halfway. I waited a moment, watching as she worked hard to control her breathing. Her bulge was now hard between her legs, being squashed firmly between her lingerie and her abdomen. I could even see it throbbing slightly. I hoped that the throbbing would show on my video when I went to watch this masterpiece again. I pressed that button again.

She let a moan slip out from her lips. She lowered herself down so that she was lying on her back. Now she had both of her hands on her tits. “You’re a sick man,” she managed to say before the next moan swept her away. Now I had an erection of my own. I wanted to reach down and stroke it, but I knew I couldn’t get away with too much movement. I was already toeing the line by pressing the buttons on that remote and holding up my camera phone.

I pressed the button again, turning the vibrator up to a 7/10. Her hips rose off the ground slightly and she groaned loudly. I noticed her hand reaching out the side, as if she was trying to find something to grab. “Shit,” she kept muttering under her breath. She kept reaching around, but she wasn’t turning her head or opening her eyes. The euphoria had consumed her completely.

I turned it up to an 8/10. Her whole body was trembling now. She was reaching more frantically, still trying to find something to grab. And I’d never been more aroused in my entire life. I quickly pressed the button again—and then again, maxing out the vibrator’s intensity. She screamed out and her body convulsed. Then she reached down and grabbed her crotch as a big dark spot began to form: her cum soaking through the pink lingerie. And I realized that was what she was looking for: the box. She was trying to grab it so that she could come in it, like that first note told her to.

I turned the vibrator off slowly and slipped the remote back into my pocket. Then I watched as she slowly sat up. She reached down and touched that wet spot around her crotch. “What a mess,” she said. She looked around, unsure of where to direct her next comment. “I guess I fucked up,” she said to the woods. “I can just leave this lingerie in the box, and you can do whatever sick things you want to do with it.”

She stood up and slipped out from the one-piece. Lines of thick cum connected her cock to the outfit until the outfit hit the ground and those lines broke and dribbled off in other directions. She wriggled her body back into her tight black dress, and then she took off, keeping that vibrator and those pretty heels.

I waited a few minutes before I stood up and turned off that light. I picked up the lingerie and I held the soiled crotch up to my face. I felt that warm cum against my lips. I used the tip of my tongue to scrape some into my mouth, and then I took a deep breath in, smelling her amazing perfume, which lingered on the little outfit.

I was deranged. I was a pervert. I was a stalker. But I couldn’t help but smile because I knew that she liked it.


CHAPTER VIII

It was only two nights later when I found myself back in those woods, this time with a four hundred dollar hit to my bank account. This time I bought her another piece of lingerie, another pair of heels, and a necklace with a little gold heart on it. I saw the necklace in a store window and it immediately made me think of her. It wasn’t until I was putting it in that box with the lingerie and the note that I realized it might come across as a bit creepy—but I still gifted it to her anyway.

I also included a dildo in the box, but I made sure to put on the note that the dildo was one of two options.

My heart throbbed as I remembered the words on the note that she was going to read. I took a deep breath and considered springing up and grabbing that note so that she wouldn’t see it. Maybe I was getting carried away. Maybe I really was losing my mind. I had a feeling that she would read the note and the fun would end for her. This would become something creepy—maybe even something she takes to the police.

But before I could get up, I saw the dim light appearing in the distance. She was coming towards that little clearing: earlier than usual. And she was all dolled up in a cute yellow dress, even though that dress would be coming right off so that she could get her tight body into an adorable lacy two-piece.

But before she got changed—if she would even get changed—she would have to read that note. I watched with cold beads of sweat on my forehead as she lifted that piece of paper out from the box. “Read this aloud,” she said, reading the words that I desperately regretted writing. “Today, you have two options. You have the dildo, which I hope that you will keep and enjoy regardless of which option you choose. And then you have the folding table that you see in the middle of the clearing.” She looked up and saw the table. “Yup—I see it,” she said—that part wasn’t on my note. She looked back down and continued to read. “You can either fuck yourself with the toy, which is fine, or you can bend over that table with the blindfold over your eyes. I will do the rest...” She suddenly became silent, looking at the table and then around the woods. I watched as she took a deep breath. Then she looked back at the note. “I know this option is probably frightening to you. I hope that you don’t feel any pressure. Have fun.”

She put the note down and stared at the table for a moment. I could almost see her heart trembling and throbbing—maybe even as hard as mine. She walked slowly over to the table and picked up the blindfold. She felt the soft fabric with her fingers, and then she put it back down.

Why did I let myself get so carried away? Why did I actually think that she might be willing to let a stranger fuck her while she wore a blindfold? I carefully reached up and wiped the cold sweat off of my forehead.

June started to get changed. She slowly pushed the straps of her yellow dress over her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. This time, she wasn’t even wearing a thong. She was completely nude under the dress. But I was too petrified with regret and dread to snap a photo. I just remained still, feeling ill, while she slipped the white bottoms up her legs and then snapped the white top on around her flat chest.

“At least you have nice taste in clothes,” she said, presumably to me.

She grabbed the box and lifted the dildo out. She stared at it for a silent moment, and then she placed it back into the box. She put the box down on the ground and then walked over to the folding table that I pulled into those woods earlier that afternoon. She stared down at the table, shook her head, and said, “Why are you doing this?” This time I think she was talking to herself. She grabbed the blindfold, put it over her eyes, and then she placed her palms down on the cool plastic. Then she waited.

And I remained still in a state of disbelief. Was she actually picking the second option? Did she actually want me to approach her and fuck her in the asshole?

I waited ten seconds, and then I waited thirty seconds. A cool breeze flowed through those woods, and then it went away, leaving the air strangely warm and silent. June was still bent over that table with her perky bum up in the air, waiting for me to plug it with my cock.

But could I really do it? Was she setting me up? Would she turn around and grab me? Or did she really want a complete stranger to explore her back door?

I stood up slowly. I took a deep breath, and then I started walking over. My feet crunched on the cool forest floor. Her small body jumped as I stepped on a twig, but she didn’t turn around and she didn’t take off that blindfold. Though she did mutter, “Oh God,” with a breath of terrified air. I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t going to hurt her, but I knew that my voice would give me away.

I stepped up behind her. A plume of that beautiful perfume wafted up my nostrils. My body trembled as I carefully reached down with my hands. I was still in that ghillie suit, probably tickling her smooth bum slightly with my artificial leaves and branches. I placed my hands on her soft hips. Her body was warm, but tense. “Oh God,” she whimpered again as a complete stranger touched her body. But she was brave. She didn’t move and she didn’t look back. She was committed to taking it. “Please be gentle,” she said.

I wanted to tell her that I would, but I couldn’t use my voice, no matter how badly I wanted to. I ran my hands up and down her sides, and then I placed them firmly on her tight ass. I squeezed, amazed by how soft her cheeks were. How was it possible? Was she maybe taking hormone pills? I pulled aside the white strip of lace covering her asshole and I spread her cheeks wide. Her tight boy pussy puckered nervously. I ran my finger around it, making her flinch. But she still didn’t look back.

“Who are you?” she asked. The question made me freeze for a moment. My heart throbbed, but I didn’t answer. I couldn’t answer. Surely she understood that…

Though what if she assumed that she knew me because I wasn’t using my voice? How many friends did she have? How hard would it be to narrow the lot down to me?

I reached down and opened the fly of my ghillie suit. I fished out my cock, which was already throbbing and erect. I pressed it against her butt crack and I gently thrusted it up and down, teasing her with my length. Another whimper slipped out from her perfect lips.

“Do I know you?” she asked. And then I paused again. My legs suddenly felt cold. I looked down at her perfectly smooth legs, and her cute feet in her tiny heels. God, she looked amazing. I still couldn’t believe that I was looking at my long-time best friend.

I gently spat into the palm of my hand and I rubbed that spit up and down the length of my shaft. Then I pressed my tip up to that nervously puckering hole. I gently rubbed her bare butt cheek with my free hand, trying to let her know that I would be gentle and slow. I rubbed my tip in circles, and then I started to push in.

My heart was racing faster than ever before. All she had to do was pull off that blindfold and look back. Sure, I had the artificial leaves of the ghillie suit hanging over my face, but she knew me well enough to recognize me for just a quick glance. I even had to be careful with where I put my hands, in case she caught a glimpse of them. I had a little mole on the back of my right hand, and I’m pretty sure that would be enough to ruin me.

I pushed hard, and then I penetrated her tush. She became tense with a gasp. I paused for a moment, letting her settle down. Her back curved upright and her fingers curled against the table. Her head was tilted up, as if she was looking up at the treetops, but that blindfold was still over her eyes. “You smell familiar,” she said.

My heart stuttered. Was my deodorant going to give me away? Damnit—I would have to buy a new stick on my way home. I couldn’t go anywhere near Dave—or June—smelling like this again.

I didn’t reply. I just sunk my cock in deeper, making her clench and squirm. I paused for another moment, and then she relaxed, so I sunk in a bit deeper. Her anus was tight. I loved the way her tight walls hugged my dick every time she clenched. I was almost convinced she was clenching just to try to get me even more aroused. I had my hands firmly on her ass now, squeezing her soft rump, revelling in the perfect moment that I’d spent the past two weeks dreaming about.

I looked down and watched as my long veiny shaft disappeared into her smooth asshole. I couldn’t believe she could take the whole thing—though I shouldn’t have been surprised. I watched her take an entire eight-inch dildo in her ass, and I wasn’t nearly that big.

Once I was inside of her completely, I had another urge come into my head—and I caved to it quickly. I reached around her and sunk my hand between her legs. I slipped my fingers around her sizeable bulge and I began to massage. I could feel the contour of her shaft and the squishiness of her balls. I let a whimper of my own out from my lips.

I started to pump her slowly.

“That feels good,” she said with a soft voice. “Don’t stop.” I wasn’t sure if she was referring to my cock or my hand—so I kept both going. I could feel her getting harder and bigger in my hand. And her asshole was loosening up as she became more and more relaxed. I didn’t have to push quite so hard to get my entire shaft deep into her rectum. “Shit, that feels so good,” she continued.

I started pumping a little bit harder and a little bit faster, watching her closely so that I wouldn’t miss any of her cues. Her body was moving slowly and gracefully, pushing back slightly with each penetration and then swaying beautifully once my rod was inside of her, as if she was trying to get it positioned at just the right angle.

I moved my hands up and down her soft sides. I even moved one hand up to her face, getting a bit risky, so that I could stick a finger into her mouth. She allowed the finger in, and she didn’t hesitate before sucking. She let a soft moan out from her mouth.

I increased the speed and power of my pumping a little bit more. I looked down and admired the sight of my cock sinking in and pulling out. But I wanted to see more.

I decided to get even more risky. I pulled out and then I turned her around. Now she was facing me. That flimsy blindfold was the only thing protecting my identity and my reputation. I could only hope that she would leave it on. I lifted her up and sat her down on the edge of that table. Then I spread her legs and gently pushed her back to expose her gaping asshole. I stuck my cock back in. And now, I could see more than just her smooth, pretty back. I could see her throbbing cock and her beautiful face. I could watch as her lips parted and she moaned. I could run my hands up and down her torso, feeling her flat chest and her soft abdomen.

I kept pumping. That table was the perfect height—I was happy I spent eighty bucks on it, though I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it after we were finished. I couldn’t exactly bring it back to my basement and risk Dave seeing it. Maybe I could just leave it in those woods, so we could fuck on it more in the future.

I slipped my fingers under her bottoms and I fished out her erection. It was hot and throbbing. I curled my fingers around it and I stroked it slowly, watching as her foreskin pulled up and down over her throbbing tip. “You’re going to make me come,” she said, making me jump slightly. I was on edge—and why wouldn’t I be? At any moment, she could take that blindfold off and see me, ruining everything.

I tightened my grip around her warm shaft. I never thought that I could love a cock so much. Maybe I was gay—though I didn’t like the thought of Dave as Dave. So maybe I was bisexual or something else—one of the ten thousand orientations they’re touting these days. Who knows? All I knew was, I loved that cock.

I loved it so much that I ended up coming without any warning—to me or her. I groaned and then I felt myself erupting inside of her. She gasped and I gasped louder. I held her tightly until my cock was drained. Then I slowly pulled out, leaving her hole agape.

“I’m coming,” she said. “Oh God, I’m coming.”

I didn’t miss a beat. I quickly dropped to my knees and I got my lips around that tip. She started blasting her sweet load into my mouth, and I took every single blast without gagging. I closed my eyes and revelled in the moment, loving the taste and feeling of her thick substance.

Then reality returned to me and I realized that I was currently sucking cum out from my best friend’s cock. I opened my eyes and looked up. She still had her blindfold on, and she was looking down towards me. My heart leapt up into my chest and I sprung to my feet. I started backing off, and then I turned around and ran into the woods. I dove behind a bush and then I became completely still while she slowly brought herself to her feet. She pulled off the blindfold and looked around. “You’re a slut, whoever you are,” she said. She put her dress back on and then she took off with that new dildo, to add to her growing collection.


CHAPTER IX

It was that weekend when I figured it would be a good idea to have Dave over at my place. Before I discovered his cross-dressing hobby, he would come over at least once every weekend, but since that discovery, I hadn’t had him over at all. I didn’t want him putting the two things together and coming to a conclusion. I needed to continue acting casual.

He agreed to come over on Saturday evening, to watch the hockey game. So I spent the better half of Saturday afternoon getting my place cleaned up. I hid everything that could have given me away. I even went onto my computer and cleared my cookies and my history. I even spent some time coming up with a bit of an alibi. I figured I could tell Dave that I had been out with Larry at a club a few nights before—the night I fucked June in the ass. I even went online and downloaded some photos to my phone to act as evidence, just to lead him off of my case, assuming he was even remotely close to my case.

Dave showed up early, in his hockey jersey. I let him in, holding the door for him as he stepped into my home—which was technically my parents’ home, but they were gone for the weekend. “Make yourself comfortable,” I said. I watched him walk into the room. And from behind, he kind of looked like a chick. Even his hair was starting to grow long, almost touching his shoulders, as if he was trying to replace that wig with the real thing—one step closer to making a proper transition from hobby cross-dresser to full-blown trap. “Can I get you a beer or something?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. So I went to the kitchen and grabbed him a drink. Then we migrated to the living room just as the game started. “So what’s new?” he asked.

I immediately told him about the club. I pulled out my phone and showed him the pictures. Then I realized that I was probably coming on a bit strong, so I slipped the phone back into my pocket and said, “I don’t know why I’m talking so passionately about it. It really wasn’t that interesting.”

“Sounds like fun,” he said. “I can’t remember the last time I went to a club.”

I bit down on my tongue. I could remember the last time he went to a club. I was right there with him—and I watched him suck that long cock in the alleyway right after. But I kept my mouth shut. I tried to think of a topic to change the subject. An ad came on the TV for a Chinese food restaurant. “Want to order takeout?” I asked.

He nodded his head and smiled. “Sure,” he said.

I got up to get my phone. As I walked by him, I swear I caught a tiny bit of perfume in my nose. That smell made my heart flutter and my head spin. I bit down on my tongue and pretended like I didn’t notice. “Chinese okay?” I said.

“Sure—whatever you want.”

I found a restaurant and picked a few things off the menu. I placed the order and then I returned to the couch. “It’ll be here in thirty minutes—that’s what the guy said.”

“Alright—cool,” Dave said. Then an ad for Victoria’s Secret came on the television. One of the outfits looked just like the pink outfit that June came in earlier that week. I still had that piece of lingerie under my bed—now cleaned and ready to be delivered to June, seeing as I wanted her to own it. I noticed Dave’s face in the television reflection. His eyes were wide and he was strangely mesmerized by the ad—maybe he recognized the pink number as well, or maybe he was imagining himself in some of the other featured outfits. After the ad, the room was silent.

And the room remained silent for the next thirty minutes. I couldn’t stop thinking about June, and I had a feeling Dave was thinking about the same thing. I was relieved when the doorbell finally rang—our food had arrived. I sprung to my feet, glad to have a moment away from the tension in that room. “I’ll get it!” I said. I rushed to the door and grabbed our order.

I brought the large stack of food back. “I think I ordered too much. I hope you’re hungry.”

“I’m always hungry for Chinese,” Dave said with a smile. And that smile just made me think of June. Now she was back in my head, making me wish that I would have set up another forest fuck-fest instead of a boy’s night in.

We ate in silence, then we watched the second period of the game in silence. My parents’ dog kept trying to grab the food off the table. Dave stood up. “Are you done? I’ll just throw this stuff out.”

“If you don’t mind—that’s fine,” I said. So Dave took the empty containers away to the kitchen. He was gone for a minute, and then he was gone for two minutes. I started to panic, worried I’d left something in the kitchen that would give me away. Oh God—my ghillie suit! It was hanging up in y bedroom closet. What if Dave snuck into my bedroom and he was snooping around? What if he looked under the bed and found that pink one-piece? Would there be any chance of lying my way out of trouble?

I stood up and walked down the hall towards the basement door, which led down to my bedroom. I opened the door and saw that it was dark. No one was down there. So where was Dave?

I turned around and saw him standing at the end of the hallway. He was holding a piece of paper in his hand. “What the hell is this?” he asked.

“I don’t know—what is it?” I said as my heart stuttered.

“It’s a note in your handwriting.” He turned it towards me and then my heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. It was the original note that I wrote by hand and tossed into the trash. He must have seen it when he was throwing out the Chinese food packaging.

“I—I can explain that,” I said, laughing nervously. “It—It was just for this art project…” I didn’t even bother finishing my lie. I knew it sounded ridiculous. I knew he wasn’t buying it. I knew that I was caught.

The hallway was silent for a long, painful moment. “So that was you out in those woods?” he said.

I opened my mouth to reply, but I couldn’t think of any lies—not even any bad lies.

“How did you find out about me? Was that all just a big joke to you?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I saw you at a club and I followed you home.”

“You followed me home? So you recognized me?” he said, taking a half step back, as if he was ready to run away from me—away from the complete psychopath that I apparently was.

“I didn’t recognize you,” I said. “It’s a long story. I just… I was attracted to you. I wanted to ask you out. And then I saw that it was you. And then I came back and there you were again—as her. And… I don’t know—I just couldn’t help myself. I didn’t know what else to do.”

And there was that horrible silence again. “You didn’t know what else to do?” he said. “The only thing you could think of was to blackmail me out to the woods and make me humiliate myself, thinking that I was going to be murdered?”

“I just thought it would be fun—for you and for me.”

“That’s all this was to you—just fun?”

I wasn’t sure how to reply. My body was cold and my heart was lost in my stomach. “I mean—didn’t you have fun?” I finally managed to ask.

Now he was silent, staring at me, still clutching that handwritten note. His eyes glistened and then he shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess it was fun. But that doesn’t make it right.”

“I’m not perfect,” I said. “In fact—I’m kind of an idiot sometimes.” I took a deep breath. “But I really do like you. I like June. She’s really pretty.”

His stillness was making me uncomfortable. “Who else knows about this?” he asked.

I shook my head quickly. “No one. Just me. At least as far as I know.”

“Don’t you dare tell anyone. I’m not ready for that yet.”

I nodded my head quickly. “Of course. Of course. Your secret is safe with me.” That silence returned. And then I said something that I had a bad feeling I would regret. “You know, my sister left for college last year and she left a whole closet full of clothes. You should just go and take some things. I bet you’re about the same size as her.”

He stared into my eyes. “You want me to raid your sister’s closet?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not? It could be fun. She left lots of makeup and stuff, too. I think some of it is pretty valuable.”

“Can I see?”

“See? You can have it all. I’m pretty sure she doesn’t even remember any of it exists. Here—follow me.” I led him to my sister’s room. I opened the door and let him inside. He looked around with bright shining eyes. He stepped slowly to the closet and opened it up. Then he gasped when he saw how many outfits were suddenly available to him. “Whoa,” he said.

“Try whatever you want on,” I said.

He flicked through the many dresses and then he pulled down a tiny red number. “This would look good with my black boots,” he said.

“I agree. I think she has a pair of similar boots in there somewhere.”

And sure enough, he found the boots. He took the lot over to the bed and he started to change. I remained near the wall, watching with a pounding heart. I was surprised when he pulled down his pants, revealing a pair of red panties. He looked at me with a red-cheeked smile. “I don’t always wear them out,” he said.

“I like them,” I said.

His smile grew bigger. Then he slipped into the dress and the boots. He walked over to my sister’s desk and looked through her makeup. “She’s got some nice stuff,” he said, now using his female voice that I’d come to be so obsessed with.

She picked up a little tube of liquid eyeliner. She unscrewed it and began to draw lines around her eyes. “So much nicer than what I have.”

“Just take it. If my sister notices it missing, I’ll buy her new stuff. I’ll tell her my girlfriend nabbed it.”

June looked back at me with that red-cheeked smile. “Girlfriend?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders, feeling my face turning hot. “Is that okay?”

“We’ll see,” she said, turning back around. She put on a bit of eye shadow and then she brushed on a touch of blush before applying a hint of lip-gloss. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Beautiful—as always,” I said.

She walked over and stopped right in front of me. She looked into my eyes, and then I kissed her. She kissed back.

THE END
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