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THE CROSSDRESSER

Kevin has had a crush on his Wesley’s sister for years—a girl he’s only ever caught quick glimpses of when she’s sneaking out of the house to go to parties. He’s determined to go out with her, but Wesley refuses to help, saying he doesn’t think she would be interested.

But Kevin is determined. So one day, he puts on his best shirt, buys a nice bouquet of flowers, and goes over to her house, only to be met by Wesley’s mom. “Wesley doesn’t have a sister,” she says, and that’s when Kevin realizes who he’s had a crush on for so many years.


CHAPTER I

My neighbour, Wesley, had always been a shy kid.

A year after Wes and his family moved in next-door, back when I was just seven years old, my mom forced me to go over and play with him. She said she felt bad for the kid, because she never saw him leaving the house. Whenever we did see him, he was in the backyard, playing alone.

Wes didn’t seem to be too interested in playing with me. He showed me his model car collection, but I wasn’t interested in cars—especially not model cars. I asked him if he played video games, and he said that he wasn’t allowed. We ended up kicking a soccer ball around his backyard—at least we both enjoyed that.

And the next weekend, my mom made me go over again. Somehow, it became my duty to make Wes feel welcomed in his new community.

I tried introducing him to my friends, but he became strangely tense. He wouldn’t say a word. “Is he retarded or something?” my friend, Ken asked.

“No, he’s just shy. C’mon, Wes. Say hello. Say something,” I said to Wes, but he wouldn’t open his mouth.

I couldn’t figure out why he was so shy. He had a twin sister who was the complete opposite of shy. She was so outgoing that I almost never saw her—only when she was leaving the house to go out with friends. I had a bit of a crush on her when I was a kid. I never missed my opportunity to catch one of those rare glimpses of her when her friends’ parents picked her up and dropped her off. I had an idea in my head of what she sounded like—I’d never heard her speak, even though I’d been next-door dozens of times for dinner. Wes told me that she usually ate at her friends’ houses. I thought that was weird.

But I was young, and I didn’t think much into it. Until we were fourteen years old, and all of my friends at school were starting to date. There was a big dance coming up and there weren’t any girls I was terribly interested in asking out.

I asked Wes if his sister might be interested in going with me. She went to a different school—Wes said it was because his parents wanted to keep them as separate as possible. I didn’t understand that, but I’ve heard of parents of twins doing similar things before, so I didn’t think too much into it.

“Could I come over and ask her?” I asked Wes. He got strangely awkward, his face turning red as he stared down at his feet. “Well?” I said.

He finally looked back up at me. “I’ll ask her for you, but I doubt she would be interested,” he said.

I assumed he was just being protective of his sister. The next day, he told me that she wasn’t interested, and she already had plans that night. I was disappointed, but it wouldn’t be the last time I tried to ask her out. I was sixteen when I was out back, having a smoke while my parents were asleep. I was just finishing up when I saw Wes’s back door opening up. I looked over and saw his sister slipping out. The lights in the house were off and she was trying to be as quiet as possible. I tossed my cigarette away and I whistled gently, getting her attention. She looked at me with wide eyes and a pale face, as if her parents had just caught her.

I ran up to the fence and waved her over. She looked around before cautiously stepping towards me. “Hey,” I said. It was the first time I’d ever talked to her—and I’d lived next door to her for ten years.

“Hi,” she said—hardly a whisper.

“I’m Kevin. You’re name is Maggie, right?”

She just nodded her head. “I’m running late. I should get going.” She turned around.

“Wait,” I said. “Where are you going?”

She stared blankly at me for a moment. “To a party,” she said.

“Nice. Can I come?”

“It’s not that kind of party. Sorry,” she said, and then she left. I watched her go. She was pretty—every year she was prettier and prettier. Her hair was long and her tits were starting to fill in—she didn’t have large breasts by any means, but when she wore tight enough shirts, it wasn’t easy to keep myself under control. She was always wearing the tiniest booty shorts—so short that her bum was usually hanging out. Sometimes she would wear fishnets or big black boots with tall heels.

That night, I sent Wes a text message. “Wes, I want to date your sister. Help me out,” I wrote.

He didn’t write back until the next morning. “I don’t think she would be interested. Sorry, Kevin.” But I knew he was just trying to protect his twin sister. I was determined to get into her world. I was determined to make her mine.

So I went over one morning, with flowers, wearing my best collared shirt and slacks. My heart was pounding. I knocked on the door and waited anxiously for her to answer. I’d watched her come home the night before, so I knew she was in there.

Wes’s mom answered the door. “Hi, Ms. Temple. Is your daughter home?” I asked.

Wes’s mom stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before saying, “My daughter? What are you on about?”

“Your daughter, Maggie,” I said. My hands were trembling as I held that bouquet of flowers. I could feel a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. I’d never asked a girl out before. It took years to build up this courage.

“I’m sorry, Kevin, but I don’t have a daughter. Surely you know that,” she said. I felt my heart flutter down into my gut. What was she talking about? I’d seen Maggie with my own eyes, heard her with my own ears.

But as I thought about it, I realized: I only ever saw Maggie when Wes’s parents weren’t around. Maggie only seemed to exist at night, when she was sneaking out to go to parties, or when her parents were away on business trips. In ten years, I’d been over for at least fifty dinners, and she’d never been there. And come to think of it, I’d never even seen her bedroom. There was a door at the end of the hall that Wes said was her bedroom—but what was it really? A closet? A powder room?

I felt the colour drain from my face. “Oh, uh, maybe I’m mistaken,” I said. She stared at my like I was a demented schizophrenic. But I knew I wasn’t crazy. I knew that I really had seen a girl sneaking out to go to parties. But in that moment, I almost wished that I was a demented schizophrenic, because reality was much more terrifying.

Wes was Maggie.


CHAPTER II

It was a few days before I had the courage to confront Wes about it. I pulled him aside during lunch at school. I told him to follow me to the woods that were just down the street. I made sure no one was following us, and then I told him, “I know that you’re Maggie.”

I watched as his face turned pale. “Huh?” he said. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I talked to your mom. She said that you’re her only child. There’s no Maggie, Wes, which means that you’re Maggie.”

There was undeniable fear in his eyes. Had my accusation been false, he would have been laughing. If someone accuses you of living a secret second life as a woman, you laugh. But when it’s true, your hands begin to tremble the way Wes’s were now. “Say something,” I said.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” he said.

“I don’t understand. Have you been doing it as a joke, to screw with me? What’s the big deal?” I said. I would have told the whole school had I not felt so embarrassed. If the whole school found out that Wes dressed up as a girl on a regular basis, it would just be a matter of time before they found out that I begged him to be my date for the dance. Somehow, I felt like I would be the laughing stock of the school, and not him.

“I just like doing it, okay? What difference does it make? I’m not hurting you or anyone,” he said.

“What do you mean, you like doing it? You like getting dressed up? You like putting on makeup? You like wearing a wig?” I said.

“It’s not a wig,” he said. And then he reached up and pulled his hair elastic out, making his man-bun transform into long soft brunette hair. It was Maggie’s hair. He really was Maggie.

I felt sick. I’d had a crush on my next-door neighbour and friend for ten years, and I’d been completely oblivious the whole time. I staggered, my legs suddenly weak. Wes had to catch me so I wouldn’t fall. “You okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine, don’t touch me,” I said. Nothing about the situation felt right. I left the woods and I decided not to go back to school. I went home and I locked myself in my room. I felt deceived, but I didn’t feel deceived by Wes—I felt deceived by myself. How could I have been attracted to a man? How was I not able to see him for what he really was?

I stopped talking to Wes. I even started keeping my blinds closed, so I wouldn’t see into his yard at night, when he would slip out dressed in a skirt and stockings.

But it was a couple of years later when I would find myself face to face with him once again—while he was dressed up as Maggie.

I didn’t go to a lot of parties. My parents were quite as oblivious as Wes’s parents, so sneaking out was never an easy task. But it was the biggest party of the year and everyone was going. I showed up late. By the time I got there, most of the people there were already hammered; some were already passed out. But I had to wait for my dad to fall asleep before I could make my escape, and he didn’t go down until close to midnight.

A few of my good friends were at the party, but they were already smashed by the time I got there. They got excited when they saw me and insisted that I do a round of shots with them. Those shots were my first drinks of the night, and for them, they were the last. We took two each, and then they all stammered off to find bathrooms. I didn’t see them again that night.

There was a girl I liked at the party: Nancy. She was a cute, tall blonde with nice thick legs. She walked with a bit of a hunch, the way tall girls tend to before they realize being tall is a good thing and not a curse. She was standing in the corner and chatting with some girl I didn’t recognize. I had a third drink as I tried to build up the courage to talk to her.

I was still a virgin, like all of my friends. But leading up to that party, everyone had been talking about getting laid. All of the girls were there, all of the guys were there, and there was plenty of liquor to get everyone into the mood. The guys were all wearing their best shirts, and the girls were all wearing their sluttiest skirts and dresses. Nancy was wearing a short plaid skirt and tiny black heels. She was went thick with her eyeliner, and plenty of gloss on her lips. She was looking to get her tight hole stuffed.

As I went to grab a beer from the fridge, I let the cold air from the fridge cool my face. My heart was pounding. When you’re eighteen, chatting up girls is probably the greatest challenge ever. But I was going to do it. I was determined to do it—

When I emerged from the kitchen, Nancy was making out with some dude from another school. I stood and watched from across the room for a few seconds before I had to look away. I’d missed my window. And sadly, it didn’t look like it would have taken much to get into her panties. When I looked back again, the guy was taking her up to one of the few remaining rooms, probably to fuck her brains out.

I looked around the party, to see if there were any other cute girls that hadn’t been claimed. There was one petite cutie with her back to me. She had long brown hair and a great tush. She was talking to a small guy with glasses, who looked way out of his element. I figured I could easily steal her attention away.

I went up to her and tapped her on the shoulder. “Hey,” I said. She turned around, and then I realized it was Maggie.


CHAPTER III

Her expression dropped at the sight of me. Mine probably did the same. We just stared at one another for a good ten seconds before the scrawny kid with the glasses wandered off with a look of defeat on his face. I wanted to call him back and say, ‘She’s all yours, buddy,’ but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, forcing a smile. She looked around to make sure no one was too close, probably expecting me to rat her out in public.

“What am I doing here? What are you doing here—like this? All of these people here know you,” I said quietly, also looking around to make sure no one was within earshot. I was also worried that I wasn’t the only one who knew about her little secret, and I didn’t want to be known as the guy who was seen hitting on the cross dresser.

“They think I’m my sister,” she whispered.

“You know it’s only a matter of time before someone realizes you’re not. Just one little slip…”

“I never slip,” she said. She pushed her hair back behind her ears. I hadn’t seen him dressed up like this in almost two whole years. I’d almost forgotten that he was a cross dresser, and I’d certainly forgotten how hot he was able to make himself. I hated how hot he was in his little skimpy outfit and his makeup.

“I don’t believe that,” I said.

“You think this is the first party I’ve ever gone to?”

I took a step closer to her, hovering my lips close to her ear so no one would overhear us. “I don’t get it—what are you trying to do? Are you trying to trick guys into letting you suck their dicks or something?”

She laughed, shaking her head. “I’m not a slut,” she said. “I don’t understand why this bothers you so much. I’m not hurting you, am I? Why do you care what I do?”

“I don’t care what you do,” I said. “I just think it’s weird, that’s all.”

“Why is it weird? I like it and I’m good at it, so what makes it weird?” she asked. She looked around again to make sure no one had drifted within earshot. Even if they had, they were all too drunk to understand us.

I laughed. “It’s just weird,” I said.

“You’re just saying that because you had the hots on me for so long. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, you know.” She smiled and winked at me. She was like a completely different person when she was wearing that makeup and those clothes. Wes was such a shy, timid guy—but Maggie wasn’t afraid to dig her heels in. She knew she was hot, and that somehow made it more frustrating.

I looked over. Two of my friends were looking at me with big smiles on their faces. They thought I was about to get lucky. They thought that I was wooing some babe from another school. They had no idea that I was talking to one of their male classmates.

My heart skipped a beat. “I thought you were a girl back then. But you’re not a girl,” I said.

“So? What difference does it make?” she said.

I thought that would be an easy answer. I even opened my mouth to respond, thinking the obvious answer would just flow out from my mouth. But it wasn’t so obvious. It was a strangely difficult question. What difference did it make? “It’s… It’s just wrong,” I said.

“If you like something, and it doesn’t hurt anyone, why is it wrong?”

“You can’t have kids,” I said, as if I’d finally figured out that elusive answer.

“I can adopt kids,” she said.

And it was a good point. And it’s not like being able to have kids is the only thing that makes a woman dateable. What about women with fertility defects? Are they suddenly taboo to date?

She had a big smirk on her face. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“You’re still attracted to me,” she said. “Even though you know my secret, you still have the hots for me.”

I felt my cheeks burning red hot. “No I don’t,” I said.

“Yes you do. You can kiss me if you want.”

“Kiss you?” I said. My head was spinning. She was crazy if she thought that I wanted to kiss her. I wasn’t about to kiss a man—regardless of how hot I thought he was. Or was I? I stared into her eyes and found myself forgetting why I was so reserved in the first place. She was cute, and my friends were watching—if they saw me kissing her, they would have thought I was a god. And what was the big deal? I used to dream about kissing those lips. Now that I knew they belonged to a man, they were still the same lips, were they not?

“Oh my God, you actually want to kiss me,” she said.

I felt my face become even redder. “What? No I don’t,” I said.

She leaned forward, standing up on her tippy toes, and she kissed me on the lips. I froze. She kept her lips pressed against mine until I finally broke free from my petrification and kissed back. Maybe it was the liquor, though I’d only had three drinks. Maybe it was the hour—I’d been awake since 6:00 AM, and it was 2:00 AM now. I was probably just tired, slightly buzzed, not thinking straight.

But that was no excuse—I was still kissing my next-door neighbour, a boy I grew up with. I looked back momentarily to see my friends high-fiving. One of them gave me a thumbs-up. My heart was pounding. They actually thought that I was scoring with a chick. There were other guys looking my way, their eyes burning with jealousy.

And strangely, I felt good. I’d never been the guy that men wanted to be before. Now I was that guy. “Want to go upstairs?” I said.

“Okay,” she said. She slipped her fingers in-between mine and we ran off upstairs.


CHAPTER IV

I don’t know what came over me that night. I was letting myself indulge in a fantasy that I’d spent the last two years trying desperately to keep away. But from time to time, that fantasy found its way into my head. Sometimes I would be in the shower, thinking about some scene in some porno, and her image would come into my mind. Sometimes I would push it away, and other times I would let myself indulge for just a minute. I would end up coming faster than I ever had before.

But now I wasn’t alone in the shower. Now, I was in a bedroom with her. She was laying on the bed, on her back, looking at me with a big smirk and those big, beautiful eyes. She was wearing a tiny pair of denim shorts. With her legs spread slightly, I could see a tinge of her red panties. And I knew what else was in there. But that didn’t stop me from stepped forward and unzipping her fly. I took a deep breath and then I tugged down her shorts. She raised her hips off of the bed for me. I could see the bulge in her red panties.

She did nothing to hide it. She just let me stare at it, still with that big smirk on her face. She wasn’t ashamed of it. In fact, it seemed like she was proud of it.

I tried not to look at it. I crawled up onto the bed and I pulled off her shirt, leaving her in her bra. But I could see that her bra cups were stuffed with toilet paper. Still, I reached around and unclipped her bra, revealing her flat boyish chest. At least it was smooth and clean-shaven. I looked back at her face—at least that was feminine. I kissed her again and we made out for a while. But even that got weird when I felt her bulge hardening and growing against my leg. I tried to reposition so it wouldn’t be touching me, but avoiding it seemed impossible.

I was relieved when she rolled me onto my back and sunk down to suck my dick. She tugged down my pants and fished my cock out from my boxer shorts. She started sucking without any hesitation. And damn, did she know how to suck a dick. She bobbed her head up and down, slurping generously with her tongue, fondling my ball sack with one of her hands while stroking my exposed length with her other hand. She liked sucking cock—

Or I should say, he liked sucking cock. Every few minutes, I would remember that I was with a man and not a woman at all. She wasn’t even taking hormones and she didn’t even have implants. With that makeup washed away and that hair tied up, she was just my neighbour, Wesley. I had to push that image of Wesley out from my mind. Looking down at Maggie helped, especially when she was looking back up at me with her dolled-up face and sparkling eyes. She was hot—and thank God for that.

When her thirst for cock sucking had passed, she got up onto her hands and knees. She tucked her cock and balls forward, in front of her closed legs, and she presented her ass towards me. She looked back, still with that adorable smirk. “Be gentle. It’s my first time,” she said.

I didn’t realize how nervous I was until I was mounting her. I placed my hands on her hips and realized they were trembling. I took a deep breath in and realized my chest was trembling, too. I looked down. She looked like a chick from that angle, but I knew there was a cock hidden between those legs. And maybe she was erect.

I pressed the tip of my cock up to her tight hole. It was puckering, begging to be stuffed. I was about to stick my cock into a man’s asshole, but I wasn’t stopping. I bit down on my tongue. I felt beads of sweat tickling my forehead. I pushed in. She let out a cute little gasp. And once I was sliding in, she let out a cute little sigh. Her body trembled and I watched as her shoulders relaxed. She was letting me slide in deep—clenching occasionally, but only for a few seconds. I wondered if it really was her first time—maybe with a cock, but there had certainly been dildos before me.

I ran my hands up and down her bare sides. Her skin was soft and her body was warm. I leaned forward and reached for her breasts, forgetting for a moment that she was perfectly flat. Still, I ran my fingers over her nipples. She liked that.

I didn’t last long. Once I started thrusting in and out, I could already feel my orgasm approaching. I tried to hold on as long as I could, but I don’t think I even made it two full minutes. I pulled out and came all over her bare back. I stood up and immediately started to get dressed, slightly embarrassed that I came so fast, and even more embarrassed that I’d just fucked a man. She stood up and walked towards me. I could see her cock now. She was clean-shaven and her cock was small. She walked up to me and put her hands on my hips. She gave me a kiss on the lips. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she asked.

I could still see her cock out of the corner of my eye. I could feel it against my leg as she stood with her body pressed up against mine. She really wasn’t ashamed of it. It was almost like she wanted me to notice it, like she wanted me to look down at stare at it, maybe even touch it and play with it.

“I should probably get home before my dad realized I’m gone,” I said.

“Can I come sleep over?” she asked, staring into my eyes.

“That’s not a good idea at all,” I said.

“Alright,” she said, taking her hands off of me and looking to the ground with sadness in her eyes, as if she was being rejected, as if I’d just used her for sex and now I was done with her.

I walked to the door, and then I stopped. I went back to her and kissed her on the lips. She gave me a little bit of tongue as a parting gift. “I’ll see you later, okay?” I said. And then I left.

I don’t know why I kissed her. I don’t know why I told her I would see her later. Hell, I don’t even know why I went along with fucking her. But strangely, I was happy that I did. I had a giant smile on my face the whole walk home, even when I realized I’d just lost my virginity to a guy.


CHAPTER V

I couldn’t think about that night without my heart pounding hard against my ribcage and a lump forming in my throat. I couldn’t believe it had actually happened. And it left me wondering: am I gay? It took a few days to convince myself that I wasn’t gay—that I wasn’t attracted to men, and I wasn’t even attracted to Maggie when she was Wesley. I was attracted to women, and the woman I was currently attracted to (and I had been attracted to for years) just happened to have a penis and no breasts. But lots of girls have flat chests… Maggie was the only girl I knew with a penis, though.

But I was comforted by reaction of my peers, who all gave me high-fives the next time they saw me. “That chick was a total babe,” Ken said as he shook my hand. “Well done.” It was nice to know that I wasn’t the only person who thought so. It was nice to know that I wasn’t insane, and if I was, all of my friends were as well.

Though I started to become paranoid that they would find out her secret. Maggie didn’t seem to think that she would ever have a slip, but I was worried it was inevitable. She was drinking at the party—what if she had one too many drinks? What if someone else started doing a bit of digging? I mean—I’d found out that she wasn’t really a woman, so was it really so hard to believe that someone else might figure it out as well?

One afternoon, Ken asked, “That chick you made out with at that party—did you fuck her?”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe,” I said.

“What was that girl’s name? She doesn’t go to our school, does she? Have you seen her since the party?” He was asking too many questions. I felt like I was being interrogated by the police for a crime I committed. I just played dumb.

“I haven’t seen her, and I don’t know what school she goes to. We didn’t do a lot of talking,” I said. He liked the answer enough to give me a high-five. But I was worried he wasn’t done his investigation. Lots of students at the school knew that Maggie was Wesley’s brother—whenever she was at a party, that’s how she would introduce herself. Was it just a matter of time before some other shmuck went to Wes’s house and asked his mom to see her daughter, like me? And what if that person felt embarrassed enough to tell the whole school? ‘Hey, didn’t Kevin sleep with her at that party?’ they would ask—and that would be the end of me.

So I tried to steer every conversation away from the topic of Maggie, even though my friends seemed fascinated. None of them ended up getting laid at that party, and they all seemed to want to live vicariously through me. They weren’t terribly excited when I kept shrugging my shoulders and saying, “I don’t really even remember. I was kind of drunk.”

It was a week after the party when I got a text message from Wesley. “My parents are leaving for a business trip this weekend. You should come over,” it read. I went straight to my parents to let them know that I was going to a sleepover.

“Aren’t you a bit old for sleepovers?” my dad asked me. “If you’re going out to a party, I’ll find out about it.”

“I’m just going next door. You can even come over and check on me if you’re so worried about it,” I said. He hesitated and then he granted me my permission.

I was shaking with nerves. I was about to spend the night with Maggie. I was about to spend the night with my male friend, who would be dressed up in drag.

And I had no idea just how dressed up she would be. It was Friday night when I went and knocked on the door. I stood there for about thirty seconds before I knocked again. And then I got a text message from Wes. “Let yourself in,” the message read. The door was unlocked, so I went inside.

I went up to his bedroom and knocked on the door. “Come on in,” she said, in her Maggie voice. My heart started pounding. I opened the door and there she was: lying on the bed, dressed in tight pink lace lingerie. Her legs were shaved smooth, her nails were painted pink to match her tiny outfit—and so were her lips. She had that smirk that I knew all too well. I knew it was going to be a good night.

I didn’t waste any time. I got undressed and I climbed onto the bed with her. We made out and then she sucked my cock. She loved sucking my cock. Then I flipped her over and fucked her while she was on her stomach. “Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned as I plunged her tight hole with my thick cock. I came quickly, but I wasn’t too worried—I knew we would be right back at it soon enough.

I went to use the bathroom, and when I came out, she was slipping into a little red dress. The dress looked good on her, but I couldn’t figure out why she was putting more clothes on. “What’s up?” I asked.

“I thought we would go and see a movie, and maybe grab some dinner,” she said.

My heart stuttered. She wanted me to take her out, and she wasn’t exactly giving me the option to say no. But I couldn’t be seen out with her—could I? What if we were seen by someone we knew? What if someone who could tell that she was actually a man saw us? “Wait, can’t we just stay here?” I asked.

“I stay here every night. My parents hardly ever leave the house these days. I want to go out. C’mon,” she said. I have to admit, she looked good in that little red dress once she had her toilet paper stuffed properly into her bra pads. She didn’t need to stuff anything into her panties to make her butt look like heaven—it was naturally round and perky.

She picked up her little purse and walked to the door, leaving me standing naked in her bedroom, a bead of cum still hanging off of my cock. “Are you coming or not?” she asked.

So I bit my tongue and got dressed. I guess I was taking her out on a date. It wasn’t the worst, seeing as she looked hot. At least people would see me out with a total babe, assuming they couldn’t tell that she was actually a man. All of the signs were there and easy to spot once you knew about her reality: she had a small Adam’s apple, her feet were slightly bigger than a woman’s should be, and her voice was ever-so-slightly off. No man can imitate a woman’s voice perfectly, even with years of practice and hormone therapy. Though, if Maggie started taking hormones, I bet she could have gotten damn close.

We went out for dinner first. We went to a cute little restaurant where the tables were all placed intimately close together. Maggie ordered a glass of wine. She had a fake ID, but I didn’t. Still, I ordered a beer and thankfully I wasn’t IDed. She was sexy, especially when she was holding up her wine glass and swirling it slowly. She left little lipstick marks on the glass.

She was staring into my eyes with that big smirk that drove me so crazy. “What is it?” I asked, cracking a smile of my own. Since entering the restaurant, I’d noticed a few guys looking her way, checking her out, checking me out to try and figure out how I’d landed such a hottie. It was nice while it lasted.

“Want to play a game tonight?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe—what did you have in mind?” I asked.

“If you don’t play the game, you don’t get any more pussy tonight. But it’s your call.”

“Fine. I’ll play the game,” I said. “What is it?”

She looked around, her cheeks turning a shade of red. She leaned in close. “At the movie theatre, I want you to jerk me off. If you get me off, I’ll let you fuck me in the bathroom,” she whispered.

I felt my heart skip a beat—maybe two or three. I stuttered and then I took a deep breath. “Are you nuts?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said with a little wink. “It won’t be hard—it’s been a few days since I’ve jerked off. But the question is, are you man enough?” She was staring into my eyes, driving me absolutely mad. I had to do it—I couldn’t bare the thought of her spending the whole night in her sexy lingerie and not being able to fuck her brains out.

“Fine, I’ll do it,” I said. My heart stammered. Was I really going to jerk her off? Was I really going to touch her cock?

The night ticked by slowly. When we were walking up to the movie theatre, I felt my legs trembling. A wave of weakness washed over me. When we took our seats, I was completely stiff. She leaned over. “You have until the end of the movie,” she said. But she was crazy—there were twenty other people in that theatre—two in our row, about five seats away. Luckily we got a spot in the back row, so there was no one behind us. I traded seats with Maggie, so that she was on the other side of me from the two strangers five seats away.

It took me a while to build up the courage. We held hands at first, and then, twenty minutes into the movie, I started slowly moving in. I slipped my hand under her dress and over her panties bulge. I got my fingers under the tight lace of her underwear, and I could feel it: her soft, warm cock. I had to bite my tongue to fight through my conflicting morals. I wrapped my fingers around her girth and I started to stroke. I could feel her hardening, getting bigger. I looked over at the people to make sure they weren’t looking.

I had to keep my movements small, only working my wrist while keeping my elbow planted motionlessly on the armrest. Once she was rock-hard, she started to moan gently, making my heart pound even harder. It wouldn’t take much to make the people in front of us look back. And it sure wouldn’t have looked good, with my hand up my date’s skirt.

“Hold me tighter,” she whispered into my ear. So I closed my grip as I beater. “Faster.” I couldn’t go faster without lifting up my elbow, but I did it anyway. I looked back over—the strangers were still oblivious.

She bit down on her bottom lip as she looked me in the eyes. Goddamnit, she was beautiful. It wasn’t fair that she wasn’t really a woman. It wasn’t fair that I was so goddamned attracted to her. Why couldn’t I be this attracted to a real woman? Someone I could actually introduce to my family and my friends… Someone I could bring out in the light of day without worrying someone would notice the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple…

“I’m going to come. I don’t want to ruin my dress,” she whispered. “Catch my cum in your hand.” She reached down and took her cock from me. I followed her order and made a little cup with my palm. She aimed her throbbing member directly at my palm, and then she started to come, filling my hand. She looked into my eyes with that devilish smirk. “Now lick it up,” she said.

“Are you mad?” I asked.

“You want to party tonight? Then lick it up.” She was trying not to laugh. I didn’t know if she was bluffing or not, but I didn’t want to take the risk. Besides, the thought of tasting her sweet cum was actually making me hard. So I licked up her cum. I poured it all into my mouth and I was about to swallow when she leaned over and kissed me, sticking her tongue into my mouth to taste her own concoction. “You want to go to the bathroom?” she asked.

I nodded my head. I was already on the verge of coming and my cock wasn’t even out of my pants yet. We got up and ran to the bathroom. We slipped into a stall and I fucked her little asshole, slapping my pelvis into her ass until I was coming deep inside of her body.


CHAPTER VI

The fair was in town the next day and Maggie asked if I wanted to go with her. We were still in bed and the morning light was just peering through her white sheers. She rolled over to face me, tossing her leg over mine and snuggling in close. She’d washed her makeup off the night before, so her skin wouldn’t breakout. But it was dark when she came into the bedroom, so I was seeing her face for the first time now.

And now, I could see her subtle boyish features. It was obvious that she used a lot of contouring to hide her harsher features, like her flat jawbone, and her pronounced brow. She was good with her makeup; I’ll give her that. But now it wasn’t so easy looking at her face. I had to focus all of my attention on her eyes—her eyes were still her eyes.

She ran her fingers up and down my arms. “So—are we going to the fair or not?” she asked.

“Not today,” I said. “I’ve got some stuff I need to get done.”

“What kind of stuff?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “Just stuff around the house. Chores and whatnot.”

Now she was the one forcing the smile. “Okay,” she said.

I woke up that morning with a clear head—something I’d been hoping for since discovering Maggie was actually a boy. Unfortunately, the clear head came a bit too late: I’d already gone ahead and lost my virginity to her. But I knew now that a relationship was never going to work. Even if no one ever discovered her secret—which seemed unlikely—I still couldn’t be with her. She wasn’t a woman, and men are supposed to be with women. Sure, I didn’t want kids then, but what if I wanted kids when I was older? What if I didn’t want to adopt? What if they didn’t let us adopt because of the state of our relationship? What if, what if, what if?

She was cute and fun to be around, but I was sure I could find the same thing in thousands of other girls who also happened to have biology on their side. So I got dressed and I left. I called up my buddy, Ken, and asked if he wanted to meet up. “I’m going over to Steven’s house. Just meet me there.” So that’s what I did. Lots of our friends were there.

When I arrived, one of the guys was on the phone. “—You should come. We’re all going,” he said to whoever was on the other end. “Are you sure? Alright, suit yourself.” He hung up the phone and turned to us. “Wes is out. He says he’s got stuff to do today.”

“What’s with that guy?” Ken asked. “He’s always bailing. I wonder if he secretly hates us or something.”

“Whatever—we have a good enough group. I say we go now before it gets too busy.”

“Where are we going?” I asked as I stood by the door, one shoe already off.

“The fair—put your shoe back on.”

My heart skipped a beat and I felt my face flush. “The fair?” I said. “Isn’t that for kids?” I knew that Maggie was going to be there—that’s why Wesley passed. She wanted to go badly, even if that meant going by herself.

Ken laughed. “The rides, sure, but the food is awesome, and they have a beer garden this year,” he said. The guys all crowded the door and started putting their shoes on. Now I was trying to think of an excuse out of the outing, but I had none—I’d already told Ken that I was free with nothing to do. I thought about pretending like something came up, but then I considered the idea that they might become suspicious, and that’s the last thing I wanted. The fair was big, and it was going to be crowded—we probably wouldn’t even run into Maggie.

I was slow to follow the guys. Some of them were already drinking, their beer poured discreetly into water bottles. They were headed for the subway. “You coming, Kevin?” Ken called out.

“Yeah, right behind you,” I said. I took a deep breath and I followed. I was overreacting. It wasn’t going to be so bad. Right? How bad could it be?

When we arrived at the fairgrounds, I could feel the trembling in my legs. I didn’t want her to see me out with the guys. I didn’t want her to know that I blew her off to hang out with our buddies, after telling her that I just had to do chores around the house. “You okay, dude? You look sick,” Ken said, looking back at me while he was buying his ticket into the park. It was my perfect chance to escape: go along with it, pretend to be sick. But I missed my chance.

“Sick? No, I’m fine,” I said, and I walked up to buy my ticket. I couldn’t let my secret fling with Maggie ruin my life. I couldn’t even let it affect my life. I had to pretend like it never happened. I had to simply let it go.

We started our day hitting up food stands. Ken really wanted mini donuts, and Jeremy really wanted a freshly baked pretzel. We had to walk around the whole park to find a damn pretzel, but we eventually found one. And then, of course, once we had our food, the guys all wanted drinks, so we wandered around looking for the shortest line to get drinks.

We were standing in a line-up to get spiked lemonade when I looked over and saw Maggie. I froze as my heart fluttered down into my gut. Shit. What were the chances? Pretty good, I suppose, considering I knew she was coming to the fair. I should have taken my exit when Ken asked if I wasn’t feeling well. I should have run back to the subway and hid my face the whole way. I told myself I wouldn’t let Maggie affect my life, but I couldn’t help it.

She saw me, and I watched as her expression dropped. I should have looked away quickly, before she recognized me, but it was too late. The damage had been done. She looked hurt, lied to, deceived. She was at the fair alone after spending the night trying to make me happy. Why did I have to lie to her? Why couldn’t I have just gone to the fair with her, just to make her happy?

“Hey man, isn’t that the chick you fucked at the party the other night?” Ken asked.

“No. Huh? Where?” I said, pretending to look around. I felt like an idiot. I knew he saw me looking at her. Now I was just making myself look suspicious and foolish.

“Right there, dumbass,” he said, pointing her out.

“Oh, yeah, I think so,” I said, looking away again quickly. I looked around for something to steal away his attention, before Maggie looked over to see everyone staring at her and pointing at her. “They have ten different types of lemonade—that’s too many lemonades,” I said, but my diversion was weak.

“What, are you not interested in her? Was she shit in the sack or something?” Ken asked.

“Huh? Uh, no, she was fine. Just not my type, I guess.”

“Any reason?” he asked.

“Nope. Just not my type.”

He looked back at her. She finished paying for her snack and she was turning to walk away. “Maybe I’ll ask her out, then,” he said. “You wouldn’t be mad, would you?”

But the thought of him going out with her made my stomach turn—not because it was a chance for him to find out about her secret, but because I didn’t like the idea of her seeing other men. I was jealous—jealous of my cross-dressing neighbour.


CHAPTER VII

“You don’t mind, do you?” Ken asked again. I didn’t know how to answer. I couldn’t possibly tell him that I minded. I couldn’t let him know that I had any feelings for her whatsoever. So I just shrugged my shoulders and shook my head. A big smile swept across his face. “I’m going to do it now, before I lose my buzz. If I don’t come back, don’t come looking for me.” He ran off through the crowd to catch up with her, leaving me standing with the other guys.

My instinct was to run after him and tell him to screw off, but I bit my tongue. If I didn’t plan on dating her, then why should I have the right to tell him to back off? She wasn’t my property. She was free to do whatever the hell she wanted.

I looked the other way and I tried to think of something else. Anything else. But I could only think about her. Goddamnit, it wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t I just be obsessed with a regular girl? Life would be so much easier…

“I want to ride The Zipper,” Jeremy said. “Before the lines get out of control.” So we wandered over to The Zipper. The line was already long, but I’d been at the fair before and I’d seen what those lines were capable of. So we stood in line for twenty-five minutes. And just as we reached the front of the line, I saw them: Ken and Maggie walking together. They had ice creams in hand, and Ken was drifting closer and closer. Her moved his ice cream from one hand to the other, to get ready to make his move, to hold her hand.

I could feel a burning deep in my chest. I hated seeing her with another guy. I hated to think that she was able to let me go so quickly after I’d betrayed her. “C’mon man, it’s our turn,” Jeremy said, stepping towards the ride we’d been waiting to get onto.

But I couldn’t get on. I had to do something about Maggie. I couldn’t let Ken steal her away from me. I couldn’t let Ken figure out her secret—not for my sake, but for her sake. He wouldn’t have kept it a secret. He would have used it to humiliate her. I couldn’t let that happen. “Go by yourself,” I said.

“But we just waited for half an hour!” he said as I ran away from him. He would survive on his own.

I had to fight through the crowd. I’d lost sight of Maggie and Ken. Last I saw, they were walking towards the dream house—a big house that you could tour and possibly win by purchasing enough lottery tickets. But there was a massive crowd trying to push their way into the house. I had to push through them. I got a lot of nasty remarks, along the lines of, “Hey you stupid jackoff!” and “Wait in line you dumb piece of shit!” I ignored the remarks. I needed to get to Maggie as soon as possible.

I shoved my way through the dream house, up the stairs, through the bedrooms and the bathrooms. But I couldn’t find them anywhere. I knew they were there somewhere. I could smell the sweet tinge of Maggie’s perfume—the same perfume she wore when we were at the movie theatre together, when I was tugging on her beautiful cock, making her come into my hand.

I came out the other side of the house and I looked around. They were gone. The crowds were growing even bigger as people poured into the fairgrounds, but no one was leaving. My heart stuttered when I looked forward and saw the haunted house—a lousy attraction that didn’t even interest small children; teenagers used it to make out, and every year they were catching people fucking in the poorly lit nooks.

What if Ken brought Maggie in there? What if he was planning on making a move? I wouldn’t hold it past Ken to go straight for the goods—he got slapped on the face once for sticking his hand up a chick’s skirt at a party, and he wasn’t even drunk yet. I’m sure Maggie would slap him away, but all he needed was one small feel between her legs.

I went into the haunted house. It was dark. I pulled out my phone and turned on the flashlight feature. I looked around. The place seemed empty. They’d even stopped putting actors inside of it, to save money, so it was just a series of poorly lit hallways covered in cheap fake cobwebs. But the place was a maze, and even though they hadn’t changed the layout since I was a kid, I still struggled to find my way through.

Then I heard her voice. “Stop it,” she said. She laughed. “I’m not kidding around, Ken, I said stop it.”

“C’mon, beautiful. Just relax,” Ken said.

“I don’t want to do this right now. Why don’t we go get a drink?’

“I’ve had enough to drink. Just relax, babe. I promise it will feel good.”

I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t find them. I turned around a corner, expecting to see them there, but the little nook was empty. There were staircases on either side of me, leading to different sections of the house. But I had no idea which one went where.

“Seriously, Ken. Stop,” Maggie said.

I ran up one of the staircases, finding myself in an empty hallway. I ran back down and went up the other one, but I just found myself in another empty hallway. I ran down the hall, my heart starting to pound fast. There was a long silence, and then: “What the fuck is this?” Ken’s voice echoed.

“Get your hand off of me,” Maggie replied.

There was another long silence. “Oh my God. You’re a… you’re a dude?”

I turned a corner and there they were, standing at the end of a long hallway. They both turned and looked at me. Ken was a step back from Maggie, his hands up in the air and his face pale. I was too late. He’d already discovered her secret. “Kevin, didn’t you say you fucked this chick? Were you lying or did you know that she’s a dude?”

“Ken, just drop it,” I said.

“So you knew? Holy shit, you slept with a dude—no wonder you’ve been acting so weird. The guys are going to shit when they hear this,” he said with a giant smile on his face.

“You forced yourself on me like a desperate perv. Are you going to tell them that, too?” Maggie asked.

“You can drop the voice now, sweetheart. We all know it’s not real,” Ken said, still with that triumphant smirk on his face.

“Ken, quit being an asshole and drop it. Just drop it.”

“No way. This is just too fucking funny. I can’t wait to tell the guys. And by the way, you came onto me,” he said to Maggie. “You were the one forcing yourself on me—not the other way around.”

“You think anyone will believe that?” I asked.

He laughed. “You think they’ll believe you—the guy who fucked a tranny?” His face was red with laughter. He had a good point. No one would believe me, even with Maggie on my side. I was doomed. He was going to tell my friends, and it wouldn’t be long before the whole school knew about Maggie and me. “When you fucked, who was on top?” he asked with that bone-chilling snicker.

“Seriously, Ken, drop it,” I said.

He walked past me. I grabbed his arm and looked him in the eyes. He just laughed. “You think you can threaten me into keeping my mouth shut?” he said. He was right. It would only look worse if I roughed him up. So I let him go. He walked away, leaving me alone with Maggie. He whistled joyously as he left, and then his whistling faded into nothing and he was gone.


CHAPTER VIII

Maggie stood still at the end of the hallway. “I didn’t come onto him,” she said.

“I know,” I said.

“You need to stop him. He’s going to tell everyone.”

“He doesn’t know who you really are, so all you really have to do is change your name—maybe start going to different parties,” I said.

“I’m not worried about me—I’m worried about you,” she said. She was looking at me with hurt in her eyes. She really was worried about me, and she clearly felt guilty about it, as if she should have done more to stop Ken. But it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t blame herself.

But she was right—in minutes, all of my friends would know that I’d fucked a cross-dressing boy. And there wasn’t much I could do about it—maybe I could run and try to bribe him out of talking. I had a few hundred bucks in my bank account; maybe that would be enough. “Well? You’re going to lose your chance,” she said.

“Let him talk. I don’t care,” I said.

“The whole school will find out,” she said.

“Good. I want them to know.” I walked up to her and I put my hands on her sides. “He didn’t hurt you, did he?”

“No,” she said. “But seriously—I don’t think you understand…”

“I understand just fine. The whole school is going to find out that we slept together. Big deal. Half of them were already drooling over you at the party. Most of them will secretly be jealous; the rest can flaunt their insecurities all they want. I don’t care about them. I just want you.” I kissed her on the lips. And it was true—something had clicked in my brain. Suddenly, I really didn’t care what other people thought about me. It wasn’t any of their business.

And what difference did it make what she was hiding under her skirt? She was still the same girl that every guy stared at when she walked into a party. She was still the same girl that Ken wanted to ask out. And most importantly, she was still the same girl that I’d spent the last decade fantasizing about. She was still Maggie, even if she had to play another role when her parents were around.

She kissed back, slipping a bit of tongue into my mouth like she liked to do. I pushed back her hair and then I caressed her arms. She was so soft and so fragile. But she was mine—and I wasn’t going to let her slip away again, not even for another afternoon.

“Are you sure about this?” she said.

“More sure than anything,” I said.

She smiled as I began to kiss her neck. “I know how you can prove it,” she said.

“How?” I was determined to prove it to her. I wasn’t just screwing around. I wasn’t just looking to get off quickly. I wanted her and no one else. I wanted her to be happy and cared for.

“Turn around,” she said. So I followed the command without hesitation. “Put you hands against the wall.” I did that, too. She ran her hands down my sides, and then she reached around and started undoing my belt. “This might hurt at first, but just try to relax.”

I took a deep breath. She tugged down my pants. I looked back to see her wiggling her panties down to her knees. She didn’t bother taking off her skirt—she simply hiked it up, revealing her hard erection. It wasn’t big, but it was about to be my first. I knew what was coming.

I looked forward and took another deep breath. I felt her tip press up between my butt cheeks. She was wet with her warm saliva. She rubbed herself in circles before beginning to press in. She was right—it did hurt at first as my anus stretched wide for the first time. But I bit my tongue and powered through. I clenched for a moment and then I released, letting her slide in deep. And once she was inside, the pain began to subside. “How does that feel?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Good,” I said. I loved the feeling of her pelvis against my bum, her chest against my back. I felt emasculated, but strangely, that didn’t seem like a bad thing. There was something exciting about being dominated. My heart started pounding when I reminded myself I was being stuffed by my girlfriend’s cock—though maybe she wasn’t my girlfriend yet, she certainly would be when I had my way.

She thrust hard and fast, slapping her pelvis into my butt. She was trying to get off quickly, and for good reason. We were at the end of a public hallway. At any moment, people could come around that corner and see us. So we needed to be fast. There was plenty of time for romance later—her parents wouldn’t be home for a few more days. And I’d already started looking into apartments with plenty of closet space for all of her clothes… Soon enough.

“I’m going to come,” she said through clenched teeth, and I could feel her hard cock bloating up. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm goo blasting inside of me. I couldn’t wait to feel it pouring out of my asshole. I wanted it so badly.

She came, and it was even better than expected. It felt so good, like something I’d been missing was finally back in its place. It was almost a shame when she had to pull herself out of me.

“Let’s go enjoy the fair,” I said, reaching my hand out. She took it with a big, red-cheeked smile on her face.

It wasn’t until the next day that I heard from the other guys. Ken had told them everything. But amazingly, they didn’t seem to care. A few of them snickered, but when they saw that I wasn’t fazed, they moved on. It wasn’t funny to them if I wasn’t bothered. And I could see in their eyes that they were a little bit jealous. How could anyone look at Maggie and not be jealous?

THE END
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