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CUTIE

Brian lost a big bet with his cousin, who happens to be one of the programmers for the upcoming fashion week. For losing, Brian has to get dolled up and walk the catwalk on national television. And it’s all Will’s fault; Will convinced him to take the stupid bet, after all.

So it only seems fair that Will should have to help Brian get ready for his reluctant modeling debut. And first, he needs help shaving those hard-to-reach areas. And there will be many more tasks before Brian feels that the boys are even.


CHAPTER I

Brian lost a big bet, and it was partially my fault.

I mean—it’s not like I forced him into taking the bet, but I did strongly encourage him to take my advice, which in retrospect, was not the best advice. But I had a strong feeling in my gut that the Penguins would win another Stanley Cup—how was I supposed to know that they would be blanked in the first round?

Brian made the bet with his cousin, Charlie. Charlie knew a surprising amount about hockey considering she was a girly girl. When she picked the Islanders to win that first round, I thought she was insane—especially since the Penguins had won two straight just a couple of years before. But apparently the director of our city’s annual fashion week knew more than her good looks let on. And poor Brian—now he had to get dolled up and walk the catwalk on the opening night of fashion week.

Had the Islanders lost, Brian was going to make Charlie clean out the bathroom of his rental property, which I got stuck helping Brian with. It was a nasty job. I couldn’t even begin to wrap my head around how a person could make such a putrid mess. I couldn’t help but wonder if Brian had pissed the tenants off before they moved out, or if he was renting the house out to a pack of gorillas.

“How did it end up so high on the walls?” I asked, covering my mouth with one hand while I used the other to operate a mop, scrubbing the nastiness off of the walls.

“Don’t talk. Let’s just get this done as quickly as possible,” Brian said. Brian was scrubbing the toilet, and I didn’t envy him. I was surprised he didn’t make me clean that nasty porcelain bowl after I gave him the lousiest hockey advice ever. But seriously—how could the Penguins not win a single game in that best of seven?

We spent eight long hours in that small bathroom, scrubbing and bleaching everything over and over. But even once the place was clean and radiating with chemical residue, the smell was still there, as if it had somehow oozed into the walls. “I think you’re going to have to rip the whole bathroom out,” I said.

“I’ll just let it air out over night—or maybe for the next week,” Brian said, shaking his head. We went to the living room to sit down for the first time in hours. The living room wasn’t in great condition either: holes in the walls, stains on the carpet, and the lingering odour of bad marijuana—even though the windows had been open since Brian got the keys back from the tenants.

“Sorry again about the bet,” I said, still feeling guilty. I couldn’t even imagine being in his position: having to walk down the catwalk dressed as a girl, in front of thousands of people—and it would be televised. “Has she already picked out an outfit?”

Brian looked at me with narrowed eyes. It was obvious that he was still pissed at me for feeding him the bad advice. He originally wanted to bet on the Islanders, but I talked him out of it. “I’ll see it tomorrow. She wants to keep it a surprise,” he said.

“At least it will all be over after a few minutes,” I said.

“Easy for you to say,” he said, still with those narrowed eyes. “You’re not the one who has to go up there. It’s going to be humiliating. And by the way, it’s not just a few minutes. I’ll have to spend an hour in a makeup chair beforehand, and I’m supposed to shave my whole body tonight. I’ve never shaved anything but my face before!”

My heart stuttered for him. “It won’t be so bad,” I said awkwardly. But damn, did it sound bad! I could even begin to imagine how humiliating it would be to walk out in front of the world with a shaved body, in a little dress and high heels. Was he expected to smile and wave at the crowd? Could he announce at the end of the stage that it was because of a bet? Would he have to explain to his whole family and all of his friends that it was just a bet?

“Whatever,” he said, shaking his head again. “Anyway—thanks for the help today. Do me a favour and don’t tune into fashion week tomorrow.” He stood up and walked over to the door. “Let’s lock this place up.”

I grabbed my coat and slipped out of the rental house while he locked up. Of course I was going to tune in to see him all dolled up. How could I miss such a spectacle? Hell—I couldn’t think of anything more entertaining. Even the Stanley Cup finals wouldn’t be as entertaining as Brian in drag on national television.

But the thought of his humiliation still left me with a terrible guilt in my gut. I felt like it was up to me to figure out a way to lessen his sentence. Maybe I could call Charlie and beg her to let him off the hook. Maybe him shaving his whole body could be enough of a humiliation. Or maybe I could just be a bad friend and let the show go on.


CHAPTER II

It was 11:00 PM and I was just about to go to sleep when my phone buzzed on my nightstand. I rarely got messages, never mind so late in the night. I picked up my phone and was surprised to see that Brian was messaging me. “I have an embarrassing problem and I need your help. Can you come over?”

“Now?” I replied.

“Either now or at 7:00 AM,” he said. I had to work at 7:30 AM, so I got dressed and I hopped in my car. I was tired. It had been a long time since I’d been out so late—not since I’d started my warehouse job, working so early every morning.

As I drove, I wondered: what kind of embarrassing problem could Brian be having? I was sure that it had something to do with his upcoming appearance at fashion week, but why was he calling me close to midnight for help?

I pulled up to his house. All of his lights were on inside, but his blinds were closed. I walked up to the door and rang the bell. The air was cooler than the usual May night—but the stars were bright and distracting. I could make out a number of constellations. And then I found myself wondering when I’d last looked up at the stars.

I had to ring the bell again after a minute of silence. Finally, after another thirty seconds, I could hear Brian’s footsteps approaching the door. The chill of the May night was starting to pierce my thin coat. Why wasn’t Brian answering the door? Why was he hesitating? I pressed the doorbell three times quickly, and then the door suddenly opened—but only a crack.

Brian stuck his head out cautiously. “Oh good, it’s you,” he said, sounding strangely relieved.

“Who the hell else would it be? You just asked me to come over? What’s going on with you?” I pushed his door open so I could squeeze in. Then I looked down at his body. He was wearing a housecoat, and it appeared as though he had nothing on underneath. His legs were shaved and glistening. His cheeks were red with embarrassment. “So what am I here for?”

He stared into my eyes for a moment, and then he looked away quickly as his face became a dark shade of red. “I need you to shave my backside.”

“Excuse me? Your what?”

“My ass and my taint. Just get over it, dude. It’s your fault I have to do this,” he snapped.

“Why the hell can’t you do it?”

“I tried!” he said. “But I can’t see anything. I can’t spread and shave and bend over and look in a mirror at the same time!”

“I’m pretty sure girls do it all the time—even teenaged girls,” I said. Then the image of his hairy taint came into my mind and a nausea filled my gut. I squirmed and looked away from him.

“Well I’m not a girl and I’ve never done this before. And it’s your fault I’m in this position, so just help me.”

I looked back into his eyes. I’d known him for almost ten years, but I’d never seen him so vulnerable before. And I probably wasn’t helping his state of humiliation—but did he really expect me to help him shave his private area? “Why do you even need to shave down there? Aren’t you going to be dressed?”

He groaned and looked away again. “I have to walk the stage three times: once in a gown, once in a cocktail dress, and once in a bikini.”

I had to put my hand against my mouth to stop myself from laughing. “A bikini?” I said with a snicker.

“Get over it!” he said. “I have the bikini bottoms on now, and they basically cover nothing—so I need to shave everything. My theory is: if I can look girly enough on the catwalk, no one will notice me. I just have to blend in, which means I can’t have any body hair when those super-high-definition cameras zoom in on me. I also can’t have any shaving cuts, so just bite your tongue and help me shave. We’ll be done in five minutes.”

He turned around and started towards his bathroom. I actually felt bad for him, even though his situation was hilarious. But maybe I still owed him, even after helping him clean that disgusting bathroom. Maybe it was my duty to make sure his body looked perfectly feminine so that his humiliation was lessened. Hell, maybe I could help him look so feminine that even his friends and parents wouldn’t recognize him, so he wouldn’t have that shame to deal with after his walk down the catwalk was finished.

He was standing in his bathroom with the razor in his hand. His bathrobe was still covering his body. He reached the razor out and I took it. There was still a curly hair on the blade, making me quiver. “Get over it,” he said again. The bright white light in the bathroom made the redness in his cheeks even more obvious. “Let’s just get this over with.”

“Well I can’t do anything until you take the robe off, dude,” I said.

He groaned again, and then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. I could hear the clock ticking in the living room down the stairs.

“I have to be at work in like seven hours, so it would be nice to get some sleep first,” I said.

He carefully pulled the robe off of his shoulders and let it fall to the ground. Then my heart bounced. He was wearing a tiny little strip of fabric—hardly even a thong! But that wasn’t what was so shocking; his body was hairless. His skin was completely smooth, and aside from his lack of tits, he kind of looked like a girl.

I opened my mouth to say something—anything to ease the sudden tension that filled the small bathroom—but no words came out.

“Just get over it,” he said.

I could see the short hairs poking out the sides of his little thong. I could now see how shaving that area could be a difficult task. I’d never shaved between my own legs, after all. “You’ll, uh, have to take the bottoms off. And then maybe you can lift you shaft up.”

It was a slow, awkward moment. He carefully nudged down his bottoms, revealing his cock and ball sack. His sack was empty: he had his testicles pushed up into his body so that he could squish everything into the tiny piece of stretchy fabric.

I sunk down slowly to my knees and held that razor up. My hand was trembling. I took a deep breath, and then I tried to take my first swipe. “Ouch!” he said. I didn’t cut him, but the razor had pulled on his trimmed hairs.

“You have to hold it tighter. It’s, uh, too loose,” I said.

He grabbed his ball sack and stretched it for me. “This is so humiliating,” he said.

“For you and me both,” I said. Now, with his skin pulled tight, I could gently swipe away the hair. I was terrified of cutting him, so I moved slowly. I wanted to move quickly, so I could get the hell out of there, but he was right: he couldn’t take to the stage on live television with a bunch of little cuts.

Shaving around his shaft was particularly awkward. He did the holding for me, but I could still see everything. His cock was small—or maybe it had just shrunk from being squished into that tiny pair of bikini bottoms.

“Almost done,” I said, carefully swiping the final hairs from around his shaft—not even leaving the tiniest bit of stubble. “Okay. Now put the bottoms back on and let’s see how I did.”

He was quick to pull the bottoms up. Now, he looked okay from the front, but from behind, the hair was still obvious. It was coming from his butt crack, and I wasn’t excited to get rid of it. “You’ll have to pull them down again,” I said. My voice cracked awkwardly, so I cleared my throat.

He didn’t say anything. He just turned around and tugged down his bottoms so they were around his thighs.

“Bend over and, uh, spread your cheeks,” I said.

“Oh God,” he groaned, and then he slowly followed the command. He used both of his hands to pull his ass cheeks apart, exposing his little pink asshole. There wasn’t much hair, thankfully, so I was able to make quick work of the area.

“There’s one other thing,” he said as I was finishing up that final area around his hole.”

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

“I’m supposed to bleach it. Maybe you can just do it for me while you’re down there. The kit is on the counter here. It has a brush and you just brush it on.” He handed me the little box. I opened it and pulled out the product. I wasn’t thrilled to brush chemicals up his ass crack, but I’d already come this far, so what difference did it make.

I read the directions. “It says you have to hold your cheeks apart for three minutes while the bleach works, then we can wipe it off.”

In the little box was a small plastic rod that looked like a finger. I spent a minute trying to figure out what it was, and then I looked at the directions and saw that it was the little device to get the bleach into the whole. ‘Press 1-2 inches into anus,’ it said.

So I brushed the chemicals on, and then I smeared some chemical onto the finger device. “Okay, try not to clench,” I said. I wanted to look away as I pushed the device into him, but for some reason I couldn’t. I watched as his hole stretched slightly to accommodate the bleaching finger. He groaned.

And for some reason, I chuckled—maybe thinking that I could ease the tension by pretending like I was just kidding around. “Have you ever been penetrated before?” I asked.

“Shut up,” he said.

“Do you like it?” I said, chuckling again. I took the finger and pushed it in further, and then I pulled it out. I did that a couple of times, until he kicked back at me—unable to use his hands to swat me away, as they were holding his butt cheeks apart.

“Stop it, Will,” he said. “This is embarrassing enough.”

So I stepped away and prayed that the three minutes could go by so I could be done with this nonsense. Then I noticed the plastic finger starting to slip out of his hole. So I reached forward and pressed it back in. “Hey!” he snapped. “What did I say?”

“It was about to fall out!” I said.

“Yeah, right,” he said.

“It’s true! It was falling out. It’s happening again!” I had to push the finger back in again, making him perk up. “Just clench it in place, so I don’t have to hold it.”

I watched him clench, then I stepped back again. Now, I was looking awkwardly around the room, trying to look anywhere but where his fingers were prying open his butt. And then I noticed his bikini bottoms around his thighs again. From my current vantage point, I couldn’t see his head or face. From where I was sitting on the floor, he actually looked like a girl, bent over with a toy in her asshole. He even had his ball sack and shaft up on the counter where I couldn’t see them.

And then I looked into the mirror and was able to see the reflection of his cock. That’s when I saw the biggest shock of the night: he had an erection. He probably didn’t know that I could see it in the mirror. Was it from the penetration? Did it actually feel good? Is that why he was so against me pushing it in over and over?

My heart stuttered, and I became overwhelmed by a curiosity. “It’s coming out again,” I said—and this time I was lying. I reached forward and pressed it in far. He clenched and let a groan slip out from his lips—but the groan almost sounded more like a moan, as if he liked it. In the mirror reflection, I watched his cock twitch. Did I have that bleach finger pressed against his sweet spot?

“Stop pushing it out,” I said—lying again as I reached forward and pushed it in more. He moaned again. His legs trembled.

My phone’s timer went off; it was time to wipe the chemicals off of him. I used a soft cloth with warm water. Then, I rinsed the finger device off and wrapped it in the thin fabric sleeve that it came with, which was designed to clean the excess chemical out from the hole. “I have to put it back in. Are you ready?” I asked.

“Just get it over with,” he said. So I pushed it back into his body, this time with that little cotton sleeve. I pressed it in and pulled it out, twisting it slightly each time to ensure I was getting all of the chemical out of him, so he wouldn’t end up with any embarrassing burns.

His crack and hole looked amazingly clean and pale, just like a porn star. I pulled that finger out of him and quickly tossed it into the garbage. Then I heard him release a gentle moan. He didn’t move from his bent position, as if he was reveling in the lingering euphoria. I stared down at his body, which looked cute and curvy from up above.

An idea came into my head and my heart started pounding. “Spread your cheeks again,” I said.

He reached back and followed the command. I pulled down my fly and fished out my cock, which was almost completely erect. I quietly spat into the palm of my hand and wiped the saliva up and down the length of my shaft. “Don’t clench,” I said. I pressed my tip against his bleached hole, and then I began to push in. My heart started pounding even harder. Why wasn’t he telling me to stop? Why wasn’t I forcing myself to stop? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to have gay sex—especially with my best friend! Yet there I was: heart pounding with adrenaline and a strange, unwanted lust. I pressed my cock into his asshole, penetrating him.

He moaned and squirmed. I looked down at his smooth legs, and then I felt his soft hips. “Let go now,” I said. He released his butt cheeks, letting them hug my shaft, which was now half inside of his body. I pushed in further. He clenched. “I told you not to clench,” I said. After a moment of silence, he released. I pushed in even further, feeling his tight anal walls hugging me. “You’re so tight.”

He didn’t reply. He just remained bent over, clutching his sink with white knuckles. I ran my hands back down his smooth, feminine legs. As long as I didn’t look into the mirror, it wasn’t gay. As long as I couldn’t see his face, I was having sex with a girl. This was no different from sticking my cock into a girl’s asshole. Even his toenails were painted a cute shade of white.

I started to thrust, pulling back and plunging forward. He moaned. Even his moan sounded impressively feminine, letting my anxious heart know that I wasn’t doing something that was gay.

But how would I ever look into Brian’s eyes again? How could we ever hang out after this? Even if I stopped now, the damage was already done—so there was no sense in stopping. I clutched his hips and held him tight as I plunged down harder. Then I noticed his erection in the mirror again. It was hard and throbbing, as if it was about to burst. I tried to look away, but it was mesmerizing.

“Come for me,” I said.

He didn’t reply, unless you count his moaning. I pumped faster and faster, clutching his hips harder—digging into his skin with my fingernails. My pelvis was slapping against his soft ass, leaving red marks. Hopefully those red marks would fade overnight. Hopefully I wouldn’t stretch his asshole so wide that he would have a gaping hole showing underneath his bikini thong while he walked the catwalk on national television.

I pumped harder. He groaned louder. It felt so good—I couldn’t stop, no matter how badly I wanted to. “Fucking come for me,” I said through clenched teeth. I looked at his cock again, which was throbbing harder than ever before. His tip was a shade of red. His moans were loud. I knew I couldn’t hold on for much longer, but I couldn’t come before him. I had to see him come.

And ten seconds later, I got what I wanted. His cock suddenly started spewing hot strands of white across his countertop. The first few blasts were powerful enough that they reached the back wall. The final few were so weak that they just pooled underneath his cock, oozing out from his hole like a slowly deflating water balloon.

I reached out and scooped some of his cum up with my hand. I pulled my cock out of his body, smeared that cum down the length of my shaft, and then I penetrated him again, filling his hole with his own product. He moaned again. His body was limp, and I was almost finished with it.

I pumped harder and harder and harder, groaning louder and louder—until I was filling his hole with my own climax. I emptied my first few shots into him, and then I pulled out to spray his back, just to add to his sexy humiliation.

Then, as the final glob of cum oozed out from my cock, I realized what I’d done. I looked down at that limp feminine body and remembered that it belonged to Brian. I’d just fucked Brian in the ass. I’d just covered my dick with Brian’s cum. I stumbled back, watching my creampie ooze out from his stretched asshole. I tried to say something along the lines of an apology, but no words came out. So I just cleared my throat and left. I didn’t want to be around when he gathered the energy to stand up. I didn’t want to see the reaction on his face. So I just went home and I turned off my phone, just in case he tried to send me a message.

My heart was racing. As I crawled into bed, I tried to convince myself that it didn’t really happen, that it was just a tired hallucination—or maybe even just a strange daydream. But the image of his stretched hole never left my mind. Even after I final fell asleep, that moment played back in my dream, seemingly on repeat. When my alarm went off in the morning, I had a feeling I’d done something with Brian that I would never forget until the day that I died.


CHAPTER III

My boss commented on how tired I looked. “Did you get any sleep last night?” he asked.

“A few hours. A friend had an emergency and I had to help,” I said. My heart stuttered and a fear flickered through me, as if I was worried my boss would somehow be able to tell that I’d actually gone over to a friend’s house to shave his body and to have gay sex.

I still couldn’t believe that I fucked Brian. I couldn’t believe that I had sex with a man—or that a man would let me have sex with him. Why didn’t he stop me? Why didn’t I stop myself?

The day was dragging by slowly. I kept looking up at the clock, which seemed like it wasn’t ticking at all. Then it was suddenly eleven, and I remembered that the fashion week broadcast was due to start at eleven. As if on cue, my boss came up to me and said, “You look like you’re going to pass out. Go take a twenty minute nap in the break room.”

“I’m sorry. I won’t be so tired tomorrow,” I said. I felt bad. I’d only been working at the warehouse for a few months, and I’d already made a few big mistakes—like when I accidentally crashed the forklift, and when I dropped a large box of fragile dishware. I was pretty sure I was already on some sort of secret probation.

So I went to the break room, planning to take a quick nap on the couch so that I could redeem myself before the end of the day. Then I noticed the television in the corner, playing the morning news. I grabbed the remote and switched over to the fashion week broadcast. The catwalk had already started.

The production value was high and the models were all surprisingly pretty (considering they were all local—no offense to the local girls). The main camera was set up on a large jib, and it would come down for a cinematic swooping shot every time a new girl took to the catwalk.

The models looked professional, with serious looks on their faces. Some of their outfits were outrageous and over the top: an entire dress made out of caution tape, a bikini made out of plastic rings from beer six-packs, and a tight cocktail dress made with real bear fur. But some of the outfits were more grounded in reality: simple one-piece bathing suits, tight solid dresses, and so on. I knew I was supposed to be taking a nap, but now I was curious to see what Brian would come out in—or if I would even recognize Brian. Some of the girls were wearing pounds of makeup. One girl had eye shadow that extended from the bridge of her nose to her ears on either side, as if she was an Amazon tribeswoman. One girl had eyelashes that were so long, they nearly reached halfway up her forehead.

Then a cute girl walked out in a tight yellow dress. She didn’t look quite as professional as the others. Her face was red and she was unsteady in her tall high heels. She looked around as she slowly walked out. She didn’t quite have the same pace as the other girls. Her dress was so short that it exposed her butt with every step she took. Halfway down the catwalk, she reached down and tried to tug her skirt down, as if she was overly conscious of the fact the whole country was seeing her ass.

Then they went in for a close-up and my heart stopped beating momentarily. The girl in the yellow dress was Brian. And my God, was he convincing. Had it not been for the beauty mark on his temple, I’m not sure I would have recognized him. “Holy shit,” I muttered.

“She’s cute, eh?” said a voice behind me, making me jump. I spun around to see Ethan, one of my co-workers, standing by the door with a coffee in his hand. “These girls are apparently local, but I’ve never seen any of them around.”

I wanted to ask how long he’d been standing there for—and for how long had I been completely zoned out. Instead, I just smiled and nodded my head, worried any other reaction would give him a hint as to what was really on my mind.

I looked back at the screen. Brian was leaving the stage and the next girl was coming out. “Man—I would pay money to fuck that girl in the yellow. Too bad she’s probably some model they flew in from Paris or something.”

I wanted to tell him that the models were all local, but I just kept my mouth shut. “You can change the channel if you want.”

“No—leave it. Maybe the cute girls will take my mind off of the warehouse for five minutes.” He took a long sip from his coffee. I knew that it was my cue to lie down and try to get a short nap in, but instead I just went back to work. I knew I wouldn’t nap as long as that broadcast was on.

I worked for the next half an hour. Then I nearly dozed off when I was sorting through a shipment from one of our biggest clients. I ended up messing up the alphabetical order the boxes were supposed to be in, and of course my boss was there to notice. “Go take that nap or go home,” he said.

So I tried to nap one more time. I walked into that break room, completely planning to put my head down to sleep, but on cue, Brian came on the screen again. This time he was in his bikini. I recognized the bottoms: the same ones that were around his thighs when I pressed my cock into his tight asshole.

He looked good in the bikini. You couldn’t even tell that he had a completely flat chest—in fact, his flat chest almost suited him in a weird way. His body was glistening, as if they rubbed him with oil. My heart was pounding fast now as the vivid memories of the previous night began rushing into my head. When Brian turned around, I could see his whole butt, and his neatly bleached butt crack. His bouncing cheeks were strangely mesmerizing. Now I knew sleep was impossible. My heart rate was high and my gaze was glued to the screen, even though Brian was gone now.

I wondered if anyone recognized him except for me. Should I text him to find out? Should I congratulate him on his modelling debut? Or should I just leave him alone for a few weeks, until we both forgot about that little gay moment we had together? Would we ever forget? Would our friendship ever be the same, or was it over?

I no longer needed a nap. My mind was racing and my heart was pounding, and it stayed that way until my shift was over, three hours later—it even stayed that way until I got home and I found myself on the local fashion week website, watching the replay of the catwalk. First, I watched the cocktail dress that I missed. It was tight and black, hugging Brian’s delicate curves. Before he turned around at the end of the catwalk, he let a little smile slip, as if he was actually enjoying himself—or maybe he was just getting into character to blend in better. He looked good, though when I watched the second time, I noticed the slight bulge between his legs. Apparently he couldn’t keep it hidden in that tight little number.

I was watching the bikini segment of the show over again when my phone buzzed, making me jump. I picked it up and saw that Brian was calling me. I hesitated before answering, worried that it was going to be the final talk of our friendship: him telling me that he was no longer comfortable seeing me. So I was shocked when I answered and he said, “Want to help me clean out the basement of the rental tonight?” His voice was calm and normal, as if nothing had happened—as if he hadn’t gotten dolled up and televised for fashion week, and as if we hadn’t done naughty things together the night before.

“Tonight?” I asked after a moment of nervous tension.

“Yeah. We can order a pizza—on me.”

I agreed after another pause. Maybe he was just trying hard to pretend like nothing happened between us, so that things could go back to normal sooner rather than later—and maybe that was the best plan. Maybe that’s exactly what we needed to get our friendship back on course.

But now I was terrified of seeing him face-to-face. I was worried that I would look into his eyes and see the pretty girl in the yellow dress and not my old best friend. What if things went too well? What if we ended up fooling around again? What if that’s exactly what he wanted?

No—it couldn’t be that. Surely he just wanted to act like things were normal, and that’s exactly what I wanted to do as well. Or was that what I wanted?


CHAPTER IV

Brian had a clueless smile when he answered the door. “Come on in. Help yourself to a beer from the fridge.” He turned around and casually strolled over to the couch, taking a seat as he popped open his own fresh beer. He didn’t even seem to notice my timid apprehension as I carefully stepped into his house, looking around for any surprises.

His house was clean. He seemed more relaxed than usual—certainly more relaxed than he had been since he’d lost that bet with his cousin. “So it went well today?” I asked. “I didn’t have a chance to catch the broadcast.” I lied so he wouldn’t think that I watched because of what we’d done the night before.

“It went okay,” he said. “I’m just glad that it’s all over. I feel like I can finally breathe.”

“That’s good,” I said. I carefully grabbed a beer from the fridge. He had the game on the TV. Normally, I would have taken the sofa chair next to the couch, but there was a heavy duffle bag there. I thought about moving it, but there was an open seat right next to him, and I didn’t want him thinking that I would sooner do a bit of labour instead of sitting next to him—so I sat next to him.

A cool chill ran down my spine. I looked over at him with a quick smile, and then I looked back at the TV. “Think the Bruins will go all the way this year?” I asked, awkwardly rubbing my car with the tips of my fingers.

“I don’t know. It sure seems that way right now—but anything could happen the way things have been going.” He looked over at me with a smile, making my body stiff. Could he not remember what we’d done? Was his bum hole not still sore from me plunging it with my cock? I looked down at the ground, trying to think of a topic of conversation, so that I could pull my mind—and his—away from that horrible elephant in the room. But what could I talk about? The only topic that came to mind was sex. I still couldn’t believe that I’d had sex with my best friend! I couldn’t believe he bent over and let me stick my cock in his ass. I couldn’t believe how good he looked walking the catwalk on TV.

I cleared my throat, and then I asked the only stupid question that came to my mind. “So was it fun, being on TV?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it was kind of fun. It all happened so fast.”

I nodded my head slowly, processing his words slowly. It was hard listening to him instead of the voice in my head that was rattling off at a thousand words per second. “Really?”

“Yeah. I just showed up and they pulled me aside, sat me in a chair, and then three girls started dolling me up. They swarmed me like bees, and then ten minutes later, I was standing in a long line-up of beautiful women. The line moved quickly. I hardly had enough time to figure out how to stand in my high heels—and then I was suddenly on that stage, with five different cameras swirling around me. I managed to walk up and down, and then I was being swarmed back stage again. They pulled my outfit off, changed my hair, and then I was suddenly back in that line. It was a seriously surreal experience.”

“It sounds like it,” I said.

“But it was fun,” he said, looking back at the TV. He let out a little nervous laugh. “They even let me keep the outfits and everything. Or maybe they were just too busy to get them back from me—I haven’t really figured that out yet. They’re all upstairs.”

My heart stuttered. “Really?” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

He nodded his head. The game came back on and the room became silent. We stared at the screen, though I wasn’t watching. I couldn’t even remember who was playing, even though the team names were on the screen in front of me. My mind was spinning fast. My heart was racing hard. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck.

Then the period was suddenly over. Had we watched the whole twenty minutes? Or did I walk in near the end? How long had we been sitting on that couch for?

I looked over at Brian and he looked over at me. “I had a feeling it was going to be a runaway game,” he said. Was it a runaway game? Who was playing? What was the score? Was my face as pale as it felt? I nodded my head slowly, hoping I wouldn’t look too much like a frightened doe. Then he looked over at his bedroom door. “Want to see all of the stuff they let me keep?” he asked.

My heart trembled and clenched. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I could feel that cold shiver again; this time it crawled all the way down to my toes. “O—Okay,” I finally managed to say, stuttering like a fool. Brian stood up and started towards his room. I stood up slowly. My joints cracked and my muscles tensed up. Brian was already up in his room, but I hadn’t even taken my first step.

I managed to take a deep breath. He was just showing me some clothes—it wasn’t a big deal. It’s not like he was inviting me into his room to suck my cock.

“You coming?” he called out.

“Yeah—I’m on my way,” I called back. I made my way up the stairs and then I approached his door. Time seemed to be moving in slow motion. I still couldn’t believe this was really happening. A few days before, our friendship was so normal. Now, it was just confusing.

Brian was standing by his bed, holding the yellow dress in one hand and the long brown wig in the other. “Here it is—the outfit I wore on the stage.”

Next to him I saw the bikini and the tight cocktail dress. My heart bounced again, and I managed to force a smile. “Wow. And it fit okay?” It was a stupid question, but it was the only question I could think to ask.

“Yeah, it fit fine. Want to see?” he asked. The room was suddenly silent. Why was he asking if I wanted to see? Why would he want to put himself through the torment of being dolled up again?

I shrugged my shoulders, trying to pretend like I didn’t care one way or the other. “I don’t know. I guess so,” I said.

“Okay—hold on. Give me a second.”

I turned around and stepped out from his room. Once I was around the corner, I gave myself a slap on the cheek. What the hell was I doing? Why was I even at Brian’s house? Did I honestly think that we would both just forget about what had happened, just one night before?


CHAPTER V

I paced the hallway carefully, stepping down softly with each step so that Brian wouldn’t hear my nervousness through his thin bedroom wall. I thought about leaving—calling out that I had to tend to an emergency. I even thought about faking a phone call, so I wouldn’t have to subject myself to any more of Brian’s torture—but I didn’t go through with any of my little plans. Instead, I kept pacing, waiting for that terrible moment—and then that moment came. “Okay, come on in,” Brian called out.

I took a deep breath. I still had no idea why he wanted me to see him dressed up in his girly modelling clothes. I had no idea why he wanted me to come over—it was starting to seem like he wanted me to come over so he could show off his feminine body. But why? Wasn’t he ashamed of the fact that he looked so convincing as a woman on television?

“You coming, Will?” he called out.

“Yeah—coming!” I said, and then I stalled for another moment. Finally, I stepped into his room.

He was in the dress and the wig. He even had a cute pair of black heels on his feet, and a bit of eyeliner around his eyes. “What do you think?” he asked, doing a little spin. The light fabric of his dress’ skirt lifted up off the ground, almost enough that I could see the bottom of his perky bum.

“Very nice,” I said, nodding my head. “What do you think?”

“The fabric is surprisingly soft. Come and feel it.”

I walked over and felt the fabric. He was right: it was soft. But why did he care? Why did he think that I would care? Why did he want me any closer to him? “So did you enjoy yourself today?” I asked cautiously.

He shrugged his shoulders, and then he nodded his head. “I guess I did—yeah.”

I laughed. “But you’re not going to become, like, a cross-dresser or something—are you?” I looked down to his feet and noticed that his toenails were painted the same yellow colour as his dress.

He laughed: a nervous sound. “I don’t know. Don’t you think I look cute?”

I made my own terribly nervous laugh. “I don’t know. I guess you pass.”

“Pass what?” he asked.

“You pass as a girl,” I said, in case it wasn’t obvious. And then I realized he maybe thought I meant that he passed my own criteria of what made a cute and fuckable girl.

His lips curled into a smile and his cheeks turned red. Then, he turned around and walked over to his bed. He bent over and stretched his arms far across the mattress. His yellow dress rode up, exposing his perky tush, which was still smooth from when I’d shaved it for him. He said nothing as he remained in that vulnerable position. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Do whatever you want to me,” he said in a soft, girly voice. “I’m all yours. I won’t tell anyone.”

“Brian, this is crazy,” I said.

“Breanne—call me Breanne.”

I opened my mouth to tell him again that he was acting crazy, but now there was a lump in my throat preventing words from escaping. I tried to swallow that lump, but it wouldn’t go down. I stared at his body, and his soft curves. His bum really did look amazing, and I did like the idea of feeling that amazing euphoria of his tight asshole one more time. Besides, we’d already done it once—so what was the harm in going at it once more?

I put my beer can down on his dresser and took a deep breath. Then I hesitated again. What if he was just teasing me? What if he was just trying to see if I would actually do it, and then he would spin around and call me a ‘fag’ or something? Was it a trap? Or did he really want to fool around? Did he really want me to call him Breanne?

I carefully stepped up to him. I reached down and gently pulled him the skirt of his yellow dress, exposing the entirety of his soft, round bum. He was wearing a thong, which I slowly pulled down his thighs. Then I grabbed his warm cheeks with both of my hands and I spread him wide, exposing that tight asshole, which was still a bit red from the day before.

I took a long, deep breath—desperately trying to regain my sanity. Where had it gone? When had I lost it?

“Do whatever you want,” he said again with that soft girly voice.

My whole body trembled. My mind was spinning too fast now—so fast that I couldn’t catch a single thought. I awkwardly walked around the bed, so that I was standing next to him. Then I reached down for my belt and said, “I want you to suck me.”

He looked up at me with his big, shining eyes. His lips curled into a smile. “Okay. Take it out.”

I looked down as I fumbled with my belt. My hands were shaking. I was crossing into forbidden territory once again—but this time, I should have known better. I already knew what it was like accepting a terrible regret into my life, and now I was accepting a second one. I pulled out my flaccid cock and then I began to stretch it forward, massaging it to get it nice and hard. Then he reached out and pushed my hand off of my shaft so that he could take over. He squeezed my cock firmly and massaged it with long strokes, pulling it out and squishing it back down. It felt good—but terrible at the same time, because I knew that hand belonged to a man, and not just any man: my best friend.

I squirmed and closed my eyes. I could feel myself getting hard fast, even though a part of me wished that I wouldn’t be able to get hard at all. Then suddenly, while I was trying to muster my sanity back, I felt his warm, wet tongue slide under the base of my shaft, and then I felt my whole cock enter into the damp chamber that was his mouth. I opened my eyes and looked down. He was sucked me off, just like I wanted—or was it what I wanted? He bobbed his head with his pretty eyes shut tight. His lips slid all the way down into my pubic hair and his tongue slid all over my cock in every direction, stimulating me in ways I’d never been stimulated.

“Oh God,” I heard myself mutter. I wasn’t sure if I said it in embarrassment or in euphoria. I released a deep lungful of air. My cock was rock hard now, and it was entirely inside of his mouth. He sucked quickly and eagerly, as if he really wanted to taste my cum. I reached down and slipped my fingers into his soft hair, and then I started thrusting my cock down into his throat, which he seemed to like. He gagged a little bit, but he managed to gather himself impressively.

“That feels good,” I said, feeling the back of his throat with the tip of my cock.

He gently nodded his head—as much as he could under the circumstances. Then I found myself looking down at his ass again, which was still uncovered and still perky, begging to be stuffed. My head was hot and my sensibilities were elsewhere. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue, and then I pulled my cock out from his mouth. Saliva fell down his chin. He looked up at me.

I said nothing as I walked back around. I grabbed his butt cheeks and I spread them wide. He quickly readjusted himself, perking his bum up into the air to get ready for a good fucking. I slapped my warm, saliva-slicked cock down between his cheeks. Then I slid my tip up to his tight hole. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue as I began to press in. I was doing it again, even though I regretted it so much the first time. I couldn’t stop myself. I had a new addiction that needed to be satisfied. I groaned as I squished my cock into his hole. He moaned as if he already loved it—and he probably was.

I watched as my cock disappeared into his tight cavern. Then I grabbed both of his cheeks and squeezed before thrusting away. Now he was moaning consistently. At least his moan sounded feminine. At least his body and face looked feminine. At least his ass and legs were hairless like a girl’s. At least he wanted me to say ‘Breanne’ instead of Brian. But did any of that really make any difference? I still knew that I was fucking a man, didn’t I? His cock and ball sack were still only an inch away from my erect penis—didn’t that matter?

It maybe mattered, but it didn’t stop me. I pumped him fast and hard, looking down at his feminine body, admiring his curves and the amazing girly sound that was coming out from his lips. It was a perfect, euphoric moment—until I did something truly regrettable.

I reached around and dug my hand underneath his body, until my fingers were wrapped around his erection. I clutched it tight and I began to rub it, feeling his pumping veins and warm, bulbous tip. Why was I grabbing his cock? Had I not grabbed that shaft, I could have convinced myself that I wasn’t doing anything unusual. I could have convinced myself that Brian was basically a girl, so there was nothing wrong with fucking him. But with my hand around his shaft, I couldn’t come up with any such justifications. I was fucking a man, and it was frighteningly obvious. Yet I couldn’t stop.

I was grunting with each thrust. I had my fingertips pushed deep into his skin—it was probably painful, but he did nothing to stop me. I looked down and noticed his legs were trembling. I could feel an intense throbbing in his cock, so I squeezed tighter and beat him harder. Then I suddenly felt a heavy pulsing. I slid my hand up to his tip and felt globs of warm cum oozing out. I kept my hand there until I had all of it, then I wiped his load all over his shaft and ball sack, and then I slid the rest up to his butt cheek.

Now it was my turn to come. I gripped him tight and forced myself deep inside of him for one last hard thrust. He screamed as I unloaded deep inside of his body.

I groaned loudly until I pulled out and stumbled back. He remained still: limp, as if he was unconscious. I became frozen at the sissy sight of him: cum oozing out from his hole while his bum glistened with his own thinly spread substance. It was a shocking sight—especially once my sanity came rushing back to me.

I cleared my throat and quickly put my cock away. “Are you okay?” I asked after a minute. He still hadn’t moved.

He mumbled something—just a noise to let me know that I hadn’t killed him.

“Okay. I guess I should get going then,” I said.

Then he turned his head to look at me. “Don’t you want to watch the rest of the game?” he asked, still using his girly voice.

“The game?” I said. It took me a moment to remember that we’d been watching a hockey game. “Okay—I guess we can finish the game.”

I went downstairs and got another beer. I took a seat on the couch with my racing heart and then I stared blankly at the television screen. It was two minutes later when Breanne came down the stairs: cleaned up, but still in her makeup, wig, heels, and yellow dress. She took the seat next to me. We sat in an awkward silence for a minute before she leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. For some reason, I reached out and put my arm over her, pulling her in tight as the game resumed. We said nothing for that final period of hockey. We said nothing as a movie came on after the game was over. We said nothing until it was past midnight—and then I finally broke the cuddling silence by saying, “I should get home to sleep. I have to work tomorrow.”

“Okay,” she said, sitting up. “I’ll see you later then.”

“See you.”

I left awkwardly. I pulled around the block with my car, and then I pulled over onto the side of the street. I put my car into park and then I pressed my forehead against my steering wheel. What had I just done?


CHAPTER VI

It was lunchtime the next day and I couldn’t get Breanne off of my mind. Some moments were terrifying, realizing that I’d fucked my best friend twice: full-blown gay sex. And then some moments I felt calm, imagining her perfect curves and her cute, flashing eyes. But that dread never stopped lingering in my gut. Even when I was thinking about how cute and convincing she was, I never forgot her reality.

I sent her a text message before the end of my lunch break. “Want to hang out tonight?”

It was twenty minutes later when I felt my pocket vibrating. I slipped aside, away from my boss’ view (as we weren’t technically allowed to have our phones on us while we worked). I had a new text message from her. “I’d love to, but I was invited to this fashion week gala thing. It runs until midnight.”

“No worries,” I replied, and then I went back to work. I felt disappointed, but also relieved. I didn’t need to be fooling around with a boy. I needed to start pulling my life back on track, before it was too far-gone. Maybe it was already too far-gone…

It was an hour later when my pocket vibrated again. I slipped aside once more and read the message. “Actually, I was told that I could bring a plus-one. Do you want to come with me?”

My heart bounced. Was she asking me to go to the gala with her as Breanne, or was she asking as Brian? I wanted to ask, but I was afraid of the answer either way. So I simply said, “Okay, sure.”

“It’s at the Granton Hotel. I’ll meet you in the lobby at eight.”

“Okay,” I said. But I had no idea what I was signing myself up for. If she was going to be dolled up, then did I really want to be seen out in public with her? If they recognized her, what would they think of me? And if she was going as Brian, then why did I want to go? I didn’t want to go to a fashion week gala with a dude—especially with the sexual tension that was still lingering between us.

Either way, it seemed like a bad idea—but either way, I was locked into going. I started getting ready the moment I got home. I ironed my best shirt and then I fetched my best pair of slacks from deep within my closet. I took a long shower and I carefully shaved my face, so I would look my best. I wanted to look good for Breanne. I wanted her to want to fuck me.

My stomach groaned. Why did I want anything to do with Breanne? Why was I letting these thoughts enter into my mind? Why didn’t I have the willpower to expel them?

I ate a small dinner—as much as I could stomach in my state of anxiousness. I kept looking up at the clock, which seemed to be stuck, until it was suddenly 7:45 PM: time to leave. I put on my shoes and I quickly chewed a piece of minty gum. My heart was pounding ferociously. If I weren’t careful, I would end up collapsing at the gala from a heart attack. Then I would be remembered as the guy who died while on a date with his cross-dressing girlfriend. But she wasn’t my girlfriend—she was just my friend… My friend who I occasionally fucked in the ass—my friend who I occasionally stroked off.

Then I was suddenly standing in front of the Granton Hotel. The air was cold and the hotel was glowing warm, but I was afraid of going in. I watched as well-dressed men and beautiful women went inside. Photographers and journalists were whirring around, trying to capture every moment—snapping pictures of every person in the off chance they were famous. I could see one photographer looking at me, trying to decide if I was worth photographing—or maybe he was just trying to figure out if I was one of the invitees.

As I started to walk towards that front door, more heads turned my way. One photographer raised his camera in my direction and then three others did the same. Suddenly I was being engulfed by flashing lights. I winced away, tempted to cover my face. What if they came inside and pictured me with Breanne? What would my family members think if they saw me schmoozing with my cross-dressing best friend?

Breanne was inside waiting for me with a big smile on her dolled-up face. I was relieved to see her as a girl, and not as a boy. I was relieved to see that she was fully done up, with eyeliner, eye shadow, lip-gloss, blush, contouring: the works. She looked like a girl, and she looked nothing like Brian. I felt safe knowing that no one would look at us together and say, ‘That man is with a cross-dresser!’ but then I remembered that her cousin was probably at the event, and her cousin would probably recognize her. And her cousin was obviously close to Breanne’s family—and Breanne’s family was close to my family. So it wouldn’t take much gossiping for this to reach the ears of my parents.

She came up to me and kissed me on both cheeks. “Thanks so much for coming,” she said.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, looking around cautiously. There were a few photographers moving around the room like seasoned hunters. We probably weren’t on their radar—especially seeing as Breanne wasn’t a professional model, unlike many of the other girls in attendance. But I was still nervous nonetheless—especially when Breanne grabbed my hand and said, “Let’s go mingle.”

I couldn’t believe how confident she was, as if she wasn’t even a little bit afraid of people realizing who she really was. We lived in a small city—it would take long for her secret to spread to every set of ears once it was out in the open. And wasn’t she afraid of making that gossip even worse by bringing me along with her? I reluctantly squeezed my fingers around her hand.

We chatted with a few people I’d never met before. The first few were older men. One was a photographer Breanne had already been chatting with. “Preston is going to shoot me next week—maybe for a spot in a magazine,” she said after introducing me.

Preston laughed. “Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ll submit to a few magazines I have connections with, but I can’t make any guarantees.”

I looked over at Breanne, trying to get a better read on where her mind was. Did she really like this whole dressing up thing? Was she seriously going to pursue a modelling career? Had this always been a thing and I was just finding out about it now? Or had all of this nonsense started just a few days before, when they first dolled her up to walk that catwalk?

Then we met some other models: beautiful women, who either didn’t know that Breanne was actually a man, or they didn’t care. They talked to her as if she was one of their girlfriends, and then they talked to me as if I was her long-term boyfriend. “You’ve got such a pretty girlfriend,” one of the girls said. I was tempted to dismiss the accusation, but instead I just smiled and kept my mouth shut. More than anything, I was beginning to worry that Breanne was going to get the idea in her head that we had moved beyond being best friends. I didn’t want to have to break up with my long-time best friend—our situation was already awkward enough as it was.

Finally, we were invited to a long table of models and photographers and fashion designers. Everyone was drinking and chatting while I sat silently, trying to process everything. Just a few nights before, we were just buddies who liked to drink beer and watch hockey games. Because of one silly little bet, we were now sitting like boyfriend and girlfriend at a long table of members of the fashion industry, talking about how beautiful Breanne was up on the catwalk. Was I dreaming? Was I about to wake up and think, ‘What a ridiculous dream!’?

I felt a hand slip on top of my hand. I looked down and instantly recognized the yellow nail polish. I looked over at Breanne and saw that she was looking into my eyes. She had a big smile on her face. I wanted to ask what she was doing, and then her smirk grew just a little bit, letting me know that she had a naughty idea on her mind. I felt the colour drain from my face.

Then she pulled my hand towards her lap, underneath that table. I tried not to move my shoulders, so that the people around us wouldn’t think to check to see what we were up to. She pulled my hand under her dress and then she forced my fingers underneath her panties. I felt the soft, warm flesh of her penis. I took a deep breath. She let go of my hand, as if she knew that I knew what to do from here—and I certainly did know what she wanted me to do. But could I do it? Could I jerk her off in public without being caught?

I wrapped my fingers around her cock and I began to subtly massage. I looked around the table with a cool smile on my face. I wasn’t a risk taker. I didn’t like gambling—so this was absolute torture. But it couldn’t have been so bad, because I didn’t stop myself. I wasn’t being forced to jerk her off—I had the freedom to stop whenever I wanted. But I wasn’t stopping.

I got her hard. Now I was stroking the length of her long shaft, which I’d done before. I loved the feeling of that throbbing shaft in my hand. I loved knowing that it was hard for me and for nobody else. I squeezed that shaft tight and I felt it twitch. Did she want me to make her come? If so, then where was she expecting the cum to go? Was I supposed to aim it under the table and hope that it didn’t end up on some model’s thousand dollar heels?

I pulled her cock hard. Breanne squirmed and let a slight whimper out from her lips. I nearly froze when I heard the sound, worried everyone would spin to stare at us. But no one looked over, so we kept going. I jerked faster and faster, keeping my shoulders square and my body paralyzed. Only my wrist was moving, and somehow that was enough. I looked over at Breanne and saw that he face was dark red. She was biting her lip hard. She turned and looked into my eyes. Her lips parted slightly and her bottom lip quivered. Then I felt her shaft bloating. She spread her legs wide and I aimed her cock down, to shoot her load straight under the table—to make it the janitor’s problem, and not ours.

Then I felt her unloading. Her lips parted wider and she continued to stare into my eyes. I was realizing in that moment that I was crossing yet another line—moving into the area of no return. I just jerked my best friend off while staring deep into her eyes. This wasn’t just a naughty, fun romp anymore. Now things were getting serious. I could tell she was developing feelings for me. And unfortunately, I was starting to have feelings for her.

I pulled my hand away, and then she subtly reached down and got her cock back where it belonged: in her panties, under the skirt of her dress. We both looked back at our drinks as if nothing happened. There was a bit of cum on the tip of my finger. I wiped it onto the edge of my glass, stared at it for a moment, and then I tasted it as I took a sip from my drink. I’m not sure why I did it. I wasn’t sure why I was doing anything.


CHAPTER VII

We snuck into the coat closet and she instantly dropped to her knees. My cock was in her mouth a moment later, while I held onto the closet doorknob, in case anyone tried to come in. My heart was pounding. We were at it again: taking another reckless risk for a little bit of pleasure. She got my cock rock-hard in a matter of seconds, and then she bobbed her head quickly as if she was in a race to break some sort of cock sucking world record. And hell, she was probably pretty close to breaking the record. I ended up coming in her mouth, and she swallowed the whole load.

Then we both grabbed our coats and slipped out from the closet, heading in opposite directions before anyone could notice us together. I went straight home so that I could lay in bed, tired and restless—about to suffer through another sleepless night. I didn’t like what was happening to me. I couldn’t stop myself, so I could only wish that Breanne would just put an end to our fooling around. Maybe this whole dress-up nonsense would stop as soon as fashion week was over. It was already half over, after all.

And would it stop once it was over? Was our little fling going to come to an end in three or four days? Would our lives return to normal? Is that what I wanted? Was I going to miss screwing around with Breanne?

I couldn’t think of that. I just had to accept that this fling would end and that was a good thing. If it didn’t end at the end of fashion week, then I would end it myself. In fact, I couldn’t let myself fool around with her again. The fooling around needed to stop, so we didn’t end up feeling anything more than we already were.

I got a message from her the next day. “Want to come over tonight?” she wrote.

I didn’t reply right away. I spent the next couple of hours trying to think of a solid, bulletproof excuse. Though there were a few weak moments where I told myself, ‘Would one more romp really make any difference?’ I liked the idea of pushing my cock back into that tight asshole, and pumping her while she moaned my name. I loved watching my cum ooze out from that little butthole.

And then I would slap myself on the side of the face to remind myself that it just wasn’t right. I needed to be with a girl, not with a cross-dresser or a tranny—and definitely not with a man. The more I fooled around with Breanne, the further I drifted away from where I belonged.

And then I got another text message. I was expecting to see the name ‘Brian’ on my screen, but instead it was from a number I didn’t recognize. “Hi, Will. This is Stacy. We met the other night at the gala. I got your number from your friend—I hope you don’t mind. I was wondering if you wanted to come to another gala with me tonight.”

I remembered Stacy. Stacy was a short, cute blonde with big blue eyes. She came up to talk to Breanne and I a number of times. She asked if we were dating, and I was quick to say, “We’re just friends,” just in case she knew anyone I knew. I noticed her looking over at me a few times through the night, but I thought it was just because she had a hunch that I was on a date with a transsexual. Now I knew that she was interested in me—and it probably helped that I’d been next to a beautiful woman the whole night. I’d heard that beautiful women make the best wingmen.

So I agreed to go to the gala, excited to get away from Breanne for a night—and excited to have an excuse to get out having another romp with Breanne. So I finally replied to Breanne, “I’m going out tonight. Sorry!”

“No worries. Another night then!” Breanne said. At the very least, I’d bought myself some time.

So now I had another gala to prepare for. I took a long shower and I ironed my shirt and slacks. I ate a small dinner so I wouldn’t have a stomachache, and then I sprayed myself with a few squirts of cologne. I was ready for my date. I was ready for my night away from Breanne. I was ready to realign my priorities and regain my sanity.

Sadly, Stacy didn’t turn out to be the distraction I was looking for. The moment she came up to me at the entrance of the gala, I noticed a familiar dolled up face standing twenty paces behind her: the face of Breanne.

Breanne hadn’t noticed me yet. She was busy chatting with a few older men, who kept looking down at her body every time she turned to look towards her new model friends at the bar. I wondered if anyone had any idea that she had a big cock between her legs, or if that information strictly belonged to me.

“Are you okay? You seem nervous,” Stacy said, pulling my attention back to her.

“Me? I’m fine. Why don’t we go and chat—over there, by the fireplace?” I said, pointing towards the other side of the room. But it was too late. Breanne was now looking at me. As our eyes met, she smiled and waved. Suddenly, she was coming towards us. Now my heart was racing. What would she think of me being out with Stacy? Would she be jealous? Would she be angry? Did she think that we were dating, and now I was cheating on her? And what if she didn’t care at all that I was on a date with another woman? Would that mean that she didn’t feel anything for me? Would that mean that I had feelings for her and those were the only feelings being lost between us?

“Hey Stacy! Hey Will!” Breanne said. Her voice was getting better. She was obviously practising a lot between galas. And her makeup was getting better too. She’d figured out how to completely mask her more masculine features using contouring and highlighting. She’d also figured out how to make her eyes look even bigger and more stunning, with little flicks of eyeliner to give her a more seductive look. Her beauty was intimidating. I had to look away when she looked into my eyes, worried that I would become a stuttering mess.

“Hey Breanne. I didn’t know you were coming tonight,” Stacy said.

“I wouldn’t miss it,” Breanne said. Then she turned to me. “I didn’t know you were coming tonight, Will.”

I shrugged my shoulders as my face turned red. “Yeah—I thought I mentioned it.” I fought my body so I wouldn’t squirm.

“Why don’t we all get a table together?” Stacy said, pointing to an empty table. I had to force a smile, fighting the urge to say, ‘I’m here to get away from Breanne!’ So we ended up at a table together. Stacy ordered a batch of shots. While she was looking up at the waitress, Breanne was looking at me. In her eyes I could see a hint of suspicion. Had I destroyed her trust? Did I have to work to regain it? Or had I ruined whatever it was we had together?

Looking at her now, I couldn’t remember why I wanted to get away from her. Now that I was with her, I just wanted to get her alone. I wanted to rip off that skimpy little dress and I wanted to squeeze her long erection until her warm cum was all over my face and chest. I wanted to suck her sissy nipples and I wanted to fill her tight anus with my thick, throbbing cock. How could I get rid of Stacy? Where was the closest bedroom? I didn’t even need a bedroom—any small space would do. We could fuck standing up—even if we could just find a curtain!

“Will—did you hear what I asked?” Stacy said.

I turned to look at her with wide eyes. “Huh?” I said.

“I asked what you think of fashion week so far,” she said.

“Oh. Uh, it’s nice—it’s something different.” I forced a smile. I could feel Breanne’s gaze on me, teasing my skin, burning into my soul. I had to have her, and I had to have her fast—I just had to figure out how to do it.


CHAPTER VIII

We ordered a second round of shots—but I needed more booze to cut the edge, so I ended up ordering the third round myself—and then the fourth. The girls thought I was insane when I ordered the fifth round, so I went to the bar alone for my sixth and seventh shot, pretending to go to the bathroom so they wouldn’t think that I was a raging alcoholic. But I needed to cut the edge, and the only idea I had was to use alcohol.

Finally, after my seventh shot, I was feeling wobbly. I was starting to forget why I was so anxious. I staggered back over to our table and then I took a seat next to my date. I put my arm around her and she blushed, smiling big. Breanne’s eyes widened as she looked at us. “You two make a cute couple,” she said. But strangely, she didn’t seem jealous or angry. Her lack of care stung. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and tried to think of how I could make her feel something for me.

I had an idea. When I went to get my eighth shot, I saw that they were setting up for karaoke. People were already signing up for their turns on stage, and I saw that the first person on the list was set to sing Bohemian Rhapsody. So when I returned to our table, I said, “It looks like they’re setting up for karaoke. How much do you want to bet someone sings Queen first?”

“It’s always Journey,” Stacy said with a giggle.

“I bet it’s Queen.”

She laughed again. Her face was red from the alcohol. “How much do you want to bet?”

“If I’m right, you have to give me a kiss.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Breanne’s eyes become wide. She said nothing. She looked away towards the karaoke stage, pretending as if she’d heard nothing. Maybe I was finally breaking through to her.

“Okay, fine,” Stacy said. “But if I’m right…” She thought for a moment. “You have to let me and Breanne do your makeup.” She giggled, and then Breanne did the same.

“Fine. You’re on.”

But I wasn’t worried. I already knew that I’d won. Two minutes later, my victory was confirmed. An older man got on stage and began a terrible rendition of Bohemian Rhapsody. So I leaned over and she did the same. Her eyes closed and our lips locked. Surprisingly, she was quick to give me plenty of tongue. It wasn’t a short kiss: she wanted to make out.

When she finally broke away, she looked into my eyes and said, “My hotel room is just upstairs.”

“Let’s go,” I said, taking her hand and standing up. And then I saw Breanne staring at us with wide, glimmering eyes. She looked like a sad puppy that just had its toy taken away. That look pained me. I couldn’t stand to see her hurt like that, so I said, “Can Breanne come too?”

Stacy looked over and Breanne and then back at me. Her lips curled into a shy grin. “I guess so. If she wants to come.”

Breanne smiled and hopped up to her pretty, heeled feet. “Let’s go.” And now my heart was truly pounding. I had no idea what my plan was. I had no idea what my goal was. I couldn’t even figure out how I ended up at that fashion week gala with two pretty models, or how I convinced both of them to go up to a hotel room with me. My mind was spinning fast with excitement, but my gut was churning with dread. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t figure out what—not until we were in the hotel room and I remembered that Breanne was actually Brian, and Stacy had no idea.

Stacy had to use the bathroom. “I’ll be two seconds!” she said, hopping away quickly as she clenched back her pee. As soon as she was out of the room, I turned to Breanne. I stared into her eyes and noticed the grin on her face. That grin let me know that she was onto me. She knew that I was just trying to make her jealous. That grin knew that I really wanted her, and not Stacy.

She took a step towards me. “You’re cute tonight,” she said. I didn’t reply. Instead, I grabbed her gently by the sides and pulled her towards me. I planted a kiss on her lips, and then she opened her mouth to let my tongue inside. We were making out like a couple of horny teenagers. My hands moved up and down and I could already feel my cock throbbing intensely. I moved my hands down onto her bum, and then I slid my left hand gently around to feel the bulge under the tight skirt of her tight dress. I could feel it throbbing. I wanted to sink down and suck it. I wanted to feel her fat cock unloading cum into my mouth, and I wanted to taste her hot, sticky load.

“Geez! What did I miss?” Stacy said. We both turned to look at her. She laughed and shook her head. Then Breanne waved her over. She stepped slowly—one foot in front of the other as if she was on the catwalk. Breanne carefully wrapped her arms around the seasoned model, and then they started to kiss. I watched, feeling a sudden jealousy—and it was probably the same feeling that I’d forced onto Breanne. But at the same time, it was hot watching her plump feminine lips lock with another woman.

Then I watched as Breanne’s pretty, painted fingers slid down, lifting up Stacy’s skirt, revealing her red thong. She pulled that thong to the side and then started to rub Stacy’s clit. Stacy perked up and let out a soft whimper. She laughed nervously for a moment, and then Breanne’s fingers pushed inside of her—then she gasped and her eyes became wide.

I just stood motionlessly, watching as the girl of my dreams fingered one of the hottest models at fashion week.

Stacy started to reach down Breanne’s body to return the pleasure. Her fingertips reached Breanne’s pelvis, and then Breanne grabbed her by the wrist, before she could discover Breanne’s truth. “Will, come closer,’ Breanne said. So I took a few steps towards the girls. “Take out your cock.” I followed the command.

Breanne reached Stacy’s hand over, curling her fingers around my cock. Stacy figured out the rest. She started stroking me, and then Breanne went right back to fingering Stacy. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. Luckily, Breanne guided me. She took my hand and brought it up to Stacy’s chest. She pushed down until I started squeezing Stacy’s breasts, and then she let go. I used both of my hands to fondle those young, perky tits.

Stacy was moaning now—probably overwhelmed with stimulation. Her legs wobbled and then she stumbled slightly. So we brought her over to the couch and we set her down on her back. Breanne sunk down, pushing her face between Stacy’s thin, model thighs. She started eating the model out. I stood next to Stacy, with my cock pointed down at her lips. She kept stroking me, staring at my tip as if it was a delicious steak and she hadn’t eaten in ten days. She pushed out her tongue and gently tickled my tip. A moment later, my cock was in her mouth.

She bobbed her head with elegance. She was magnificently beautiful—but as beautiful as she was, she didn’t have my attention. I couldn’t stop looking at Breanne. And Breanne, with her head between the model’s thighs, was looking up at me. I couldn’t see her lips but I could tell that she was smirking. A moment after staring into her eyes, I realized that we were making a mutual, silent agreement, to fuck Stacy together, as if it was a fun activity we were doing as a couple.

So that’s what we did. As soon as Breanne stood up, I was on my way to take her place. Breanne dropped to her knees next to Stacy and grabbed both of her legs. She spread those legs wide so that I could line my erection up with her wet pussy. I rubbed my tip up and down the length of Stacy’s slit, feeling Breanne’s warm saliva. I wished I could be fucking Breanne in the ass, but I had a feeling that moment would come soon enough.

Breanne stepped behind Stacy and reached her hands down her chest to grab and massage her breasts. “Just relax, darling,” Breanne said gently into Stacy’s ears. I pushed my cock into that damp pussy. It was warm and soft—but tight. I pushed in far, until Stacy winced and said, “That’s too deep.” She had a small body, so naturally her pussy was small too. I didn’t mind—I had more than half of my long cock inside of her. I started to thrust gently. She groaned and squirmed for a moment before the euphoria began to show on her face. Now she was moaning as Breanne massaged her soft breasts.

Breanne wasn’t watching those titties thought. She was watching my cock emerge and disappear over and over between Stacy’s thighs. She looked mesmerized—probably imagining my cock going in and out of her asshole. I watched Breanne closely, staring at her adorable face, imagining my cock was inside of her hole and not Stacy’s.

I felt a gush of warm fluid. I looked down and saw that Stacy was squirting. I don’t think she noticed, as she didn’t react. She just kept on moaning, so I just kept thrusting. Another gush of warm fluid bathed my cock and soaked into that couch. I reached down and rubbed her little clit, which Breanne seemed to like. A big smile grew on her face and she gently bit down on her lip.

“I’m coming,” Stacy announced after only a couple of minutes. She screamed loudly and her thighs closed on my body. Another warm gush of fluid poured out of her, as if she was a broken faucet. And then, staring into Breanne’s eyes, I just couldn’t wait any longer. I needed to have Breanne. I was done with Stacy. So I pulled out and said, “Eat her out again. Make her squirt on your face.” Breanne’s smile grew even larger. She stepped around and bent over in front of me. She pushed her tongue into that soaking wet hole as she perked her bum into the air so that I could do my own thing around back.

I pulled down her panties slightly, exposing her tight asshole and nothing else. I spread her perky cheeks and spat into her anus. Then I pressed the tip of my cock down into that hole. She opened wide for me, desperate to be filled. So I pushed down hard until I penetrated her, and then I didn’t stop pushing until my entire cock was inside of her tight cavern.

She groaned. I ran my hands up and down her soft thighs, feeling her amazing shemale curves. Then I spread her cheeks as wide as I could so I could see my own cock stretching her hole. But I wanted to stretch that hole even wider, so I pressed both of my thumbs into it, next to my cock. She groaned louder, being stretched wider than ever before. A part of me wanted to stick both of my hands inside of her, but I resisted the degenerate temptation. I pulled out my thumbs and began to thrust.

Stacy was completely distracted in her own state of ecstasy. She was squirting all over Breanne’s face, as requested. Her warm fluid dripped down Breanne’s chin, onto that already-damp couch. I heard Breanne giggle, as if she liked it—and how could she not like it? She was giving and getting pleasure at the same time—what else could a person want?

I pumped her asshole quickly. I reached around and grabbed onto her stiff erection. I didn’t waste a single second before I started beating her off. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to catch it all in the palm of my hand and I wanted to suck it all up: letting it linger on my tongue for a minute before swallowing every last drop.

I could hear my pelvis slapping against her tight tush. I could hear Stacy’s pussy releasing more fluid onto Breanne’s face. I didn’t want the amazing threesome to end, but the arousal was too much. I could only handle so much stimulation and excitement. I clenched that hard cock tight and then I pressed my own cock in deep. Suddenly, I was coming. Breanne was coming too. I slid my hand to her tip and caught her cumshot. It didn’t all make it to my mouth; some of it filled her panties, and I spread some of it on her ass cheeks to give her that sexy glisten that I loved so much. The rest went into my mouth, which I savoured and swallowed before stumbling back to watch that creampie exiting her stretched hole.

Stacy was limp in her euphoric state. Her gaze was set on the ceiling and her legs remained spread, with her wet pussy out in the open, above that soaked couch cushion.

Breanne was looking at me. She wasn’t grinning anymore. Now her look was serious, as if she wanted to ask me something very personal and very urgent. I watched as her eyes glistened and I knew in that moment that the feelings were real: her feelings and my feelings.

My heart stumbled over itself. I parted my lips so that I could say something, but no words came out. I couldn’t think of anything to say at all. I couldn’t even think of what I wanted to say. Was I happy that she had feelings for me, or was this just another problem to add to my growing plate of problems? Could I make her into my girlfriend, or was that just weird and awkward? How could I ever introduce her to my parents? My parents knew Brian well—we’d been best friends for years. And what would Brian’s family think? I’d known them for years. And what about our friends?

Finally, I was able to break my silence. “What now?” I said. It was a curious choice of words, but it summed up everything. I liked Breanne—I liked her as a best friend and now I liked her as a lover and a partner. I didn’t just like her—I loved her. At least I was pretty sure that I loved her. I felt something for her that I’d never felt for anyone before. I wanted to go ahead with a relationship with her, but I had no idea how to do it. Where was I supposed to start? What was I supposed to say? “Where do we start?”

She shrugged her shoulders and smiled. “We’ve already started,” she said. And in a strange way, she made perfect sense. Maybe there was no sense in worrying about what needed to be done. Maybe there was no sense in worrying about what people would think about us being together. Maybe all we had to do was take things one step at a time. We could address each issue one at a time, and grow together one day at a time.

But that smile on her face left me with a calm feeling—calmer than I’d felt in months (and maybe calmer than I’d ever felt). I knew there would be some obstacles, but in a strange way I was looking forward to tackling them with Breanne. I knew that each one would only make us stronger together.

Staring into her eyes, I could hear the faint dinging of wedding bells. I had a feeling everything was going to work out just fine.

THE END
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