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    DRESSING HIM UP 
 
    Ever since Pete and his high school best friend, James, played a game of truth or dare, Pete’s had a secret, little fetish. You would too, had you seen how good James looked in Pete’s sister’s dress. It was a fetish that Pete managed to suppress for many years—until he got a new college roommate, Tyler, who looked just like James.  
 
    After Tyler falls behind on rent and their other roommate, Elaine, is out of town, Pete can’t help himself. The opportunity is too perfect. Besides, Tyler did say he was willing to do anything for an extension on his rent. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Years ago, when I dared James to put on my sister’s dress, I didn’t actually think he would do it. And when he actually went and put it on, I didn’t think he would actually look good in the little satin thing. He didn’t just look good, he looked great: the way his long, surfer-blonde hair rolled over his exposed shoulders, the way his perky butt poked out when he stood tall. I had to pretend like I thought it was funny—of course I didn’t find my best friend attractive in my sister’s dress… Did I? My sudden confusion was hard to hide when my cheeks turned a shade of dark red. 
 
    Next it was James’s turn, and he picked truth. “Who in our class do you like?” he asked, still wearing my sister’s little dress that cut off just above his knees. The way he was sitting, I could see up the dress—his bulge pushing against his black undies. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t playing truth or dare with a pretty girl—that it was still just my long-time best friend.  
 
    I shrugged. “No one,” I said. There was a girl I liked but I wasn’t going to admit it—it was James’s sister, who happened to look quite a bit like James. In fact, after seeing James in a dress, I have to admit that James looked better as a girl than his sister did (in his sister’s defence, he looked better than most of the girls in our school in that dress).  
 
    He laughed and rolled his eyes, but he didn’t bother to call me out on my bullshit. He knew I was stubborn and I’d never admit who I liked. So it was once again my turn. 
 
    And I don’t know what came over me. I went too far. My heart was racing and I wasn’t thinking straight. I dared him to put on my sister’s makeup. So he did. And my God, did he ever look good with his lashes darkened, his lips reddened, and with those little black flicks next to his eyes. I almost felt bad for James—he was a handsome guy, sure, but he was a stunning woman with only very little effort. When we sat back down to continue our back and forth game of truth and dare, I could hardly keep my eyes off of him. 
 
    It was strange, he kept laughing and smirking, as if it was all fun and games, as if he hadn’t noticed how incredible he looked in that dress and that makeup. How was he not in a state of total shock and awe? “Truth or dare?” he asked. 
 
    “Dare,” I said and that smirk grew on his face. 
 
    “Lay down on your back and close your eyes,” he said. “But you have to stay still, no matter what.” 
 
    I accepted the dare and I fell back onto my bed. I closed my eyes and waited. Then I felt it—his fingers tinkering with my belt, pulling down my zipper, reaching into my fly and slipping around my cock. My heart skipped a beat—maybe a couple of beats—and I nearly sprung up. But something kept me down. Something about it didn’t feel wrong. It didn’t feel like my best friend holding my cock. His hands were so soft, so gentle. It was as if he had actually become a woman. 
 
    I broke the rules and peeked as he slipped my cock into his mouth and began to suck. God, he looked good in that little outfit, his soft blonde hair rolling over my thighs. He had me rock-hard in seconds. Despite my racing heart, I didn’t protest. I let him suck me off, stroking my rigid cock with his hand. I slipped my fingers into his soft hair. “Quit peeking,” he said with the tip of my pulsing cock pressed against his bottom lip. He was doing a woman’s voice—and it was spot on. “Keep your eyes closed.” It was nearly impossible not to keep my eyes open. I wanted to stare at him, admire his incredible beauty. How was it possible that he looked so damn good? 
 
    I could feel him rustling around, but I did my best to stay true to the dare, keeping my eyes shut. A cool breeze crossed over my exposed cock and I missed the warmth of his mouth. My heart began to race faster. I was letting my best friend suck my cock. Had I gone insane? We’d only had a couple of beers each—it wasn’t like we were hammered or anything. Everything about it was consensual, and it felt so damn good! 
 
    I couldn’t help myself; I peeked—just as he was lowering himself down onto my lap, his undies now on the side of the bed. He took my cock in his hand and lined it up with his tight little asshole. His dress was pushing out towards me, his cock hard like a tent pole. My head was spinning and I couldn’t think straight. I was now acting on pure impulse. I reached under his dress and grabbed his hard rod, wrapping my fingers tightly around it. It was warm. 
 
    He sunk down, letting my whole cock slide up his ass. My mind was a blur. I could hardly process what was happening. I couldn’t remember how we’d gotten where we now were. But again, I did nothing to stop the act—I didn’t want it to stop. He started to bounce up and down on my solid erection and I started to beat him off.  
 
    If it wasn’t for the big hard cock in my hand, you would think I was fucking a beautiful woman in the ass. He was so beautiful, his skin was so soft, and I swear it looked like he had a set of small tits bouncing up and down (but I think that was just the padded cups built into the dress). Needless to say, it didn’t take long before I was coming deep in his asshole, and it didn’t take much longer after that before he was coming under his dress, in my hand, his warm, sticky goo cascading over my fingers. 
 
    He leaned forward and kissed me, his warm tongue gently slipping into my mouth. His lips were so soft—just like a woman’s. It was as if he’d spent his life preparing for this moment. Maybe he had spent quite some time preparing for it. He never hesitated as far as I could tell. 
 
    Our little romp was the single, greatest moment of my life. I’d never felt more satisfied. I’d never been happier. But, as they say, everything that goes up must come down—everything good must come to an end. 
 
    “I should get going,” he said. 
 
    I never saw him again after that. He wasn’t at school the next week, or the week after that. I tried calling him but his phone was disconnected. “James and his family moved to another state,” one of my teachers told me. I was devastated—heartbroken. I’d lost my best friend and my secret lover in the same swift moment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It took a while, but I eventually erased James from my memory for the most part. I moved on. Like any sane person would do, I did my best to pretend our little moment of lust had never happened and I did my best to not let it get to me. Sure, the thought of him in that little dress crept into my mind from time to time, but it was less and less over the years.  
 
    In fact, I had completely forgotten about it until one day, when we got a new roommate. I was living in a three-bedroom house with a girl from my college, Elaine. We put out an ad to fill the empty room in our house, and while I was out of town, Elaine met with some hopeful candidates. I was getting on the plane to come home when she sent me a text letting me know she picked someone and they would move in the next week. “Male or female?” I asked. 
 
    “Male,” she said, and I was surprised. She’d been going on for weeks about how she was hoping for a cute girl, seeing as she was somewhat of a promiscuous lesbian.  
 
    “As long as you like them, I trust you,” I texted back.  
 
    Tyler was the guy who moved in, and I nearly had a heart attack when I saw him—he looked almost exactly like James. I had to take a closer look to make sure it wasn’t just James moving into our house. And I have to admit, a part of me was kind of sad when I confirmed that it wasn’t in fact James, just a close doppelganger.  
 
    Tyler took the empty room in the basement. He didn’t have many things—just a couple of suitcases and a few boxes. He kept to himself and never made much in terms of noise. Sometimes I would wonder if he was even in the house at all. He was a shy guy, only coming up to use the kitchen, though he was slowly coming out of his shell. We invited him upstairs a few times to watch hockey games with us, and he accepted, though he wouldn’t say much, sitting quietly at the end of the couch, sipping on a beer or two. We asked him what his hobbies were, and he gave us a vague sort of run-around answer. He was a total mystery. 
 
    But even after months of living with him, I still couldn’t get over the fact he looked just like James. I even asked him at one point if he was related, but apparently there wasn’t a single person in his extended family named James. The similar appearance was, in fact, just a total coincidence. 
 
    It was rare that Tyler would open his mouth to speak. When he did, he was always very soft spoken, and he was always asking for an extension on his rent. I guess he didn’t make a ton of money at his work, but I never minded. I was happy having him pay whatever he could, and I trusted he would get the rest of the money to us eventually. Elaine, on the other hand, was starting to get a little bit frustrated with his constant lateness. I did my best to assure her it would be fine. 
 
    Elaine made it her little mission to get Tyler out of his shell, but her repeated efforts proved unsuccessful. “I don’t get why he’s still so shy,” she said to me after Tyler had been living with us for a few months already. I didn’t have an answer for her. It was strange—it was as if he was uncomfortable with us, or maybe he was just uncomfortable with himself. “What do you think he’s doing down there all day?” she asked me, but I just shrugged. 
 
    “Who knows,” I said. Tyler worked across town at a store that sold running shoes. All of his free time was spent down in the basement, unless we dragged him upstairs in one of our many attempts to break through his shyness and help him to feel included.  
 
    “It’s a shame he doesn’t go out more. He’s so handsome,” Elaine said, and that meant a lot coming from a woman who was only interested in other women. But she was right, he was a handsome guy and it did seem like a shame he wasn’t putting his good looks out into the world. 
 
    It was around Christmas that I was coming home from a late night out and I noticed a woman standing in Tyler’s basement bedroom, through a thin crack in his basement window blinds. I crept closer, making sure not to get close enough that I would be noticed. I peeked in. She was standing with her back to me, reaching around, adjusting the clip of her bra. She was fit and her skin was smooth. She stood up on the balls of her feet, which made her butt perk up in her cute, black panties. Maybe Tyler wasn’t such a loner after all.  
 
    She finally turned around and I sunk back, my heart jumping in my chest. She had big, cute eyes, but she didn’t have much of a chest—maybe B-cups at the very biggest, though you could tell her bra was padded from her lack of cleavage. Her eyes looked down to the floor so I crept closer again. 
 
    Then I realized I wasn’t looking at a woman. I was looking at Tyler, dressed in a woman’s bra and panties, wearing eye makeup. I immediately got PTSD-style flashbacks to my night with James, a few years before. All of my years of trying to fade that memory into nothingness went out the window in a single moment.  
 
    It was upon closer inspection that I realized Tyler was wearing Elaine’s bra and panties. He must have snuck into her room and borrowed the little numbers from her closet. Elaine was, after all, out of the state for Christmas break.  
 
    I went to sleep that night unable to get the image of Tyler out of my brain. I couldn’t help but feel as though fate was playing some sort of role in all of this—that Tyler’s remarkable resemblance to James, both as a man and as a woman, was too much of a coincidence to ignore.  
 
    The next day, when Tyler came home from work, I found myself watching him from across the house, unable to look away. I was totally fascinated, quickly becoming obsessed. He really did look just like James. He looked at me and smiled and my cheeks became warm and I quickly looked away. And then immediately after, I felt like an idiot. He’d gotten into my head. I couldn’t look at him without seeing a beautiful woman.  
 
    Later that afternoon, he came upstairs. “Hey Pete,” he said to me.  
 
    “Hey Tyler, what’s up?” I swear I could still see the subtle residue of eyeliner on the corners of his eyelids, or maybe they were just dark freckles.  
 
    “Do you think I could get an extension on rent again this month. Just another week,” he said. 
 
    I smiled. He still hadn’t paid November’s rent in full yet, and it was already over two weeks past December’s due date. Not to mention, I was struggling with my own finances, with Christmas shopping and whatnot. “Can you at least pay the rest of November?” I asked. 
 
    His eyes lit up and his cheeks became red. “Oh my God, I forgot about November,” he said, biting his lip. “Shoot. I’ll do the best I can to get that to you next week. Money’s really tight right now.” 
 
    “Next week, huh?” I said.  
 
    “Yeah—I promise—really. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    An evil idea crept into my mind. “Anything?” My heart rate jumped and I couldn’t help myself.  
 
    “Anything.”  
 
    I bit my lip, trying to push the whole crazy notion out of my mind, but I really couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. Secretly, more than anything, I really wanted to see Tyler dressed up like a woman. “Maybe you could clean up around the house a bit. You know—get into all those hard-to-reach spots. I can’t even remember the last time we dusted the bookshelves.” 
 
    He smiled. “That’s it? Sure—I’d be happy to.”  
 
    I had to bite down on my tongue—C’mon Pete, don’t do it. Control yourself. Get a grip! “But you have to do it in one of Elaine’s dresses,” I said. 
 
    His face became pale and his eyes became wide. After a moment of silence, he simply said, “What?” 
 
    The words just slipped out from my mouth. I couldn’t believe I’d actually said them. I wanted to take them back but it was too late. My heart was now bursting against my ribcage. What on earth was I thinking? Now I needed to talk my way out of my little mess. “Well, this is the third month now that you’ve been behind on rent, right? And I mean, we should all be cleaning up around the house, so asking you to clean isn’t much in the way of a punishment, right?” His eyes were still wide, unblinked, probably beginning to dry out. “So we need to make it a real punishment somehow.”  
 
    He scratched his head and he finally blinked. “I guess that makes sense.” 
 
    A wave of conflicted relief washed over me. 
 
    “But can we not tell Elaine or anyone about this?” he asked, his cheeks becoming red again. “And I promise I’ll get next month’s rent on time.” 
 
    “Sure, and that sounds good.” I looked around the room, which really did need a good cleaning. “We’d better get started, huh?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    We went up to Elaine’s room together, which was tucked away upstairs. I’d only ever been in her room once before, when she forgot her passport in her desk and needed me to deliver it to her at the airport. She always kept it spotless and perfectly organized. “Alright, get dressed and then come downstairs when you’re ready,” I said. 
 
    He stood awkwardly in the doorway, his hands clasped at his waist. “What should I wear?” he asked after a moment of silence.  
 
    I thought about it. “Probably a dress. Elaine’s about your size, so just about anything would fit,” I said. Elaine was tall for a girl, and she had a broader build (she called it her lesbian bod).  
 
    Tyler continued to stand awkwardly, as if he didn’t know where to start. He had no idea I knew he’d been in Elaine’s room before. He knew where her panties and bras were. He knew where she kept her dresses. Hell, maybe he’d tried everything in that closet on before. In the few months he’d lived with us, he’d been home alone more than enough times to get through her entire wardrobe.  
 
    But I played along, not wanting to embarrass him any more than he already was. I opened the closet door and looked in. “How’s about this?” I said, taking out a cute white dress with a gold lining. The dress had an open back and it was nice and short, cutting off halfway up the thighs. I handed it to Tyler and he stared at it, biting his lip. “Alright,” he said. 
 
    “You’ll need a good bra,” I said, handing him one of Elaine’s more padded bras. “And a pair of panties.” I could have handed him one of Elaine’s many pairs of white cotton panties, but instead I passed him a black, lacy pair that was more of a thong.  
 
    I left the room so he could change. “Let me know when you’re done,” I said, and then I waited outside of the door for a couple of minutes. I was jittery. I hated how excited I was. I knew what I was doing to Tyler was wrong and taboo but no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t help myself. I wanted to dress him up. I wanted to see him standing up on his tiptoes, brushing off the top of the bookshelf in that little outfit, his butt nice and perked up. 
 
    “Okay, I’m done,” he said, so I let myself back into the room. 
 
    He was standing in the middle of the room, his face a shade of crimson. He looked good in that little dress, but I knew just how to make him look better. “You need heels,” I said, walking past him and dropping down to dig through Elaine’s heels.  
 
    “Isn’t the dress enough?” he asked, but I knew he secretly wanted to put on the heels. I could tell he was secretly enjoying this and I could see, through the corner of my eye, that he had an erection tucked covertly in his lacy panties.  
 
    “Put these on,” I said, handing him a pair of white heels with cute little straps (with gold hardware to match his little white and gold dress). He took the shoes, looked at them for a moment, and then put them on. Then he looked up at me, face red, waiting for some form of confirmation. I had no idea how many times he’d put on girls’ clothes—but I could tell from those puppy dog eyes that this was the first time he had done it in front of anyone.  
 
    But I wasn’t done yet. “I don’t think Elaine would mind you using her makeup,” I said, motioning towards the little desk in the corner where Elaine kept all of her makeup. 
 
    “You want me to put on makeup?” he asked. 
 
    “And you need to talk in a girl voice,” I said. “I’ve never heard a cleaning lady with such a deep voice before.” He did his best lady-voice and it was pretty good—too good, terrifyingly convincing. It was obvious he’d been working on it for quite some time, years maybe. He took a seat at Elaine’s desk and he started to dig through her things. “I’ll be in the hall,” I said. I stepped out into the hallway but I didn’t close the door all the way. I watched him as he carefully applied makeup, which he seemed to know how to do quite well. He sat upright and there was a glow about him, a kind of hidden excitement. I couldn’t help but notice a subtle little smirk on his face every time he looked up into the mirror. “And you have to stay in character,” I said. “I’m thinking something along the lines of a 50s housewife.” 
 
    My heart hadn’t calmed down since I made the feminizing offer. I still couldn’t believe what I was doing. What if he told Elaine? What would she think? It seemed unlikely that he would, seeing as it would be just as humiliating for him. The more I thought about it, the more safe I felt. Of course he wasn’t going to tell anyone, no matter how far I pushed it. It’s one thing to ask someone to dress up like a girl and clean your house, but it’s way worse to be the one putting on the dress, putting on the makeup and the shoes and talking with that high, soft voice. I could bullshit my way out asking Tyler to dress up, but Tyler couldn’t really bullshit his way out of dressing up.  
 
    “How do I look?” Tyler asked. 
 
    He looked fantastic. I was practically drooling on Elaine’s bedroom floor. But I had to play it cool. “You look like you’re ready to clean up. Let’s start in the living room.” I took a seat on the living room couch and I put my computer in my lap with some old homework open so it would look like I was doing something—not just watching my boy roommate prance around in a dress. First, he swept the floor and vacuumed the rug. Whenever his back was to me, I would sneak a glance at his ass. He had a really great ass for a guy. His legs were great, too. 
 
    In fact, it was as he was vacuuming the rug that I noticed his legs were totally smooth and shaved. I thought about it and realized I’d never seen him in shorts before—just pants. Obviously, he kept his legs shaved for his little basement dress ups. He was probably hoping I wouldn’t notice. Upon closer inspection, I noticed his armpits were shaved, too.  
 
    “The baseboards are filthy,” I said. Despite the fact it was true, I really wanted to see Tyler down on his hands and knees. 
 
    He went to the kitchen and put on a pair of elbow-length rubber gloves. They actually looked pretty cute with his white dress. With a bucket and a handful of rags, he started on the baseboards. It was only a couple of minutes before his dress began to ride up and I could see his soft, smooth ass. God, I wanted to grab it, bury my face in it, eat out his tight, little asshole. But I kept my composure and continued to mindlessly scroll through my homework document, sneaking the occasional glance over the edge of my laptop’s screen. The way his tight panties held his ball sack kind of looked like a cute, little camel toe. From what I could tell, his crotch was nicely shaved, too. 
 
    As he reached to scrub the corner of the room, he lifted one of his heeled feet off of the ground in a sort of ballet arabesque. My heart melted a little bit. I could see right up his dress, his perfect, perky rump, the curve of his neatly tucked bulge. “All done,” he said, snapping me out of my transfixed hypnosis. 
 
    “Let’s get to the kitchen then, shall we?” I said, picking up my laptop and moving to the kitchen table. I watched him scrub the counters, bending over in a tantalizing tease to wipe the backsplash. Again, he kicked his heeled foot back in a little arabesque and I fell back into my obsessed hypnosis. I wanted to go over to him, lift up the skirt of his dress, pin his hands down on the counter, and fuck him senselessly, coming deep in his asshole. 
 
    “How does that look?” he asked, turning to me and motioning towards the counter. His face wasn’t red anymore and he wasn’t standing with tense shoulders. He’d finally started to relax into his feminine character. Even his voice had a certain peppiness to it. 
 
    “It looks good,” I said. “What about the floors?” 
 
    “I was just getting to that,” he said, smiling and turning to the sink. He refilled his bucket with warm, soapy water and grabbed another handful of rags. 
 
    The floor was tiled with tall, old tiles from the 50s. The spaces between the tiles were deep and a pain in the ass to clean (to be honest, we usually didn’t bother). But Tyler had a trick for that. Using a flathead screwdriver and a rag, he was able to get right in between the tiles. And best of all, he did it on his hands and knees like a cute little mouse, zigzagging his way through the whole room. “You know, you look pretty good in that outfit,” I caught myself saying in my near-hypnosis.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said, looking up at me briefly with a smile. He continued to scrub the floors. Either he was a professionally trained actor, doing a great job of staying in character, or he was really into his new persona, the most comfortable I’d ever seen him in the months we’d lived in the same house. 
 
    It was a treat watching him crawl on his hands and knees through the kitchen. It was almost a shame when he disappeared under the table to clean between the tiles at my feet. At least, I thought it was a shame, until I felt him nestle up between my legs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I played it cool, trying my best not to overreact. I figured he was just trying to get between the tiles under my chair. And then I felt his fingers move up my thighs. I became tense. That memory of my evening with James came rushing back to me. Was that happening again? Was Tyler really about to take my cock out? He unzipped my fly—it was certainly beginning to seem that way. My heart was racing. 
 
    His soft, gentle fingers reached into my pants, through the slit in my boxers, wrapping around my cock, which was already half-erect from watching Tyler crawl around in that dress. I felt a momentary cool breeze cross over my cock as he brought it out from its denim prison and before he sunk it into his warm, wet mouth. He was sucking my cock. 
 
    Either he was taking his character way too seriously and we was really desperate for that rent extension, or he was just really into sucking my cock. He sucked like a total pro, like he wanted it more than anything, wrapping his tongue around my girth, sinking my length down into his warm throat. His hand nestled into my pants and cupped my balls. I sunk into my chair, elation pulsing through my whole body. My God, he sucked like an angel, his hands moving so delicately, so confidently. He never hesitated and he never resisted. It only took a few seconds before I was rock-hard in his perfect mouth, between his soft lips.  
 
    Had I let him go on for more than a few minutes, I would have left a white, sticky mess in his mouth. So I reached down and pulled him up between my legs. For the first time, we were face to face, a mere inch apart. His eyes were stunning, heart-melting. His smile was completely tormenting. We kissed and I could taste the subtle tinge of my cock on his tongue. I let my fingers sink into his soft, blonde hair. His tongue pushed through my lips, into my mouth. God, it tasted so good.  
 
    My heart was racing. My hands were shaking. I was a total mess. I didn’t even notice him climbing up, straddling me, shimmying his panties off and tossing them aside onto the floor, and I didn’t even notice him tugging my pants halfway down my thighs—not until I felt his warm ball sack resting on my pelvis. He stared into my eyes and I felt like he was reading my mind, or maybe I was reading his. He wanted my cock inside of him, and he wanted it badly. 
 
    He reached down and his fingers found my cock. He lined me up with his tight hole and then he began to lower himself down. His anus hugged every inch of my throbbing dick, from the bulbous tip all the way down to the base of my shaft. His head fell back and his beautiful lips parted. I still couldn’t believe I’d had my cock between those plump, soft lips—and I really couldn’t believe my cock was now deep inside of his body as he rested his forearms on my shoulders. “Your cock feels so fucking good,” he said, biting his lips, his shoulders relaxing as he let out a deep exhale. Slowly, he started to move up and down, sliding my cock in and out of his tight butt hole.  
 
    I slid my hands down to his ass and grabbed on firmly. My heart was still racing. I was fucking my roommate—my boy roommate who was dressed up in my girl roommate’s clothing. Everything about it seemed so taboo, so wrong, but it felt so incredible. My head was swirling, mind flashing. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his perfect body, moving up and down, his hard cock extending up, his dress draped elegantly over it. 
 
    “You know I saw you watching me the other night,” he said and I felt my cheeks become instantly hot. “I liked it.” He bit his lip, somehow sinking down lower onto my cock, getting even more of me inside of his tight body. I loved the way his soft, warm butt cheeks felt, pressed against my thighs with each drop and the way his tight anus hugged onto the tip of my cock before each plunge. I was on the verge of climax when he stood up suddenly. “Get up,” he said, so I did. My mind was elsewhere. I was acting like a mindless robot. He could have asked me to drop to my knees and bark like a dog and I probably would have. “The counter,” he said, pointing towards the freshly cleaned kitchen counter. 
 
    I assumed he wanted me to fuck him bent over the counter, but he had other ideas. As I stepped up to the counter, he bent me over and ran the tip of his gentle index finger up my butt crack, stopping on my tight anus. “You like getting fucked in the ass?” he asked me. 
 
    I didn’t think my heart could beat any faster, but somehow it managed to. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. The mere tip of his finger, which was now pushing gently into my butthole, was the most I’d ever had up there, and it already felt tight. 
 
    He didn’t bother waiting for a response before he slapped his big, hard cock between my butt cheeks, running the pulsing tip of his manhood down to my asshole. I thought the finger was a lot—how was I going to handle a whole, bulging cock? Why was I not protesting? He placed one hand on my mid-back, holding me down against the counter. “Just relax,” he said, and then I felt it push in, penetrating me, ridding me of my anal virginity in a single, swift moment.  
 
    He pushed in deeper and deeper and deeper until there was nothing left to push in and I felt completely stuffed. “You like that?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, and I really did. I’d never felt anything like it, his rigid cock pushing against more pleasure centres than I knew I had in my body. As he slowly pulled out to get ready for his next penetration, my legs began to tremble and my body began to quiver. Just the presence of his cock inside of my body was sending me into an orgasm. When he finally started to thrust in and out, I was a quivering mess, head rolling from side to side, moaning in an intense euphoria. I loved the swift slapping sound his hard pelvis made against my butt as he drilled his cock into me. I loved the way the soft satin of his little white dress felt against my bare skin. 
 
    “You’re so tight,” he said, his fingernails digging into my sides. The real question was, was I so tight or was his cock so big? 
 
    “Jerk me off,” I managed to demand between moments of paralyzing euphoria. He reached around and wrapped his warm fingers around my cock and he began to beat me off. Needless to say, it wasn’t long before I was blasting a huge load of warm sticky cum all over the counter and all over his soft fingers. “I’m going to come,” he warned me. 
 
    “Come in my asshole,” I said, reaching back, placing my hands on his ass, pulling him closer. He came and I swear I had a second orgasm, my ass filling up with his hot load. It was one of the greatest moments of my life—maybe the second greatest, the first being my night with James. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, Tyler was good, and our romp was a lot of fun, but nothing would ever replicate the magic of that night between me and James. 
 
    Tyler and I kept up our little romps over the next few months. Every time he came to me to let me know he was short on rent, I have to admit that I got a little bit excited. We both knew what it meant, and I couldn’t help but think that he was starting to use our secret relationship as a sneaky way out of paying all of his rent. Elaine ended up asking him to move out once he was a couple of grand behind with no payback in sight.  
 
    “We’ll find a new roommate,” she said. She never knew about our little fucks. She had no idea we would raid her closet when she was out and we would fuck like little rabbits all over the house. It was sad to see Tyler go, but like they say, whatever goes up must come down. “I’ll put out an ad tomorrow,” she said, and she did.  
 
    Once again, I was at work when she texted me: “Found the perfect roommate. Moving in next week.”  
 
    “Boy or girl?” I asked, and once again I was surprised to find out it was a boy. 
 
    “He looks just like Tyler but he seems to be more financially stable.”  
 
    That’s right—he really did look just like Tyler, because he was James. My heart nearly burst out of my chest when Elaine opened the front door on move-in day and I saw James walk into the apartment. We both froze when our eyes met. 
 
    “This is James. He just moved here from out of state,” Elaine said, but neither of us were listening. We were both just happy to finally be reunited—in a place with a big closet filled with cute dresses and shoes and panties that we would most certainly be putting to good use. 
 
    THE END 
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