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   THE GIRLFRIEND DARE
 
   Sometimes a dare goes too far, like the dare Tim accepted when his twin sister, Lucy, was out of town: pretend to be Lucy with Anthony, Lucy’s football-star boyfriend. It was just a harmless joke… until Anthony actually bought into it. 
 
   Now, Tim’s dug himself into a hole that keeps getting deeper. And when Anthony comes around looking for some action, Tim has to make a tough decision: put an end to the nonsense or carry on the Girlfriend Dare. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   I wasn’t the most popular kid in my school. Hell, I might have even been the least popular kid on my school. The only person I ever hung out with was Lucy, my twin sister, and even that ended when we started going to different schools.
 
   That’s right. When Lucy and I went off to different high-schools, my situation got worse. I was literally left with no friends. Zero. Zilch. Nada. My parents thought it would be good to separate us, so we wouldn’t get that creepy, clingy twin-syndrome that so many twins suffer from. We were super close as young kids, so maybe it was a good thing that my parents separated us. Before the split, Lucy didn’t have any friends either; we had always spent all of our time together—so yeah, I can see how going into adulthood, my parents would want to put their foot down on that issue.
 
   We weren’t identical twins, obviously (seeing as I was a boy), but we were hard to tell apart—at least we were before I started to grow some facial hair and she started to sprout some perky tits.
 
   Lucy went on to thrive at her new high school. But me? Not so much. I was totally overlooked in the hallways. I didn’t know how to make friends. I never had to. I always had Lucy and I never felt the need to befriend anyone else. Not to mention, by the time I showed up at my new school, everyone already had their friend-circles mapped out—they’d built them up over a decade of schooling. Meanwhile, by the end of my sister’s first week of school, she had half the school knocking on our door, wanting to hang out. It helped that she was, admittedly, a pretty good looking girl. I can’t tell you how many times I’d picked up the phone to hear Lucy’s male schoolmates asking for her. Hell, sometimes they thought I was Lucy—one guy even asked me out to their homecoming dance thinking I was her (I was still waiting for my voice to deepen).
 
   Because she was so popular, it wasn’t a surprise at all when I found out she was dating Anthony Gregg, the coolest kid in town, the quarterback for the football team, the kid who was constantly being scouted by pro college teams. Lucy never brought him around the house. She probably thought we were too embarrassing of a family and she didn’t want to corrupt her trophy-boyfriend’s mind. God knows my mother would have sat him down on the couch and showed him every picture from every baby-book. 
 
   As the school year went on, Lucy came home later and later, sometimes, when my parents were out of town, she wouldn’t come home at all. One night, my parents came home early from an out-of-town business meeting (they both worked at the same insurance company) and Lucy wasn’t home—she was at Anthony Gregg’s house. I tried my best to lie for her, but my parents caught on and Lucy was grounded for a month. My parents were absolutely livid. I couldn’t remember seeing them that mad in my entire life. They took away her phone, her computer—everything. When my parents were gone, she would use my phone to text and call her football-star lover, Anthony. I would always get my phone back with all of the messages erased, as if she didn’t want me to see what her and her boyfriend had been talking about (not that I wanted to see anyway). 
 
   After that incident, my parents had so little trust in Lucy that they brought her along with them on their next business trip—a weeklong excursion across the country to an insurance convention in Nevada. Lucy, computer-less and phone-less, would spend her entire week in a Nevada hotel room under careful parental supervision.
 
   That’s where my story begins…
 
   I was hanging out with a guy from my school, Rob, the closest I’d ever been to having a real friend, when I got the text message from Anthony: “Hey babe, haven’t heard from you in a few days. Everything alright?” Apparently, Lucy never told Anthony she was going away on my parents’ business trip. With my parents snatching her up so quickly, she probably didn’t get the chance to send out the farewell message.
 
   Rob was looking over my shoulder at the message. His face was a combination of amused and confused. “Why is some dude named Anthony calling you a babe?”
 
   I explained the situation to him and he proceeded to laugh.
 
   “Your sister is dating Anthony Gregg?” he asked. It really was a big deal—Anthony was always making the local news. His team was undefeated and he had more scholarships lined up than any other student in the state.  “Text him back,” he said.
 
   I started to write out the message: Hi Anthony. Lucy is out of town with my parents… Then Rob cut me off. “What the hell are you doing?” he asked, snatching the phone away from me, before I could come close to pressing send.
 
   “Telling him Lucy’s not here.”
 
   “Don’t do that,” he said. “Let’s fuck with him.”
 
   I thought about my sister and how pissed off she would be if she found out about what I had been doing. But I really wanted to be friends with Rob. He was a popular kid and I had no other friends. He was my ticket out of loner-city. “Okay,” I said, and with great hesitation, I let him captain my phone.
 
   “What should we say?” he asked, but before I could think of anything, he said, “Oh wait, I have a great idea.” I watched him hammer out of a message, but I couldn’t see what he was writing. “Sent,” he said with a  big smirk on his face. 
 
   “What did you write?” I asked.
 
   He turned the phone to me and my heart dropped. I was actually pretty angry with Rob, and I almost snapped at him. But again, I wanted our friendship to work out—I was tired of being the school’s token loser, a sad little hall-wanderer. Rob wrote:
 
   “Hey babe. I’m just at home, thinking about you and your big dick. Why don’t you send me a picture of that big cock of yours?”
 
   My heart stuttered. I was going to ruin things with Anthony and Lucy. Lucy was going to kill me and hate me forever. He was all she ever talked about, her prized possession. And here I was, letting my almost-friend, Rob, destroy everything. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked, trying my best to keep my composure.
 
   He smiled. “Oh c’mon, it’s not a big deal.”
 
   And then the phone buzzed and we both looked down at it. And my God, there it was, a photo of Anthony Gregg’s big, erect cock. We were both speechless. I looked away quickly. I’d never seen another man’s cock before—aside from the odd flaccid member down in the YMCA locker room. Anthony Gregg wasn’t just an amazing football player, he had a big cock too. I couldn’t help but wonder, could my sister even handle such a thing? We were both small people, small statures. The cock must have been the length of my sister’s abdomen, for crying out loud! “Holy shit,” Rob said. “He’s typing a message. Look!”
 
   The phone buzzed and we both looked down at it. “Why don’t you show me that pretty little pussy of yours. Or is it still sore from last time?” Anthony wrote.
 
   A shiver ran up my spine. It was far too much information for me. I knew they were fucking but I liked to play ignorant to it. She was, after all, my twin sister, my closest friend. And no wonder my sister was sore after last time—just look at the size of that bull-dick! “Shit man, what do we do?” Rob said. He looked up at me and his eyes lit up. He had some sort of plan and I could tell I wasn’t going to like it. “We need to send him something.” He bit his lip.
 
   “Why? Just say no. Just say I’ll show him in person next week or something. This is going too far.” My heart was racing. Not only was I risking my sister’s relationship, I was now risking her reputation. Now Rob knew my sister let Anthony Gregg fuck her with his big dick and he had the proof to show the school if he decided he didn’t like me.
 
   “Give me the phone back,” I said. “C’mon, seriously.” 
 
   He held it up, above my head. He was nearly a foot taller than me and his arms were long. Even jumping, I couldn’t reach the phone. I felt like a little kid trying to get a basketball away from Shaq—it was hopeless.  
 
   “Here. I have an idea.” He started towards my sisters room. I was reluctant to follow, but what choice did I have at this point? I was already kicking myself for making such a big mistake, letting Rob get carried away with this nonsense. He swung open my sister’s closet door and started digging through her clothes.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked.
 
   He didn’t answer. Instead, he just kept on digging. Then, like a pirate discovering treasure after a decades-long hunt, he jumped back and held up a black, lacy piece of lingerie. “Bingo!” he said. I looked at the tiny little thing and wondered where the hell it came from. Why did my sister own such a thing? What was more pressing on my mind: what was Rob planning on doing with it?
 
   “Put it on,” he said, thrusting it towards me.
 
   “What? Are you crazy?” I said.
 
   “C’mon. We’re going to take some pictures.” He stared at me expectantly, as if what he was suggesting was totally insane.
 
   “You’re crazy,” I said.
 
   He laughed. Apparently he knew he was crazy, but he didn’t seem to care. “Look,” he said, “we’ll take a few pictures and we’ll crop out your face. No offence, but you have your sister’s body. Anthony won’t know the difference.” I wanted to dispute this statement but it was true, I did have a remarkably similar body to that of my sister—thin, soft features. She had small tits so that wasn’t much of an issue. 
 
   But there was one glaring issue: my cock. “What about my bulge?” I asked, holding the number, staring at it, regretting every decision I’d made in the past hour. 
 
   “Just tuck it between your legs. It’s not rocket science, man,” he said, laughing. “C’mon, it’ll be super funny.”
 
   A number of red flags were screaming in my mind. For instance, what else was Rob going to do with these pictures? It would be so easy for him to take the photos and fire them off to the whole school, to everyone, humiliating me horribly and totally. 
 
   “Dude, c’mon,” he said. And for whatever stupid reason, I couldn’t say no. I was so close to being in with Rob and his circle of friends. I needed this last little push—I would never have to eat lunch alone again. “I dare you,” he said, as if it made it harder to say no to. And in a way, it did. There’s something about a dare that really takes things to the next level. A dare changes the stakes. Something humiliating, like putting on your sister’s lingerie, becomes a way to prove your value, your masculinity, your fearlessness. A dare is a powerful thing. 
 
   “Okay, fine. Leave the room,” I said, and he did. Then, I found myself face to face with myself in my sister’s mirror. What was I thinking? Why was I doing this? I can’t tell you how many times I asked myself those questions, over and over. I started to slip out of my clothes, watching myself become naked. I let my boxer shorts fall to the ground and then I stepped into the little black outfit. It was tight but I managed to slip it up my body. Rob’s tucking idea didn’t work too well. Every time I moved even slightly, my balls would slip out of the thin crotch of the outfit. Not to mention, I was covered in body hair that would be a dead giveaway. I turned to my profile and checked myself out. For a dude, I didn’t look too bad, save for the abundance of body hair. I had a nice curve to my back and a plump tush. Hell, when I squinted my eyes, I even looked kind of hot.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   Without warning, Rob walked into the room. My instincts brought both of my hands down to my crotch, which was teeming out of my outfit. “What the hell are you doing?” I said. “I’m not ready yet.” 
 
   He laughed. “Oh my God, Tim, you’re a babe. This is going to work so well, you have no idea. But you need to shave first. I’ve never seen so much hair on a man before!” I was proud of my body hair—it was my one very masculine trait. Without it, I would be a near-spitting image of my sister. But Rob was right. If this trick was going to work, I needed to lose the hair. 
 
   I went to the bathroom, and Rob went back to my sister’s closet. It took a good twenty minutes to get all of the hair off of my body (I’d never shaved before in my life). It was slightly disturbing just how feminine my legs were without my leg hair. When I returned to my sister’s room, Rob threw me a pair of fishnet stockings (again, which I had no idea why my sister owned). He was also holding up a bunch of hair.
 
   “Ew, what’s that?” I said, looking at the long, blonde hair that perfectly matched my own (and my sister’s) natural hair colour. 
 
   “Your sister’s extensions. To complete the image.” At this point, I was all in. There was no sense in denying the fishnet stockings or the long, blonde extensions. Once it was all in place, I looked in the mirror again and my heart sank into my gut. I wasn’t staring at myself. I was staring at my sister.
 
   “Holy shit,” Rob said—or maybe I said it. I was in too much shock to know for sure. 
 
   “Let’s take those pictures,” Rob said.
 
   So for the next twenty minutes, we held our little photo-shoot. With my cock tucked between my thighs, we snapped a handful of pictures. The one we used had me pulling the crotch of the black number right up to the edge of my imaginary pussy—a tease shot. It was the best we could do without somehow crafting some sort of latex vagina. We even took a few shots of me pretending to rub my clit—with the edge of the frame at my chin, toilet paper stuffed in my tits. 
 
   We got a message back from Anthony just a minute later. “Oh yeah, babe, I bet you’re so wet. How badly do you wish I was there to fuck you senseless?” 
 
   “So badly,” Rob replied, his thumbs typing with impressive speed.
 
   “Show me your tits, darling,” Anthony wrote.
 
   Again, we took a tease shot—me pulling down the top slightly but revealing nothing. We had to take the shot a few times from different angles before it was convincing enough.
 
   “You fucking tease,” Anthony wrote. “I should come over these and stick it in your ass. Send me a pic of your asshole, baby.”
 
   Rob lost it, breaking into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. I might have laughed too had the thought of Anthony with my twin sister not been the topic stuck in my mind.  “I know how much you like it in the ass,” was Anthony’s next message. 
 
   “Did you shave your asshole?” Rob asked. “We can take a quick shot for him.”
 
   “No way,” I said, picking my clothes up off of the floor. I was done. That was it. Rob’s dumb little joke had gone way too far. He was slightly disappointed that the game was over, but he didn’t seem too upset. He’d gotten quite a bit out of all the shenanigans, and he left my house with a satisfied smile on his face. I felt like a total idiot, essentially whoring myself out (and my sister too, in a way) for a prospective friendship. Was it worth it? Probably not.
 
   It was late. I set my alarm and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. While I was brushing, I looked through my phone and started to delete the pictures. God forbid one of them escaped my phone to find the eyes of my schoolmates. Though looking through them, I wondered if anyone would even believe it was me and not my sister in the shots. Hell, even the shots that caught my face, I looked like my sister. I came across one shot where I was hot—it was a shot worthy of the Sports Illustrated cover. My ass looked great, my legs were stunning, and even my face was sexy as hell. My finger hovered over the little trash-can icon but I hesitated. Something stopped me from deleting it. It was the best photo ever taken of me, and I was a girl in it. It was such a shame, I thought. 
 
   I have to admit, I got hard looking at the photo. Who knew I could be so sexy? It was almost a shame I wasn’t a girl, and I could put this body to use.
 
   My heart fluttered and I found myself back in my sister’s room, back in that outfit. I don’t know what came over me—possessed me—but there I was, standing in front of the mirror (this time alone, with the house to myself), my legs looking perfect in those black fishnet stockings. My cock was hard and tall. Then another strange impulse came over me and I found myself trying on my sister’s makeup, applying her lipstick, flicking her mascara onto my eyelashes. I looked in the mirror again. 
 
   God, I couldn’t take it anymore. I started to beat myself off. I came so damn fast, all over my sister’s mirror, all over my own beautiful reflection. And as my cum blasted out from my cock, my sensibilities came rushing back to me. What was I doing? Did I seriously just jerk off to myself in drag? I slipped out of the outfit, put it right back where I found it, and zipped across the hallway, heart beating fast, to my own bedroom.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   I was home alone the next day, about to take a shower, when there was a knock at the door. I left the hot water running and I went to answer it. Then my heart skipped a beat when I saw who it was; it was Anthony Gregg. He looked at me with a peculiar look and then said, “You must be Lucy’s twin brother,” he said. 
 
   “That’s me,” I said. I had this overwhelming fear that he would recognize me from the pictures. I also had an overwhelming fear that I was about to be caught in a lie. Because just a few minutes before he showed up unannounced at my doorstep, he texted my phone and asked what I was up to. I made the very big mistake of telling him I was just relaxing at home. “Mind if I go up to see your sis?” he asked. He must have just been down the street when he sent that text message.
 
   There was no way I could tell him that Lucy had gone out within the few minutes it took for him to reach our door. “I was just on my way to football practise. Thought I’d stop in and say hi. Is she up in the shower?” he asked, the fizzle of the shower audible from downstairs. 
 
   I panicked. “Yeah, she’s just in the shower.”
 
   “That’s cool. I’ll wait down here. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, taking a seat on the couch. 
 
   “Um,” I said, trying desperately to think a way out of this mess. I had no ideas—nothing. “She takes long showers,” I said, thinking it would somehow help my cause. Maybe he needed to get to football practise sooner than later. It was a thin chance.
 
   And it didn’t help my cause at all. “I don’t mind waiting,” he said, leaning back, picking up the TV remote and flicking on the TV. I went upstairs, heart racing. What was I supposed to do? If he found out my sister was gone, he would find out it was me who sent the photos. I would be dead. I needed to figure out a way to make those pictures disappear, make him either forget about them or never mention them again. But first, I needed to make him think my sister was actually home. And the only way I could think to do that, was to become my sister. 
 
   My heart sank into my gut as I slipped into her room and began to dig through her clothes. In my panic, I didn’t even look to see what I was grabbing. I just grabbed an item from her shirts drawer, something from her pants drawer, a random pair of panties, and the first bra I could find. Before leaving the room, I grabbed the hair extensions as well. Then I slipped into the bathroom, put the extensions in my hair (which was much quicker process this time, now that I had a little bit of experience), got undressed, and hopped into the shower. “What the hell are you doing, you idiot?” I said to myself, over and over. I started saying it in my best Lucy voice. I wasn’t too far off, but if Anthony knew her well at all, he would be able to tell the difference. 
 
   But luckily, in my harsh anxiety, my voice became hoarse and shaken. I sounded like I had a cold. Perfect! I thought. I could tell him I wasn’t feeling well, that I was losing my voice, that it hurt to speak so I’d prefer to keep my voice low. I got out of the shower and started to get dressed. Then I realized what I’d grabbed from the closet.
 
   I must have grabbed from Lucy’s partying clothes. The pants I was trying to slip onto my body were skin tight, leather pants. The top was a low cut tank-top with large, gaping arm holes—and I didn’t exactly have the boobs to pull it off. But I didn’t have a choice. When I poked my head out from the bathroom, I could see there was someone in my sister’s room: Anthony. He must have migrated up while I was in the shower. I was stuck with the clothes I’d grabbed.
 
   So I did the best I could, stuffing my bra carefully with toilet paper, adjusting my cock to minimize the obvious bulge. I quickly put on some mascara and some eye shadow. I didn’t look half-bad. If this had been just another photography session, I would have nailed it. Anthony—or anyone who knew Lucy, for that matter—wouldn’t have known the difference. But it wasn’t just another photography session. Now I needed to play the part, too. I needed to speak and act like Lucy and I needed to nail it. Sure, I knew Lucy better than anyone and if anyone could pull it off, it was me. But I didn’t really know what Lucy was like with Anthony. I never knew that side of Lucy and she always kept her love life separate from her home life. So I was just going to have to wing it.
 
   With a deep breath, I stepped out from the bathroom and I started towards Lucy’s room—my room, as far as Anthony was concerned. 
 
   “Hey babe,” he said, standing up from Lucy’s bed, smiling. 
 
   “Hey,” I said. “Sorry, I think I’ve come down with a bit of a cold.” I stopped in the doorway, keeping my distance from the hunk of a man. My heart was racing. One slip up and I was toast. If Anthony didn’t beat the hell out of me, my sister would certainly do her best.
 
   “You seemed okay last night,” he said, stepping towards me. He put his hands on my arms. His hands were huge, making me look so petite. “I haven’t seen you in a while. I’ve missed you.” He looked down at me and smiled. I could see why women were obsessed with Anthony Gregg. He had the most piercing eyes, the most handsome smile. He was teeming with undeniable charisma—a strong aura of confidence.
 
   “I missed you, too. Sorry I’ve been so busy.”
 
   “You just need to relax,” he said and he started leading me towards the bed. My heart took off into another fury.
 
   “I’m on my period, you know,” I said. It was the first thing that came to my mind and it came out of my mouth before I’d even processed the thought. It wasn’t a bad idea, though. It saved me from the prospect of sex (at least, I thought it did), and it gave me an excuse as to why I might be ‘acting different’.
 
   “Already?” he said, as if he could remember Lucy’s last period. The panic was starting to overtake my body. I was rigid, standing as stiff as a pole next to Lucy’s bed. “Lay down,” he said, pointing at the bed, but I didn’t move. He laughed and then began to push me down. He was so strong—I couldn’t battle his strength. The next thing I knew, I was on my stomach, face against the bed. I was practically exposed. If he looked carefully enough, he could probably see the clips of my extensions, and from the right angle, he could probably see the bulge of my cock between my legs. But luckily, he didn’t seem to notice either.
 
   “I’m really not feeling well,” I insisted, but that just made him laugh again.
 
   “I know you aren’t. You need to relax.” I felt his hands press up against my back and he started to rub. I’ll give him that—he gave a good back rub. His hands moved all over my back, digging into all the right spots. I actually started to relax. For a moment, I’d forgotten that I was trying to get rid of him—and that I still needed a plan to make him forget about the sexy pictures I sent to his phone the night before. His hands moved down south and he started to rub my ass and all of my anxieties came rushing back to me. He was moving as far south as my upper thighs. He was only a few inches away from rubbing my bulging cock. “Relax,” he said again, his knees now planted on either side of my thighs. I could feel his muscular butt rubbing against me.
 
   I tried to think of something to say, to get my plan rolling. But nothing came to mind. All I could think of was those pictures of me in my sister’s lingerie, looking sexy, and how I was actually convincing the most sought-after man in town that I was a woman (who he found attractive). It was, in a strange way, a nice feeling. After a few minutes, I once again found myself slipping away from my anxieties, slipping further into the relaxation he was so keen on me slipping into.
 
   Then something felt off. It took me a moment to notice that he’d been carefully slipping my pants down and his muscular hands were now deeply caressing my bare butt cheeks. Only the thin strip of my panties were shielding my cock and balls from his view. “What are you doing?” I said, tensing up instantly.
 
   “Just relax,” he said again. Somehow, I managed to relax. The way his hands moved on my body—I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t strong. It felt so good, his powerful hands caressing my body.
 
   He slipped his fingers underneath my panties and began to rub circles around my asshole. Now, he was just millimetres from accidentally touching my balls. Worst of all, he was in the perfect position to strangle me. All he had to do was reach forward and grab me by the throat and I would have been completely helpless, on my stomach. “I’m not kidding—I’m on my period,” I said, biting my lip. I couldn’t have him reach down any further.
 
   He laughed again. “I know, I know,” he said. “Don’t worry. I know what you like, baby,” he said. And in my weakness, I let him continue. I relaxed slowly and then became quickly tense again when one of his fingers slipped up into my butthole. “Relax,” he said. It was becoming a mantra. The teasing finger slipped out and the butt-rub continued, but only with a single hand. The other hand was busy doing something out of my plane of sight, but I could hear the jingle of his belt and I had a good idea about what was coming next.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to convince myself otherwise. He wasn’t really going to do it, right? Did he really just come over for, quite literally, a booty call? I took a deep breath and then I felt it, the big, warm, bulbous tip press up between my butt cheeks. I felt his fingers pull aside my panties. I could hear my beating heart reverberating through my sister’s mattress. What do I do? Do I stop him? What excuse can I give? Apparently my sister likes it in the butt, and the period thing clearly wasn’t doing anything to change his mind. What other excuses did I have?
 
   The other option was to just take it—bite my tongue and let him get it over with. Then I would just need to find a way to delete those photos off of his phone. His cock began to push into my asshole. My God, it was big—thick, throbbing, warm. He managed to push through my tight clench. I could hear him sighing deeply in a state of pure pleasure as my anus hugged his humongous dick.
 
   “Anthony, c’mon. I’m not in the mood,” I said, my voice shaken. “I’m not feeling good.”
 
   “You know this always makes you feel better.” I could hear the smirk in his voice. He was horny. There was no stopping him. Any excuse I made, he would counter with an excuse of his own, and he was set out to win. I was stuck taking it. I’d never had sex before—I’d never had a cock in my ass before (or anything in my ass, for that matter). I was about to lose my virginity to my sister’s boyfriend and his monster-cock.
 
   He slid in deep—deeper and deeper. When would it end? How long was this beast. I looked back, straining my neck. He was naked, his body a chiselled rock-sculpture of bulging muscles. His cock must have been as thick as a tube of tennis balls for crying out loud. How was that thing fitting into my ass. Strangely, it didn’t hurt, but it was a strange feeling, being completely stuffed all the way up to my sternum. 
 
   He started to rise up and plunge down. I could feel every inch of his giant rod, every vein, every muscular ridge. The thing was just as muscular and rigid as his football body. I pushed my face into my sister’s pillow and bit down hard. Bursts of warm energy were pulsing through my body. I could hardly stand it, my body filling with a strange euphoria. My own cock was getting hard against the mattress. I could feel my balls slip out from my panties but there was nothing I could do about it except hope he didn’t notice. And for the time being, he didn’t. He was too busy pounding my ass raw with his giant pole of a cock.
 
   He planted his hands down on my mid-back, holding me in place. Now I was completely immobile, only able to move my arms slightly, trapped listening to the loud slaps as his hard pelvis striking against my ass. That, I have to admit, hurt quite a bit, but the swirling euphoria building up in my body was the real focus of my attention.
 
   His cock became impossibly harder, thicker, longer. The thing was practically touching my heart with every swift thrust. But God, how I loved the feeling of his strong hands holding me down, rendering me motionless, reducing me to a glorified sex toy while he drove his manhood in and out of my body. My body finally relaxed and he somehow slipped in deeper. I could feel his balls slapping my ass with every hard push. It felt so incredible. 
 
   The force of each blow rocked my body enough to rub my own erection against the mattress. Between that and the ecstasy from each of his blows, I was getting close to coming. Without even touching my cock, I was about to blast cum everywhere. 
 
   He grabbed my hair and pulled. For a moment I was worried the extensions wouldn’t hold, but they did, and I once again relaxed down, revelling in the pulsing of my cock, ready to burst. 
 
   “Harder,” I said, and he listened, driving down harder, with impressive force, making the whole bed rise off of the floor and slam down. “Faster,” I said, and he listened. He was panting, grunting, growling. I was moaning. I was about to come. I couldn’t hold back. I tried, but I just couldn’t.
 
   I came in my sister’s tight little panties. I could feel the warm wetness pooling up around my cock as all of the intense euphoria centralized at my cock. 
 
   “Fuck,” he groaned and then after another series of swift plunges, he started to come. I felt it—my God, I felt it—the hot, gooey cum filling my asshole deep. His load was impressive—amazing. Each blast was somehow greater than the last. 
 
   My whole body convulsed in an uncontrolled pleasure. It felt so incredible, unlike anything I could ever describe. When he pulled out, I could feel his giant load rushing out and down to my balls. I should have jumped up and covered up so he didn’t catch a glimpse of anything awry, but I was still too far gone in my elated state to move. I just lay there with my stomach on the bed, cum pouring out of my ass. “Don’t you feel better?” he said.
 
   I made some sort of noise that only closely resembled speech. My body was numb still. 
 
   “I’m going to clean up. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said, and then he left for the bathroom. I continued to lay motionless for a moment before the thought occurred to me: this is my chance. Next to the bed was his phone. I grabbed it and as quickly as I possibly could, I deleted all of the photos and messages I’d sent him the night before. 
 
   Now I needed a plan to erase the past couple of days from his mind, wipe them from the history books. I thought hard, but what could I possibly do or say to convince him to let the memory go? I heard him from the bathroom. “You look great in that outfit, by the way.”
 
   “Thanks,” I called back and I continued my panicked thinking. Ideas, ideas, ideas—I had none. I stood up and ran over to the closet to quickly change my panties, so he wouldn’t notice the big wet cum spot where my cock bulge was. My butt hurt, raw from the rough pounding, but there was still a lingering elation that I couldn’t get over. Part of me wanted to lay back down on the bed and call to him to do it again, stuff me with his big, thick cock one more time.
 
   Then he came in while my pants were down. Luckily, I was facing away from him. I froze. As long as I kept my back to him, he wouldn’t notice my cock. As long as I kept my back to him…
 
   “Nice ass,” he said.
 
   I carefully reached for a new pair of panties. I was going to have to be fast and subtle if I was going to slip them on without him noticing my dangling ball sack.
 
   “I should be going,” he said, “or I’m going to be late for practise.” He stepped up behind me and his chin rested on my shoulder. The clean panties were still in my hand, which was shaking with fear. All he had to do was look down and he would see my cock. “We should do this again sometime,” he said. 
 
   “Yeah, totally,” I said. I was completely rigid, completely stiff. It was almost too bad that we couldn’t do it again sometime—that as soon as my sister was home, I would be once again out of the picture, as if I’d never been in the picture to begin with. Too bad, because his big cock in my ass felt amazing. I was going to miss that incredible sensation.
 
   “Don’t worry,” he said, “I won’t tell your sister.” Then he reached around and grabbed my cock with his big, strong hand, fondling it gently between his fingers. He smiled and then turned to leave. 
 
   My heart was racing. What just happened? Did he know the whole time?
 
   He stopped in the doorway and winked at me before leaving. He did know the whole time.
 
   THE END
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