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HAPPY HALLOWEEN

Victor can’t wait for the big Halloween party. It will be a night of firsts: his first high school house party, his first drink, and hopefully his first kiss (and maybe more). His friends, Kenny and Joel, are just as excited, but no one has a costume.

Kenny suggests that it would be funny to dress up as Katy Leone, the popular female character that half of the girls in the school will be dressed up as. Though he doesn’t expect Joel to take the joking advice and actually show up to the party in a skimpy black bodysuit with cat ears and a cat tail—especially because he’s dressed up as the same character. And now Victor is worried that he won’t get any action hanging around with two men dressed up like skimpy girls—but maybe the three boys will come up with their own fun after a few drinks.


CHAPTER I

It was Halloween night, 2015. It was one of those perfect Halloweens that fell right on a warm Friday night.

I was still in high school, eight months away from graduation. I didn’t know what I wanted to take in college, but I was trying not to worry too much about it (or my slipping grades). It was the end of my youth, and I didn’t want to waste it worrying about the future.

For the past two months, my father had been hounding me about my future. “Well what are you going to do? You can’t just sit here and play video games for the rest of your life,” he had said to me on many occasions.

My mother, on the other hand, seemed more concerned about my single status. “Don’t you have a girlfriend? You really need a girlfriend.” I guess she thought that a girlfriend would pull me away from video games and inspire me to get a part time job or something—who knows?

“I’m not worrying about that stuff right now,” I tried to tell my parents. “I’ll be an adult next year—can’t I worry about this stuff then?”

“You’re eighteen! You already are an adult!” my father said.

I sighed. “But I’m still in school. Doesn’t that count for anything?”

“No.”

My parents were hard on me, but they hadn’t dropped the hammer on me just yet. My dad kept hinting that he was going to start charging me rent. I would come home from school and find job listings open on my computer. It was a week before Halloween when I started to find brochures for our local trade school, as if my dad was already starting to give up on my college hopes.

Sometimes I would save my lunch money up for a few days in a row so that I would have enough money to go out to the movies—sometimes with my friends and sometimes by myself, just to get away from my parents and the constant reminders that my carefree youth was coming to an end.

But I didn’t have it nearly as bad as Kenny. Kenny’s parents had already forced him to get a part time job at a burger joint. They were already charging him rent, even though he hadn’t even graduated high school yet. I used to hang out with Kenny every weekend, and every day after school, but now I almost never saw him unless we were in class together. He was always studying under his parents’ relentless rule.

And then there was Joel. Joel’s parents were doctors and they wanted the same from him. So they had him studying at all hours of the day. They’d even hired very expensive tutors to practically live in the house, so that he was in a constant learning environment. I went over one afternoon and it felt just like being at school. “I don’t envy you,” I said to him.

“Just kill me. When I’m asleep tonight, come into my room and kill me,” Joel said. He had a 96% grade average, but his parents apparently didn’t think that was good enough.

So maybe I didn’t have it quite so bad. But that didn’t mean that my youth should be forced away from me so suddenly. My parents should have been giving me some sympathy and some space instead of hovering over me constantly. So I was shocked when they told me that I could go to Jack Bradley’s big Halloween party. I was even more shocked when both Joel and Kenny told me that their parents were letting them go to the big Halloween bash.

“This is going to be epic,” Joel said the day before the party. He was practically trembling with excitement. “I can’t remember the last time my parents let me go out—never mind to a party!”

“Do they know that there’s going to be tons of booze and horny chicks?” Kenny asked.

“I’m guessing they have no idea,” I said. “Unless you told them. I sure as hell didn’t tell them.”

My parents knew that the party didn’t start until late, and they knew that I wouldn’t be home until the middle of the night—but they were still letting me go. I could hardly believe it. I couldn’t help but think that it was just my mom hoping that I would find myself a girlfriend at the party. And maybe my dad was just in a good mood—who knows?

“I don’t have a costume. I need to find a costume!” Joel said. One of the party rules was that everyone had to dress up. In Jack’s e-mail, he wrote, ‘Especially the girls.’

“What are you going to dress up as?” I asked.

“I have no idea. All the stores are probably sold out.”

“Don’t you have any old costumes?”

“You could steal a costume from your sister,” Kenny joked. We both laughed.

“I might have to,” Joel said.

Then Kenny said, “It would actually be kind of funny to dress up like a chick. All the girls are going to be dressing up as that character from that stupid movie—the one with the whiskers and the cat ears.”

“Katy Leone?” I said. I knew the movie—it had been out for a couple of months and it was still wildly popular. The girl in the flick wore cat ears and a cat tail, and had whiskers drawn on her cheeks. I think she had superpowers—I never saw the movie.

“Yeah—wouldn’t that be funny?” Kenny said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. I’m just going to put my vampire teeth in and wear that cape, like I do every year.”

Joel was trembling with excitement. This was probably his one and only chance to leave his responsibilities behind for the next twelve years, while he trained to become a doctor. I still couldn’t believe his parents were letting him off of their short leash.

I went home that night to make sure I still had my black and red Dracula cape, and my pointy rubber vampire fangs. I found the silly outfit in a small box in the back of my storage room. I even found a case of beer that had been left behind by one of my dad’s friends in the summer when they were working on some engine in the garage together. I set that case of beer aside, along with my Dracula outfit, and I was set for the party.

I was nervous. I’d never been to a booze-fuelled house party before. I’d never even had an entire beer before—just a few sips on special occasions, when my dad was feeling especially nice. I didn’t know what it was like to be drunk, and I wondered if I would even get drunk.

And then I started thinking about all the girls that would be at the party, in their skimpy little outfits. I hoped there would be lots of Katy Leone doppelgangers—she was a sexy character. I was also hoping there would be some skimpy nurses, half-naked vampire girls, and maybe a sexy succubus or two.

Maybe I would even lose my virginity at the party.


CHAPTER II

The party started at nine, but I made a point of showing up thirty minutes late, so that I wouldn’t be the first to arrive. I was surprised by how rocking the house was when I pulled up on my bike and tied it to a nearby post. The music was booming and there were dozens of high school students moving in and out of the flashing house.

My heart soared in my chest. This was it: the night I’d been waiting for. After tonight, it would be back to hearing my dad’s constant judgements and ‘recommendations’. My father probably wouldn’t let me go to another house party until I got my grades way up, which was probably never going to happen. So I knew I needed to make the most of this night. I couldn’t let myself be shy. I couldn’t be the only guy to leave this house still a virgin.

I walked up to the house slowly, reaching into my pocket to grab my vampire fangs. I put them in my mouth before stepping up on to the porch. The door opened suddenly and three girls stepped out. Two of them were dressed up like Katy Leone. They looked at me with big smiles. I didn’t recognize them. I was pretty sure they didn’t go to my school. I looked down at the one girl’s butt, which was almost completely exposed. I would surely remember an ass like that.

So that meant Jack had gone ahead and invited people from other schools. I tried to hide the big smile from my face. I was bound to get laid if there were girls from other schools at the party. That meant that the sex would be string-free. The girls wouldn’t have to worry about crossing me in the halls for the rest of the year. The night was just getting better and better, and it hadn’t even started yet.

I stepped inside of the house. The music was so loud that the floors were shaking. The place was already littered with plastic red cups, and the air had the strong smell of vodka and whisky. I hardly knew any of the faces dancing and drinking around me. A few feminine gazes turned my way, and then I suddenly because super self-conscious. I looked down at my feet, regretting my costume. It was a costume I’d been wearing since I was eleven, and now it just felt juvenile and stupid. Maybe I should have gone with something more masculine or something more relevant—or something funny, so I had some way of breaking the ice with all of the high school hotties around me.

I made my way to the kitchen, sticking close to the wall so that I was out of everyone’s way. I placed my case of beer down on the counter and then I turned to scan the large space for my friends. I had no idea who they would be dressed as. There was a guy wearing a white sheet over his head. Could that be Kenny? Was the guy in the werewolf costume next to him Joel?

I looked back at my case of beer, which had been opened and pillaged. There were only a couple of cans left. “Shit,” I said. Apparently the vultures were on high alert. I grabbed both remaining beers and I didn’t let them leave my sight. But I didn’t want to be walking around with two beers like a weirdo, so I opened one and quickly downed it. I nearly gagged as I felt the alcohol sizzling down my throat, but I managed to keep it down. Then my stomach started rumbling. Maybe pounding that beer wasn’t such a great idea.

I cracked my new beer and then I continued to hunt down my friends.

The house was quickly becoming packed as more and more people showed up to throw down. Someone turned the music up louder, and more people were starting to dance.

One particularly drunk girl, dressed of course as Katy Leone, flew back while trying to dance and bumped hard into me. I managed to catch her before she fell. She was a hefty girl with a thick midsection. She said something to me, but I couldn’t understand her drunken slurring, and I couldn’t stand her strawberry and tequila scented breath.

I stumbled back from her and then bumped into another Katy Leone. “I’m sorry,” I said, spinning around quickly.

The girl staring at me now looked familiar. She had big flashing eyes and it was obvious that the long blonde hair on her head was a wig. She laughed suddenly. “Don’t recognize me?” she said with a strange voice. It wasn’t quite feminine but it wasn’t quite masculine.

I shook my head slowly. “I’m sorry. Have we met?”

“It’s me! Kenny!”

And then I suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. It really was Kenny. He actually went through with his silly idea of dressing up like Katy Leone. He’d even put in the effort of shaving his legs and painting his fingernails black, so he would look more convincing.

“People actually think that I’m a chick,” he said. “No one’s laughing. I’m kind of regretting the costume.” He looked too convincing. It would have been funny if he’d had some stubble and some leg hair, and maybe a potbelly to push the outrageousness over the top. But instead he had a fit, slender body like a girl, and his skin was soft and smooth like a fashion model.

“Have you seen Joel?” I asked.

“He texted me that he’s here, but I haven’t been able to find him.” I found myself looking down at Kenny again. His outfit was terrifyingly small on him. There was hardly two inches of fabric between his legs, and I couldn’t quite figure out how he was managing to keep his manhood in place. I forced myself to look away. It didn’t feel right to look at him, even in a joking way.

“Hey!” Joel’s familiar voice called out. I looked up and saw that Joel coming towards me. But he didn’t look like Joel. Like Kenny, he was wearing makeup: eyeliner, lipstick, and some blush. He had a black wig on his head and the same tight black Katy Leone bodysuit that Kenny was wearing. Because Joel was shorter, the outfit covered more skin, but it was still tediously revealing, hardly covering much of Joel’s ass at all. “What do you think? Funny, right?” he said, spinning around.

“What the hell, man! You stole my idea!” Kenny snapped.

Then Joel looked over at Kenny. “Whoa—Kenny? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me! Dressing up like Katy Leone was my idea you bastard. Now we look like a couple of faggots.”

“You literally told me to dress up like this. Yeah, it was your idea—it was your idea for me to dress up like Katy Leone. Idiot.”

“I didn’t think you were actually going to do it. Otherwise I wouldn’t have put this stupid bodysuit on.”

“Calm down, girls,” I said, chuckling at the outrageousness of the mix-up. Both of my male friends were dressed up like slutty cat girls at the biggest party of the year. I suddenly didn’t feel so stupid in my old Dracula costume.

“I need booze,” Kenny said with a heavy sigh. I still couldn’t bring myself to look at him. He was a bit too sexy—I wasn’t proud to admit it, and I certainly wouldn’t dare to admit it out loud. But his legs actually looked like chick legs, and his butt was perkier than most of the girls at the party.

But looking at Joel wasn’t much better. Joel’s petite body wasn’t quite as curvy and fertile-looking as Kenny’s, but he still looked like a girl. Even he’d shaved his legs for the sake of the costume. At least Kenny was able to hide his cock away. The bulge between Joel’s legs was just too obvious.

We went to the kitchen together. I looked down at my beer and saw that it was empty. There was a case sitting on the counter, and I figured I was entitled to steal a couple, seeing as mine were stolen from me. So I grabbed two beers, and once again I felt silly double fisting cans of beer, so I popped one open and chugged it quickly. I had no idea what it took to become drunk. I’d seen characters in movies down entire bottles of liquor and continue to operate. I’d seen videos of girls doing keg stands, or videos of guys way smaller than me chugging half a dozen beers in less than sixty seconds. So surely I could handle half a dozen over the course of thirty minutes, right?

Apparently not. As soon as I dropped that empty can on the counter, I felt the buzzing inside of my body. I went to take a step, and I suddenly felt off-balance. I grabbed onto the edge of the counter as a nausea soared through me. It took all of my willpower to hold back the urge to vomit. Kenny was looking at me with pretty, narrowed eyes. “You okay, Will?” he asked.

I nodded my head quickly. “Me? I’m fine.” I faked an awkward laugh. “All good here. Why do you ask?”

“You nearly fell on your ass,” he said.

“I did? No I didn’t.”

Once he was looking away, I looked down at the beer in my hand. Maybe this stuff was stronger than I thought. Or maybe the people in those videos and movies had a much higher tolerance than me—or maybe the cameras were cutting right before they fell flat on their faces.

So I sipped my next beer slowly. We migrated back over to the main room to watch the girls dance. I was hoping one of the girls would come up to ask me to dance. I knew that it was my job to initiate the dancing, but I was frozen with terror. I’d never felt so shy around women before, but there was something different about this party. Maybe it was all the skimpy outfits. The girls were intimidating with their legs and butts out for everyone to see. One girl, with very large breasts, was bouncing on the dance floor, and her big rack was desperately trying to escape her tight top. I don’t think that I was the only guy staring with eager eyes.

There were lots of cute girls, but I wasn’t able to muster up the courage to talk to any of them—not even after I was onto my sixth beer. It almost seemed like the liquor was making me more self-conscious. It didn’t help that I had two men next to me constantly, who happened to look just like slutty women. Maybe the girls thought that I was already spoken for. Maybe Kenny and Joel were killing my chances.

Though it was amazingly entertaining every time one of the guys at the party would come up and hit on one of the feminized boys. Kenny seemed to think it was funny to toy with the guys, putting on a girly voice and seeing how long it took for the guys to clue in. Joel, on the other hand, was quick to use his deepest male voice to say, “Do I look like a fucking girl to you, you asshole?”

It was especially funny with Devon Riley came up to hit on Kenny. It took him five minutes to realize he was talking to one of his male classmates. We all started laughing and his face became bone white. He ran off and we didn’t see him again. He either locked himself in the bathroom to empty his guts, or he ran home, hoping we would all forget about the humiliating blunder.

So maybe Kenny was right. Maybe dressing up like Katy Leone was a funny idea. Maybe it was worth all of the hilarious memories. I was laughing my head off and experiencing being drunk for the first time in my life—but something was still missing.

I had really hoped to lose my virginity at that party. I was really hoping to mingle with girls and then feel my first set of bare tits. I didn’t want the night to end with a few laughs and a hard buzz. I wanted more than that, but my low self-esteem wouldn’t let me move within twenty feet of a cute girl. I was starting to think that this was it for me—this was the extent of my last night of freedom, before my father took the reigns and put me at his mercy of adulthood.


CHAPTER III

It was getting late—almost midnight—and I still hadn’t even talked to a girl. The party was starting to thin out as the bedrooms upstairs were starting to fill up. The lights seemed dimmer and the music seemed louder. Conversation was nearly impossible over the booming music. The smell of weed was strong in the house, and I think I even smoked my first joint with a group of guys I had never met before.

And I say ‘I think’ because the night was becoming a blur. The alcohol had hit me suddenly and my timeline became suddenly blurry. One moment I would be in one room with Kenny and Joel, and the next moment I would be in another room chatting with different people—then suddenly I would be back with Kenny and Joel, trying to have a conversation I couldn’t even remember starting.

I was suddenly in the line for the bathroom. A girl I knew was inside, throwing up, and another girl was angrily pounding on the door. “Go outside to barf! We need to use this bathroom!” I don’t know how long I stayed in that line before I ended up in the back corner of the yard, peeing on someone’s rose bushes (maybe they belonged to Jack’s parents, or maybe they were the neighbours flowers). Then suddenly, once again, I was back with Kenny and Joel, in the main room. I had to cover my ears because the booming dance music was so loud.

I scanned around at the remaining girls—the ones that hadn’t been picked off by other guys (though some of them already had been, and their romps were finished). “I really want to get laid,” Kenny said as he adjusted the top of his slutty black bodysuit. He probably should have thought of that before wearing a girl costume as a joke.

I laughed. “Well I have bad news for you: unless you can find a bisexual chick here, it’s probably not going to happen.”

“Who says chick anymore? Did I just go back in time to the 90s?” he asked.

Joel, standing to the side with a beer in his hand, started laughing—even though I was pretty sure he was too far away to be able to hear our conversation. “What’s funny?” I yelled over the music, to see if he was laughing at Kenny’s joke or something else entirely.

“What?” he yelled back.

“I said: what are you laughing about?” I yelled it as loud as I could.

He cupped his hand against his ear, leaned forward, and shook his head. I just waved him off—it wasn’t important.

Then I looked over and saw that Kenny was pointing up at the ceiling. “It’s probably quieter upstairs,” he yelled less than a foot from my ear. He started towards the stairs and then waved for us to follow him. There was no sense in staying on that main floor. We weren’t successful in getting any female attention, after all, and we weren’t looking to do any dancing. So we climbed the stairs and found ourselves in the middle of a long, empty hallway. The music was still loud here, but at least we could hear ourselves.

“This party kind of sucks,” Kenny said.

Joel’s eyes narrowed and he threw his head back. “What? Are you kidding? This is awesome.”

“Why?” Kenny asked.

Joel shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know—there’s no homework or tutors here, so it’s awesome. That’s enough for me.”

Kenny sighed. “Well we should be drowning in pussy right now, but we made the mistake of wearing these stupid Katy Leone costumes. This was the biggest mistake ever.”

“But it’s funny,” Joel said, chuckling to himself. It was obvious that he was drunk. We were all drunk.

“It stopped being funny about two hours ago,” Kenny said.

One of the bedroom doors opened. A young man ran out with a young woman close behind him. They looked at us, giggled, and then ran past, towards the stairs. Kenny peeked into the room. “Maybe there’s some clothes we can change into in here,” he said. He went into the room and we followed. Joel and I stood by the end of what looked like a guest bed while Kenny zipped towards the closet and started digging around for clothes. But there were only women’s clothes in the closet: fancy dresses and expensive shoes. “Damnit,” he groaned.

The light in that room was even dimmer than downstairs. The light on the ceiling was burnt out and the entire room was being lit by a small table lamp in the corner, and someone had draped a piece of red fabric over it, making it look like a brothel you might see in a movie.

“I can’t believe we’re not even getting laid tonight,” Kenny said, repeating himself in his state of frustration.

Then Joel jumped on the bed and struck a Venus pose, with one knee up and his head cradled on his hand. “You want to get laid, beautiful?” he said, and then he started laughing. I laughed as well—though in retrospect, the joke wasn’t that funny. But when you’re a drunk teenager, everything seems hilarious.

“Careful,” Kenny said. “At this point, I’m nearly horny enough to go for it.” We all laughed.

Joel took his hand and slowly ran it down from the top of his chest to his crotch. “You want to roll with me, Katy Leone?” he said in an impressively female voice. Then he reached his hand out like a cat and made a purring sound.

“Wow—you can actually do the voice,” Kenny said.

“Of course I can—because I’m Katy Leone,” he said, flipping himself onto his hands and knees, with his tail facing Kenny. He waved his bum gently in the air, adding to the joke. I was still laughing, though I couldn’t figure out why.

Kenny stepped up to Joel with a sexy strut, playing along with Joel’s silly little game. He reached out and put his hands on Joel’s bare hips. “Careful what you wish for, Katy Leone.” That was a quote from the movie. Even Kenny’s voice wasn’t too bad, considering his natural voice was considerably deeper than Joel’s.

He moved his hands up and down Joel’s thighs. Joel continued to sway him bum in the air. Kenny brought his hands back up, this time rubbing them over Joel’s perky bum. They both giggled. My heart stuttered as a nervousness buzzed through me. I quickly finished the last half of the beer that was in my hand, and then I said, “I dare you to actually do it.”

The room became silent. Kenny broke the silence with a giggle, and then Joel giggled in response—though they both sounded nervous. “Is it gay if he’s dressed like a girl?” Kenny said.

“No homo,” I said.

“Quit calling me ‘he’,” Joel said with his impressive female voice before snickering again.

I went to take a sip from my empty beer. As I brought the empty can up to my lips, I noticed my hand was trembling violently. I took a deep breath in, and then I realized my pants were starting to feel tight around my crotch. Was I getting aroused? Was I really daring my friends to fuck in front of me, while dressed up like girls?

Kenny slipped a finger underneath the small strip of fabric covering Joel’s asshole. He pulled it aside, exposing Joel’s hole. “Did you shave your hole?”

“I’m in character,” Joel said.

Kenny gently ran the tip of his thumb over Joel’s asshole. Joel didn’t flinch. Instead, he took a deep breath in and curved his back downwards, sticking his butt up into the air. Kenny ran his thumb over that hole again. Then he bent forward, putting his face up against Joel’s ass. He took a big lick, using his hands to keep Joel’s cheeks spread wide. Then he leaned back and laughed, as if it was a joke. Joel giggled as well, but it was obvious the laughter was all just nerves.

I tried to take another swig from my empty can. I should have just put it down, but I needed something to occupy my hands. I walked carefully over to the door and made sure it was closed completely. I even pressed in the little lock button, just in case anyone tried to come in.

Then I noticed the bottle of perfume sitting on top of the dresser. I walked over and grabbed it, and then I brought it over to my friends on the bed. “Maybe this will help,” I said, and then I gave them each a couple of spritzes. As I was stood close, I looked down and noticed the erect bulge between Kenny’s thighs. I couldn’t understand how the tiny black bodysuit was holding it in. I looked away quickly, pretending not to notice.

Was Kenny actually into this? Was Joel into this? Was I into it? Were they really going to do it? Was I about to watch my friends fuck?

“Give it another lick, beautiful,” Joel said in his girly voice.

“Is that a dare?” Kenny asked. His face was dark red.

“It’s a double dare.”

Kenny giggled and then bent over again, spreading those cheeks with both of his hands. He touched the tip of his tongue up to Joel’s puckering asshole, and then he started to move it up and down. I watched as his face became redder and redder. I was still standing close. So as a joke, I swiftly slapped Kenny on the bare ass, making him perk up. “Hey now!” he said.

I laughed, and then I bit down on the corner of my bottom lip. My heart was stammering and my stomach was turning. Was this wrong? Were we getting carried away? Was this something we were going to regret in the morning? Was this something we were only doing because we were drunk? Would we even remember any of this?

I took a step back. Kenny planted his face back into Joel’s ass and he continued to eat out that asshole. Joel giggled a little bit, but it wasn’t long before the room became silent. That silence persisted for a minute, and then Joel cut the silence with a soft moan. “Shit,” he muttered, still using that girly voice.

And Kenny wasn’t stopping: still spreading those cheeks and digging in deep with his tongue.

I don’t know why, but I reached into my back pocket and grabbed my phone. I held it up and started recording a video. I tried to make myself laugh, but I suddenly didn’t feel amused. I just held my phone up and recorded Kenny eating out Joel’s asshole.

And then I got an idea. I put my phone back into my pocket and I carefully stepped forward, towards the other end of the bed where Joel’s face was currently moaning. I stopped right at the end of the bed and then I undid my belt. With a pounding heart, I reached into my fly and pulled out my erection. I could feel my face burning hot with embarrassment. I had no idea whether or not I was about to be rejected, but for some reason I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward, and Joel tilted his head up and opened his mouth for me. I gently slid my cock onto his warm wet tongue, and then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as his lips pressed around my girth. He was sucking my cock.

I opened my eyes to watch as his brunette head bobbed up and down the length of my shaft. It felt good. I could feel his tongue moving around while his lips massaged my length. It was so warm and so wet—and he seemed to like it.

I had a great view from my new position: right down Joel’s curved back I could see Kenny’s pretty, dolled up face. His eyeliner-thick eyes were closed, and he looked so peaceful as his head gently bobbed up and down, still digging his tongue deep into his friend’s butthole.

My heart continued to stutter as it pounded ferociously fast. My legs and hands were trembling, but I didn’t move. I kept trying to tell myself that this wasn’t gay. They both looked like convincing girls. It’s not like we would have been doing this if we were all dressed up like Dracula. But what about Joel? Joel couldn’t see Katy Leone behind him, but he could see me in front of him, and I wasn’t dressed up like a slutty girl. Was Joel gay? Had he always been gay, or was this just drunken experimentation? Would we all laugh about it later, or was this going to be the dark elephant in the room for the rest of our senior year?

But my God, did he ever look like a girl—especially now, with his bum up in the air. That bodysuit framed his curved beautifully. It was hard to see him as a man, even though I knew it was true. The more I stared at him, the more I saw her.

I pulled my cock out from her mouth. I reached down and grabbed her hair, and then I mashed the whole length of my erection up against her face, rubbing my shaft up the side of her nose, then running my throbbing tip down from her forehead and back to her lips. I pressed my cock back into her mouth and she continued to suck. She loved my cock, and I loved her mouth.

I looked up at Kenny, who was now leaning back, wiping the saliva off of his lips. He looked into my eyes for a brief moment, and then we both looked away nervously. Eye contact wasn’t welcome in that room on that particular night. And maybe eye contact would never be welcomed again between the three of us.


CHAPTER IV

I watched through the corner of my eye as Kenny reached down to fish his erection out from his tight black bodysuit. Once he got it out, it flipped up and slapped against his abdomen. He was big—bigger than me by at least two inches. I couldn’t help but take a quick glance while it was out in the open, throbbing as it begged to be inside of a warm body.

I watched it disappear from my vantage point as he aimed it down at the hole he’d spent the last ten minutes lubricating with his tongue. Then I watched as Joel’s bum swayed gently, as if she was trying to help Kenny penetrate. She moaned and groaned, but she never stopped sucking my cock.

“It’s too tight,” Kenny said in a soft, almost feminine voice.

“Keep pushing,” Joel said, muffled by my cock.

“I am pushing,” Kenny said. “You’re just too tight.”

I carefully slipped my cock out from Joel’s mouth. Then I climbed up onto the bed and walked on my knees towards the anal action. I looked down at Kenny’s cock and Joel’s asshole. Kenny showed me the problem, pressing the tip of his shaft against Joel’s wet, tight hole. And he was right: it did seem impossible. But maybe Kenny just needed a bit of help.

I spat into my hand and then I reached down to rub my spit on Kenny’s throbbing tip. I couldn’t believe how hard and warm he was. His body tensed up as I grabbed his shaft and aimed it down at that tight asshole. I shimmied and squirmed it against that back door until I managed to get the tip of his tip through. Then I grabbed his shaft from the based with a tightly clenched fist and I awkwardly jammed it forward. Kenny groaned—the feeling of me jamming his cock into such a tight hole was probably uncomfortable, but I knew that it would feel good once he was inside.

Once Kenny had his whole tip in, I let go of the hot rod. I remained with my gaze on the action as Kenny pushed his cock forward, sinking it into Joel’s body. Joel groaned as that shaft disappeared into her asshole. I couldn’t believe how well she was taking it. I put my hand on her ass, giving her a gentle rub in my attempt to comfort her while her hole stretched painfully wide.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Good,” she said.

Kenny sunk deeper and deeper. I stayed in my place, watching with fixed eyes. My cock twitched once Kenny’s pelvis pressed against her bum. “Oh God, I can feel all of it,” she said, letting her head drop down. A loud groan escaped her lips.

“It feels weird,” Kenny said. “It’s so tight.”

“Fuck her,” I said.

And then I watched as that cock emerged from that asshole—but only for a brief second before he plunged it back down. Joel moaned. I put a hand on her back and rubbed gently. “You’re doing good,” I said. With my other hand, I started to gently massage the length of my own cock.

Kenny slammed his cock into her ass over and over—slowly at first, but picking up speed quickly. I couldn’t believe how well Joel was taking it, as if she’d done it before. And maybe she had. Maybe this wasn’t the first time she’d put on a skimpy girl’s outfit and taken a cock in the ass. Maybe this was a regular occurrence for her. Or maybe she just played with dildos at home, and now she was finally living out some sort of gay fantasy. Though was it gay? Or was it just harmless experimentation?

Kenny grabbed her hips firmly. He moaned a strangely feminine moan. I looked over at him, and then I found myself perplexed by her beauty. She was tall and curvy, and that long blonde hair looked so good on her. Like Joel, she really didn’t look like a boy. Aside from that long cock, there was nothing masculine about her. Hell—had she been a real girl, she would have been way out of my league. It was no surprise that guys were hitting on her constantly downstairs.

I reached out and put a hand on her ass. I caressed it firmly, inching my fingers closer to her butt crack. I slipped my finger under the fabric of her body suit and I gave her little asshole a quick feel. It was tight. Her bum clenched the moment I touched it, as if to tell me it was off-limits. And maybe that was for the best. Maybe this had already gotten out of hand enough. So I pulled my hand away, and I continued to watch while my friends fucked.

Joel was squirming. Her body was trembling and her head was rolling from side to side. Her face was flushed, as if she was really enjoying every second of Kenny’s cock. And did it really feel good? Or was she just acting in character? I walked back around so I could see her face. Her eyes were closed and her lips were permanently parted as moans and groans and whimpers kept escaping. I reached out and stuck a finger into her mouth. She instantly closed her lips around my finger and started to suck. I pulled that finger out and then I rubbed her saliva onto my shaft, which was rock hard and throbbing mercilessly as I stroked it.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” Kenny said.

“Come in me,” said Joel, pushing her bum back with each hard penetration. I moved back over to the main action. I watched as Kenny’s nails sunk into Joel’s skin, and then I listened as Kenny groaned loudly. She suddenly thrust herself forward with one last loud groan, and then Joel gasped sharply.

Kenny pulled out a moment later. A drop of cum oozed out the tip of her cock. Then Joel’s asshole puckered and I could see the big creampie about to ooze out. I had the urge to touch it. I reached out and pressed my fingers against that red, stretched hole, blocking that cum from oozing out. I felt the hot stickiness pooling against my hand, and then I felt my climax approaching.

“Shit, I’m going to come too,” I said.

I was shocked when Kenny dropped down to her hands and knees and tilted her chin up in front of me, as if she wanted me to come on her face. Joel did the same thing, turning around, pressing her shoulder up tight to Kenny’s shoulder so that they could both receive a coating. I squeezed my shaft tight as that cumshot approached. I groaned and trembled, and then I blasted their pretty, dolled up faces. Kenny kept her lips shut tight, but Joel kept her mouth wide open. I put two shots on Kenny’s face, and then two shots into Joel’s mouth. Then I alternated one and one. My aim got worse and worse with each blast. Cum was ending up everywhere, but neither of my girls seemed to mind.

I groaned and stumbled back, pulling my pants back up to cover my erection up. The girls both awkwardly stumbled up to their feet. The room was now completely silent. Kenny found some tissues, which he used to clean up his face. They both got their cocks back into their little bodysuits, and that horrible silence continued.

Then Kenny finally broke the silence by saying, “Man, I feel so drunk.” It almost seemed like he was trying to set himself up for the rest of the year, so he could pretend like he didn’t remember the little Halloween romp upstairs in Jack Bradley’s house.

“I should be getting home,” I said. The rest of that night was a blur. On my way out, I took a big shot of whiskey out of a regular drinking glass. It was possibly a triple or even a quadruple shot. It hit me fast, and the next thing I knew, I was home, in my bathroom, hugging the toilet bowl as I emptied the contents of my stomach. When I started to doze off on that bathroom floor, I hoped that I would wake up in the morning with no recollection of what happened in that spare bedroom. And I hoped that the other guys would have similar amnesia, so life could continue normally.

Sadly, when I woke up, I remembered everything that happened in that room with perfect clarity. I could replay every second in my mind. In my head, I could almost hear the sound of Joel moaning while Kenny’s cock plunged in and out of his tight asshole. I could almost feel Kenny’s massive shaft throbbing in my hand. And in case that wasn’t bad enough, my head was pounding and I had a feeling I would be spending the day throwing up in the toilet.


CHAPTER V

I was terrified as I walked up to school on that next Monday morning. Joel and Kenny were both in my first period class, and I hadn’t spoken to either of them since the incident—not even in our group message stream, which we normally chatted in all day long every day.

I was slow as I made my way to my locker, looking around carefully at the many faces I recognized from the party that night. Little groups of students were already forming along the hallway as people gossiped about events that unfolded on that fateful high school night. While I was stashing my bag away in my locker, I overheard a group of girls talking about walking in on Jack Bradley with Karla Jenkins—a girl who weighed almost three times as much as Jack, even though she was at least six inches shorter. “Apparently he likes fatties,” one of the girls hushed, but not quite quiet enough that I couldn’t hear.

“That’s too bad. I thought he was kind of cute,” said another girl.

“Ew!” the other girls said—even though Jack Bradley had always been quite popular with the school’s female population up until that point.

I walked by another group of gossipers. They were listing all of the couples that hooked up, based on who they saw coming out of bedrooms together. My heart stuttered. When I came out of the bedroom, there were students standing in the hallway. One of them even looked at me. Did he take note? Was I going to make that embarrassing list, with my name attached to Kenny and Joel? It was bad enough that I knew the homosexual threesome happened—I definitely didn’t need the rest of the school knowing about the risky romp.

When I walked into my first class, Kenny and Joel were already there, sitting next to each other, but they weren’t talking. There were seats open all over the room, and I wanted to take a far away seat badly, but I knew that would just be me admitting that I remembered the threesome. So I awkwardly took a seat next to Kenny, as if nothing had happened. I looked over at him and smiled. He smiled back before looking down at his textbook. It was obvious that he remembered the romp. Joel wouldn’t even look at me—instead opting to pretend as though he didn’t notice me sitting down. The tension was horrible. Downing that thick shot of liquor at the end of the night was apparently just a convenient way to waste my whole weekend.

For once, it was a massive relief when the teacher showed up early and started his lecture immediately. It was the perfect excuse to be silent. It should have been the perfect distraction, but it was hard to focus on anything he was saying, with the memory of that Halloween night still flashing through my mind.

When class was over, I made a point of taking a long time to pack my bag. I moved slowly until Joel and Kenny were both gone, then I sprung up to my feet and happily went to my next class, knowing Kenny and Joel would be on the other side of the school until third period.

Was this just a taste of the rest of the school year? Was this awkwardness going to go away? Was it just temporary?

At lunchtime, I decided to take my packed meal out to the front of the school, so I could eat alone on one of the benches, knowing Kenny and Joel always ate in the cafeteria. Though I immediately turned around when I saw Joel sitting on one of those benches with a sandwich in his hand. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who had the idea of slipping away. So I found an empty classroom and I ate alone like a total loser. But at least there was no awkward silence.

The next class we had together was just as silent. And then the next day was just as silent—and the day after that, and the day after that. By the end of the week, we were no longer sitting together. It had become painfully obvious that we all remembered every moment in that bedroom together, and those memories weren’t going to go away as long as we kept sitting together and pretending like nothing happened.

It was a relief when the weekend came. I looked at our group chat and saw that it was still empty; the last message, from Kenny, had been sent just before the night of that big party, which was now over a week in the past. And I found myself wondering if it was worth it. Was that hour in that bedroom worth the ending of our friendship? I liked hanging out with Joel and Kenny. They were my only close friends, and now we weren’t even close enough to say hello in passing. And all for what? A blowjob and a messy facial? Kenny technically lost his virginity in that room, and Joel maybe lost his as well, depending on how you define a man’s virginity. But me? I was still a virgin, unless jerking off onto two men counts as losing your virginity… I certainly didn’t think so. I liked to think that I still had mine to give to a real woman.

But now I had a problem. Whenever I went to jerk off, after my parents went to bed, I couldn’t get it up to normal porn. Watching a man fucking a woman just wouldn’t do it for me. I kept finding myself closing my eyes and remembering the events that unfolded in that bedroom. I remembered the feeling of Kenny’s throbbing cock in my hand, and I remembered their pretty faces as I coated them with cum. After beating my cock without avail for fifteen straight minutes, I would surrender and end up on some trap porn website, watching girls with big cocks riding big strong men or other women with big cocks—and then I would get off in a matter of seconds.

But where had this new fetish come from? I’d never fantasized about cocks before. In fact, before that night, I’d always tried my hardest to find porn without men: lesbian porn, or porn that kept the man’s face framed out whenever possible. I always wanted to focus on the girl—but now I couldn’t focus on the girl unless she had a bouncing erection between her thighs (or a floppy flaccid cock could do the trick).

I would get off and then find myself in a state of panic, worried that our Halloween romp had made me gay. Or was I always gay, and now it was just coming out? Is that how it worked? I didn’t want to be gay. I liked girls and my heart still stuttered every time I walked past the Victoria’s Secret in the mall, with the big posters of the beautiful young women in skimpy lingerie. But now when I walked by those big posters, I imagined them with big shafts stowed away in their lacy bottoms. Was my mind degenerating?

It was Monday morning again, and that dread was once again churning in my gut as I made my way to my first class. I sat in the far corner, away from both Kenny and Joel, but that horrible tension was still there, even once the teacher started talking. I knew that our threesome was still on their minds, and I figured they knew it was on my mind as well. And as long as it was still a thought in our heads, it didn’t matter how far apart we were sitting from one another.

That Monday, I went to my usual empty classroom to eat lunch. But the debate team, who had a big debate coming up that afternoon, was using the room. They all looked at me when I walked through that door, and they kept staring at me until I backed myself out. I needed to find somewhere else to eat my lunch in solitude. So I wandered the halls looking for another empty and unlocked classroom.

At the far end of the school, I found the drama room, which was unlocked. I carefully slipped inside and looked around. The room was empty. The only chair in the space was up on the stage, so I climbed up, pulled the chair to the far back of the little stage, and I ate my lunch alone. I felt even more pathetic now than in my usual empty classroom—at least that room had windows, whereas this room was dimly lit and windowless. I felt a bit like some sort of troll.

I was half done my sandwich when the door to the drama storage room suddenly opened. I became still and quiet, swallowing the mouthful of food in my mouth but not taking another. A girl walked out from the back room. She was wearing a dark green bodysuit and a black skirt, which did very little to cover her round, perky bum. She went straight across the room without noticing me. She grabbed a blonde wig off of a small rack and then she turned to the mirror as she got the wig onto her head. A few seconds later she noticed me in the mirror reflection. She spun around quickly with a gasp, and that’s when I realized I was looking at Kenny.

My mouth fell open and a sort of whimper slipped out. “K—Kenny?” I said, not quite sure my vision was being honest with me.

“What are you doing here?” he hushed.

“I’m eating my lunch. What the hell are you doing here?” I asked.

“Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said.

“How long have you been doing this?”

He stared at me with his wide eyes. In that moment, I realized we were talking for the first time since that night. “Just don’t tell anyone about this,” he said again.

“Are you just dressing up for fun?” I asked.

“Knock it off, Vic,” he said.

“Knock what off? You’re the one dressed up like a girl.”

He was silent for a moment, and then he took a step towards me. “It’s none of your business, okay? I’m just… It’s none of your business.”

“Look—I don’t care what you do. I just came here to eat. I can leave and find somewhere else.” I stood up and climbed down from the stage. And then I looked down at Kenny’s body, which was framed nicely in that green bodysuit and black skirt.

“What are you staring at?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said, looking away quickly. I wasn’t even sure how long I’d been staring. I’d zoned out completely, remembering the black bodysuit from that fateful night.

“Do you have the hots for me or something?” he asked.

“Your body is all shaved,” I said.

“Yeah—I shaved it for the costume last week.”

“That was last week. It’s still shaved. You’ve shaved again.”

He bit down on his glossy lip. “You want to make something of it?” he said.

My heart trembled as I tried to take a deep breath in. My head was suddenly spinning and I felt like I was right back in that spare room above that Halloween party. “Suck me off,” I said quietly.

“What?” he said with wide eyes and a pale face.

“Suck my cock like a girl. And if you’re going to talk, use a girl voice,” I said. My voice cracked and trembled. What the hell was I doing? Was I really asking my friend to drop to his knees and suck my cock? Had I completely lost my mind?

He stared at me with his big, liner-lined eyes, and then he looked down at my crotch. He slowly sunk down to his knees, maintaining impressive balance in the tall heels he was wearing (which made him much taller than me, seeing as he was already taller than me). He put his hands on my hips and continued to stare at my crotch, as if he was waiting for me to do my part.

So I reached down and unzipped my fly. I didn’t bother with my belt, and I didn’t bother pulling down my pants. I wanted the easiest escape possible for when I finally came to my senses. I reached into my open fly, through the slit in my boxers, and I fished out my semi-erect penis. Once my hands were out of the picture, Kenny took over. He slipped his gentle fingers under my shaft, held me up, and sunk me into his mouth. He started sucking—and there wasn’t much hesitation between the moment I made the suggestion and this moment now.

I was tempted to close my eyes and tilt my head back, but I didn’t want to miss the show down below. Kenny was hot with that blonde wig—which wasn’t too different from the one he wore at the Halloween party. There was a seriously feminine way in which he bobbed his head—with elegance and rhythm. I could hear him slurping my shaft, and I could feel his tongue exploring from the base of my cock all the way up to my tip. It didn’t take much to get me rock hard, pressing against the roof of his mouth.

I ran my fingers carefully through his blonde hair, and then I gently caressed the side of his face. I got to feel my cock bulging out against his cheek. God, did it feel good. He seemed to know just how hard to suck and just how fast to bob his head—and I suppose that made sense, seeing as he had a cock of his own. “Just like that,” I groaned. I bit down on the side of my tongue as I tried to figure out if I should try to will away my approaching orgasm or just freely burst in his mouth, seeing as lunchtime would be over soon, and there was probably a class in that very room as soon as the bell rang.

I looked down his body, at his adorable outfit. That bodysuit was made for his slender figure, and that skirt helped to make his ass look incredible. I wanted to reach down and pull that skirt up, so I could see all of that amazing, round ass. I wanted to stick my fingers into his asshole and I wanted to pump him until he filled his tight panties with cum. But time was running out, and I was already feeling that incredible buzzing between my thighs.

“I’m going to come,” I said.

“Come on my face,” Kenny said, suddenly pulling my cock out from his mouth. He clenched his fist tightly around it and started beating it, with my tip pointed right at his upper lip.

“But I’ll make a mess—are you sure?” I said, trying to strain to hold the orgasm back.

“I have to wash my face anyway. Just come on my fucking face.”

I strained and clenched and groaned, but none of it was enough to delay that amazing orgasm. I cried out, slapping a hand to my mouth, and then I watched as my cum splattered on his beautiful visage. He closed his eyes milliseconds before I coated his eyelids. He opened his mouth so he could get a quick taste, and the rest coated his cheeks and chin. To get the last drop out from my cock, he squeezed my tightly and pulled firmly towards my tip. Once that drop came out, he licked it up with the tip of his tongue. As soon as he let go, I snatched my cock and hid it back in my pants, suddenly terrified someone was going to walk through that unlocked door.

“I should go,” I said.

I watched as he stood up, only able to open one eye as the other was smeared shut with cum. “I should get cleaned up,” he said. And we said nothing else as we parted ways. I slipped out from that room carefully, and was relieved to see that the hallway was still empty. I decided to take the long way around the school to my locker, just to avoid any possible association with the boy wiping cum off of his face in the drama room.

Once I was at my locker, my heart started to pound aggressively. I’d just gotten a blowjob from my friend, and this time I couldn’t blame it on the booze.


CHAPTER VI

My last class of the day was always my least favourite, but now it was especially bad because Mrs. Porter insisted on assigned seating, unlike all of my other classes where students could sit wherever they wanted to sit. And it wouldn’t have been so bad had my assigned seat not been right next to Joel.

We hadn’t spoken since the incident at the Halloween party. Though I’d seen Joel talking to Kenny in the hallway, and my mind assumed that they were talking about what happened in the drama room. Did Kenny tell Joel? Did he rat me out? Had they worked their awkwardness out, and now I was the odd man out? When I went to sit down next to Joel in that final class of the day, he gave me a quick look, which made my heart tremble. That look suggested a lot—as if he really knew what we’d done in that drama room during the lunch hour.

Joel looked away quickly and said nothing. We apparently both still had some sexual secrets that we each knew were very taboo, and I had no idea how to address them—or if we were supposed to address them at all. I wanted to ask if he’d talked to Kenny about it, but I was too afraid of resurrecting sleeping demons—though I wasn’t so sure they were sleeping at all.

It was halfway through the class when I felt a buzzing in my pocket. I carefully slipped my phone out and saw that Kenny was sending me a message. I opened the message, using my hand to cup the screen so that no one around me could snoop. ‘Should we just talk about this?’ the message read. ‘Or is this going to be weird forever?’

‘I don’t know,’ I wrote back. My heart fluttered into the pit of my stomach. Why did he want to talk about it? Why couldn’t he just forget about it so that I could forget about it, and then we could just never talk about it again? Why wasn’t that a possibility?

‘I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I just really like dressing up, and I really liked sucking your cock.’

I stared at my phone, trying desperately to think of something to say back. For a moment, I was flattered. I could feel my cheeks turning red. Then I remembered that I was talking to my male friend and not a woman at all. Now my face was turning white. I felt sick. Why was this the time he picked to address this issue? Why couldn’t this wait for another day? ‘Let’s just forget about it,’ I wrote.

‘Joel wants to talk about it. We need to talk about this at some point.’

‘No we don’t,’ I wrote.

‘We all fucked. It’s not a big deal unless we make it into a big deal. So let’s just meet up after school and talk about it.’

“Victor,” Mrs. Porter snapped. I looked up quickly and saw that she was looking at me with unimpressed eyes. I saw that the whiteboard behind her was covered in mathematical gibberish. I was already failing her class in a big way. In fact, it was my failing grade in her class that was pulling my whole average down enough that there was a chance I wouldn’t make it into a half-decent college. “Bring that phone to me.”

I closed my chat app and awkwardly walked my phone up to the teacher. I handed it to her slowly, expecting her to place it in her ‘phone bin’ where she kept confiscated phones until the end of the day. But instead she placed it down on her desk, directly in front of her, and then she waved me away, back to my desk. I hesitated, staring down at my phone with terror churning in my stomach. Was she going to look at my phone? Could she legally look at my phone? Why didn’t I have a password on my phone? Was I insane? “Well? Go on back to your desk,” she said.

I moved slowly and my heart pounded quickly. I’d just handed humiliating evidence over to my teacher. I sat down carefully in my chair and then I looked over at Kenny. He was looking at me with wide eyes of his own.

Mrs. Porter continued her lecture, though it was hard to focus knowing that my phone was in her possession, along with the most humiliating string of text messages imaginable. At least I didn’t send Kenny any pictures of my erect cock…

“For the rest of the class, I want you to finish section eight of your blue workbooks,” she said. Then she walked over to her desk and settled into her comfy office chair. After stretching out her arms and back, she reached for my phone. I watched as she swiped the screen and then I watched as she thumbed through all of my apps. I was frozen with terror, on the verge of vomiting all over my desk. I wanted to run up and snatch that phone from her hands. Why was I letting her look through it? Math class was already horrible enough—this certainly wasn’t going to make it any better.

I looked back over at Kenny and saw that his face was completely white. Then I looked over at Joel and saw that he was a slight shade of green, as if Kenny had messaged him to let him know what was happening.

Mrs. Porter got up and walked up to Kenny’s desk. She took his phone from him, and then she did the same to Joel. She had no reason to confiscate the phones, but the boys didn’t put up a fight. They just let her collect her evidence, and I knew it was all my fault.

It was only a minute later when Mrs. Porter said, “Victor, I’d like you to stay after class—and Kenny and Joel too.”

Now when I looked over at Kenny, his eyes were closed. He slowly lowered his face to his desk in complete defeat. Mrs. Porter must have read the text messages. And now she was going to make that afternoon the complete definition of hell on earth.


CHAPTER VII

We remained in our seats after the bell rang. The other students were slow to filter out of the room—or maybe it just seemed that way because time seemed to be moving in super slow motion. My heart was racing and stuttering and sinking lower into my stomach. I was too afraid to look back over at Kenny. I hated seeing the horror on his face, knowing that my inability to keep my phone hidden under my desk was the reason for his torment.

Once the other students were gone, Mrs. Porter walked over to the door and closed it. Then she casually sauntered back over to her desk to sit down. She picked up my phone again and then stared at it, as if she was reading through our messages once again. Then she looked up with a little smile and said, “So what’s going on here? Is this the reason we’ve been so distracted in class lately?”

We were all silent. We knew she was talking about our taboo behaviour—our silence was evidence of that.

She waited a moment before saying, “You know, this sort of behaviour in school is wrong. It’s also grounds for expulsion.”

We remained silent.

“These messages here—I’ll have to show them to the principal, and then to your parents. If the principal is feeling generous, there will definitely be counselling—each of you alone with the counsellor, and then together with your parents.”

“Please don’t show any of that to my parents,” Joel said suddenly, rising up from his seat. “It won’t happen again. I can’t be expelled. My parents would literally kill me!”

Mrs. Porter smiled, as if she finally got the rise she was looking for. “So what are we going to do then? How can we make it so this is no longer in the way of our studies?” She slowly scanned our humiliated faces. I had no idea what was on Kenny’s phone or Joel’s phone—but it was in that moment that I remembered I filmed some of the action between Joel and Kenny at that Halloween party, and that video was still there. I’m sure she’d watched it while the rest of the class was filling out workbooks. “No ideas?” she said.

“It won’t happen again,” Kenny said with a broken voice.

Mrs. Porter laughed, and then she shook her head. “Kenny, why don’t you come and talk to me outside for a moment.” She got up and walked over to the door. She let herself out, leaving the door open behind her. Kenny was slow to get up. His face was still white as he slowly made his way to that door. He didn’t look back at us before he slipped out.

Then the door closed. I was alone with Joel, but I was still too afraid to look over and make eye contact with him. The seconds ticked by slowly. The silence in that room was horrible. I wanted to just clear the air, but I didn’t know how. I didn’t know how to make that horrible tension go away.

It was a long five minutes later when Mrs. Porter returned. Kenny was nowhere to be seen. She closed the door and went back to her desk. Did Kenny talk his way out of trouble? Did he come up with the perfect sequence of words to get him off the hook? I stared at that door, waiting for it to open, but it remained closed. Then Mrs. Porter spoke. “Joel—do you have anything to tell me?”

Joel shook his head quickly. “It won’t happen again. I’ll stay every day after class to make it up. Just please don’t tell my parents. I need to ace this class if I want to have a chance at an Ivy League school. Please don’t expel me.”

Mrs. Porter stood back up. She walked over to the door, and then she pointed at Joel. “Come talk to me outside, please.” Joel sprung to his feet and scurried out to the hall for his chance to get himself off the hook. Mrs. Porter closed the door so that I couldn’t eavesdrop. Now I was alone with my swirling stomach and my horrible humiliating. I looked up at the clock and I watched as it ticked slowly—one tick seemingly every ten seconds. My head was light, as if I was about to faint. I looked down at my desk and I tried processing what was happening. It just didn’t seem real.

It was another five minutes before Mrs. Porter returned, this time without Joel. She closed the door and casually sauntered over to her seat. She sat down with a big smile on her face, and then she looked into my eyes. I looked away quickly, knowing that she knew the whole story. Surely my friends had fed all of the little details to her.

“So Victor. Things aren’t looking so good for you, are they?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for.

“Your grade is abysmal, and it’s dropped considerably over the past two weeks. It’s my understanding that your other grades are okay.”

“I’ve just had a hard time focussing lately,” I said. “But I can fix it. I’ll turn my grades around.”

“When?” she said. “Because we’re halfway through the semester.”

“I’ll study harder. I’ll stay after class. Just please don’t tell my parents about this stuff with Kenny and Joel. It was all just a mistake. We were at a party and we all had too much to drink—everyone was doing it, not just us—drinking, I mean. I’d never had a drink before. I didn’t know what it could do. It really won’t happen again.”

“I’m willing to erase the grades from your last test, and your last three quizzes—all of which you failed miserably,” she said. “But I need to know that you won’t be coming into class distracted again. And for that to happen, you need to come to terms with this Kenny and Joel business.”

“Put me in the morning class,” I said. “I’ll have my first period switched to last period—then they won’t be here to distract me.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think it’s their presence that’s distracting you.”

“I’ll do anything,” I said. I didn’t love the idea of failing her class and losing my shot at getting into college next year—but I hated the idea of my parents finding out that I’d had sex with my two best friends.

“The only way you’re going to rid yourself of this distraction is by facing it head on. You need to work it out with Kenny and Joel.”

There was a lump in my throat now. “Okay,” I said. “I can do that. I’ll talk to them. We’ll put it behind us. We’ll never talk about it again.”

She shook her head again. “That’s not going to solve this problem, Victor.”

“Then what?” I said.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the classroom door. Mrs. Porter smiled as she rose to her feet. She looked into my eyes and then she walked over to the door, grabbing the handle slowly. She pulled the door open and Kenny took a step into the room, now dolled up with makeup, a blonde wig, and a little red dress, which I recognized from a recent school play. His cheeks were red, but I don’t think that was rouge.

Then Joel stepped in, also dolled up. His hair was long and black and straight, and so was his dress. The only colour on Joel was in his red cheeks. Both boys were staring down at the floor, looking humiliated. Mrs. Porter closed the door.

“Now is your chance to work through this,” she said. “I want the three of you to do everything I say. Failure to follow my commands and I’ll be sure to direct this issue to the principal, and to your parents. Understand?”

I shook my head, and the other guys did the same.

“Okay, Joel—you get to start. Be completely honest with your friends. Tell them everything you told me.”

Joel closed his pretty eyes for a moment. He took a deep breath and then he nodded his head. “I like dressing up like a girl,” he said in his girly voice. I wondered if Mrs. Porter told him to use the voice, or if that was a voluntary decision. “I’ve been putting on my sister’s clothes for years, and when Kenny made that joke about dressing up like Katy Leone for Halloween, I thought it would be a good excuse to dress up like a girl. I just pretended like I thought it was funny.”

“Good,” Mrs. Porter said. “And what else?”

“At home, I like to play with dildos. After I had a couple of drinks at that party, I was already trying to figure out how I could get the two of you to fuck me. So I guess I kind of set you guys up. I think I’m gay—or at least I’m a bisexual.”

Mrs. Porter looked at me and asked, “Victor—how does that make you feel?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”

“Not good enough,” Mrs. Porter said, raising one eyebrow.

I cleared my throat and tried to think of how Joel’s admission made me feel. “I guess I’m just confused as to why you kept that a secret from us. I mean—yeah, we probably would have made fun of you a little bit, but just jokingly. We would still be your friends.”

A small smile appeared on Joel’s face. He bit down on his bottom lip, and I had to admit that he looked cute.

“Now Kenny—tell your friends what’s been on your mind.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know.” He was using a soft, girly voice as well. Mrs. Porter must have instructed the guys to do so.

“Would you rather tell the principal?” Mrs. Porter asked. I bit down on my tongue, tempted to slap Kenny’s pretty face so that this wouldn’t become a public issue.

He cleared his throat. “When I put on that Katy Leone costume for the Halloween party, it made me feel… good. It was just supposed to be a joke, but I really liked it. And then guys kept hitting on me at the party, and I liked that too. The morning after the party, I put on my sister’s clothes and makeup and that same Katy Leone wig, and I made a Tinder account as a girl. I spent the whole weekend talking to guys while pretending to be a girl, and I just felt so good. I’ve been wearing panties under my jeans ever since the party—I don’t really know why. After school, I’ve been going to the mall and getting changed in the bathroom. I just walk around the mall by myself, dressed up like a girl. I don’t know… I guess I want to be a girl.”

Mrs. Porter looked at me. “Victor, how does that make you feel?”

I bit down hard on my tongue. “I don’t know. You look like a girl—and you’re pretty. So I guess why not?”

“I don’t want to be made fun of. And I wouldn’t know how to tell my family,” he said in that gentle tone.

“I won’t make fun of you any more than I already do,” I said. He cracked a smile—or I should say, she cracked a smile. “And when you’re ready to tell your family, I can be there with you.”

“Really?” she said. Her eyes were glowing.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m sure it will be fine, especially if they see you like this.”

“Victor,” Mrs. Porter said. “Get up and show Kenny that you really mean it when you say that she’s pretty.”

I remained sitting for a moment, trying to wrap my head around what Mrs. Porter could be asking me to do. Then I stood up and took a few steps towards Kenny, who was standing with her precious hands clasped at her waist. I looked down her body and said, “You’re very pretty.”

“I said to show Kenny that she’s pretty, not to tell her.”

I stared into her eyes for a moment, and then I showed her the only way I could think to show her: by leaning forward and kissing her gently on the lips.

“Good,” Mrs. Porter said. “Now I want you to really prove it. Feel her body, and make her feel like a real woman.”

My heart fluttered and coughed. I lifted my hands up and saw that they were trembling. Then I put them on her sides and gently moved them up and down. Her body felt soft and warm. She had a slight smile on her beautiful face. I slid my hands down slowly to her hips, and then I carefully felt her tight ass.

“Kenny,” Mrs. Porter said, “check to see if he’s telling the truth.”

“How?” Kenny said, letting a soft whimper escape her glossy lips.

“Feel his cock. If he’s telling the truth, you’ll feel it.”

Kenny looked down at my crotch. She reached down slowly with her gentle hand and she placed it over my package. She gently squeezed, making me tense up. “I can feel him throbbing,” she said.

“Good. Now Joel, I want you to get on your knees to suck Kenny’s cock. Victor, I want you to make Kenny feel like a real woman by sticking your erection deep inside of her.” There was a mutual hesitation and silence in the room. But strangely, that awkward tension was gone. That moment was strangely relieving. It was nice that we’d all finally come clean. I no longer felt ashamed about what we’d done. If anything, I was proud of it. That little Halloween romp had set the wheels of honesty in motion. Joel had finally come out, and now Kenny was embracing her true self.

Joel sunk down to his knees and gently lifted up the red skirt of Kenny’s dress. He fished out her cock and immediately plunged it into his mouth. He let out an elated sigh, like a man drinking water for the first time in two days of desert heat. Kenny’s body tensed up and shuddered in an elated way. “Shit,” she said.

And there I was, standing behind Kenny, running my hands up and down her sides, feeling her impressive curves. I pulled that skirt up and then I pulled her panties aside to reveal that tight asshole. It seemed weird with our teacher watching, but that didn’t make me want to plunge my cock into that ass any less. I used both of my hands to spread Kenny’s cheeks, so I could watch that hole pucker and beg for me to stuff it. Then I unzipped my fly and pulled out my already-throbbing erection. I ran my fat tip from the top of her butt crack, down to her little hole. Then I spat into my hand and spread it all over my shaft.

I plunged myself deep into her body, making her moan loudly. I held her hips tightly as I started to pump. Kenny reached up and ran her hands through her hair before bending over and planting those same hands down on Mrs. Porter’s desk. I used my feet to nudge her heeled stance wider, and then I kept fucking her tight asshole.

She had Joel’s head pinned against the desk, but Joel didn’t seem to mind—he didn’t even mind when I was pounding Kenny’s ass hard, making Kenny’s pelvis slam into his face.

I could feel beads of hot sweat forming on the back of my neck. I felt so free and so relaxed. I was excited to see where these new revelations might lead us. For the first time in so long, I had a mental image of my future. I saw myself in a good college, and my father was happy, and I had Kenny all dolled up at my side, making my mother happy. Every night, Kenny and I would fuck before going to sleep. Sometimes Joel would show up to be the third man in, which we always enjoyed.

And so what if that fantasy was gay? So what if it wasn’t socially acceptable? It wasn’t anyone’s business but our own.

Kenny cried out in a state of absolute pleasure. “I’m going to come,” she said. It was ten seconds later when I heard Joel let out a muffled groan. Kenny was coming in Joel’s mouth. Joel’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as if he loved everything about it. He pulled himself back and took a deep breath, letting Kenny’s cock flip up and slap her in the abdomen. A long strand of cum connected Joel’s lips with Kenny’s throbbing tip. It was a hot sight: hot enough to make me cum deep in Kenny’s asshole.

And just like that, that horribly awkward tension was gone. I didn’t feel like we’d all made a big mistake, like I felt after the Halloween party. And to make things even better, Mrs. Porter was erasing my recent failures to give me a shot at saving my grades. I couldn’t wait for Kenny to come out to the whole school, so she could start transitioning properly. I couldn’t wait to learn her new name and to introduce her to my parents.

Halloween 2015 was truly a happy Halloween.

THE END
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