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   HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND
 
   Kyle just lost a bet to his best-friend and now he has to be James’s slave for the week. How bad could it be? After all, James goes to a different school where spring break hasn’t started yet.
 
   But there’s a dance coming up at James’s school and James needs a date. And it just so happens that, with some help from his sister’s closet, Kyle makes a convincing girl.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER I
 
   It was a stupid bet, a bet I never should have made. Of course the Leafs were going to lose against the Penguins—why did I think otherwise? Because the odds were good, that’s why—too good to turn down. But Goddamnit, I should have turned them down.
 
   Had I won, James would have given me his brand new bike. His grandma got it for him for his birthday, and it was probably worth close to a thousand dollars. I needed a new bike, and the one I was in the market for wasn’t nearly as nice as James’s. I know, I know—I know what you’re thinking. You did all of this for a bike, Kyle? Yes, I was an idiot. I really thought I was going to win.
 
   The Leafs were on a winning streak. Auston Matthews scored four goals in his debut for crying out loud, and Crosby was out with a concussion. Besides, I really didn’t think being James’s slave for a week would be so bad. My school was on spring break and his wasn’t until the next week. I figured, even if I lose, I’ll really only have to be his slave evenings and the weekend. Had I known he would drag me to school with him, maybe I wouldn’t have taken the bet. But I did, and I lost. Now, I was bikeless and a slave.
 
   How bad could it be, right? James and I had been friends for years, since the first grade, back when we were still in the same school. He wasn’t out to torture me… Or so I thought. 
 
   The moment that horn sounded and the Leafs formed a line towards their locker room, heads down in defeat, my heart sank into my gut. James had a smirk on his face that suggested he already had the whole week planned out in great detail. And I was about to find out with certainty that he did indeed. “You officially belong to James Fischer,” he said to me, that smirk still resonating on his face.
 
   How bad could it be? How bad could it be? The question was pinging around my skull. How bad could it be?
 
   “Look,” I said. “We need to set some ground rules. I’m not eating dog shit off of the ground or anything like that.”
 
   “Nothing harmful,” he said. “That’s fair.” 
 
   “And I’m not giving you my money or buying you anything. I’ll go to the store for you—fine, whatever—but it’s with your cash. Got it?”
 
   “Sure. But you will go to the store for me when I want you to,” he said. That smirk got bigger. What had I gotten myself into? Goddamnit. He had something on his mind, something bad. I took a breath. I was psyching myself out.
 
   I learned a lesson from all of this, I really did. That lesson was: there’s no shame in backing out of a bet, breaking a promise. I know that sounds bad, but believe me, sometimes it’s better that way. Don’t be stubborn like I was. I learned another lesson, too: don’t make bets with James Fischer.
 
   “Why don’t we start with that?” he said. “Go to the store and get me a bag of chips. Right now. I like Dill Pickle, Lays.” He handed me a five dollar bill.
 
   “Alright, fine.” I stood up and started towards the door.
 
   Then, he said, “Wait!” and I stopped. That smirk—that godforsaken smirk. There was more. And in that instant, I regretted my idiotic bet. I even started to regret our whole friendship. “I want you to go in one of your sister’s dresses.” He was biting his lip, containing his laughter.
 
   My legs trembled. “Are you crazy? No way.”
 
   Then his smirk vanished and he became very serious, brow lowered, eyes dark. “Don’t back out on this bet! You lost fair and square, and you agreed to the terms.”
 
   “I’m not going to the store in my sister’s dress.”
 
   “Why not,” he said, that smile returning. “You have that long, beautiful hair. Why not compliment it with a nice dress.” He laughed. Now I was regretting growing my hair out. And for the record, some of the coolest men in history had long hair. Vikings had long hair. Every member of Led Zeppelin had long hair. Scott Hartnell had long hair, too. There’s nothing wrong with long hair—but I digress.
 
   “I’m not doing it. But I’ll go get your damned chips.” I turned back towards the door.
 
   “Don’t do what I say and I’ll show everyone that clip,” he said.
 
   I froze. I’d forgotten about the clip—that fucking clip. A few years back, James came over to my house, unannounced, and burst into my bedroom with a video camera. He caught me with my dick in my hand and some bouncing jugs on my computer screen. So what? Every teenager masturbates—it’s not like I was doing it out on the street, or watching kiddie porn or anything like that. I was alone, in my room. And at least once a week since then, James used that video for his own bidding—blackmailing me over the smallest things. I was already practically his slave, even without the damned bet. Thank God we didn’t go to the same school. That would have been a real nightmare.
 
   What choice did I have? At least at the store, chances were no one would recognize me. If James put that video out, all of my friends would see it. All of the girls in my school would probably catch wind of it. I would be ridiculed and outcast. “Let’s go pick out a dress, shall we?” he said.
 
   “Fine,” I said. “But after this week, that tape is destroyed.”
 
   “Deal,” he said.
 
   My older sister was in college, and for Spring Break she’d gone off to Cancun with some friends. Meanwhile, my parents were in Cabo. I had the house to myself for the week, and thank goodness for that. The last thing I needed was to have my sister or parents walk in on me trying on a dress.
 
   “This one,” James said, picking out a black, skin-tight number. “You’ll need a pair of shoes, too. Lets hope your sister has big feet.” My stomach turned. Unfortunately, my sister’s feet were probably around the same size as mine—maybe a size smaller, but not small enough that I couldn’t cram them into her shoes. He pulled a pair of black wedges. “I think we have your outfit for the ball, darling,” he said and then he laughed. Looking at the outfit, I started to wonder just how bad it would be if my whole school saw that tape. I mean, it’s not like you could see my cock in the footage, just my back and a flash of porn on the screen before I clicked away. Maybe no one would care—maybe they would all understand. Yeah right, and maybe I’m a Chinese jet pilot. “I’ll give you a minute to change,” he said, and he left the room.
 
   I stared at the outfit. My whole being was rejecting the thought of putting it on. But Goddamnit, I had no choice. I wanted that tape destroyed once and for all. I slipped out of my clothes, even taking off my boxers (knowing they would just bunch up in the tight outfit, which would draw more unwanted attention to me). Then, I stepped into the dress and slipped it on. After I’d pulled the straps over my shoulders and awkwardly reached around back to zip it up, I looked into my sister’s full-length mirror. The damned thing fit perfectly. Damn my small stature, I thought. If only it wouldn’t have fit, then maybe James would have found some other punishment for me—something less humiliating (though, knowing James, that was unlikely). The only issue with the dress was the bulge of my cock. It was so tight that you could see the entire contour of my manhood, pressed firmly against my leg. I tried to tuck it, but it was just too obvious. Also, I clearly had no tits—I was as flat chested as a teenaged boy, unsurprisingly because that is exactly what I was. 
 
   My heart continued to burn inside of my turning gut. I couldn’t believe I was actually going through with this nonsense. But I had an idea that would make it somewhat tolerable: if I actually looked like a girl, no one would recognize me. At worst, they’ll think I’m my sister. We looked somewhat alike, some similar features (we were made from the same parents, after all). Or they would think I’m some chick that looked like my sister. But if I could pull off an authentic female look… First I needed to address the bulge.
 
   I slipped a pair of my sisters panties on. They were tight, but they did they job, firmly tucking my cock and balls away. Creating tits was even easier. Apparently (and I had no idea until that very moment), my sister’s bras were all heavily padded. I didn’t even need toilet paper to look like I had a solid pair of B-cups. Luckily, the dress didn’t show any cleavage, so no one would suspect a thing. I looked back into the mirror. Damn. I was actually pretty convincing. I couldn’t grow facial hair to save my life (thank God for Swedish parents!). I thought about putting on some makeup, to really sell the effect, but I didn’t think it was necessary. I already looked terrifyingly like a chick. Without makeup, I was a solid six—totally mediocre, no risk of turning any heads. I wasn’t looking for attention after all, I was looking to blend in to the crowd. To get the job done as quickly as possible, with as little attention as possible.
 
   “You done in there or what?” James called out. “I’m coming in.”
 
   He stepped into the room and his eyes lit up. “Holy shit, Kyle!” he said. His jaw dropped. “You—you actually look like a chick! Damn, son. What’s the fun in that?” He laughed.
 
   “Laugh all you want. Once you’ve got your chips, this is coming off.” I walked past him, straight for the front door. I didn’t wait around for him to add any more ridiculous conditions onto the bet.
 
   It was a few blocks to the store, which gave me some time to figure out the wedges. They were only a couple of inches tall, but I felt like I was walking on drywall stilts. It was a long way to the ground, and I was far from stable. I must have looked drunk to all of the cars that zipped past. But by the time I reached the store, I had a good stride down. 
 
   My sister always watched that show, America’s Next Top Model. I’d been in the room a few times while she was watching it. On one episode, the host said something about walking as if you were on a tightrope when you’re in heels. I tried it out, stepping one foot in front of the next. I caught my reflection in a large window, and it looked pretty good. I think I was selling it.
 
   Once in the store, I went straight for the chips, wasting no time. With his stupid Dill Pickle chips in hand, I made my move for the checkout. There was only one line open, and there were about five other people in the line. Damn. I was going to have to wait. I thought about stealing the chips, just walking out with them. I mean, I wasn’t exactly identifiable in my outfit. But what if I was caught? They would have realized pretty quickly that I was actually a man. It wasn’t worth the risk. So I stood in the godforsaken line.
 
   A couple of minutes passed by. There were still a few people before me in the line. Another man had came up behind me and was waiting with his single microwave dinner on the belt. I made a point of not making eye-contact with him or anyone. Avoid attention at all costs—that was my new mantra.
 
   Then, he grabbed my ass. It was a gentle grab, discreet, with his full hand. He got a good handful before pulling away. I leapt up and nearly screamed, but I contained myself. My voice would have been a major giveaway, and then everyone around me would have been staring at me. Hell, I think the guy in front of me lived just two doors down from me, his daughter went to my school. I had no intentions to go down that road. No way.
 
   I looked back at the man and he winked at me. He was older than me by a good fifteen years—a full stubble beard and dark hair. He was maybe handsome by a woman’s standards, but who am I to say? I probably should have been disgusted but I was in too much shock. His grope was a confirmation that I was successfully disguised as a woman. Not only that, but apparently I was a gropeable woman. I bet a lot of ladies go their whole lives without being groped by strangers in grocery stores, and maybe that’s a good thing, but after just fifteen minutes, I wasn’t one of those ladies.
 
   I bought James’s chips and left. I could feel the man’s gaze locked on my ass as I left.
 
   Some energy inside of me erupted. I’d just gotten more attention in fifteen minutes as a woman than I had in my whole life as a man. Talk about feeling conflicted. I mean sure, it was negative attention. No woman wants to be sexually assaulted like a piece of meat. But damn, it felt good to feel attractive, to know that people noticed you, and not just noticed but admired.
 
   I wasn’t even across the parking lot when I noticed James standing there, laughing. He’d followed me. He’d been watching from the window the whole time. “Hey there, Kylie! That guy slapped your ass! Holy shit!” He held his sides and nearly fell over in hysteria.
 
   “Take your damned chips,” I said, thrusting the bag into his chest. I hated his satisfaction. Hell, I bet if he put the dress on and did the same thing, no one would have considered slapping his ass. Deep inside of me, it was almost a point of pride, a silver lining. But at the same time, I couldn’t wait to get out of the dress. So I continued on towards the house and the moment I was inside, the dress came off and my jeans and t-shirt came back on. I was just happy it was all over. At least I thought it was. But oh, how naïve I was. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER II
 
   It was Monday afternoon, a whole twenty-four hours after the incident at the grocery store when James knocked on my door and a tingle ran up my spine. I considered not answering, pretending like I was out. It had been twenty-four hours of peace, a seventh of my sentence easily served. But I knew if I didn’t answer, James would let himself in. Was the door locked? I couldn’t remember. It didn’t matter. If it was locked, he would have found a window to crawl in through. It wouldn’t have been the first time. So I answered the door. “What’s up?” I said. There was a small glimmer of hope inside of me that James had forgotten about our arrangement. It was a laughable glimmer of hope, but a glimmer none-the-less. 
 
   He thrust a piece of paper towards my chest. I took it from him. It was a poster for the Spring Fling, an upcoming dance at his school. “Friday night, baby, you and me,” he said.
 
   That tingle in my spine spread through my whole body. “Huh?” I said.
 
   “You’re going to be my date. I was going to ask Kirstin out, but Brett beat me to it, so fuck her. I don’t need her anyway, seeing as I’ve got you.”
 
   I stared at him for a moment, trying to call his bluff, waiting for a slip—any slip at all. There was no slip. He was dead serious. He actually wanted me to be his date. “You want me to go to the dance with you?”
 
   “Not you as in Kyle, of course. I was thinking you, as in Kylie.” He smirked and that tingle turned into a full-blown tremor. I argued with him and then he reminded me about the tape and that familiar pit in my gut returned. Once again, I didn’t have the option. “But we can worry about that on Friday.”
 
   I thought about it. I knew a lot of people at James’s school, not just James. A few hours in a packed gymnasium was far more risky than a trip to the grocery store on a Sunday night. I couldn’t go a whole night without uttering a word. I would need to work on my voice. I would need to work on my walk, my mannerisms, everything. But like James said, I could worry all of that come Friday.
 
   But the more I thought about it, the more outrageous the idea became. There was no way I could do it, no way I could pull it off. I mean, I didn’t have the most masculine voice to begin with but people would have caught on. There would be, after all, a lot of people I knew there—people who knew me, knew I was friends with James. And if they found me out, it would be insurmountably worse than that tape reaching the internet. Hell, maybe people wouldn’t even watch the tape. “No way. Not doing it,” I said. It had been decided. By a close margin, I would sooner take my chances with the stupid tape than go to the dance with James, dressed up in my sister’s clothing.
 
   “But the tape…”
 
   “Don’t care. Release it. I’m not going to be your slave all week and then go to the dance with you and then do God knows what else on the weekend. This whole bet’s gone too far. Release your stupid tape. See if I care.” I went to close the door but his foot stopped it.
 
   “Okay, fine. Let’s make a deal, okay? You can have the weekend off. Just go to the dance with me.”
 
   I considered it. Maybe I could go the whole dance without speaking. Maybe I could have James tell everyone I was a mute. I nearly laughed at my own thought—no one would buy that in a hundred million years. But there would be loud music there, as long as I stayed near the speakers, no one would be able to analyse my voice. I could show up late and leave early, not give anyone a chance to dig too deep. Besides, I already knew I made a convincing woman from an aesthetic standpoint. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. “Just the dance, right?”
 
   “Well,” he said and then he bit his lip. “The dance, yeah, and you would have to come to school with me this week. Just for a bit, though. You know, so that people actually believe me when I say you’re my girlfriend.”
 
   “Your girlfriend?” I snapped. That pit in my stomach turned to nausea.
 
   “Okay, so I told everyone I was bringing my girlfriend from another school. Kyle, you have to admit, you make a hot girl. With a little bit of makeup, everyone in the school will be so jealous of me. C’mon—help a buddy out here.” 
 
   I could feel my skin turn from pale to green. I had the urge to slap the bastard but I kept myself under control. “So what are you saying? The dance and what else?”
 
   “Just make an appearance at school with me some day this week. Come and give me a kiss on the cheek. Maybe bring me my lunch—say I forgot it at home. Tell everyone you spent the night—that kind of thing, you know? Make people know you aren’t just my cousin or something lame like that.” Oh, the irony, I thought. This was worse than bringing your cousin to the dance. He was bringing his best friend in drag. 
 
   “Not doing it.” Again, I would sooner take my chances with the tape and be done with this whole slave fiasco. 
 
   “Do it and I will destroy the tape and I’ll give you my bike. Promise.”
 
   And once again, that damned bike was the difference maker, the buzzer-beater, my Achilles’ Heel. I needed a new bike, and it would have been nice to avoid the release of that tape. So I accepted the deal reluctantly and I became James’s girlfriend for the week.
 
   I cringed at the thought. I’d become James Fischer’s girlfriend.
 
   If I was going to survive the ordeal, I was going to need to practise, I was going to have to really become convincing. After James left, I found myself in my sister’s bedroom, digging through her closet, picking out outfits. My sister had some startlingly sexy outfits that I’d never seen before and I’m sure she wished to keep it that way. For instance, what was she doing with white lace lingerie? What was she doing with a Playboy Bunny outfit? I don’t remember her ever going as a Playboy Bunny for Halloween. 
 
   I tried on a mini-skirt that extended down to about my mid-thighs. It was white and black striped, like it belonged in a Parisian café. With it, I matched a pair of black knee-high socks, and a tight black top, once again using one of my sister’s padded bras to create some tits. She had a cute pair of white shoes that completed the outfit. I caught myself posing in the mirror, checking out my ass, my curves. I took a step back and shook my head. Don’t get so into this, I told myself. Don’t fall any further down this hole than you already have.
 
   It was frightening. I could suddenly see why some men liked to put on women’s clothing. It was comfortable. It was sexy. It made me feel great about myself, about my body. For once, my small stature was being put to good use. I may not have been able to play football (like James) or basketball, or any ball for that matter, but I could look like a fox in girls’ clothing. 
 
   I shook my head again—again, Kyle, you’re falling too far down, getting too far lost. Get a grip on yourself. In one week, you will be done with this nonsense.
 
   Next I was in the bathroom with a box full of makeup and hair products and accessories. I didn’t know what half of it was, but if I was going to pull this off, I needed to figure it out. Concealer, that was an easy one. Eye shadow—pretty self-explanatory. The mascara was a bit tricky but I figured it out. The deep red lipstick took a few attempts to figure out, too, but I got it quickly enough.
 
   The hair—now that was the real challenge. I’d seen my sister using the curly wand before, but I had no idea how to use it myself. I turned it on and tried to imitate what I had watched her do, to no avail. So I unplugged it and went for the flatiron instead. That was more straightforward. You clamp it closed and run it down your hair. Then your hair is straight—easy. I even discovered that, by twisting the iron as you run it through your hair, you can make big loose curls which looked fantastic as far as I was concerned.
 
   James was right. I was hot. I was a fox. Just staring at myself in the mirror, I got an erection. It popped out from my panties and pushed my skirt out. I tried to adjust it back into the thin, lacy undies, but it just popped back out again. That was something I was going to need to get a handle on. If my erection popped free during the dance, then I was in real shit—far worse than a million masturbation tapes.
 
   But for now I was alone. So I reached beneath my skirt and started to beat myself off. My theory was simple: control it by getting it out of your system. Besides, how could you not jerk off standing face to face with a vixen like me? It was like watching a complete stranger, a gorgeous woman who happened to have a rock-hard erection. She was beating herself off so why shouldn’t I? I came all over the mirror, a giant, white, sticky load all over my beautiful reflection. Watching her cock cum like that made my legs tremble. 
 
   A few minutes later, my dick was once again flaccid, and I could continue working on perfecting my female persona. I hit up Google for some tips on how to sound like a woman. It was surprisingly easy. Maybe it was the years of choir-training I had, or maybe it was just that my voice was naturally high, but within an hour, I could do a girl’s voice so well, I could have had my own parents fooled.
 
   I taped myself walking around my garage, practising the voice, and then I watched the tape. And holy shit, I was a woman. I was watching a woman. No one would have ever thought otherwise. The only way I was going to be caught was if my erection sprung out in public—and I was sure that was something I could avoid.
 
   So I went back up to my sister’s room and started to undress. Then, I caught myself in the mirror and hesitated. Maybe, I thought, I needed to really be sure about this, about my persona, before I tried it out in front of people I knew. Maybe I needed to try it out somewhere safe, where if I was caught, no one would know who I was and I could get away without too much humiliation.
 
   I’d never been in a club before. I wasn’t old enough yet. But I’d heard they rarely checked the girls’ IDs. The bouncer would be my first test. The question was, could I trick a whole club full of men?
 
   I picked out a clutch from my sister’s closet—white to match my outfit—and I headed out for a place on the other end of town called Roadhouse.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER III
 
   My heart was racing as I stood in the line-up to get into the club. I could hear the thud of the bass inside, the hollering, cheering, excited voices of the crowd, the chattering people waiting among me in the line-up. And over all of that, I could hear the thudding of my heart against my chest wall. With every passing moment, I became a little bit more confident. For every second that no one called me out on being a man, I became more sure that I really did pass as a woman. A whistling across the street caught my attention, and the attention of every other woman in that line-up, and the whistler was looking at me. “Lookin’ good, baby!” he called out as he passed. 
 
   I was starting to realize there were lots of men looking my way. As I looked around, scanning my surroundings, I noticed their faces turning away quickly, abruptly. Some of them didn’t look away. Some of them kept their eyes on me. Some smiled. One man winked. They would be searching me out in the club, I was sure of that. So far the operation was a success.
 
   Then I noticed the bouncer, waving me towards him. I had to check behind me to make sure it truly was directed at me, and it was. I walked past a good dozen people towards him. “Yes?” I said, speaking aloud for the first time in public as a woman.
 
   He said nothing. Instead, he lifted the velvet rope, letting me into the club. My heart soared. I skipped the line. I couldn’t remember any other time in my whole life I’d had a similar privilege. And there I was, walking away from dozens of others, picked out of a crowd, crowned the champion of the line.
 
   It was dark and loud inside, which provided yet another wave of relief. I could have spoken in my deepest voice and no one would have noticed a difference. I could probably have walked around with my cock out and people might not have even noticed. But I wasn’t there to test my limits, I was there to practice my act, practise my Kylie.
 
   I went to the bar, but before I could pay for my drink, a man stepped up with a ten dollar bill. “It’s on me,” he said. He has a handsome enough man, white dress shirt, thick arms, nice stubble beard. He had a charming smile. “What’s your name?” he asked.
 
   “Kylie,” I told him. I could feel the warmth rising to my cheeks. No one, my parents aside, had ever bought me anything before. No one had ever made an effort to woo me, to charm me. And here was Mr. Handsome, just moments after I stepped out into the public world, buying me a drink, acting like a gentleman. 
 
   “I’m Steven,” he said. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, you look absolutely stunning tonight.”
 
    I bit my lip to contain my smile. “Thanks.”
 
   He asked where I was from, and I made some bullshit up about being from out of town. He stared into my eyes as I spoke, though after a while I was beginning to wonder if he was really listening or if he just was on autopilot, waiting to get into my pants.
 
   The more and more I spoke, the more comfortable I got. I was in a rhythm. I was starting to worry I wouldn’t be able to get out of my female voice, it was becoming so natural so fast. He bought me another drink. And then another. I’d never drank before—not more than a sip of my dad’s beer out of curiosity, or a glass of Champaign at a wedding. Now here I was, four drinks deep. And it was hitting me hard. When the shots came around, I was lost completely. I tried to cling onto my sense of control, but I was slipping in and out of conscious presence. The night seemed to jump from moment to moment, with nothing in between.
 
   One moment we were taking a shot. The next we were laughing. Then we were dancing. Then we were doing more shots. Then I was in the girls’ bathroom, a beautiful place (relatively speaking), and then I was dancing again. Then the night became a blur. My senses started to come back to me when I was in the back of a parked car, I couldn’t tell you where or what kind of car. I was overtop of Steven, knees planted firmly at his sides. We were kissing. His face was covered in my smeared lipstick. He kissed my neck and he grabbed my tits. I must have forgotten that I wasn’t a woman, because I let him squeeze my non-existent tits, and he must have been too drunk to notice he was just squeezing a padded bra. But somehow, it felt good—can you believe that? I could still feel ripples of euphoria from his strong hands clenching at my chest.
 
   My hand, with a mind of its own, had undone his belt and his fly, and was now beneath his underwear, fingers wrapped around his cock. He was hard. He was warm. He was big. I fondled him until he couldn’t get any harder, warmer, or bigger. I had him moaning and groaning like a puppet, like I was in total control. Then I realized I was jerking off another man and I stopped, pulling my hand away. It must have shown on my face because he said, “What is it? What’s wrong?”
 
   I remained silent, trying to think of something to say, some sort of out. What was I doing? Was I crazy? All he had to do was reach up my skirt and he would have realized my truth. And how did I know he wouldn’t get enraged, beat me to death, run me over with his car and leave me for dead? “Just relax, baby,” he said, and then he put his hands on my shoulders and started to push me down, down, down. He was strong, much stronger than me. Pushing my head down to his cock was no problem for him, though my drunken body didn’t put up much in the way of resistance.
 
   And there, staring me in the face, was a big, erect cock. And I had the strange impulse to grab it, to suck it, suck it until it came all over my face. I’d never even slept with a woman before and here I was about to get it on with a man. At least he was handsome, I told myself, as if it was any consolation. Somehow it was. I took the cock and slipped it into my mouth. “Oh fuck yeah,” he said and his fingers began to explore the hair on my head that I’d spent so long perfecting.
 
   It wasn’t so bad once I’d gotten started. His cock actually felt pretty good inside of my mouth, pushing against my lips, sliding along my tongue. And he was in a whole other state of ecstasy, which made me feel pretty good about myself. It’s nice to be responsible for another’s pleasure. With long strokes, I massaged the length of his manhood. With every pump, my body relaxed. I ran the tip of my tongue along the base of his shaft—that drove him crazy. Where I learned that move, I have no idea. Maybe from some porno? Maybe it was just a natural instinct—one of the many feminine instincts that were now flowing out of me by the dozen.
 
   I had him hypnotised, lost on another plane of reality. Hell, I could probably get him off without him catching a single glimpse up my skirt, at the package I was hiding between my legs. So that’s what I did. I closed my grip on his cock tighter, pumped harder, faster. I worked the tip of my tongue around the tip of his meat and I watched as he sunk his fingernails into the car seat. I had him right where I wanted him. There was no way he would cut this moment of pleasure off for a second, even if it was just for a moment to quickly transition into my non-existent pussy. I looked up at him.
 
   “You like that, baby—”
 
   Before I could finish my sentence he came, with no warning. His cock blasted my face, a huge load. He released what I can only describe as a groaning battle-cry as an ungodly amount of semen launched out of his dick on my face, onto my top, onto his chest, onto the car seat—everywhere. He must have been five pounds lighter by the end of his orgasm. 
 
   I bit my lip, not realizing there was cum there too. It was sweet and warm. He caught his breath. Then I remembered again, I needed to get out of there. This was the definition of being in too deep. “Where are you going?” he asked, prying himself up into a sitting position. I didn’t answer. I needed to get home and fast, before the wave of drunkenness kicked back in and I did something else I would regret—something that wouldn’t end as well as my romp with Steven had ended.
 
   I found myself back in my sister’s bedroom, staring myself in the mirror, cum now dried into my top. Holy shit, I thought to myself, I enjoyed that far too much for my own good. Then, I got into my sister’s bed and I fell asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER IV
 
   I showed up at James’s school without warning James. I figured I would go in, get his stupid little act over with, and then start preparing for the dance. I didn’t want him wasting my time with planning, telling me what to wear, how to do my hair, my makeup, telling me what to say. In his original offer, he just asked that I make an appearance to sell his stupid little lie, so that’s what I did.
 
   It was lunch when I showed up with a sandwich and a banana in a brown paper bag. He was at his locker, back towards me. I was dressed to kill, to turn heads. That morning I’d shaved my legs (even though my blonde body hair was practically invisible), plucked my eyebrows, waxed my downstairs. I’d absorbed a few YouTube makeup tutorials and I’d taken my look to another level. I took my sister’s old school uniform and made a few adjustments, shortening the skirt, tying the top up in a knot to expose my belly. I picked up a box of hair dye from the drugstore and I’d given myself some highlights. I was pretty impressed with myself, to be honest.
 
   More heads than I cared to count turned as I walked those halls, my heels clicking against the floor as I went. As the heads turned, they became silent. It wasn’t until me and my wave of silence were ten feet away from James that he turned around and froze, his eyes locking onto my body. I reached his lunch out to him. “You forgot your lunch, babe,” I said. And now the heads turned to James, who was still frozen. He wanted a hot girlfriend, that was exactly what he got. 
 
   “Thanks,” he said, eyes still wide. He held the bag awkwardly, still not sure what to do with it. I wondered if he’d forgotten our agreement altogether or if he was just taken back by my new look, my undeniable sex-appeal. I felt incredible in that outfit, in those heels, that skirt floating down around my thighs. I kissed him on the cheek, leaving behind a deep red impression. “I had fun last night,” I said and then whispers broke out around us. 
 
   He forced a smile. “Really?” he said stupidly. His eyes continued to explore my body while he stood totally frozen. 
 
   I stepped in close to him. “Really,” I said into his ear before reaching down and grabbing his package. He was surprisingly big down there. The crowd oohed. “See you at the dance, Friday.”
 
   Then, I turned to leave. As I left, someone whistled. Even the girls were staring at me with a mix of wonder and jealousy in their eyes. Now I couldn’t wait for the dance. I couldn’t wait to leave all of these boys a dripping, drooling men on that dance floor. 
 
   When the night finally came, I was ready. I spent the whole day preparing, picking out the perfect outfit, applying and perfecting my hair, my makeup. Kylie’s voice was now second nature. I discovered that, with some clever contouring, I could create the convincing appearance of cleavage with my sister’s lower-cut dresses. The dress I picked out was a deep red with a slit along the leg that ran up all the way to my hip. I was irresistible. I would be the talk of the night, of the week, of the whole damned school year. I felt great, better than I’d ever felt in my entire life. I was starting to think this was who I was meant to be, this was who I was—Kylie, not Kyle. And to think, all of this started because of some stupid bicycle.
 
   When I stepped into that gymnasium, as expected, heads turned, dates got jealous. I could feel their gazes locked onto my body, my chest, my ass. Who could blame them?
 
   I walked around the room, looking for James, but he was nowhere to be found. So I found a spot on the edge of the party and I waited, soaking in all of the gawking glances that came my way. Unlike the more mature and more inebriated men at the club, the boys at the dance weren’t teeming with confidence. They all stared at me like I was the eighth wonder of the modern world, but none of them dared come to talk to me, to ask me to dance. Though I could see in their eyes they wanted to more than anything.
 
   Then I heard his voice. “Kylie?” he said. I looked over and it was James. His cheeks were red. Even he, knowing my secret, couldn’t deny what I’d managed to accomplish, who I’d managed to become. He wasn’t laughing now, he wasn’t smirking. He was dressed nicely, in a good suit, hair nice and proper. He reached his hand out and said, “Care to dance?”
 
   I took his hand and he led me to the dance floor. He didn’t mention the elephant in the room, the fact that I was really a man. I knew James well enough to know that he wouldn’t be caught dead dancing with a man—but that’s what we were on our way to do. As we reached the dance floor, the song changed to a slow number. Even that didn’t deter him. Slowly, he brought his hands down to my hips and he took a step in towards me. I wrapped my arms around him and rested my chin on his shoulder. “You smell nice,” he said. His voice was almost shaken, still in shock. We started to dance. He led. He held me close. I could feel the ridges of his muscles, his pronounced football-player chest, his stacked shoulders. 
 
   Other men watched us dance, totally jealous.
 
   His hands slipped down onto my ass and he gave me a squeeze. I looked him in the eyes. He bit his lip. What was that? Did he just do that on purpose? You couldn’t exactly squeeze someone’s ass by accident. But why? It was discreet enough that no one could have seen, but wasn’t that the whole point? To show me off? To be seen? The only reasoning I could think was that he was actually developing a thing for me. James—even knowing my secret, my true male identity—was developing a thing for me. Impossible.
 
   Or maybe not. As we continued to dance, I began to feel his bulge against my abdomen. He was getting hard. I was making him hard. I gently wiggled into it, grinding it flirtatiously with my body. He got harder. Even through his pants, through my dress, I could feel it pulsing with his heartbeat. Holy shit, I was making him as hard as an iron rod.
 
   And then my heart skipped a beat. I was getting hard, too. My own cock was beginning to grow and harden in my panties. “I need to go to the bathroom,” I said, before things got out of control. At any moment it could have sprung free. And the lighting in that gymnasium wasn’t nearly as forgiving as the low-lighting in the club. Not to mention the dozens of eyes that were aimed in my direction. I couldn’t take the risk. I slipped into a stall in the girls’ bathroom and I let my cock out to breathe. I waited for my heart rate to drop, for myself to relax. Slowly, my penis began to become flaccid again. 
 
   Then I opened the stall door and there he was, standing in the middle of the bathroom: James. “What are you doing in here?” I asked. He motioned towards the bathroom door, which he’d locked. Without saying a word he grabbed me, pulled me tight, and kissed me. At first I was frozen. Here was my best-friend of many years, arms around me, tongue in my mouth. And for some strange, fucked up reason, it felt right. I surrendered. We stumbled back into the wall and his hands began to explore my body. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he said.
 
   I ran my hands up and down his body, eventually finding the bulge of his erection. I massaged it through his pants, which seemed to power him up, raise his energy. I could feel his heart throbbing, beating against his chest rapidly like a Native war drum. I squeezed his cock. I wanted to make him come, to make him drool and drop to his knees. 
 
   “Suck my dick,” he demanded, so I did. I pulled his pants down as quickly as humanly possible and then I grabbed his dick like I needed it. Fuck, it felt so good, warm, throbbing in my hand. I ran my hand up and down his length a few times before plunging the beautiful specimen into my mouth. Who knew James had such a massive cock, such an impressive length? And it got so hard, like a damned steel beam. Sucking his cock, I nearly rubbed off all of my lipstick but I couldn’t have cared less, it felt so good, so right. He grabbed my head and started to fuck my face like a glorified sex toy. I should have been pissed—I should have stood up and slapped his face—but instead, I loved it. I let him plunge that slick cock down my throat as he pleased. Even though I was running out of breathe, it felt so fucking good.
 
   He started to moan. But before he got too far gone, he took a step back. “Get up on the counter,” he demanded, pointing at an empty space between two sinks. I climbed up onto the counter and then he grabbed me by the legs and pulled me into position. He flipped up my skirt and ripped my panties down my legs. My heart skipped a beat. My erection was now out in the open, for him to see, so he could remember what he was doing—fucking a man—fucking his best friend. But he only paused for a brief moment, and it was surprisingly to admire my cock. He looked at it with glowing eyes and then slowly, he reached out and grabbed it, feeling it, holding it, squeezing it. He liked it. But his targets were set elsewhere: on my asshole.
 
   He took his saliva-covered cock and lined it up with my tight little hole. I felt it press up and then push in. My body began to tremble—a combination of nerves and pleasure coursing through my veins. I was about to be fucked in the asshole by James and his big dick. The craziest part about it, I didn’t care. I wanted it more than anything. I wanted him inside of me with the thick log, pumping me hard, pumping me senseless.
 
   He pushed in and I clenched. “Holy fuck,” he said in a elated state of his own. He revelled in the moment for a few seconds, silent, still, my asshole clenching his big meat tightly. Then, the race was off. He fucked me like the horny teenager he was, ramming my ass senseless with impressive speed, impressive force. His toned hips slapped against my increasingly numb butt cheeks with every revolution. I began to relax and he sunk deeper.
 
   It felt incredible, every inch of his veiny, hard dick inside of me—his bulbous tip sliding in and out of my tight hole. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I yelled, and he sure as fuck did. 
 
   He held my thighs tightly, holding me in place so I wouldn’t slide back from the force of his relentless blows, which were getting faster and faster, harder and harder.
 
   “Beat my dick,” I said, and he followed the command without hesitation. He grabbed my cock and started to beat me off while he pumped my asshole mercilessly. I let my body slump back. Euphoria had consumed me completely. There was no resisting surrender, no holding back. That euphoria reached its climax, I screamed, and my cock erupted like a volcano, shooting straight up and covering my body, his body, his hand, the counter, everything. I had no idea I was capable of such a load, such tremendous volume.
 
   He screamed out loud and then I felt it—my ass filling up with warm cum. My eyes shot open wide and my body tensed. My asshole clenched onto his dick as to not let him go, as if it wanted every last drop of his gooey substance. A man just came in my asshole. My best-friend just came in my asshole. We stared one another in the eyes. “Shit,” he said, the realization hitting him like a sack of bricks.
 
   I didn’t know what to say back. Nothing had ever felt so good, but he was… James. And I wasn’t Kylie. I was Kyle. Everything suddenly seemed wrong, broken, misplaced. That familiar pit returned to my stomach. “I should be going,” I said. I adjusted my skirt, wiped the cum off of my stomach, and then I left.
 
   My heart wouldn’t stop racing. I couldn’t quite process what had happened. Had I just lost a friend? Did I make a big mistake? Had I fallen too far into this guise, into this Kylie character? And if so, why did it feel so good? So right? It wasn’t remotely fair that this was the way the world worked, how society operated. If I wanted to be Kylie, I should have been able to be Kylie, no? 
 
   There was a knock at my door, but I didn’t answer it. Instead, I found myself face to face with Kylie in the mirror. I’d lived up to my end of the deal. I got his chips, I made the appearance at his school, and I showed up at the dance. That was that—I could just leave it all behind me. Get my stupid new bike, forget about the tape, and never see James again. It wouldn’t be hard to do. We went to different schools, after all. I could apply at an out of state university and never come back, never think about it—forget it all ever happened, pretend it was all a nightmare.
 
   “Hey,” a voice said behind me and I nearly had a heart attack. It was James. He must have climbed in through the window. “Why’d you leave?” he said.
 
   I didn’t know what to say back. I felt humiliated, ridiculous. I couldn’t bare to have him look at me, not like this. Standing there, I wished there was some way to turn back time, to reset everything. Let him release the stupid tape. Or better yet, never make that bet at all—have some common sense and know the Leafs would lose the game. But I couldn’t do any of that.
 
   “You should go,” I said. It came out in Kylie’s voice, unintentionally. That was going to be a whole endeavour, trying to retrain my voice for when I returned to school, for when my family returned from vacation. 
 
   “I don’t want to go.”
 
   “Why?” I said.
 
   “Kylie—Will you be my girlfriend?” he asked. He wasn’t laughing. He wasn’t smiling. His face was dead-serious. His cheeks were red. He was laying himself on the line, putting himself out into an unforgiving place, risking bitter humiliation.
 
   My lips parted but I had no words. I tried to think of something, anything, but nothing came out. Was this another one of his games? A set up for a joke? If it was, he was doing a masterful job keeping a straight face.
 
   He stepped forward and kissed me on the lips, and I knew he was serious. “Please?” he said and I melted. Maybe I was wrong—maybe I could be Kylie. Who cares about right and wrong—does such a thing even exist, really? It’s all just hypothetical nonsense, black and white, right and wrong—who cares?
 
   “Okay,” I said. I couldn’t contain myself. I fell into his arms and he held me tightly. Screw wrong, this felt right. Finally, life felt right.
 
   THE END
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