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MY BEST FRIEND'S SECRET

For years, Stephanie could tell that her best friend, Annie, was hiding something. After a night of fooling around, Stephanie discovers just what that secret is: a big, hard bulge in Annie’s panties.

So naturally, when Stephanie starts to develop feelings for her best friend, she isn’t quite sure how to proceed. She knows she should just move on and forget about their little romp, but she can’t seem to get the image of that big, throbbing bulge out of her mind.


CHAPTER I

I always knew my best friend, Annie May, had a secret. You could just see it in the gleam of her eye, in the sly little smirk that was always on her face. It was like she was in on some joke that the rest of the world was oblivious to—like a poker player holding a royal flush as her opponent goes all-in. Annie May was hiding something, and it was something big.

Annie and I had been best friends since the tenth grade. We were in all of the same classes where we would sit in the back of the classroom together, joking around, talking about boys. We lived on the same block where we both played on the girl’s soccer team. By the twelfth grade, we were inseparable. If she wasn’t sleeping over at my place, I was sleeping over at her place.

The only time I didn’t like being around Annie was when there were boys around. Annie was a perfect ten out of ten. Every guy in the school drooled over her, and she had no idea. Guys always asked me to put in a good word for them, but whenever I told her, she never believed me. She was convinced she was average at best, which was such a shame because she was the only one who thought so.

In the years I knew her, she never had a boyfriend. She hardly even talked to boys. Her face would turn bright red and then she would excuse herself from the conversation. I didn’t understand it. I couldn’t understand it. If I’d been half as pretty as her, I would have been ecstatic. But I didn’t mind her crippling shyness. It gave me a better chance with the guys at the end of the day.

“I guess I’m just self-conscious,” she would say when I asked her about it. I didn’t quite believe it. Girls with acne were self-conscious. Girls with a few extra pounds were self-conscious. Girls with something to be self-conscious about were self-conscious. Annie May had no excuse. She was perfect in every way, so I wasn’t buying it. But I figured it had something to do with that secret she was keeping, that secret she never really admitted she had but I knew it was there, whatever it was.

It was after a soccer game one afternoon that I started to clue into just what Annie’s little secret was—at least, so I thought. Later, I would find out that there was much more to her little secret. We got back to my house and went up to my room. I started to change out of my soccer jersey, letting my tits hang out while I dug through my dresser for a clean shirt. Out of the corner of my eye, in the reflection of my little makeup mirror, I could see her watching me. I could see her biting the corner of her lip, trying to supress something. Could it be? Could Annie be a lesbian, attracted to me?

She had no idea I could see her, so I decided to test out my theory. Instead of pulling out a new shirt, I pulled out a pair of clean shorts. Slowly, I slipped my shorts down to my ankles, jimmying them with small tugs, swaying my hips, perking out my butt, trying my best to be sexy but still subtle. Her gaze remained glued to me. She brought her thumb up to her lips in her hypnosis. I wasn’t any lesbian expert, but I was fairly certain she had a thing for me. Still uncertain, I continued to tease her, watching her reactions carefully in that little mirror.

I turned to her with two bras in my hand, my tits still out in the open. Her eyes snapped up to mine, wide. “Which bra should I wear?” I asked.

“I think I like the red one,” she said casually.

I held the red bra up to my tits, pressing them firmly into my chest. “You think? You don’t like the green one?” I swapped out the bras.

“I prefer the red one, but whatever,” she said, turning away with a forced smile. Her cheeks were still rosy.

I had another idea. “Do you think I should get a boob job?” I asked, cupping my breasts in my hands. She looked back at me, her cheeks darkening yet again.

“What? Why?”

“I don’t mean make them bigger, but get them lifted up, you know?” I lifted my tits slightly, showing her the difference.

She bit her lip and for a moment, she was unable to pull her gaze off of my rack. “I don’t know. I think your tits look fine,” she said, and then she looked away swiftly again.

I was starting to get carried away. I actually found her sudden shyness kind of amusing and kind of cute. Maybe that made me a mean friend—probably—but I couldn’t help it. “I mean, feel them. They’re so heavy. See? Feel them,” I said, walking up to her. She swallowed and then, after a moment of reluctant hesitation, she reached up and cupped my breasts in her palms. I could feel her hands shaking.

“They feel fine, Stephanie,” she said, and then she turned away quickly, turning her back to me.

And then I got really carried away. “Are you sure? Doesn’t one look smaller than the other?” I said, and then she turned around again. As soon as she was facing me, I kissed her. I don’t know why I did it—maybe I thought it would be funny. Maybe I was trying to prove my theory by seeing if she would kiss back. She did kiss back—she kissed back like she’d been waiting her whole life for me to kiss her.

Her hands wrapped around me and she snuggled in closer to me. We kissed for a while—far longer than needed in order to prove my theory. I let the kiss go on. I kind of liked it, her warm, soft lips pressed up against mine, our tits pressed together, her hands exploring my body. She lowered me down onto my bed.

My heart was racing as I rolled on top of her. Was I a lesbian? Was it possible that I kissed Annie because I wanted to feel her lips against mine, feel her tongue in my mouth? I pulled her shirt over her head and I squeezed her perky tits. I could feel her heart pounding against her ribcage. “Just relax,” I said gently into her ear, running my fingers through her soft hair. Her hands were still shaking and her breathing was tense. I squeezed her ass firmly. She had a nice bum—soft, but perky.

I knew how to make her relax. I reached down to rub her clit, pushing my hand down the front of her panties. And then I felt it: a big, hard cock where her pussy should have been. I pulled my hand out from her undies and I jumped back. “What the hell is that?” I said, looking down at her crotch. She quickly covered up her stiff bulge. Her face was dark red and her eyes were watery.

“I can explain,” she said.

I remained frozen in the middle of my bedroom as I waited for the explanation, feeling suddenly exposed and vulnerable. I covered my tits with my forearm. But Annie was silent. She couldn’t actually explain, because there was nothing to say. She wasn’t a she at all—she was a he. But it made no sense; how did she have breasts? How were her features so feminine? How was her skin so soft? I wanted to ask her all of these questions, but I couldn’t muster up anything. We were locked in a silent standoff.

She grabbed her shirt, threw it on quickly, and then headed straight for the door. In an instant, she was gone. I tried to calm myself down and make sense of what had just happened. I found myself on my computer, looking at Annie’s Facebook profile page. There were a few clues that suddenly made sense, like the fact her profile had been created just weeks before I met her, and that she had zero friends from the school she said she used to go to before she showed up at my school. I searched her name and found nothing about her before we met, as if she just sprung into existence suddenly in the tenth grade.

Did that mean Annie was actually a boy who got a sex change before the start of the tenth grade? If so, who was she before? What was her real name? Where did she come from? What did her parents think about her situation? I’d never actually met her parents before. Every time I’d ever gone to her house, she was home alone. And how did a tenth grader save up enough money to afford such a convincing sex change? How had she kept it a secret for so long? I came up with no answers to any of my questions that night, but the answers would eventually come to me.


CHAPTER II

Annie was at school the next day, though she kept her distance from me. She made a point of sitting on the other side of the classrooms from where we usually sat together, and she was nowhere to be seen during lunch. Whenever our paths would cross and our eyes would meet, her face would become red and her gaze would dart away from me. I didn’t blame her—I was the only person in the entire school who knew her secret, a secret which would have ruined her social life if it was leaked out.

I had no intention of telling anyone. It wasn’t like I felt betrayed or lied to. Not yet, anyway. I was still confused, still trying to put together the pieces and figure out what it all meant. I still couldn’t figure out why Annie was undergoing the sex change if she was clearly interested in women. Why make life harder on yourself than it already is?

It was the end of the day when she finally confronted me. She tapped on my shoulder while I was at my locker and said, “Can I talk to you for a minute?” She took me into an empty classroom and locked the door behind us once we were inside. I’ll admit that I was a bit scared. I was the only person who knew her secret, and it was obviously a secret she wanted to keep a secret. Of course I didn’t think she was going to kill me or anything crazy like that, but I was worried she was going to threaten me. After three years of being best friends, she knew plenty of little facts about me that I didn’t need the whole school knowing about.

She struggled to maintain eye-contact with me for more than a couple of seconds at a time, her eyes constantly darting around the room. “What’s up?” I finally said after a long silence.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” she said, biting the corner of her lip, fiddling with her fingers at her waist. I still couldn’t believe she wasn’t really a woman. She was so beautiful, so convincing. The way she was standing now, hands clasped at her waist, cheeks red, she was so cute. It was actually kind of discouraging to think that a woman who was born a man was more attractive than me.

“I won’t,” I said. “What’s your real name?” I asked.

I could see her biting her tongue. Clearly, the question stung. It was a part of her past she was hoping to erase, but you can’t just erase fifteen years of your life. “I have to get home,” she said, and then she started towards the door.

“Annie, wait,” I said. She stopped and waited for me to go on. “Why didn’t you just tell me?” I asked.

She was on the brink of tears. Her lips parted but no words came out. After a moment of silence, she left, without saying anything at all. The next day at school, she made an ever greater effort to keep her distance from me. It was starting to seem like our friendship had met its end. It hardly seemed salvageable at that point—between our moment of passion together and me finding out about the big secret she’d kept hidden from me for years, you can’t just go back to being old chums like nothing had ever happened.

I felt like I should have been mad. She let me get naked in front of her, she let me share all of my own secrets with her over the years, and she even let me kiss her. Should I not have felt violated? Instead, I found myself feeling bad for her. After a few weeks, I started to miss spending my time with her.

But our time apart actually did me some good. When you take the prettiest girl away from your friend group, suddenly the rest of the group starts to get a lot more male attention. One of the cuter guys in our class asked me out on a date—Sean Pike.

Sean wasn’t the first pick of most of the girls in our school, but I liked him. He wasn’t big and muscular and he didn’t play a bunch of sports. He was a guitar player who smoked cigarettes behind the school between classes. He had a dark coolness about him. For our first date, we went out and saw a new horror movie at the theatre. He was a rock, not even flinching at the scariest moments of the film. He wrapped his arm around me and let me cuddle into him.

Annie used to let me hide my face against her during the scary moments in movies. Like Sean, she didn’t flinch. As I turned my face into Sean’s body, I found myself thinking about Annie. I could still remember the smell of her sweet perfume as the axe murderer chopped up his victims on the big screen.

Later, Sean let me try one of his cigarettes. I’d never smoked before. I ended up coughing and tossing the cigarette away. It wasn’t for me. He laughed. “It’s probably for the best,” he said.

A few nights later, I invited Sean to meet me at a park across town, where the city lights were dim and you could see the stars. There was supposed to be a meteor shower. I knew about it because Annie and I used to always go there to watch the meteor showers. “What’s the difference between a meteor and a meteorite?” Sean asked as we set up a blanket on the grass, our meteor-watching station. I didn’t know the answer.

Every cobalt beam that streaked across the sky made me think of Annie.

Sean wasn’t too interested in the meteors. After about half an hour, he rolled over me and kissed me. “We’ve got the whole field to ourselves,” he said. We continued to kiss. He was quick to start exploring my body, his hand slipping up my shirt, fondling my tits. I didn’t mind—I was doing the same thing, running my hands along his body.

He got hard quickly. I could feel his stiff bulge against my leg. “Do you have a condom?” I asked as he reached down my panties and began to rub my clit.

“Fuck, no,” he said. “Want to suck me off while I finger your pussy?” he asked.

“I guess so,” I said.

I repositioned myself next to him, with my feet up by his head. His fingers quickly found their way pack into my panties, back into my snatch. I pulled out his cock and began to stroke it. He had a big cock, but not as big as Annie’s. I never even saw Annie’s cock, but I felt it, and that was enough to know it was huge. How was she able to hide such a big cock for so long?

I ran the tip of my tongue down the base of Sean’s hard shaft, eliciting a deep moan from him. He was quick to plunge his fingers into my cunt, and quick to start finger-banging me, not wasting too much time around my clit. Again, I didn’t mind. It felt nice, albeit a bit rushed.

I sunk his cock into my mouth and began to suck. With one hand I fondled his balls and with the other, I held his ass. Even though it was dark and I knew we were alone, I felt incredibly vulnerable fucking out in a public place. Anyone could show up at a moment’s notice. Annie surely knew there was a meteor shower that night, and she knew that park was the best place to watch. What if she showed up and saw me sucking Sean off while getting finger-banged?

As I said before, Sean wasn’t exactly the athletic type. He didn’t have a firm, hard body like the football jocks. He was kind of soft, like a girl, like Annie. As I squeezed his ass cheek, I couldn’t help but think of Annie, that night that we kissed, when I reached down and firmly grasped her ass. I began to wonder what Annie’s cock would feel like in my mouth. It was much bigger—would I be able to fit it into my mouth even?

Sean pulled me in closer and he sunk his face between my legs. He started to eat me out. It felt nice, his warm tongue tickling my clit, penetrating my tight hole. Though he was a bit sloppy. I wondered if Annie would have been as sloppy. I couldn’t imagine her being sloppy. I bet Annie would have had me squirming and screaming in pure bliss in an instant. Annie would have known how to make me melt and submit.

Just thinking about her warm tongue exploring my pussy made me quiver. I started to moan, muffled by the cock in my mouth, which I could now feel throbbing aggressively.

“I’m going to come,” Sean groaned.

“Come for me, baby,” I said, pulling my mouth away, beginning to jerk him off with my hand.

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

“Come for me. Come in my mouth.” I lined the tip of his pulsing cock up with my open lips, and then he came, shooting his warm goo into my mouth. It felt nice, his warm cum unloading on my tongue. Though as he came, I couldn’t help but imagine Annie, her big cock in my grasp, coming as her body convulsed in a swirling ecstasy.

I was disappointed after we got cleaned up, when Sean said, “It’s getting late, we should probably get going.” The meteor shower hadn’t even reached its peak time yet, but I didn’t want to hold him back if he wasn’t into it.

“Alright,” I said, and then we packed up and left. Annie would have wanted to stay. Annie would have wanted to spend the whole night under the stars, warmly snuggled up next to one another, basking in the awesomeness of the universe and the preciousness of our relationship. I missed Annie.


CHAPTER III

Sean and I went on a few more dates, but after a couple of weeks, I broke things off with him. He didn’t seem to care all too much. I think he could tell I had someone else on my mind, and I’m fairly sure he was just looking for an easy fuck to round out the rest of the school year. Sean just wasn’t doing it for me. Being with him was fun for a bit but he wasn’t filling that void inside of me. That spark wasn’t there when we kissed—that excitement that filled my body when Annie and I shared our little kiss.

I was starting to think that maybe I was a lesbian. When I was taking my clothes off in front of Annie, there was so much excitement swirling inside of me. Before I knew Annie was really a man, I loved spending time with her. I loved snuggling up close to her under the stars, hiding my face against her during scary movies.

There was a girl in our school named Lucy who I happened to know, thanks to recent gossiping, was a lesbian. Apparently she even had the hots for me, according to the same gossiper who let the rumour spread. So after school one afternoon, I found her at her locker. “Hey Lucy,” I said, tapping on her shoulder. When she turned around to face me, her cheeks became red, the same way Annie’s did when I was teasing her in my bedroom.

I asked her if she wanted to grab a milkshake at the diner across the street. We spent the afternoon chatting, and then I asked her out on a real date. She stared at me with wide-eyes for a moment, trying to figure out if I was setting her up for some sort of cruel humiliation. She was a shy girl. I felt bad for her. Since word got out that she was a lesbian, kids had been mean to her. She probably thought this was just an extension of that meanness. So I made sure she knew I was serious by giving her a kiss on the lips. Now her cheeks were really red. “See you tomorrow?” I said, and she just nodded her head in a confused daze.

We had fun on our date. We went to the billiards hall and played a few rounds of pool. She was pretty good. She snuggled up behind me and showed me how to properly handle the pool cue. It felt nice, her soft, warm body pressed up against my back. I turned my head and kissed her. We ended up making out on the pool table, hands all over one another until we got kicked out.

Lucy and I had fun together. It was our second date and we were at the bowling alley when we ended up in the bathroom, my skirt down around my ankles, her face pressed up against my pussy. She explored my cunt with her wet tongue and it wasn’t long before I was a complete elated mess. Lucy knew how to work that tongue of hers, and she sure as hell found all the right spots. After she made me come, I went down on her.

I’d never licked a pussy before. I’d never really thought about it. As soon as her snatch was inches from my face, I became tense. I hesitated. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

I smiled. “Yeah, why?” I said, playing dumb. I was nervous, but I went ahead anyway, carefully licking her clit with the tip of my tongue. I liked the feeling of her hands on my head, her fingers sinking into my hair. With every little lick, I sunk deeper and deeper, until my tongue was buried deep in her warm cunt, making her squirm.

Our little romp was fun, and I was surprised that I actually enjoyed eating another woman out, but it was lacking. Having Lucy’s tongue exploring my pussy felt good, but if I’m going to be honest, being stuffed by a big, throbbing cock felt better. Being fucked by a big cock was an experience that no tongue or strap-on dildo could replicate—and I even let Lucy fuck me with her strap-on that very night. Again—it was fun, but it wasn’t the real deal, which was too bad because I really liked Lucy. I thought she was a nice girl and I liked hanging out with her. But as they say, if two people aren’t sexually compatible, then the relationship is doomed.

But I will say that I did have a lot of fun fucking Lucy with her strap-on. It took me a while to get the rhythm down right, but once I was thrusting the big rubber cock into her, I enjoyed watching her melt and moan, her toes curling around the bed sheets.

So after some more reflecting, I decided I wasn’t a lesbian. But I wasn’t straight, either. I wasn’t getting what I wanted from either men or women. I loved the soft female body and the tits, but I also loved a nice, hard cock. I wanted the best of both worlds—I wanted Annie.

So I phoned Annie and I asked her to come and meet me at my house. “Why?” she asked.

“I just want to talk,” I said. I was ready to fix things between us.


CHAPTER IV

As soon as she arrived at my house we were alone in my room, I picked up where we left off before, reaching down her panties and slipping my fingers around her cock. I only got to fondle her warm rod for a few seconds before she stepped back. “What the hell are you doing?” she asked.

“I had some time to think about it. I want you. I want to be with you,” I said, stepping forward and putting my hands on her hips. I went in for the kiss but got rejected. Why did she reject me? I was confused—I thought she wanted me. “What’s wrong?”

“Where is this coming from all of a sudden?” she asked.

“I told you—I needed time to think about everything, and I’ve decided I want you.”

“Just like that?” she asked. She looked at me as if I had said something horribly offensive. What did I say? “I’m happy to keep being friends, but we can’t be together,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat and then sunk into my gut. My lips parted but I couldn’t speak. I was heartbroken. She didn’t want to be with me? The thought never even crossed my mind. I thought she would absolutely be interested in pursuing a relationship with me. Our little make-out session a couple of months back couldn’t have meant nothing at all, right? “I’m seeing someone,” she said.

“Who?” I managed to ask.

“Sean,” she said.

I stared into her eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was lying. It certainly didn’t seem like she was lying. She had no reason to lie. “Sean? Why Sean?”

“I don’t know. I like him,” she said.

“Does he know about… you know.”

She stared at her feet and then shrugged. “Not yet.”

“You can’t hide it forever.”

“I know that,” she said. Her gaze was glued to the ground. She couldn’t look me in the eyes.

“He’s not going to be happy. He might even hurt you, Annie.”

She looked up at me with anger in her eyes. “How do you know? So what—because I have a cock, no one can love me?” Her eyes were beginning to water.

“I love you,” I said. The words just slipped off my tongue before I could sensor myself. I didn’t mean to say it. I didn’t even know if it was true or not. She just stared at me, her gaze far away.

“You just want me as your dirty little secret. Would you still want me if everyone knew what I really was?” she asked, and I couldn’t answer the question. Would I be able to be with her publically if everyone knew her secret? Was it worth sacrificing my entire reputation and social status? Even when I was with Lucy, I was careful getting too close to her at school, worried people would realize we were together.

“I should go,” Annie finally said, and then she left my room, leaving me feeling more vulnerable than ever.

Maybe she was right to leave me. Maybe I was being selfish. It seemed as though she thought I wanted her for all the wrong reasons, but I really did want to be with her and I really was worried about her revealing herself to Sean. I wish she would have listened to me, because a few days later, she decided to tell Sean her secret. I know she did this because by the end of the school day, the news was all over the school and Sean and Annie were broken up.

I was at my locker when I heard the crowd of students erupt into a mocking frenzy. I looked back and could see her, Annie, walking down the hall towards her locker. “Tranny alert!” someone called out, and the call was followed by laughter. I felt horrible for her. I knew she shouldn’t have come out to Sean. I knew that was an awful, terrible idea.

She did nothing to deserve the ridicule. She had always been nice to everyone, always treated everyone with the utmost respect. She’d never called anyone a mean name before, and now, she couldn’t go twenty feet with out being called something horrible.

Our eyes met from across the hall. She looked tortured, devastated. I could have kept my distance and saved my reputation, but instead, I went to her. “Hey,” I said from behind her, and when she turned around, I kissed her, in front of everyone. The hecklers became silent, unsure of how to process what they were seeing. I could have cared less about the hecklers or anyone that stood watching me kiss the school’s new trans girl. Screw all of them. “I love you,” I said to her again, and she smiled. “I love you, too.”

We snuck away from everyone, into an empty classroom. I locked the door and then we continued to kiss. “Thank you,” she said to me, but I really didn’t know what she was thanking me for.

“For what?” I said.

“I don’t know. Just thank you,” she said, and then we continued to kiss. I’d forgotten how soft her lips were, how amazing it felt when her hands moved all over my body. I’d forgotten how soft her hair was, and I’d forgotten how big her cock was—and how big and hard it got when she was erect. I ran my fingers up her rigid, throbbing length.

“I want you inside of me so badly,” I said. She playfully pulled my bottom lip between her teeth before laying me down on a desk. She couldn’t have gotten my skirt and panties down quick enough. I felt her nose nestle up into my pubic area and then I felt her tongue slip in between my plump lips. She began to eat me out. “Oh God,” I moaned, my body instantly giving in to the pulsing euphoria. I sunk my fingers into her hair and looked down. She was looking up at me with her cute eyes and I could tell she was happy. I was happy. I’d never been happier.

“Your pussy tastes so good,” she said, so I pulled her in tighter and her tongue sunk deeper into my wet cunt. “Oh God, just like that.” She knew how to move her tongue in ways I can’t begin to describe, pushing in deep, tracing gentle circles around my clit. I came more than once. I was a complete mess with my back on that row of desks.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she said, standing up, dropping her skirt to the ground and taking off her blouse and bra.

I bit my lip. I couldn’t wait. It felt like I’d waited years for this moment, for her big, throbbing cock to stuff my little, wet hole. “Fuck me, baby,” I said, and then she began to push in. She was big—really big. I could feel my tight pussy stretching out wide, but I didn’t care—I loved it. I loved every inch of her perfect, throbbing dick.

I nearly came again at the sight of her, standing elegantly between my thighs, her tits sitting so perfect and perky on her chest. She was beautiful. And that cock of hers felt so damn good!

She started to thrust herself in and out of me, holding my hips to keep me from sliding away from her. I revelled in every swift slap of her firm pelvis against my ass. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the cute, little landing strip that was shaved into her pubic hair—and the sight of her long rod rising and disappearing below my pelvic horizon, over and over again.

“I want you to come in me,” I said. “I want you to come in me so badly.”

She bit her lip, looking cuter than ever. My legs began to shake and then my whole body began to convulse. I’d never come so hard in my life. Bright spots were flashing in my vision. Her big, thick cock was hitting the perfect spot, sending me into a euphoric paralysis. “Oh God,” I cried, and then I felt her warm, heavy load filling me up. Her nails dug into my skin and I reached down and pulled her tight against me. I needed all of her inside of me. I wanted every last drop of her sweet, warm load.

She slumped over me and started to catch her breath. “That was amazing,” she said.

“Tell me about it,” I said. I must have came half a dozen times. I’d never felt more satisfied in my life. I had everything. I had my beautiful best friend, I had my cuddle buddy, I had her soft, perky tits, and I had her big, hard cock. What else could someone possibly need?

THE END
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