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OUR DEEP DARK SECRET

Teddy and James have a deep, dark secret: they like to take turns getting dolled up and messing around after school. It all started inconspicuously enough, but the question is: how long will it stay a secret?


CHAPTER I

James and I had a deep, dark secret that no one could ever know about.

It was such a serious secret that even we didn’t even talk about it with one another. Occasionally James would give me a look and I knew it was on his mind. Other than that, it never came close to coming out into the open.

But we didn’t always have our little secret. In fact, James and I had been friends for nearly ten years, and it was never a thing during that time. It wasn’t until the end of high school that it started, and it all started out as a joke.

I’ll never forget the day it started—the day our lives changed forever. And they really did change; no matter how much I’ve tried to tell myself otherwise. It was around the end of January, and our little town had just had the biggest snowstorm in its history: nearly five feet in twenty-four hours. We were a town that was used to the snow, but this was different. This was a whole different level of snow.

For the first time ever, businesses shut down and schools closed their doors—every school but ours. We went to a private school, and most of the students lived within walking distance.

I was upset when I heard on the radio that my school was still operating. James and I were already making plans to go out tobogganing. But those plans would have to wait until after school. For the first time since the third grade, my mom stood by the front door with me, making sure I was putting on my coat and my snow pants and my boots. “I don’t want you catching a cold!” she said.

“Ma, I’m eighteen now. I can dress myself.” I rolled my eyes, but she still insisted on zipping up my coat for me. I thought I was so mature—I’d slept with two girls already, one was a cheerleader—but I had no idea that I hadn’t even lost my innocence yet. I was going to later that day.

I trudged through the snow. A walk that normally took me eight minutes took me twenty-five. There was a valley that I normally walked through. At the bottom of the valley, I couldn’t see anything and I panicked for a moment as a thought occurred to me: If I fall and twist an ankle, it will be weeks before anyone finds me. Within an hour, I would be buried completely, and there was no one around. Luckily I didn’t twist an ankle and I managed to make it to school.

I was late, but I figured the teachers would understand. I ran to my locker, got my textbooks, and then I ran to my first class. And I was disappointed to see that the class was mostly empty. Only six students showed up—myself and James included. At least James was there, I thought to myself.

Our teacher looked like she didn’t want to be there. She spent the first twenty minutes trying to muster up a lecture, and then she finally gave in and let us just do our homework for the final forty minutes. She sat at her desk and stared out the window at the falling snow, probably wishing she took a job at a different school, one that wouldn’t make her hike miles through many feet of snow just to teach six students who weren’t even paying attention.

Our second class wasn’t much different. One of our classmates—one of the six that showed up—left between classes. They probably figured the teachers wouldn’t care, and they were right. No attendances were taken that day. It should have been a day off.

After lunch, we had our elective classes. So our class of six splintered off. I was literally the only student in shop class. My teacher, Mr. Anderson, had me clean up the classroom. He didn’t seem to think it was worth it to turn on all the machines just for me, and I can’t say that I blame him.

And for my final class, I had drama with James. Everyone else was either in art, music, or back at home for the day where we all should have been. James and I sat down in our usual seats and waited for the drama teacher to show up.

We only took drama because it was notorious for being easy As. The teacher, Ms. Hensley, only gave out bad marks when students didn’t show up. And that day, she wasn’t even giving out bad grades for that. She showed up ten minutes late looking tired like every other teacher in the school. She looked at us and smiled. “I didn’t expect the two of you to be the ones to show up today. I thought you would definitely jump on the opportunity to stay home.”

“And miss drama class? No way,” James said with a big smirk. His sarcasm didn’t go unappreciated by Ms. Hensley.

She went to her desk and grabbed a stack of scripts—she always had a stack of scenes for each class, and each class usually had a theme. We’d done Shakespeare, scenes from modern movies, and scenes that she wrote herself. “Well this will be interesting, because today I wanted to do love scenes.”

I felt my face turn red. I didn’t want to look over at James to see his reaction, but I could tell that his face was red, too, just by how still he suddenly was. “What else do you got?” James asked with a nervous voice.

“Nothing,” she said. “But it will be a good exercise—believe me. I’ll teach you how to do a stage kiss—it’s a very useful skill when you’re on stage.” Neither James nor I had any intention of ever being on a stage, and even less of an intention to ‘stage kiss’ with one another. I wished she would have brought those scenes any other day. There was a girl in our class—Mandy. I would have killed to practise my stage kissing with her for the hour.

“Can we pass?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It won’t be so bad. Quit being insecure.” I felt my heart plunge into my gut. I didn’t want to kiss James—even if it was a fake kiss—but I didn’t want to be insecure either. I didn’t want Ms. Hensley to think that I was insecure, and I didn’t want James to think that I was insecure.

James looked at me with a grin. “Well, Teddy? Want to practise kissing with me?” He puckered his lips and then started to laugh. I tried to force a laugh, so I wouldn’t come off as insecure, but I had a feeling my insecurities were showing. I really didn’t want to kiss my best friend.


CHAPTER II

She gave us the scenes and then she gave us ten minutes to read over the lines and familiarize ourselves with the material. James was assigned the female role. He wandered away while reading aloud and gesturing into the air like he was preparing for some grandiose Shakespearian performance. I stayed in my seat, trying to read the lines, while trying to come up with an excuse to get me out of doing the scene—an excuse that wouldn’t make Ms. Hensley and James think that I was some scared, vulnerable dweeb.

I came up with nothing but anxiety. When James came back from his whimsical wanderings, he was wearing a blonde wig and a green dress that he’d nabbed from the costume rack. The blonde wig hit him surprisingly well, and it looked surprisingly real on his head. Even the dress didn’t fit him half bad. He’d stuffed the cups of the dress with something, giving him a fake bust—and even that looked pretty good. “Ready, Teddy?” he said in a girl voice that also took me by surprise. He laughed. I laughed, too, but I wasn’t sure what I was laughing at.

“Okay, and action,” Ms. Hensley said, taking a seat in her chair, planting an elbow on her knee and her chin on her fist.

I cleared my throat and began reading my lines. James was full of energy that day. He read his lines with big gestures and smiles and inflections. He wasn’t taking it seriously, and I appreciated that. The last thing we needed was two awkward people being awkward in a room together—one was more than enough.

I saw the kissing part coming up—just a few lines ahead. I was dreading what James would do. I really didn’t want to kiss him. “And cut!” Ms. Hensley said. “That was very good. But we need to learn our stage kiss before we go any farther.”

She got up and walked towards us. First, she turned me towards her by grabbing my hips. “Okay, so it’s simple. Your lips don’t have to touch. You simply touch noses and the man uses his hand to cover the kiss from the audience, like this…” She stepped up to me, leaned forward, pressed her nose against mine, and covered our face from James with her hand by pretending to caress the side of my face. It was horribly awkward, but at least it wasn’t a kiss.

“Can we just skip the kiss part?” I asked.

“Oh, c’mon Teddy!” James said in his girl voice. “Don’t you want to kiss me? Don’t you love me anymore?”

I rolled my eyes and wished that I’d stayed home from school that day. “I don’t care. It just seems like a waste of time,” I said.

“It won’t be so bad,” Ms. Hensley said, taking her seat again and reassuming her directing pose. “And action!”

So we ran through the lines again, and as that kiss got closer, I became more and more nervous. I could hear the nerves in my voice. I could feel a cold sweat breaking out on the back of my neck. This was stupid—why was she making us do this? Why wasn’t she just letting us go home? Everyone else was at home—why did we have to suffer for being the good students who actually showed up?

And the kiss came. James stepped forward and closed his eyes, leaning his head in slightly. I leaned my head in and brought my hand up to his face. I closed my eyes and touched my nose to his. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.

“Great, and cut!” Ms. Hensley said. “Let’s try another scene. That was great.” She seemed satisfied. As long as I got my A+ grade to bring up my average, I was happy. A few little fake screen kisses weren’t going to kill me.

She handed us a new scene, which also ended with a kiss. She gave us fifteen minutes to familiarize ourselves with the material. Again, James wandered off, rehearsing aloud in his feminine voice. He took the female role before Ms. Hensley even assigned it. But I didn’t want the role, so I was happy. He seemed to enjoy goofing around as a girl.

Fifteen minutes past and James wasn’t back yet. “Where did he go?” Ms. Hensley asked me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Beats me,” I said.

And then he finally came back, almost unrecognizable. He’d found a makeup kit in the costume room and he’d gone to town—eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, the whole deal. “Don’t I look pretty?” he said, running his fingers through his blonde wig. I have to admit, he really did look like a chick. He even smelled like a chick, as if he’d found some perfume back there. I never realized how big and shining his eyes were, or how full his lips were. If he showed up for class like that one day, I don’t think anyone would have even known he wasn’t a woman.

Ms. Hensley laughed. “A good actor takes their roles seriously,” she said. It was a useless comment, but James seemed to like it. He ran his fingers through his hair again.

And we did the scene. I was clumsy with my lines, distracted by James as he stared into my eyes. I felt strangely intimidated, as if he was trying to seduce me. I mean—his character was technically trying to seduce me, but it was just acting. I didn’t realize James was capable of being such a good actor. Or maybe he just knew that he was messing with me and making me feel uncomfortable, and he was getting a kick out of it.

And the kissing scene came. Except this time, James’s character was supposed to kiss me. I closed my eyes as he came in and I puckered my lips, raising up my hand to cover our faces like before. But he went too far. His lips connected with mine, and for a brief second—maybe two or three seconds at most—we kissed.


CHAPTER III

I wasn’t sure how to process the kiss. It just happened, out of nowhere, taking me by surprise—but still, I let it happen. But I think I only let it happen because I didn’t want to come off as insecure. James was just goofing around with that female character he’d created, and I was just trying to play along with him. It was just acting.

Thankfully my hand was covering out mouths, so Ms. Hensley couldn’t tell that it was a real kiss. She just clapped her hands and said, “And scene! Bravo!” She looked up at the clock and then said, “Would you look at the time. Time flies when you’re watching fantastic performances.” Apparently her bar for high school acting was set quite low.

It was still ten minutes until the end of school, but Ms. Hensley was satisfied with her class, so she let us leave early—though I think she was just looking for an excuse to leave early herself, so she could beat the snowy traffic nightmare that was already brewing outside.

She grabbed her purse and jacket from her desk while we were still standing there and said, “See you boys tomorrow,” and she took off, leaving us alone in that drama room.

The school was quiet, not even footsteps in the hallways, as most of the students that showed up had already taken off for the day. I looked back at James, who was still standing directly in front of me. He was looking at me. His cheeks were red and mine probably were, too. “That was interesting,” he said, still using his girly voice.

“Why are you still talking like that?” I asked. “What’s gotten into you?”

He laughed—even his laugh was surprisingly feminine. “What? You don’t like it?” I was pretty sure that he was just messing with me—just pressing my buttons and enjoying my embarrassment. He must have known that he actually looked pretty good, and he must have known that it was a confusing sight, because it was confusing. It didn’t seem like I was looking at James. And it didn’t seem like I was talking to James. Instead, it felt like I was standing in front of an actual woman, a vibrant woman with a pretty face and a nice voice and a cute smile.

I don’t know what happened next—my memory of the moment is somewhat of a blur, as it seemed to happen so fast and without any logical reason. We kissed again, but I don’t know who initiated it. I think she initiated when she leaned forward, but I was the one who completed the initiation. It was a continuation of the kiss from our scene—our lips pressed together, now with my hands on her sides, instead of covering our faces. I stepped in closed and got lost in the moment…

And I really was lost in the moment. I don’t know what happened to my common sense or my morality. I should have stepped back and spat and wiped my mouth because I was kissing my male best friend, but instead I just kept kissing, and she kept kissing back. After a moment, her tongue penetrated my lips and I accepted it into my mouth. But the whole time, I didn’t stop to think what was happening. I was just accepting it, the way you accept the strange reality of a surreal dream. When you wake up, you think, ‘Why was I not confused about the fact it was raining porcupines?’ But now, I wasn’t asleep. I really was kissing my best friend.

And soon enough, we weren’t just kissing. She tilted her head back so I could kiss her neck. I probably left a few hickeys. And while I worked away at her neck, I started to explore her body with my hands, squeezing her chest, feeling up her ass. She had her hands all over me, rubbing firmly while she breathed heavily.

She sunk to her knees and began to do away with my belt. I looked towards the door to make sure it was shut. It was. I looked back down at my surprise loved and then I slipped my fingers into the hair of her wig. She reached into my pants and fished out my cock, and she didn’t waste a second before she started sucking. I was already hard, but she got me rock-solid. She plunged my rod deep into her throat, her tongue slipping around my whole girth, getting me wet and slippery. I held her head firmly while I thrust myself gently into her warm throat. She only gagged a little bit.

And still, I didn’t stop to think about what I was doing, or what kind of trouble I was getting myself into. I did have a cold tingling in my spine, suggesting something was off, trying to steal my attention. But it was hopeless, and it was too late. We’d already gone too far.

She stood up and spun around, bending over as she placed her hands on the seat of a chair. I threw up the skirt of her dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. She held her legs close together, to hide her cock and balls, but I knew they were there. Yet still, I didn’t hesitate. I dropped my knees, spread her cheeks, and started eating out her asshole like it was prime pussy. She moaned gently as I worked my tongue in deep. She was shaved all over. I didn’t notice it at the time—at least I didn’t stop to think that there was anything strange about it.

“Fuck me,” she said.

I didn’t hesitate. I stood up, lined my slobber-covered cock up with her slobber-covered hole, and I pushed in. It wasn’t until I was three inches deep that she clenched, and she only clenched for a few seconds before she relaxed, letting me slide in all the way. I gently caressed her ass with my hands before beginning to thrust in and out of her.

She really did look like a woman. She had the body of a woman, nice and thin with nice curves, and her facial features were surprisingly soft and cute. And I still couldn’t get over those big, shining eyes, or that adorable smile that she was making now while the euphoria quickly consumed her.

She was a little bit of a slut, pushing her tush back into my pelvis with every thrust, making sure to get all of me inside of her, as deep as I could possibly go. I liked the way her soft butt slapped against my muscular pelvis. “Make me come,” she said between heavy moans.

I held her tight, plunged her hard, and I came down fast. I was getting at least two penetrations in every second. Her legs were beginning to tremble. Her moaning was quickly turning into screaming. I had to reach around to cover her mouth, so no one would hear and think she was being attacked. She gently bit down on my hand and let out another long, muffled moan. I wanted to make her come, but I wasn’t sure I was going to make it much longer. I was on the verge of coming myself.

“Oh God, don’t stop. I’m about to come. Don’t stop!” she said through clenched teeth. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold it. I was already clenching, already groaning, already biting down on my tongue as I tried to control my breathing. “Oh fuck, I’m coming. Holy shit, I’m actually coming,” she said with a shaken voice.

I couldn’t see her cock, but I could see the puddle of white jizz that was forming between her feet as her cock oozed out her hot load.

I came, deep in her asshole, with one last, hard thrust. I groaned and sunk my nails into her skin, and then once the final blast of my cum was inside of her body, reality finally hit me: I’d just fucked my best friend.


CHAPTER IV

As you can imagine, I was deeply confused when I got home. I found myself sitting in my room, in silence, wondering whether or not it had really happened. I tried to convince myself that it was just some midday hallucination—a vivid daydream, and nothing more. But it really happened, no matter what I tried to tell myself.

But what did it mean? Did it mean that I was gay? No, no, I couldn’t have been gay—I wasn’t attracted to James when he was James. I wasn’t even sure that I was attracted to him when he was all dolled up—I was just swept away in the moment. I was taken advantage of during a moment of vulnerability. I mean—he did look kind of cute in that dress and that makeup. It’s not like I had sex with a man with a beard and big muscles or anything like that. Right?

I thought about calling James, to talk to him about it, to try and clear the air and bring some sort of closure to our little romp. But I was terrified of what he would say. Was he regretting it as much as me? Was he sitting at home, feeling just as confused and freaked out?

I didn’t end up calling him. Instead, I did my best to not think about it. I played video games, watched a movie—and I even did some homework that wasn’t due for another two weeks—anything I could do to get the romp off of my mind. It didn’t work. I still had the image in my mind of James bent over in that little dress, his ass cheeks spread, his rectum puckering. The thought had my heart racing. I probably aged three months in that one evening.

And before I went to bed, I once again considered calling him. I knew that this was going to bug me until we worked it out—until I knew what had happened and why and that it would never happen again. But I didn’t call him. I was still too afraid to hear his voice. So I went to sleep and dreamed about making love to my best friend.

I didn’t see James until class the next morning. Everyone was back from their little snow day. I came in a few minutes late and ended up taking my usual seat, right next to James. We didn’t say anything to one another, even after the bell rang and everyone got up to migrate over to their next class. James was in my next class, but again, we said nothing to one another. At lunch, we went our separate ways. Shop class was a welcomed relief, because it was the only class we didn’t have together.

Though I spent the whole hour of shop class dreading the next period: drama. What if Ms. Hensley paired us together again? What if she wanted us to show the class our stage kissing skills that we’d learned the day before? And what if James got himself all dolled up again?

My heart skipped a beat. A part of me wanted to see him all dolled up again. I wanted to see if I really was crazy the day before. I wanted to see how the other guys reacted when they saw him in his makeup and his little dress. And I wanted to see those big, shining eyes and that cute smile again…

I shook the thoughts from my head and my heart filled with even more dread. When the bell rang, I felt my hands beginning to tremble. I watched as the students in my class filtered out to go to their lockers before their final period. And I just stood there, feeling nervous, trying to think of a way out of the class. Maybe I could lie and say I was sick. Maybe I could just accept one missed class on my report card. Or maybe I just had to bite my tongue and go through with it.

I took a deep breath and went to class. And thankfully, we had a substitute teacher. She seemed flustered and out of her element. And instead of doing scenes in pairings like we usually did, she had us all take turns reading monologues in front of the class. I got Alec Baldwin’s monologue from Glengarry Glen Ross. I don’t think my performance was going to win any Academy Awards though.

James got one of Robert De Niro’s scenes from Taxi Driver. He did all right, but he wasn’t nearly as convincing as the day before, when he played the female roles.

When the bell rang, everyone was quick to leave—the substitute teacher included. Most of the roads still hadn’t been ploughed and traffic was still a gigantic nightmare. I was on my way out of the class when I heard James call out my name. “Hey Teddy!” he said. I turned around and he was standing by the door to the costume room. “Don’t go just yet. I think we need to talk.”

I was dreading that talk, but he was right. We did need to talk. There were still a few students lingering around, slowly getting their textbooks packed away. James looked around at them and then he looked back at me. “You know what? Just meet me back here in twenty minutes, once everyone’s gone.”

“Alright,” I said, and it was the first thing I’d said to him since coming deep in his asshole. But I still couldn’t stand the idea of being in the same room as him. So I turned around and left for my locker. I slowly packed away my textbooks and whatnot, waiting for the halls to clear out. I probably waited longer than twenty minutes, as I wanted to make sure the coast really was clear before we had our conversation. If anyone overheard us talking about what we’d done the day before, our lives would be over—we would end up as the laughing stock of the school.

So once the halls were clear and quiet, I started back towards the drama room. Whenever someone walked past me, I turned down a new hall and pretended to be headed somewhere else. I don’t know why I did it—but my impulses were guiding me. So it took longer than expected to finally reach the drama room. I looked around to make sure no one was looking before slipping into the room, locking the door behind me. But James wasn’t there.

I waited a few seconds before calling out his name, in case he was hiding somewhere. “Down here!” his voice called back. It was coming from the costume room. So I opened the door and walked down the stairs into the dimly lit costume room, which was packed with racks of costumes and wigs and shelves of shoes and props.

I looked around but still couldn’t spot James. “James? You in here?” I called out.

And then he jumped up behind me. “Boo!” he said, startling me. I spun around quickly and jumped back.

“What the hell are you doing?” I said, and as I said it, I noticed he was all dolled up again, this time wearing a skimpy red dress and red high heels that made his legs look phenomenal. He had matching red lipstick, and he was wearing the same wig as the day before.

And instead of having a conversation, I kissed him, and he kissed me. It was another impulse, another move that lacked any logic or reasoning. I just went in for the kiss without thinking, and I found myself surrendering to feelings that only seemed to exist when we were together, and he was all pretty and feminine.


CHAPTER V

I couldn’t control my urges, and neither could she. We had our hands all over each other. It wasn’t long before her tongue was in my mouth, and then it wasn’t long after that before her hand was down the front of my pants. I slipped one of my hands under the backside of her skirt and I gently stuck one of my fingers into her asshole while we made out.

I’d thought we were going to figure our shit out, but we just ended up indulging all over again. Though I couldn’t help but wonder if James had been trying to seduce me from the moment he put on that lacy green dress the day before. Was James gay? If so, for how long had he wanted to sleep with me? Or was this all just some side effect of being assigned a female role for an acting exercise. No—that can’t be it. Putting on a dress doesn’t make someone want to fuck men.

I didn’t give it too much thought in the moment. Instead, I ended up laying her down on the floor of the costume room, on her stomach. I spent a couple of minutes eating out her asshole before mounting her like a horny dog. I pinned her arms at her sides as I plunged in deep. And then I fucked her like a limp ragdoll. I only released one of her hands briefly so I could muffle her moaning by sticking two of my fingers into her mouth—the same fingers that I’d used to finger her asshole. She seemed like it though; she started sucking between heavy moans.

I pulled out and came on her ass—and I really unloaded, more cum than I’d ever produced in a single nut. It looked like I’d spilled a whole piña colada on her tush.

And then once again, we got up quietly and awkwardly and then we went our separate ways, saying nothing to one another until drama class came around again the next day.

A whole week went by that we fucked daily. I looked forward to those fucks, but I also dreaded them, knowing they weren’t wrong on so many levels. I was fucking a man who also happened to be my best friend. It just wasn’t right. And every day I was terrified someone would catch us, or somehow someone would find out. What if James decided to tell someone? Why would he do it? I don’t know, but why would he get all dressed up and let his best friend fuck him in the ass?

It was a Monday afternoon, thirty minutes after school, when I showed up in the costume room to meet with James. He wasn’t dolled up, taking me by surprise. He was just standing there, without makeup, in the same clothes he’d been wearing all day. “It’s your turn,” he said with a grin, and then he motioned towards an outfit he had picked out. It was the lacy green dress that he’d worn the first time we fucked.

And I didn’t ask questions. I got undressed, slipped into the green dress and the blonde wig, and I spent twenty minutes trying to figure out my makeup. It was surprisingly easy, and I looked surprisingly good with a little bit of dark eyeliner and some blush on my cheeks. It was a skill that would develop over time, the way it developed over time for James, but for that afternoon, James was satisfied. Once I was all dolled up, we kissed again.

This time, it all felt different. He suddenly felt stronger, and I felt vulnerable and weak. He held me tightly while we made out. He ended up kissing my neck, giving me a few hickeys that I would have to hide with a turtleneck for the next couple of days. He bent me over and ate out my asshole, and then he pulled down his pants and presented me with his cock.

I hesitated, my heart pounding. But I was curious to try it—not to mention, he’d sucked me off five days in a row. It seemed like the least I could do. So I lifted up his thick member and I guided it to my lips. I sunk him into my mouth and I started sucking. He moaned gently as I ran my tongue up and down his length. He liked it. And to be honest, I kind of liked it, too. I liked the way I was able to make him moan and tremble. I felt like I was in control of his pleasure. And I liked the idea that I was pretty enough for him.

I got him rock-hard. I tried to deep-throat him the way he deep-throated me, but I ended up gagging. He was too big to suck fully. But he didn’t seem to mind.

He told me to stand up and turn around. Then he pinned me to a wall. I was nervous as hell. I’d never taken anything in the ass before, and I wasn’t looking forward to starting with his giant erection. I took a few deep breaths. My heart skipped a beat when I felt his throbbing tip press up against my asshole. He started pushing. I resisted at first—just as an impulse. “Relax,” he said, so I took another deep breath and managed to unclench. He slid in deep, filling me completely. And then he said, “Look.”

I looked to where he was pointing: a mirror across the room. I could see myself with James behind me, stuffing me with his giant dick. I looked sexy. My face was adorable and my body was great. I had no idea that I had such a feminine figure. I liked the way I looked. “Fuck me,” I said, and then I watched that mirror as James began to thrust in and out of me. There’s something very strange about watching a man dominate you—strange but incredibly sexy. It wasn’t long before a warm trembling overwhelmed my body. I looked down and saw that my cock was starting to rise up and harden.

“Don’t stop,” I said between deep breaths. I was trying to control myself, so I wouldn’t start moaning and screaming. But it was becoming harder and harder. I bit down on my tongue and then I gave in. I started to moan and squirm. He held me firmly. “I’m about to come,” he said. And I felt like I was about to come—which seemed impossible, seeing as I hadn’t touched my cock. I bit down harder on my tongue and tried to hold back the intense euphoria that was overtaking me. I closed my eyes. I could feel every inch of his huge rod—his thick veins rubbing against my anal walls. It felt nice—too nice.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that my cock was leaking cum. A long white strand dripped from my cock to a puddle on the floor. And it wasn’t until that moment that I realized I’d been moaning aloud for the past few minutes.

James groaned and penetrated me deep. Then I felt his hot load exploding inside of me. I tried to clutch the wall, but there was nothing to hold. I’d never felt so stuffed in my life, like his come was about to blast out of my mouth. Luckily it didn’t. He stumbled back and I felt his hot load rush out of my body. It dribbled out of my hole, no matter how hard I clenched. “That was awesome,” he said as he caught his breath.

“Yeah,” I said. And that was all we said until we met up the next day to do it all over again.


CHAPTER VI

We never talked about it—literally never, even once we started talking outside of drama class. It was like those romps only existed while they were happening, and then they ceased to exist until it was time to go at it again.

James and I started going out to parties together again. We started hanging out with our usual friends, who were all completely oblivious to what was happening between us. And after a few months of fucking almost daily, I stopped thinking about it. It started to just become part of my life. We didn’t have to agree to not tell anyone—we just knew that it was something that was between us, and that was all there was to it. End of story…

But it wasn’t the end of our story. Because such a habit is bound to become complicated sooner or later. There were a few close calls. One afternoon I was dolled up—the prettiest I’d ever been, with lots of red lipstick and my hair nicely curled—and someone came into the costume room. Luckily we heard them coming about five seconds before they came in—just enough time to get James’s cock out of my ass and back into his trousers. We lied and said that we were just rehearsing for a homework assignment. Thank God the student that found us wasn’t in our grade, and had no idea that we had no homework assignments. And thank God he didn’t recognize me in my disguise.

Another time, James’s phone accidentally pocket-dialled one of our friends. Our friend listened to us fucking for ten minutes before we realized the phone was lit up. James took the bullet and lied, saying that he was watching porn. Everyone laughed at him, but a little bit of laughter was better than the alternative.

Every couple of nights, the reality of what we were doing would hit me hard—usually while I was trying to fall asleep. I would get a sudden, harsh reminder from nowhere that I was engaging in casual sex with my friend. Not just that, but I was regularly getting dressed up like a little slut and I was taking it in the ass. Surely that can’t be healthy. Surely that’s not a normal thing for a high school student to be doing with his spare time.

But when I wasn’t questioning it, I was looking forward to it. My heart would start racing around lunchtime every day, knowing that moment was approaching. Our secret relationship was the highlight of each day, and there was always something to look forward to: a new outfit, a new position, a new sex toy that James spent his allowance on… It was never dull, to say the least.

But it did remain a secret—even to us. The topic was never brought up outside of that drama classroom—or I should say, almost never. There was one night, when we were at a party. It was late and we were drunk, and James ended up finding the homeowner’s closet, full of sexy lingerie. When no one was looking, we both snuck upstairs and locked the door. He got dolled up and he let me fuck him and I came all over his lace-clad chest. Then, I crawled out the window and ran home, before anyone found out that I was still there. But it was never something we agreed to do—it was just something that happened. Nothing more than, “Look what I found upstairs…” And that was enough. Maybe the rest was telepathic.

But when we weren’t messing around, we were just our normal selves. Our secret was kept secret.

And then Spring Break came. We got a week and a half off of school. James’s family was going to Florida for the duration of the break and they were taking James with him. For the first time since starting our almost-daily romps, we were apart. And to be honest, I was relieved—at least at first. I was looking forward to getting a break from an activity that I knew wasn’t right. Maybe the time apart would help us both realize that we were indulging in bad behaviour. Maybe it would give us time to realize that it wasn’t healthy and that we should put an end to it.

I wanted to think that after a few days, I would get it out of my system, something like a drug addict in detox. But that wasn’t the case. After just four days, I was missing our afternoons together. I became hornier and hornier. I would masturbate to the thought of James taking me from behind, but after a few hours, I would just find myself fantasizing about it all over again. The image of him all dolled up was almost always on my mind, even while I was eating dinner.

I wondered if he was getting better—if he would come back and tell me that he was done with our secret sex. I was afraid that he would be over me, and then I would left with urges that I could do nothing with. Why did I have to indulge in the first place?

But he texted me on the fifth night into that ten night Spring Break. “Send me pictures,” he said. It was late—almost midnight, but I wasn’t tired. And now that he’d texted, I was more awake than ever.

“Pictures?” I wrote back, but I was positive I knew exactly what he was asking for.

“Of you,” he wrote back. But now, I didn’t have access to the costume room. The school was closed for the break.

But I had a solution—a solution I wasn’t proud of, but it was a solution nonetheless. For the first time, I truly felt like an addict. My neighbour had a seventeen-year-old daughter, and they were all away for the break. They gave us a key so that we could bring their mail inside and feed their cat. I had that key in my room, because I was the one who went over to feed the cat.

It was 12:15 AM, and I found myself sneaking over. I made sure to tiptoe quietly, and I made sure to leave all the lights off, until I was in my neighbour’s daughter’s bedroom and the blinds were closed. Then, I grabbed what I needed: her makeup, some hair products, and clothes. In the back of her closet I even found some sexy lingerie; I bet her parents didn’t know she owned it.

I turned off the light and brought it all back to my own bedroom. Then, with the door closed, I started getting dolled up. I didn’t have the usual wig to work with, but I’d been letting my hair grow out since we started messing around. It was already a bit shaggy before, but now it was almost touching my shoulders. I used my neighbour’s hair straightener to make it even longer, and then I pinned back my bangs with a cute pink hair clip.

I took pictures wearing several different outfits, and I sent them to James. He liked them, sending me back hearts and drooling emoticons. “Show me more,” he said. So I put on another outfit and took more photos. “No, more of you, not more clothes.”

My heart raced. He wanted me to send him nude photos—photos of me in makeup and nothing else. I thought for a moment about what I was doing—sending photos to my friend’s phone, photos that could easily be hacked or shared online. It wouldn’t take long for those shots to find their way around the school. It was just me in some light makeup—not in a disguise or a costume or a wig. But still, I took the photos. I hesitated before sending them, considering my possible fate one last time—and then I hit send.

And then he sent me some of his own photos—photos of him in his sister’s underwear, wearing his sister’s makeup. He’d also been letting his hair grow shaggy. In one photo he had his cock out. He was fully erect. “You made it like that,” he wrote with a smiling face. I was hard, too.

In those photos, he wasn’t a man—even with his cock out. She was a woman as far as I was concerned. And her photos were great—so sexy, making my hands tremble. I quietly jerked myself off while looking at the shots. And then I sent her a message. “I can’t wait until you’re back.”

“I can’t wait until I’m back either,” she replied.

And that’s when I realized I had a real problem: I was in love with my male best friend.


CHAPTER VII

My deep, dark secret wasn’t that I was having sex with my best friend—my deep, dark secret was that I was in love with my best friend.

And I fantasized about him in two ways: in one, I was a woman and he was dominating me, and in the other, he was a little slut and I was fucking his brains out. It was the perfect relationship, aside from the fact he was a man and I wasn’t gay… Because as a man, I wasn’t attracted to him, or any other man. It was only when I was a woman that I liked the idea of being with him.

Perhaps I needed mental help. Maybe we’d let our little secret relationship progress too far, into something that was out of our control.

I was so excited when James returned from his trip. I asked him if he wanted to come over for a sleepover. I still had my neighbour’s makeup and outfits—they weren’t supposed to be back for another week. He came over in a heartbeat. But we didn’t talk about sex or cross-dressing or any of that until my parents went off to sleep. We just sat there playing video games, talking about school and movies like there was nothing going on between us. And once my parents were asleep, there still was no conversation. I simply got up and went to my room to get ready. And once I was ready, I sent him a text message, telling him to come up to my bedroom.

Once he was inside, we did our thing. We kissed for a long time, then I sucked his dick, and then I rode his big, hard cock cowgirl-style until he came deep in my asshole. And then we did something we’d never done before: we cuddled. I fell asleep in his arms, nestled against his naked body, his big snake pressed against my bum, his warm breath caressing my shoulders. When I woke up in the morning, I was still in his arms.

My heart skipped a beat. My door didn’t have a lock on it, and my parents were home. It was risky—they could have walked in to see us like that. Thankfully they didn’t. But foolishly, we risked it again. We stayed in that bed for another hour—fucking, of course. He stuffed me from behind, and then he did something else he’d never done before: he reached around and jerked me off while he was fucking me.

Normally, when one of us was playing the female role, we would avoid contact with the cock—to keep up the illusion. But now, those boundaries were falling apart. We were quickly becoming two people having sex—not two genders. We were quickly becoming what I would only describe as gay, but I wasn’t gay, and neither was James. At least I didn’t think he was gay.

And what scared me the most was that I liked it. I liked when he stroked my cock while he fucked me in the ass. I wanted to do it again and again, and we probably would have had my parents not been home, just on the other side of a relatively thin wall. But we decided it was best to clean ourselves up and get on with our day as usual. He went out to make sure the hallway was clear so I could run across to the bathroom to clean off my makeup.

Then, we went and had breakfast, played a few video games, and then we went and met up with our friend group.

We went to a little bar for drinks and to watch a hockey game that was on TV. I crossed another line at that bar—a dangerous line that probably wasn’t worth crossing. While we were sitting at that table, I carefully snuck my hand onto James’s lap and I began to rub his cock. When my friends weren’t looking our way, I managed to get my hand under his pants, my fingers around his warm girth. I wanted to make him come in his pants. I wanted to feel his hot, sticky load between my fingers. And I did while imagining I was still dolled up, still pretty and sexy in that borrowed lingerie.

I got him off fairly quickly, making him unload into his underwear. He shuddered and bit his lip. “Are you okay?” Ricky asked from across the table.

“Huh? Me? Yeah, I, uh, just got a chill,” James said, forcing a smile. And I realized we’d crossed yet another boundary: we’d just messed around as two males, neither of us dressed up as girls. “I’m just going to use the bathroom. I’ll be right back,” he said. He got up and went to get cleaned up.

While James was gone, the guys started talking about some new video game that was coming out. They were pretty excited about it. I’d never heard of it. I’d been mostly out of the loop since James and I started fucking on a regular basis. Ricky seemed to think that this new game was going to be the next big thing. “You should see the trailer,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Shit, I left my phone at home.” He scanned the table and spotted the closest phone. He grabbed it and went to look up the trailer for the video game he was so excited about.

And then I watched as he froze and his face became pale. He stared at the phone and then he slowly looked up at me, and then back down at the phone. It was in that moment that I realized he was looking at James’s phone. And it didn’t take me long to realize he was seeing the photos that I had sent to James while he was away on his family vacation.

James came back from the bathroom. “What did I miss?” he asked with a smile. That smile was short lived when he noticed Ricky holding his phone, his face as pale as the moon.


CHAPTER VIII

“What the hell is going on?” Mike asked as he leaned over to see what Ricky was looking at, why everyone was suddenly so petrified. And then his expression dropped on cue. “Holy shit,” he said.

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said. “It was just supposed to be a joke for drama class.”

But I knew the photos that I’d sent him, and those photos were no joke. I was naked in some of them, and I had a feeling Ricky was staring at those very photos now. “A joke?” Ricky said. “What kind of fucked up joke is this? Why are these on your phone?”

James’s face was as pale as a face can be. I was worried his heart had stopped beating and he was about to fall to the ground at any second. “Give me my phone back,” he said.

“You can have it back,” Ricky said, tossing the phone away quickly as if it was a diseased cockroach. He laughed and then he couldn’t stop laughing. I wanted to get up and run away, but I was frozen stiff. Ricky was a friend, but he wasn’t a good enough friend that he wouldn’t go to everyone he knew to tell them about the photos. I was doomed. “So Teddy is a fag—who knew? It’s alright, Teddy. You look good in lingerie.” He started laughing again. Once the whole school knew about my deep, dark secret, it was only a matter of time before my family knew.

“I’m not gay,” I said. “It was just a joke.”

“A joke with your erect cock out?” Ricky asked. His face was red with laughter. He turned to James. “My only question is, why are the photos on your phone?”

James looked at me and then he looked down at the floor. “Teddy sent them to me,” he said.

My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach. “I didn’t mean to. It was a mistake.” I figured there was no sense in taking him down with me. There was no sense in ruining two lives at once. It was bad enough that my own life was crashing down in flames right before my eyes.

“A mistake?” Ricky said, laughing. Mike laughed along, finally breaking out from his paralysis. “This is too crazy to be true.”

“Let it go, Ricky,” James said.

Ricky stopped laughing and looked at James. “Why are you defending him? Are you a part of this, too? Did he not send those pictures by mistake?”

I looked at James and tried to will him to keep his mouth shut—to lie and protect himself. I was already fucked—he didn’t need to go down with the ship. “It was no mistake. I asked for them.”

Ricky’s eyes lit up. “Oh my God, you’re a couple of fags!” he said. He started laughing hysterically, and then James reached down and grabbed him by the throat, lifting him out from his seat.

“Say it again,” he said.

Ricky gagged. “Let me go!” he said.

“Say it again. Call me a fag again. I dare you.”

“I’m sorry!” Ricky said, and then James let him go. He gasped for air.

“Call us whatever you want, they’re just words. I don’t like men, and I don’t think Teddy likes men either,” James said. “But I like Teddy. And if you can look at those photos and not feel even a little bit attracted, then to be honest, I feel sorry for you.”

Ricky was silent, staring up at James with wide, scared eyes. “I—I’m sorry,” he said.

“Now mind your own business,” James said, taking a seat at the table.

Ricky straightened his shirt and took a breath. Then, he waved down the waitress and ordered himself another beer. Mike did the same, and then so did James. Suddenly, it was like everyone forgot about the pictures and the revelation. Or maybe they just realized it wasn’t that interesting—that our business didn’t affect them in any way, so there was no point in talking about it any further.

And as far as I know, no one else ever found out about our deep, dark secret. And if they did, they kept their mouths shut. Because at the end of the day, it doesn’t matter what people do in their personal lives, as long as no one is getting hurt. Who cares if someone likes men or women or a man or a woman? The applied label changes nothing. All that matters is that you’re happy—and getting dolled up with James made me the happiest little slut on the planet.

THE END
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