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"I just can't seem to work up the nerve to talk to her."

Jeremiah complained as we sat playing video games together in my room. He was whipping my butt again, but I didn't really mind. Mostly he played against me just for practice to get better for the online tournaments he would sometimes enter. As my side of the screen turned crimson red and the words "You are dead." blared across it. I put down my controller and stretched my legs a bit.

"Why are you nervous? It's just Jill." I replied, with a bit more disdain in my voice than what I had intended. Jeremiah looked over at me and smiled with a slight grimace. I watched as he adjusted his body a bit on one of my bean bag chairs. I contemplated the old lies told to us in middle school health about how puberty would make us boys tall and strong. We were all dweeby little kids back then, but somehow my puberty skipped right over me and hit my best friend Jeremiah twice. There could be no other explanation for how he grew to be six-foot four and well over two hundred pounds of muscle while I still hung around in junior sized clothing barely breaking five-foot five and a hundred fifty pounds on a good day. Naturally, Jeremiah's size put him on the basketball team as center while, for me, once the team started making cuts, I was the first to go. Despite this, I wasn't angry at Jeremiah. He was still my best friend even as we went from evenly matched to looking like a little kid and grown man, respectively, despite being the same age.

"It's not easy for me to talk to girls like it is for you, Jordan. You know how I get all mush-mouthed around one of them. For you, it just seems so easy."

I took this in thoughtfully. He did have a point, of course. Most girls’ hearts sank in terror the moment they had to crane their necks up to look up and Jeremiah. For me, however, I was practically treated like the sister they never had. I suppose being small and non-threatening has some advantages in making friends with girls, but none had ever contemplated going any further than the dreaded friend-zone with me. Because of this, I would hardly consider myself a romantic expert.

What bugged me wasn't that Jeremiah was after a girl, it was that he was wasting his time on Jill. I knew Jeremiah could do better than horse-faced Jill. He could easily get Casey or Alexis, who I knew from the paparazzi had been staring at his bulge during ball practice. Still, he had a point in that I haven't seen him even speak to a girl since second grade. Even though I sat trapped on the sidelines of being a friend, it wasn't like silent stares were going to get Jeremiah a girlfriend any faster. 

"Well, I might be able to help you." I said back to him. 

"You got advice?" He asked, hopefully.

I opened my mouth and then closed it furrowing my brow saying, "not really, no. I mean, I talk with girls all the time, but it's not like I'm picking them up. If anything, I should say I know more about what it's like for girls to be girls than how to get one to be my girlfriend."

"Ah, nuts. You know the dance was coming up and I was hoping to ask Jill out to it. Every time I see her it's like my mouth locks up or some shit. Hell, it's like that for every girl. Weird, I have no problem throwing in a body-check against that chungus-looking kid from Anderson Central grabbing a rebound. But, with a girl, It's like my mind just stops." Jeremiah explained.

I wanted to help my friend out and I thought through what I could do. Jeremiah frowned thoughtfully. I let my eyes wander along his massive, muscular frame finding it hard to believe he would be afraid of anything, much less a girl. He seemed to be bursting out from his soft polyester gym shorts and NBA logo bearing T-shirt. My eyes trailed along the softly mounded bulge at his crotch longer than I wanted them to. 

“But maybe I could help you practice?” I said.

“Huh?” Jeremiah asked in confusion.

“Well, just pretend I’m a girl and then ask me to the dance?” 

At this, Jeremiah started laughing and replied, “Jordan, you’re obviously a dude.”

An idea sprang into my mind and my eyes lit up as I said, “what if I dress up a bit to help you with your nerves?”

“Dress up?” He asked giving me an odd stare.

I nodded across the hall to my sister’s empty room saying, “my sis has everything I would need. Even some wigs from when she does cosplay. She’s having a sleep-over at a friend’s house so it’s not like she’ll need any of it now. I’ll just return it all after you get over your jitters. Okay?”

“You would seriously dress like Jill for me?” Jeremiah asked blinking in surprise.

I crinkled up my nose and replied, “No, not Jill. I have standards. If I’m going to dress like a girl, it’s going to be Alexis.”

Jeremiah chuckled saying, “Alexis? I thought she was going out with Steve.”

I shook my head and said “no, they broke up last month. The word on the street is that Alexis is interested in you.” Jeremiah gestured at me and asked, “how did you know that?”

I shrugged and replied, “I talk to girls.” 

Jeremiah flung his head back and made a groaning sound, “back to my problem. It feels like I got cotton in my mouth whenever I’m around a girl.”

I said, “Well, what do you think of Alexis?”

Jeremiah smirked and said, “hottest girl in the school with that gorgeous tight little body of hers and those cute little dimples. God, I’m barely able to keep the fucking ball on the court with her prancing around on the sideline in that little cheerleader outfit. Any guy with a fucking pulse would want a piece of that sweet ass. Yeah, I would love to take Alexis, but if I can’t even work up the nerve to talk to Jill, there’s no way I can do so for Alexis.”

I gestured towards myself and said, “well if it’s just nerves then I can help you with that. It’s not like you go into a game against Springfield Central first thing in the season. You practice at basketball you practice for a girl. I can help you practice at talking to a girl. It’s just me, dude. It’s not like you’re going to hurt my feelings or anything.”

Jeremiah looked up at me with a vague recognition of hope. I suppose my parallel between girls and basketball clicked in his mind. “You would do that for me?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Why?” he asked with earnest curiosity in his voice.

“I don’t want you moping around all school year like a sad sack.” I blurted out with a laugh before noticing he didn’t find this funny, and I quelled my laughter continuing, “I just want my friend to be happy.”

Jeremiah smiled at me and said, “dude, you are literally the best. Okay. Let’s do it but, if anyone asks, this never happened. God knows what the paparazzi will do if they found out I had my buddy dress up like a girl just so I could get used to talking to one.”

I chuckled and replied, “why would I tell anyone about this?

Jeremiah seemed to visibly relax at these words as he continued, “of course. Man, I owe you one for this.”

I stood up and said, “I’ll go get ready. This will take a bit of time but I’m going to do my best to bring the experience to life.”

I lay a hand on his muscular arm. I paused for a moment, feeling his strong, sure pulse beating just beneath the surface of his warm skin. A strange desire to touch him more filled me and I began to wonder if I had an ulterior motive for offering up myself to ‘practice’ on that was so secretive I could not even admit it to myself. A part of me somehow wanted his muscular arm. I wanted to feel it wrapped around me. I wanted it to put my body where he wanted it to go. I wanted to submit myself to his desire.

He looked up at me with his large, brown eyes and I snapped out of my thoughts. I continued “when I get back, just think of me like I am Alexis, we’re at school, you’re asking me out. I’ll do my best to stay in the role. Got it?”

Jeremiah reached up and ran his burly hands through his curly hair blowing out a nervous sigh before replying, “got it. Thanks so much for this.”

It felt strange sneaking out from my own room and slipping into my sisters. I did my best to pad my footfalls, so my parents wouldn’t hear me in her room. Behind me sat the masculine world of movie posters, rap music, and video games. I now stepped into my older sister’s prissy pink palace complete with hello kitty bed spread, makeup table, and a closet full of thin, girly clothes. She also had her own built-in bathroom since her room had technically been the master bedroom when we bought the house. This combined with her passion for cosplay and my lack of growth leaving me about her size meant I had everything I needed to transfigure myself however girly I wanted to look.

I knew it wouldn’t quite be a linear path turning myself into Alexis, but I knew I had to start somewhere…

But where?

My mind tore in conflict as I contemplated how ‘far’ I would go to become Alexis for Jeremiah. My heart quivered as I pictured him standing in front of me desperately blurting out awkward small-talk or whatever.

Of course, with me…

…he would succeed.

I mean, of course he would succeed. My ‘Alexis’ would agree to go out with him no matter how mush-mouthed he was. I desperately needed to build up his confidence for her and a strange thought crossed my mind as my lower lip began to quiver.

Alexis owed me for this, big time.

I imagined what it would be like to be her, so small, so delicate, so coddled within the massive grip of Jeremiah experiencing passion and yearning the likes of which would secure for her such love and support beyond her wildest imagination. I groaned lightly as I imagined what it would be like to be her. I would lay my tight little body back and stretch out my legs invitingly as burly Jerome pressed his cock deep inside making my eyes roll back into my head with overwhelming sensation of him invading and filling every part of me. I would lay there in passion as he claimed my lithe little body as his own. 
 

I clenched my teeth as I wondered if even Alexis was good enough to deserve such amazing treatment.

Hot, yes, but she was kind of stuck up too and…

I shook my head to chase away the darkening thoughts.

I was being a douchebag leaving my buddy hanging. Alexis was what I promised him, and Alexis is what he was going to get. My heart grew set on my next course of action. I would go all the way for Jeremiah. Even if that prissy little ‘real-Alexis’ didn’t appreciate what he was giving her, I would do my part to be the best ‘fake-Alexis’ he could possible experience.

I proceeded to the bathroom whispering to myself, “my Alexis is going to shave her legs for him.”

It felt strange, quietly running the warm water over my sister’s razor before lathering some of her fruity-smelling shave cream onto my legs and running the blade over them. It did, however, definitely put me into a more effeminate mood than I had ever experienced before in my life. I had always experienced these things as something I ‘saw’ or ‘smelled’ from a distance on someone else but now I was experiencing shaved legs for myself, and I must admit…

One star…do not recommend.

I clumsily nicked myself a few times before finally getting smart and padding out into the hallway to grab one of my facial razors from the closet before returning to complete my task. With a newfound appreciation for how superior the design of a man’s flexible facial razor is compared to its stiff-bladed, shitty female counterpart and also for how superior the lathering capabilities of female shave cream is to its flat and musky male counterpart, I swept my legs clean of unwanted hair. The sensation left me feeling like I had taken off my legs and affixed girl ones on in their place. Conflict filled my mind once more as I brought the blade up now to my buttocks and crotch. As I saw my sagging balls and soft cock drooping lightly beneath my contemplative blade I half pondered if I could just take them off and replace them with a proper vagina so I could go back in and actually ‘be’ Alexis for him. Nothing of that sort would be accomplished without major and permanent surgery, however I did want to prepare my body for Jeremiah in whatever way I possibly could.  I proceeded to lather and shave my way across not only my balls and crotch but up the back of my buttocks, across my chest, and even my armpits. Mercifully, a lack of full puberty left me significantly less hairy than most boys my age. This made this feat even possible, and I smiled as I ran my fingers appreciatively over my newly smooth skin under the gentle spray of my sister’s very-slightly turned-on shower. I padded dry with one of her towels and stepped back out into her room. I quietly padded over to her dresser opening it revealing row after row of underwear. I snorted thinking that the real Alexis would just wear cheap cotton panties or some crap to the dance. She would probably squander the opportunity to impress him with a visual feast of her body encased in something delicate and beautiful.

Jeremiah deserved better than that.

“My Alexis will wear lingerie for Jeremiah.” I muttered to myself as I pawed through trying to pick out what lingerie I thought Jeremiah would like best. I finally settled on a pair of red, lacey panties which bore a convenient opaque panel in the front with an open-mesh lacey rear that proudly displayed the delicate and sensual skin encased within. The panel was what really cinched it for me and as I slid them on over my shaved legs a strange tingle went up my spine. A bizarre, almost nauseous feeling replaced that tingle tickling a sensation deep within my belly as I delicately tucked my little cock and balls into the opaque panel hiding these unwanted organs from view save for a faint hump where they resided. “Out of sight, out of mind.” I whispered to myself.

Although I didn’t technically have any breasts to warrant a bra, Alexis didn’t have much of these either. Alexis’s attraction rested mainly in her hips while her top half remained more slimly athletic than voluptuous. I would, however, still put on a bra because it would be necessary to complete the transition. Picking through my options, I found a cute little red lacey bra that I felt confident my parents were unaware of my sister having. I slid it on and spent an inordinate amount of time trying to clasp it in the back. “How do girls do this?” I muttered to myself as I fumbled about with the clip before finally figuring out that it needed to slide past and then back onto the hooks. It felt bizarrely natural and surprisingly supportive. I had no chest to fill out even the menial A-cups, such as they were, but they did provide a pleasant visual contrast. I reviewed myself in my sister’s mirror and my jaw dropped in shock. I sensually stuck out a hip and winked then gasped at my own reflect.

I was already starting to feel intimidated by the sensual girl staring back at me.

I wasn’t Alexis yet but, even in just a set of lingerie and with a shaved body, I could already start to pass as one of those pixie girls. I smiled and adopted a few different poses pondering which one Jeremiah would like best. My mind slowly started drifting through how much he would like them as the memory of fantasies that bespelled me while holding onto his beefy arm began to clutter my brain. I took a deep breath to steady myself.

“You’re doing this so he can get a date with Alexis, remember?” I spoke to myself as the thoughts of helping the girl who didn’t really talk to me that much started to fade in my mind.

I turned back to my sister’s outfits and said, “Alexis, Alexis, what would Alexis wear?” I picked through these carefully. Obviously, Alexis was classically affiliated with a cheerleader outfit, but that felt a bit too school-official and surely wouldn’t be anything she would wear to a dance or formal event. At the same time, was I trying to replicate Alexis at the dance or at school? The looks would be completely different. I looked down at my lingerie and decided that I might try to split the difference but hedge a bit on ‘dance’ attire with less respect for compliance to school dress code than real Alexis would exercise (and she pushed that boundary every day).

“If I’m going to be Alexis, I’m going to look damn good while being her too” I spoke thoughtfully as I sifted through my options. I had already pushed the ‘commit’ button when I tucked my cock into red lingerie. I wasn’t going to hold back on the sex-appeal now. I felt grateful that my sister had taught me a bit about fashion, even if I did feel slightly out of my league. I found a red, sweetheart-cut blouse and slid it on feeling grateful that I was still small enough for it to fit.  I paired this with a black miniskirt whose lower hem terminated just barely in compliance with the notorious school ‘finger-tip’ test. I reviewed myself in the mirror turning about to check my own ass. What little bit I did have seemed well accentuated by the tight clothing such that I truly looked a bit effeminate. I hemmed and hawed a bit about the ‘realism’ of Alexis wearing this feeling it hedged significantly more on the side of dance and was something she would not wear at school.  I licked my lips and looked over my shoulder checking out my own ass as I whispered, “I shouldn’t worry about how the real Alexis dresses. This is how my Alexis dresses.” I did a little spin and raised my arms in a delicate pose smiling as the dress cut and bra gave me a convincing illusion of breasts. I continued “my Alexis dresses sexy for Jeremiah because she wants him to see her. She wants him to enjoy staring at her lithe little body. She relishes getting up every day and putting on something sexy knowing he’ll enjoy looking at her in it later.”

I felt giddy.

The hair was easy as my sister already had black, shoulder-length curly-haired wig. I put it on and then played around with a few different styles for the hair before deciding to tie it back in a simple ponytail of curls which cascaded like a waterfall down the back of my neck the way Alexis almost always had her hair. I marveled at how itchy this felt and wondered how girls handled having such an experience all the time. Next came makeup and my sister’s lessons proved to be incredibly valuable as I sat there at her vanity mirror applying concealer and foundation to smooth out my sharp, masculine appearance, and continued with blush, eyeliner, and mascara to highlight the width between my eyes for heightened effeminate beauty. My heart raced as I went through this process thinking about how Jeremiah would soon see me wearing all this and I fantasized about his reaction. As a final step, I grabbed up a stick of my sister’s bright-red lipstick and painted on supple, delicious lips onto my face.

I stared into the mirror.

Alexis stared back at me.

No… not completely.

I hadn’t quite captured the stuck-up cheerleader. Rather, I had something even better. The real Alexis would lack the guts to go through with dressing this way, but my Alexis knew no such fears and boundaries. My Alexis only dressing for the benefit of Jeremiah. As such, I felt confident that any hot-blooded man with a pulse would stare gape-jawed at me dressed and made up such as I was and this feeling bolstered confidence within me.

I played there for a while turning my head to one side or another while pouting sensually. I practiced languid stares and dropped my jaw in feigned shock while fluttering my eyes coyly. I spoke, “Hi Jeremiah, how’s the game treating you?” I coughed and adjusted my voice. Mercifully, along with my lack of height and weight, I had scarcely developed any significant depth to my voice such that I did not have to conjure up a ridiculous falsetto to match her tone. I simply slide up into the alto clef from my normal tenor. After a few more practice runs, I felt confident that, although I had not nailed all her mannerisms, I did present an incredible facsimile of a gorgeous girl based on Alexis. I shivered lightly in anticipation pondering how Jeremiah would react to seeing me like this. Fantasies played out in my mind leaving me with the disturbing question of what, exactly, I was hoping for happening deep down at my core. My small, quivering body trembled at the thought of what Jeremiah might do to it when he saw me like this. I clutched my hands to my chest and then looked down to them.

I was already starting to act like a girl, clutching at my ‘pearls’ and whimpering submissively. I whispered a silent prayer to no god in particular that, whatever happened, Jeremiah would feel better afterwards. I just wanted to see him happy so badly.

To prevent any incriminating clacking sounds, I carried my sister’s strappy black leather sandals in my hand across the hall and slipped them on just outside my own bedroom door. My heart pounded loud in my chest with a mixture of fear and anticipation. My mind whirred as I couldn’t believe what I was doing. “You can do this.” I whispered to myself. I forced my trembling hand up and pushed my bedroom door open. I quietly slipped inside dressed as a girl for the benefit of my friend.

Jeremiah looked up at me from the video game console and his jaw fell open. He rose to his feet and stammered stepping back a few steps, “Alexis?”

I smiled back at him sweetly.

He trembled and then squinted.

I couldn’t believe it.

At first, I thought he was just saying the name of my muse, but now I saw he legitimately thought that I was Alexis somehow magically teleported into my house.

I must have done better than I thought.

I pondered my options very briefly. I considered pulling off the wig and reminding him it’s just me but being this close to Jeremiah and so convincingly girlish I couldn’t resist my own desires. I spun around lightly letting him see me from all angles before returning with a smile asking, “do you like?”

He began panting as his eyes went wide. His mouth opened but no words came out. I could see his growing fear and so I quickly closed distance and placed my small hand on his warm arm and said reassuringly to him “Jeremiah, it’s okay. It’s still me, on the inside of all of this…” I gestured across my body saying “…Jordan. I’m your friend. you’re not going to offend or anger me. Okay?”

Slowly Jeremiah nodded. He clasped a warm hand across the top of my own and looked down at our hands crossed over on his arm. I could tell that he felt it too. Holding his hand just seemed so…

Natural.

I felt this was where I was meant to be. Cheated by biology into a small body it was only right for me to be here, submissively fulfilling the pleasures of an alpha male like Jeremiah. For his part, I could see in his eyes the confused realities between “girl” and “best friend dressed as a girl” blend and warp within him.

He finally found his voice as he whispered, “Holy shit! Jordan. I thought you would just throw on some skinny jeans or something.” I smiled up at him warmly feeling some effeminate people-pleaser mood passing through me. He continued “You… you seriously look like a girl. I mean, exactly like Alexis even. I don’t know what to say.”

“That’s okay. Let’s pretend we’re at school.”

Jeremiah chuckled, “Principal Stonesill would definitely not allow that outfit at school.”

“just pretend. Okay?”
 

Jeremiah nodded.

I grabbed up a textbook and sat down at my desk pretending to read it. After a few moments, nothing happened. I cast my gaze at Jeremiah and silently beckoned for him to come over with my fingers.

“Hey, Alexis.”

“Hi Jeremiah.” I said copying the sing-song voice Alexis uses when someone has something she wants.

“Come on, dude. She isn’t going to be that easy.” Jeremiah protested breaking character.

“What are you talking about?” I replied, still keeping my voice in a higher register.

Shockingly, this cowed Jeremiah a bit as he stammered, “I uhh… sorry, nothing.”

“Okay. Did you, like, want to ask me something or whatever?” I tried my best to pepper in some of Alexis’s annoying mannerisms

He stared at me trembling for a second.

“Would you go out to the Spring Formal with me?” He asked.

I don’t know why my heart leaped out of my chest at those words.

Seriously…

Somehow hearing a boy ask you out clearly has some kind of vicarious thrill, even if he’s pretending to ask a girl you’re dressed as out for nothing but practice.

“I would love to.” I replied with a gasping smile.

“Great, okay, bye” Jeremiah blubbered out.

“Wait?” I retorted.

“What?”

“When should I expect you to pick me up?”

“Uhh…”

I wanted to break character but opted instead to simply help him out ‘as’ Alexis. “Well, you know, the dance is like at seven thirty so pick me up at six?”

“Six?” Jeremiah asked incredulously.

I rolled my eyes but held character, “Well, of course, sweet boy. I would like to go out and eat with you beforehand.”
 

“Alexis wouldn’t…” Jeremiah protested.

I let my glare do the talking.

“I’ll come around your place at six.”

“Great, and when you’re talking to the real Alexis, make sure you start off with this rather than making her wheedle it out of you.” I replied, still holding Alexis’s voice.

“Got it, offer to pick her up at six.”

“Do you want to try again?” I asked.

“Could we?”

I nodded and went back to pretending to read the book. I felt surreally vulnerable as he stepped in closer this time. Rather than helping him, I let Jeremiah initiate the conversation this time.

“Hey, uh, Alexis.”

“Mmm…” I whimpered lightly as I turned to face him. He towered over me standing extremely close. I would have corrected him on this, but some part of looking up at him across his warm, powerful body made my will feel weak and helpless. I prayed he would take charge of the situation because my mind grew lost in the fantasy of being Alexis sitting this close to the impressive bulge at his crotch… close enough to reach out and touch it… or perhaps… taste it. I didn’t have time to shake my head to chase away these thoughts overwhelming my brain forcing me to forget that I was a boy too before he said, “the spring dance is coming up and I wanted to know if you would like to go with me.”

A familiar flutter came to my heart.

I smiled and breathily “yes.” I didn’t even have to force my voice into a higher register. It naturally adopted this tone as I succumbed into my desire to be a girl in that moment sitting there so close to his masculinity.

“Great, I’ll pick you up around six and take you to La Fresca beforehand?”

I nodded meekly and licked my lips absentmindedly as I stared up at him saying, “that, would be wonderful. Yes. I’ll see you at six.”

“Great, well, I got to get to class but I’ll see you then.” He said as he pretended to step away.

“Yes. Of course.” I blubbered mindlessly in Alexis’s voice.

“Can we do dinner?” Jeremiah asked.

I blinked at him in confusion.

“You want to eat, now? It’s like three in the afternoon.” I stammered.

“No, I mean, practice dinner... like what I should…” Jeremiah stumbled over his words.

“Oh, as Alexis. Of course.” I replied. I pushed away notebooks from my desk and Jeremiah turned it around for us forming an impromptu table. We slid in some chairs, and I ripped out a few pieces of notebook paper scrawling the words “FOOD” on each and putting them down in front of us. Jeremiah laid out some pens as “utensils” and I propped up a desk lamp to serve as an impromptu candle. I then stepped over to the light switch feeling conscientious of my noisy shoes, even though my parents would be more likely situated beneath my sister’s room than my own. As I turned off my room lights, I glanced back at Jeremiah and pursed my lips.

He was totally staring at my ass.

Sure, he looked away as soon as I turned back, but my freshly shaved legs swaying beneath the borrowed skirt teetering on top of my sister’s black sandals apparently lent enough sexuality to my body to attract his gaze. I should have been disgusted, but I was rather flattered and blushed lightly as I stepped back over to the table with a smile knowing that I had dressed so convincingly as Alexis that Jeremiah was gaining some sexual pleasure just by looking at me. I felt glad I could do that for my friend and, with my newfound appreciation for just how hard girls have to work to look like this, a sense of accomplishment washed over me with the knowledge that I had seduced such a powerful male into staring at my ass.

I stepped over to my seat and stared at him.

“What?” he asked.

I gestured towards the chair.

“I don’t get it.”

“A gentleman would pull a chair out for a girl he likes.” I said in a higher voice.

“Oh, shit, yeah....” Jeremiah replied as he rushed around my desk to pull back the chair. I daintily alighted upon it demurely squeezing my knees together as he pushed it back in.

“I keep screwing this stuff up.” Jeremiah grumbled as he returned to his seat.

“That’s why you get to practice with training Alexis before you face the real one.” I said as I folded the paper in front of me in half and held it like it was a menu pretending to review my options.

“Training Alexis?” Jeremiah replied.

I looked over the menu and nodded with a smile.

Jeremiah blew out a sigh saying, “Training Alexis… takes too long to say. How about I call you Lexi? You know, her nickname.”

I beamed “Lexi, I like it.”

“Great, I could never repay you for this, man.”

“Maybe not but you could tell me what is good to eat here.” I replied reviewing the menu.

“I uhh… don’t know.”

I nodded over to his phone saying, “look it up.”

He looked at me and back at the phone a few times before reaching over and grabbing it to troll reviews for La Fresca.

“It would be rude to check the internet when you are in the presence of Alexis but you’re not going to offend Lexi. What does it say?”

“Famous for their shrimp salad as well as pork marinade.” Jeremiah replied reading from his screen.

“Brilliant. Memorize that so you have it known for Alexis for later. Now, we’ve ordered our food and now we’re waiting for it to arrive. Is there anything you want to learn about me?”

Jeremiah squinted “Learn about you?”

I shrugged and said “it’s a date. You get to know each other. A good chance to ask about Alexis’s family, schoolwork, dreams, aspirations, plans…”

“Do you have any brothers?” I asked Jeremiah.

“Dude you already know about my annoying little brother.” He protested.

I gestured in the air saying “No, Jeremiah, your little brother is still in intermediary school, so real Alexis wouldn’t know him. What’s he like?”

Jeremiah went through discussing his little brother before, at my promptings, he moved on to talk about other aspects of his life finishing off by telling me about his friend Jordan who is incredibly helpful. I smirked at this and encouraged him to ask ‘Lexi’ about her homelife. I filled in from what I did know about Alexis and made up the rest as we came to bond over our mutual love of football and disdain for Algebra. I never dropped Lexi’s voice finding it almost easier to keep my girlish voice rather than try to swap back and forth between it and my own. Eventually the conversation turned to hopes and dreams as our ‘food’ arrived and we pretended to eat it with the pen-utensils. I felt his warm, hairy leg lightly touch my own shaved leg and then pull away in fear for a moment as I glanced at him knowingly. He then slowly put his leg back letting me feel the sensual masculinity of his body sweetly caressed against my own freshly shaved leg. I continued to eat with a coy smile that gave him implicit permission to touch me as we made our way through dinner.

After we shared one desert with two spoons blended with seductive stares across my table at one another I felt his other hand reach beneath my desk and come to rest upon my knee. My breath caught in my throat, and I reached down with my hand to place it upon his own.

“Alexis might get scared at this.” I said to him. He started to pull his hand back, but I held it in place saying “but Lexi isn’t. Your date with Lexi is going well enough that she enjoys having your touch.”

“Good to know.” Jeremiah replied quietly. My heart skipped a beat as his warm, powerful thumb brushed over my shaved knee just a bit below the hem of my skirt.

“It’s nice to know my legs are appreciated.” I replied releasing my hold of his hand and pretending to lick the back of the pen spoon.

I looked up at him and asked, “shall we dance?”

Jeremiah let go of my knee and said, “I definitely need practice with that too.”

We worked carefully and quickly. He shoved my desk back to where it was and pulled up a romantic song playlist on his phone while I picked up some clothing and junk from my floor to clear a dance floor. As I was bent over, I felt his warm hand caress my buttocks and I glanced over at him realizing that he was touching me worshipfully with a distant stare in his eyes. He shook his head and let go of me as soft, low R&B music thumped lightly in the background. My mind wanted him to continue. I don’t know how, but I wanted him to hike my skirt up and claim my body as his own for his pleasure. I swallowed down these desires as I hastily tossed what was in my hands over into my laundry hamper before turning back around to him.

“Sorry, I uhh…” He stammered.

“Shhh…” I replied.

“You’re not going to offend or anger Lexi. That’s why you’re practicing with her. So, you can be ready for Alexis. Okay?”

“Thank you so much.” Jeremiah replied.

I smiled at him as I straightened out my clothing a bit and said, “do you know how to dance?”

He shook his head, and I took his hands guiding them to my hips. I felt sad that they weren’t more supple for his pleasure, but they were what I had to work with. I then wrapped my hands up over his shoulders around the back of his neck staring up at him sensually as we slowly began to sway back and forth to the beat of the music.

“That’s it?” He asked.

“For a slow dance, yes.” I replied.

“The real pleasure of the dance, isn’t the motion, though.” I continued as I leaned in sensually close to him. I could smell his manly musk and as I drew near, I felt his firm bulge press against my body. He winced but I just danced in a little closer to him saying “it’s those times the principle is busy annoying other people, and you get to touch.”

We swayed back and forth as I felt his bulge stiffen with erection. The soothing, romantic music filled our ears and soon I came to rest my head against his broad shoulders. His hands quit their post at my hips and began to work their way down across my buttocks caressing and claiming my flesh as they went bringing sighs from my mouth. I turned my head up to him and any illusion of being two boys screwing around fled from between us.

He knelt his head down and I puckered feeling his warm, powerful lips caress my own as we kissed sweetly.

He raised his head, and one last withering look of fear crossed his eyes before I let go of his shoulder with my right hand and ran it sensually down across his chest. I slid it down between us finding its way to his crotch where I wrapped my small fingers around his massive manhood feeling the powerful member bulge in my hands. I wordlessly smiled and he knelt in to kiss me again. Some small part of my intellect screamed in the back of my head that this was my buddy, and we weren’t gay, but I hushed it because Lexi was about to get fucking laid and I was definitely going to go along for that ride. Besides, look at how happy I’m making Jeremiah. I never thought I would be able to bring this much joy to my best friend ever.

“The dance was a success. You brought me home and discovered that my parents are out for the weekend. I invited you up to my room…” I narrated to him.
 

“Now… what are you going to do to me?” I whispered to him breathily as I began to gently massage his cock. He let go of my hips and gently slid me back towards my bed. He stripped off his shorts letting his powerfully erect member fly free, and my eyes went wide as I reviewed how much bigger it was than my own. I had only ever seen it in passing during locker room time while he was relaxed before, so I never knew the full potential of its size. I wrapped my fingers around it and gave him pleading eyes. He cocked his head to the side and leaned in and we shared another deep and passionate kiss. This time, I felt his tongue enter my mouth and I moaned at the sensation as I felt his cock grow hot and firm in my hand. His hands busied themselves with lifting the hem of my blouse and I let go of his cock and raised my arms so that he could strip it off from me leaving me there in my sister’s skirt and red bra.

“You’re beautiful.” He whispered as he leaned back to behold me in my sister’s bra. I did a little shimmy and giggled as he proceeded to peel my sister’s tight skirt off my body leaving me there in a bra and panties. I felt a hint of disappointment that I couldn’t fill out that bra with a beautiful rack of breasts for him to play with and that my panties sported a little bulge of my own, albeit many times smaller than his. I looked up into his eyes as he trailed his gaze deliriously along my body gasping with desire. My heart exploded with love for him in that moment as I realized that he accepted me, small breasts, pathetic thighs, and cock of my own. I wished desperately that I had large breasts for him to play with and a wet, tight pussy for him to fuck, but such was not the case. Despite this, he still wanted me sexually. We kissed once more and, this time, I grabbed his shirt pulling it up over his head as we awkwardly danced around our own arms. I ran my hands across the beautifully sculpted muscles of his arms and chest drinking in the masculine sensuality of his body feeling suddenly freed of any inhibitions. I relished the thought of relinquishing my identity as the dweeby boy Jordan, wearing his sister’s underwear and fucking around with his buddy on a Saturday afternoon. In that moment, I embraced my identity as Lexi, a girl about to get laid by the Varsity team’s basketball center.

I wrapped my fingers around his cock once more and this is all the invitation he needed as he gently pressed me back making me sit onto his bed. I now stared at his cock before me, so close I could just…

I blew out a sigh.

“What are you doing?” Jeremiah whispered down to me as I stared at his cock.

“Working up my courage.” I replied.

“For what?”

I swallowed down my inhibitions and opened my mouth leaning forward to welcome his ripe, firm cock into me. I didn’t know what to expect, but felt pleasantly surprised that his cock didn’t have any particularly bad taste. Rather, it tasted like normal flesh, just the same as if I had licked my forearm or something. It did have a slight, saltiness at the tip that was actually pleasant as long as I ignored all the ponderous implications that it represented. More than taste, his cock had an incredible textural experience. It seemed to ‘fit’ naturally into my mouth although I could never venture to fit all of it in. His shaft throbbed lightly letting me feel the quickened pulse of his heartbeat as his smooth tip lushly filled my mouth.

The effect of my act on Jeremiah seemed to be the most powerful experience of all as he shuddered and began panting chanting “Oh, my god, Oh, my god… Jordan.”

I let go just long enough to reply, “call me Lexi.”

And then I returned to my feast of his beautiful man flesh watching his knees buckle when I wiggled my tongue along the bottom of his frenulum. I don’t know why girls complain about this. This is awesome as hell. It’s like a fucking remote control for a boy’s body and the feeling of incredible power that I had over him in that moment filled me with glee the likes of which I had never imagined possible.

“That…feels… incredible…” Jeremiah gasped as his legs weakened such that he was about to stumble over.

“I can’t… I just can’t…” He began as his whole body shifted towards me pressing his cock in deeper towards me. I retracted my head feeling a strange sense of disappointment and yet, at the same time, salvation. I felt ashamed of how weak I had been, clearly probably border-line gay and now I had outed myself to my best friend but also… well… to myself I suppose. I started rehearsing my speech about how I was just playing the role and apologizing for going too far with it but then Jeremiah finished saying

“I can’t resist.”

He shoved me back and I sprawled across his bed. Before I could even react, he had mounted me, and I looked lovingly up across the mountain of muscle rising over my chest. His warm, fuzzy balls rested on my chest right between the cups of my sister’s bra as I felt his warm, powerful legs wrapping around either side of me.

He looked down at me with a bizarre, glazed over stare in his eye like whatever intellect drove him had given way to mad desire. He mustered the last of his will to whisper, “please don’t stop… Lexi.”


I smiled and took his cock into my mouth once more resting my elbows on his knees and wrapping my hand around the base of his cock where I could not quite reach with my lips. I knew that he would probably like his balls cupped and massaged while we did this too. I regretted that I didn’t have a pair of awesome, gorgeous breasts to warmly snuggle his balls against while he reaped sexual pleasure from my body, but I biologically could provide no such thing. I had no choice but to settle for reaching beneath with my left hand and holding his balls as best as I could with my fingertips. This wasn’t easy though as the position was awkward and it became even more difficult as he began thrusting into my mouth. Terror filled me that I might accidentally bite him, and I feared the repercussions of this as I stretched my mouth as wide as I possibly could. His throbbing, full hot cock felt like it was going to explode in my mouth as he madly began shoving while his hips pulsated in rapid rhythm. I realized what they meant by ‘face-fucking’ as any illusion of active seduction on my part disappeared within his thrusts such that all I did was hold my mouth open and he sought out the pleasure it could provide. 

I pondered how, for a girl, this would probably be terrifying. She would have no background, no experience, no preparation for something like this. I smirked considering how that stuck up pussy Alexis sure as hell couldn’t do this, she would be all screaming and crying and pleading for him to stop before he even mounted her.

Luckily, I’m not really a girl.

Although a virgin, I knew a bit of what Jeremiah was experiencing. I knew the pace I took with my right hand on those lonely cold nights with nothing but lewd pictures on the internet for company. He now took that pace within my mouth and no fear filled me as I carefully breathed through my nose during his retraction pulses so I could hold my breath when he would thrust once again deep in my mouth driving the head of his cock dangerously close to my throat. I figured this must be like my hand, but maybe a hundred times better and pride swelled within my heart at the thought that I could produce such overwhelming pleasure for my best friend. This pride cut short slightly as the taste of saltiness started saturating my mouth again and I realized that I didn’t have a plan for how to handle the inevitable aftermath of this.

It was only a matter of time before he started squirting…

I pondered spitting it out or something like that or pulling him away when he started cumming, but I knew this would be tantamount to blue-balling. Besides, an orgasm is better when you continue to stroke through the orgasm itself rather than just starting it and leaving your cock laying there squirting cum all over the place while you don’t touch it. Alexis may be too much of a pussy to swallow cum, but I knew that I wasn’t, and I knew that Jeremiah’s experience would be ten times better if I “girl-ed” up and let him finish cumming in my mouth. With this in mind, I bravely welcomed his cock in even as he began squirting hot, sticky masses of cum deep into my throat almost choking me. He stopped thrusting and I only slightly undulated my tongue against the bottom of his cock knowing the razor-thin difference between the paradise of an orgasm and the painful tickle of too much sexual pleasure. Knowing he would absolutely love it, I took advantage of his static nature to reach under again and wrap my fingers around his balls, now drawn up tight and firm against his pulsating body. I cupped them with my hand and massaged them gently helping ever last bit of cum he had come out from them so I could drink it down for him.

He moaned and I looked up at him feeling a bit better seeing all my valiant effort was worth it as his face contorted into unimaginable pleasure and his body shivered as he gasped and panted while his cock continued to fill my mouth full of cum. I needed to swallow, but it was difficult with his cock in my mouth so once I could take it no more, I broke my hold of his cock swallowing down his sticky cum and gasping for breath.

He flopped off from me as a look of horror crossed his face. “Oh, god, Jordan, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to…” He spluttered and trembled as he lay there in bed next to me with his still slickly damp cock pulsing lightly drizzling out the last few drops of cum. I sat up and turned towards him. I wiggled my jaw slightly feeling the tension in the muscles.

“Oh, shit, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I’m so sorry…” Jeremiah sputtered, but I cut him off by leaning over to him and lightly kissing the tip of his cock before licking away the last drizzle of his cum. He groaned appreciatively then looked down at me and blinked in surprise.

“I’m not hurt. We’re okay.” I said.

He nodded with his eyes still wide and terrified. I turned to face him as I sat on the bed and placed a hand on his chest. I smiled and asked, “did that feel good?”

“Incredible beyond my wildest imagination.  I’m sorry I… took it to far and….”

“Nothing to be sorry for.” I said quietly.

He looked at me somberly.

I smiled supportively and said, “I’m glad that I could give my best friend such incredible pleasure. I uhh…” I chuckled and continued, “I didn’t exactly have a plan in place for this and I didn’t know if I would be able to do that. I’m surprised to hear it felt good. I was afraid I would mess it up somehow.”
 

“That’s what you were afraid of?” He asked.

I rolled my eyes lightly and continued, “that and if I would bite you on accident.”

“You’re not worried that this might mean were gay now?” He said with a cringe.

I looked down across myself. With the taste of another boys cum in my mouth and my cock tucked beneath the central panel of a girl’s panties the word ‘gay’ seemed both appropriate and inappropriate at the same time.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I was just helping you practice for when you do get a girl to suck you.”

Jeremiah swallowed hard and said, “that was one hell of a practice. I feel horrible for shoving you down like that. I wish I could make it up to you.”

I pouted lightly reviewing his cock noticing a red-ringed ‘highwater mark’ that I had managed to smear onto it with my sister’s lipstick. I smiled lightly at how impressively far down the meaty shaft it lay. I had to admit that I was better at being a girl than I had ever been at being a boy. I closed my eyes and asked myself what I wanted. Honestly, after all that thrusting and mad-desire driven violence, I needed a reprieve, but I also didn’t want to be alone. I feared that, if I fled now, this would only be some icky, terrible thing we did once and regretted for the rest of our lives. I shivered lightly as I felt the bizarre desire for Jeremiah to wrap me up in a warm hug and tell me that he loved me.

“Hold me while I lay on your chest.” I said. It was the closest thing I could conjure up to the truth in that moment as to what I wanted from him.

“What? That’s even more…” he began to protest.

“Just trust that it’s what I want in this moment. Okay? Lay back and spread out your arm so I can put my head on your chest.” I replied softly, but firmly.

To my shock, the larger stronger boy succumbed to my demand. He lay flat on his back while I cuddled up with my shoulder under his armpit. I felt his arm wrap around my back and pull me in close to him.

I sighed as the side of my head rested on his warm, powerful chest. I delicately placed my hand across his chest. A rhythmic throbbing filled my left ear and I recognized it as his heartbeat pounding sure and strong deep within his chest, I gently wrapped my leg over his own feeling a bit self-conscious about the fact that, through the whole affair, I still had my sister’s strappy sandals on my feet. I smiled thinking about how I would make the perfect porn-star girl, wearing my red lingerie and high-heels. I snuggled in tight to him with this happy thought fluttering through my brain.

“Is… this… helping?” He asked, slowly.

“Yes… Aftercare is…reassuring.” I replied quietly.

We lay there for a few minutes just breathing together. I listened as his heartbeat began to slow down as the panic from what we had just done left his mind.

Without thinking about it, my hand began slowly descending along his muscular abdomen. I wasn’t even conscious of what I was doing until I felt the firm tip of his cock brush along under my fingers. He groaned appreciatively as my fingers instinctively wrapped around his shaft feeling it grow ripe at my touch.

“What are you doing?” Jeremiah asked.

I must admit, I didn’t really have a plan for this. I heard his heartbeat quicken once more.

“It’s so much bigger than mine.” I murmured appreciatively. His cock was still slightly wet from my saliva, but its warmth still felt reassuring to my touch.

“No way.” He snorted.

“I’m not competing, I’m just… admiring.” I whispered as I stared at the tip of his cock. I felt his fingers press lightly against my side and then slide down along my hips finding the lacey hem of my sister’s panties. Jeremiah began tugging them off from me.

“What are you doing?” I asked. Even as I asked this, I submissively raised my hips to help him in stripping off my panties. Same as if I had been a real girl quietly helping him gain access to my sweet, hungry pussy. He leaned up letting me slide off his arm and lay on the bed as he kneeled in front of me pulling off my panties. I cringed lightly as my sad little cock and two unwanted balls fell out from the panel which had hid them as nothing more than a small bulge up until this point in time. My cringe turned to a gasp as I felt my tiny little penis slide over the top of his massive burly cock which held it aloft. I shuddered lightly and smiled as I saw his huge cock propping up my own and I enjoyed the warmth and the feeling of his powerful pulse trembling along the bottom of my cock.

“You really are much smaller than me.” He said in a flat, matter of fact matter.

I looked down at our overlapping cocks. It was truly no comparison. I looked back up and saw him staring at me warmly.

“Do you wish it was bigger?” He asked.

I bit my lower lip for a moment before replying with the full weight of honesty burdening my words “I wish it was a vagina.”

He blinked at me in surprise. I sighed and confessed “I wish I could be a girl for you. I wish I was a real girl. We would play video games and basketball and all the same stuff we always do and then you would pull me in close and tell me you love me and take me out and stuff but…” I grimaced as I shook my head saying “Sorry, just… stupid. Forget I said anythi-”

“Shhh…” Jeremiah cut me off with his warm, deep voice.

I looked up at him. We had passed through any illusions of ‘practice’ or ‘play’ by this point, as I had just laid my heart out on the line like an idiot. He ran warm hands lovingly along my shoulders and down across the sides of my chest and lightly up the sides of my legs before returning them to my shoulders. He gently caressed the side of my cheek and his touch felt tender and warm.

“I had no idea you were so beautiful.” He said quietly.

I smiled sweetly at his compliment.

“Girls are always so bitchy and mean. They stare at you angrily when you try to talk to them. They grumble about you to their friends behind your back. Other than pussy, there’s not a whole lot that’s pleasant about girls. I always wished I could have a girlfriend who was like you. You know, a girl like my best friend who was chill and nice.” He said.

As he spoke, he continued running his hands appreciatively across my body making me grateful that I had shaved for him. “You just gave me the most incredible pleasure I had ever experienced in my entire life.” He reached down and wrapped a large warm hand over my cock and balls making me sharply inhale and rise my body to his touch. He continued “Since you’re not a girl, you won’t be making me regret it for weeks on end with your complaining about me not appreciating the time you gave me a blowjob more. You’re a boy. You know what boys want and you know how to make it happen.”

I nodded silently even as I arched my head back and closed my eyes feeling his thumb begin caressing the side of my little cock head.

“God, your body is so gorgeous, clean, pretty, and tight. I don’t think I can resist you much longer.” Jeremiah mused as one hand still massaged my cock while his other ran along my thigh sliding occasionally around to caress my buttocks.

“Then don’t resist. Do what you want with my body.” I said breathily.

I felt his cock drop low sliding across my balls and down between my legs. I regretted not having a proper vagina for him to smash, but I could tell where he was going with this, and I wasn’t going to deny it to him even if I was a bit nervous not knowing what to expect. I thrust my hips forward a bit and reached down beneath me grabbing my own butt cheeks and pulling them apart. I bit my lower lip fearful of what might happen next but telling myself that Jeremiah wouldn’t hurt me. His thumbs soon joined my fingers as he spread me open, and I felt his hot cock pressing in towards me. A small, dull pain filled my buttocks mixed with incredible sensation of warmth and power pressing deep into me. He thrust and I gasped as his cock caught slightly on my flesh spreading my sphincter apart.

“You, okay?” Jeremiah asked.

I nodded and replied, “just give me a few seconds to loosen up for you.”  He brought his arms up and rested on his elbows leaning on either side of my head as he held his position filling me with his warmth and power deep inside my buttocks but not pressing in any deeper than he already was.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked.

“Yes.” I replied sweetly with a girlish smile as he leaned in, and we shared a passionate kiss. The kiss felt like paradise as I hung longingly onto his lips drinking in the masculine power of his essence. My body relaxed and adopted its role of impromptu ‘girl’ letting him penetrate deliciously deeper inside of me. My intestines ached and my body protested, but beyond this was a strange sense of forbidden pleasure which I couldn’t quite put my mind onto. I decided to focus on the sensation of him, being so close, so powerful, so in control and so I stared longingly up into his eyes as he gasped and blinked in surprise.

“Good?” I asked.

“You feel incredible.”

“Wonderful. Find your pleasure.”

He smiled and said “I will. But first…” He reached a hand down and found my cock with it. He slowly began to thrust as he massaged my cock bringing moans of pleasure to my mouth. “If you were a girl, you would get to feel pleasure. It’s only fair I give you an orgasm as well.”

He began thrusting slowly as he pumped his hand wrapped around my cock and the entire lower half of my body was under his control. I could do nothing other than let go of my now well-spread butt cheeks and reach up to wrap my hands around his powerful shoulders. I could conjure no protest for what he was doing to me even though it involved pleasuring my own cock, which I hated. He pumped his hand bringing undulating pleasure along my cock while he thrust deep inside me teaching my body how to experience new definitions of pleasure deep inside. I leaned up as hard as I could and kissed him passionately as I felt my body explode with delicious sensations. I tried to hold the kiss as long as I could, but I couldn’t manage it more than a few seconds before I succumbed to the incredible orgasm boiling throughout my veins as both hand and cock pressed my squirting to ever higher limits and taught me joys that I didn’t know existed. I tipped my head back and silently screamed into the air, forcing my mouth to remain quiet lest my parents hear us downstairs. He continued thrusting rhythmically and my pleasure over boiled into some disgusting tickling sensation inside of me as my body continued orgasming even after all my cum had been depleted. That new pleasure Jeremiah had taught me took hold and replaced the tickling as the pressure from his powerful cock grew intense deep inside my body and his thrusting became urgent. I lolled my head down slowly in my sex drunken state just in time to see him shove deep inside me so hard that my nuts rested on his stomach, and he grunted in orgasm. He began to retract suddenly but I did the only thing I could do and wrapped my legs around behind him grabbing onto his firm buttock with my ankles, still strapped into my sister’s black leather heels. I cupped his buttocks with my heeled feet and flexed my thighs pulling him ever deeper inside of my body where he could enjoy his orgasm properly enveloped in the inviting warmth and tender caress of my flesh. I smiled up at him as I felt his cock stiffen as he shivered and groaned.

“Go ahead and cum inside me. I want you to.” I whispered reassuringly to him as tremors of pleasure rippled through his powerful body and his cock squirt hot cum deep inside my ass. I wiggled my body sensually bringing forth fresh gasps from his mouth and reorganizing my position so as to get better purchase with my feet wrapped around his backside. He collapsed across me and I breathed a deep sigh of relief and held him tight resting my small head on his powerful shoulder drinking in his musky scent for a while before I could sense his sexual energy waning. I released him from my cross-legged gasp. After a few moments, he retracted. I grimaced and whimpered as the cock which had been inside me suddenly slipped out. He collapsed in exhaustion onto the bed next to me. I rolled over and wrapped a hand around his shoulder and cuddled close to my best friend.

“Jordan.” He said.

“Yes?” I asked.

“Would you go to the spring formal with me?” He asked.

No practice.

No girl.

No fucking around.

He was legit asking me out.

I lay there in shock for a moment before replying, “Absolutely.”

“Really?” He said seeming to perk up a bit.

I kissed him sweetly before continuing, “Yes. Besides, I have the perfect dress for the occasion.”

“What is it?” He asked.

I licked my lips and smiled coyly before replying, “it will be a surprise, something I’m looking forward to you seeing me in.”

I snuggled in close to him laying piled in a tumble of arms, legs, torsos, and love before I continued, “same as the lingerie I have in mind for afterwards.”
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