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The doorbell rang.

“Who the hell is... oh, shit!” I said, realizing. I had completely forgotten about tonight!

This (Friday) was our chemistry final and my friends had made plans to meet up to study, yet here I was getting ready to dress up like ‘Bobbi’ and play with my newest dildo!

In a flurry of chaotic movement I spun around my room. Panties, bras, stockings, shoes and all manner of girly clothes were scattered about. There was just no way. I had to shew them home somehow. Or cancel completely. Something. Anything. The whole house would be a veritable minefield of sissy accoutrement. But damn, I had already cancelled and rescheduled from last week. Not only would they be pissed, but even I might fail that test if I didn't study!

Okay. Deep breaths. It may not be that bad. Veronica hadn't asked me over. In fact, I have no idea where she’s been the past few days. Nikki hadn't texted me either. So I might be in the clear. Yeah! As long as they didn't see my room, I think this could work. Just another night hanging out with the guys. Besides, if it was anything like previous times we’d probably just end up ordering pizza and playing too many video games anyway.

I moved downstairs, hastily but shoddily trying to remember anything else incriminating that may have been lying around the house. I had had the week to myself with my dad out of town, and hadn't cleaned just about anything. So there was no telling if there was some girly garment or frilly panties strewn about.

The doorbell rang again. I could hear the gaggle of boys outside. Damn. There wasn’t any time. Oh well, I thought, reaching the doorknob. I paused again briefly, trying one last time to recollect anything about or around the house that may seem odd. Okay, just relax. Other than my room, I think I was okay. Yeah, just keep them downstairs.

Clasping the knob, I could feel my heart and pulse throbbing. I closed my eyes to take another deep breath, turned the handle and opened the door...

“Hey guys!” I said with a forced smile and even more forced cheer. Dillon, Ben and Kyle stood waiting just outside. They all looked at me in unison, heavy book bags in hand.

“Been out here for forever, dude. What were you doin' in there? Jerkin off?” Dillon said. They all laughed. I smiled a fake smile, but didn't blush. Not this time. If they only knew... I mused.

“Can we come in? Or are ya just gonna stand there?” Kyle asked.

I shook off the rust of having to have a real conversation. If I hadn’t been holding on to the door I may have toppled over. “Uh, of course! Come on in guys, sorry!”

I gestured the three of them in, feigning ignorance. Inside they brushed themselves off and meandering a bit in the entryway, waiting for me once more. Crap, I nearly forgot, they were expecting to head up to my room. WIthout a word I threw the front door closed behind them and hopped up the first few stairs, blocking the way.

“I, uh, thought we could maybe set up in the living room this time. My room’s a fuckin disaster. Is that cool?”

They each looked at one another, Dillon shrugged. They didn’t give two shits, did they? Was I being weird? Oh shit, I’m being weird...

“Alright, sounds good!” I said without waiting for an answer. I hustled up the staircase and into my room. Locking the door I immediately went to work scanning and collecting anything incriminating. Makeup, underwear, stockings, bras and panties – everything. As I scurried about, tossing articles of clothing in a bin I could hide, I pulled my cum stained sheets off my bed, adding them to the pile. A few minutes later I could hear the ruckus downstairs growing louder. My shoddy clean up job would have to be enough. That and a prayer that none of them would enter my room for whatever reason. Taking one last glance I closed the door behind me and skipped downstairs, finding the trio in the living room. Their bags were emptied out in a large, crooked circle in the center of the floor. Pencils, papers and calculators were strewn about amidst soda cans and fruit snacks.

“Bout time, Rob? What gives?” Kyle asked with a grimace. Had I really been gone that long?

I looked at my wrist as if I was wearing a watch. “Sorry, just had to clean up a bit.”

“I thought your dad was out of town?” Ben asked.

I went white.

“I told you, dude. I bet his room is covered in splooge!” Dillon quipped. They each erupted in laughter.

“Shuddup you guys. It’s not like that.” I said. I was being honest this time. Truth be told there was probably more cum inside me than out...

A rolled his eyes. The joke was over. My cheeks were red. They had no idea. How could they? I was just being paranoid. They were just joking like guy friends do. Relax Bobbi... and play it cool. It was just like old times.

Hours passed. We joked and laughed, studied and picked on one another. We’d occasionally break from our studying to talk about the latest video game or science fiction film. For a moment I felt my old self again. I felt like Robert Stevens, nerd boy virgin. I was that dorky kid who played video games and watched Star Wars on repeat.

Before I knew it the afternoon had turned to evening. Stomachs growled and attention spans waned. We’d barely gotten any real work done at all. But it didn’t matter. It was just four guys hanging out, catching up and socializing. It seemed like lightyears since we had hung out like this. I truly was my old self once more.

Then... the doorbell rang.

I looked to everyone, eyeing each of their faces for clues. They each looked just a surprised as me.

“Expecting anyone else?” Ben said.

I shook my head. “No. Everyone's here.”

At first I was relieved. Knowing that whoever was at the door was not a fourth friend. The less people in the house the better. Could it be my sister? No, she was half a state away in college. Besides, she wouldn’t ring the doorbell. She and my dad have keys. Someone lost needing directions? Door-to-door salesman? A neighbor? Who in the hell would be ringing this late at night?

Then the lump in my throat formed. I froze. It felt like my heart stopped.

A neighbor.... Oh shit.

It wasn't until Dillon said anything that I realized I had been still for too long.

“Hey Rob, earth to Rob?!” There was no telling how long he’d been talking to me. “You, uh, gonna get the door, dude?”

I just blinked at the question. Then blinked again, the words finally making sense. It still took an awkward amount of time for me to respond, “Oh! Oh yeah, of course. Psh! Just uh, just... I dunno...”

“Are... you okay Rob?” Dillon continued, acutely more aware that something was definitely off.

“Y-yeah. I'm fine. I... “ I stood, almost reflexively, trying no to arouse suspicion of my fear. I didn't finish my sentence, just trailed off as I finished standing and walked to the entryway, but then decided that would be even stranger. So, reaching the exit, I paused and turned to the group, “I'll see who it is. Prolly just someone... someone for my dad. You guy's go ahead, I'll be right back.”

They each slowly nodded, not-really reacting to my words or actions. Once more I feared that I was rousing more suspicion than they may have guessed, since each was still enthralled by their books and notes. So, using their distraction, I quietly closed the living room door as much as possible without physically putting the latch in place, so it was only just cracked open. The door hiding my escape, I rushed across the house, nearly running into furniture and knocking over potted plants. I could tell someone was still outside, the porch light casting their silhouette against the glass. And without thinking, I flung the door open.

Standing before me, in thick, kneehigh boots, fishnet stockings, tiny black skirt and matching half-tank top, was Veronica. It looked like she had just come from some bondage nightclub. With massive ear rings, dark makeup, and a damn-near BDSM style outfit, she would have fit more into a post apocalyptic whorehouse than my front porch.

I tried to stammer out the words, “V...Ver...V...”

“What's up you little slut?” She slurred, trying to wink. Oh fuck, was she drunk?

“What are you doing here?!” I hissed.

“I’m here to lay down some pipe,” Veronica said with a smirk
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