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BEST FRIENDS

The Lipstick

Eddie is home alone, and bored. His favourite hobbies no longer interest him, and something just feels missing. Surely there was something he could find to amuse himself, but… what?

Wandering past his older sister’s bedroom he decides to explore her forbidden domain of femininity—he’d been banned from her room for years, and it had always held a certain mystique for him, she was away at college now, she wouldn’t know, so he was free to explore. Entering, it all seems oddly ordinary, despite being obviously girly, but something in the corner catches his eye.

On her dressing table, left behind when she went off to college, her old make-up, and amongst it her lipsticks. Eddie had always been fascinated by her make-up, by how beautiful it made her, how glamorous, and now… now seemed like the perfect opportunity to indulge his curiosity.

It doesn’t take long, but still, Eddie is stunned by the result. With just a little lipstick he looks, and feels, so much prettier. The only problem is that he likes how he looks so much he almost wants to show off.

On a whim, Eddie decides to take a selfie. He looks good, and he ends up enjoying it so much he takes a multitude of photos. Looking them over he realises if he were to crop them just so he'd be barely recognisable. Could he…

Feeling bold, Eddie sends a photo of a ‘girl he’d been talking to online’ to his best friend, Adam. If he realises it’sEddie, Eddie can just play it off as a prank, if he doesn’t though… just the thought makes Eddie feel warm and joyful.

That photo though sets off a chain of events that leads Adam, and Eddie, to some very hot discoveries...


A Quiet Night, Home Alone...

Eddie walked out of his room for the eighth time in fifteen minutes and wandered downstairs to the kitchen to fetch himself a drink of water. He was bored, and couldn’t settle.

The house was empty, quiet, his parents out at work and then out until late with friends, and his sister was off at college. His friends were all busy or preoccupied, and he was alone, bored, miserable—he filled a glass with water from the tap, drank some, then put the glass down and wandered off, looking for some way to distract himself.

He had tried playing on his computer, playing his most recent games, playing old favourites, but nothing had engaged him. He had tried reading, books, comics, had tried browsing the internet, watching videos, reading forums, scrawling through feeds on social media, had tried settling down to begin building his latest model mech, but nothing interested him.

Normally he’d not have struggled to find something to do, would have settled quickly and easily into one of his favourite hobbies, but over the last few months things that had once excited him had just become… dull. He was bored, and none of the things that used to excite him gave him any joy any more. Hell, he’d even tried watching porn, but nothing had really engaged him or aroused him, and he’d just shut the browser down in exacerbated frustration.

There had to be something in the house that would amuse him, surely. Just… what?

As Eddie made his way back to his room, heavy, slow, miserable steps, he passed his sister’s door, her door half-open. The ‘forbidden zone’ as he and Adam used to call it when Lisa had been at home.

Her room had always been off-limits to Eddie and his best friend, fiercely guarded by Lisa while they had been growing up. She was only a year or so older than Eddie, but had been away at college for almost two years. It had been strange at first, not having her around, and he’d missed her, missed the bickering and the laughter. Yet, why had he never even considered that without her at home the room was unguarded?

As they’d grown up he and Adam had been less interested in annoying Lisa, more interested in getting out on their bikes, playing games, hanging out with friends, but still, her room had always held a certain fascination. Eddie reached out and pushed the door, gently, and it swung open.

The room was starkly different to his, pink, feminine, with posters on the wall of male movie stars and bands Lisa loved. It was furnished much like his, a bed, desk, wardrobe, but all of them were… girly.

Dare he?

Eddie smiled, laughing to himself. Even without Lisa around to guard her domain, it was as though an invisible field surrounded the room, keeping him out, fear, uncertainty, the knowledge that it wasn’t allowed, that it was forbidden, but he was curious, and he was bored. How long had it been since he had looked around his sister's room?

Eddie took a deep breath and girded himself, steadying his resolve. He stepped forward, crossing the threshold and… nothing happened. He laughed. He had half been expecting an alarm to sound or a booby trap to go off, or a hidden cam to light up, filming him as his sister used a hidden speaker to scald him as she had always scalded him before.

Instead, there was silence. He was home alone. He was free to explore the ‘forbidden zone’ and he felt a thrill of excitement that he had not felt in months.

The room was just too pretty and feminine and girly and… exciting.

“Now, where first?” Eddie whispered. “Maybe I should look for a diary or…”

As Eddie looked around the room, scanning over the furniture, the shelves, the neatly tidied bed, there was little out of the ordinary to catch his eye. The room was, after all, much like his, just more feminine, suited to his sister, not him. It was roughly the same size, with similar furniture, except…

In one corner sat the only piece of furniture Lisa had bought for herself. A small dressing table, a large three-panel mirror on the top, a stool underneath, with drawers on either side for whatever she wanted to store there. The top was covered by a sheet of reinforced glass cut to the size of the tabletop, and arrayed around it were various bottles and small items, perfumes, make-up brushes, make-up palettes, lipsticks, nail varnishes, a box of tissues.

It was the dregs of Lisa’s high school life, the things she had not wanted to carry off to college with her, yet, they were all still almost new. As Eddie stared he was almost dazzled by the range of colours, and he smiled, a warm blush to his cheeks, a fluttering in his belly.

He had always been fascinated by his sister’s make-up, almost envious of her ability to enhance her already considerable natural beauty, to change her look and her style on a whim while he was stuck with the same drab appearance day after day. There was so much left behind, and surely she’d have only bought more while away.

It had all just been left, abandoned, so many pretty colours, and Eddie was so bored. He could just have a look, to satisfy his curiosity. No one would know, and it would at least be more interesting than moping around the house, wouldn’t it?

Eddie bit his bottom lip, squirming. Dare he? Without even settling on an answer to that question his feet moved, almost on their own, his body was drawn towards the dressing table, and his eyes roamed over the vast array of pretty colours.
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Eddie stared at his reflection, sat on the stool at his sister’s dressing table. In front of him was a confusion of products, bottles, jars, tubs, tubes, palettes, brushes, tweezers, curlers, so many colours, so much brightness, so much glitter. It made his head spin.

It was here that Lisa had been able to transform herself, changing from one version of herself to another, everyday beauty, vixen, innocent cutie, party girl, rock chick, goth punk. Eddie felt a thrill of fear and anxiety and excitement run through him.

As they had grown up they had both been fairly similar, two children exploring the world, teasing each other, laughing, crying, with just a few, minor, differences. As they’d grown older though that had changed. Once Lisa had reached adolescence she had begun to change, had gone from being a child to being a girl, had gone on to become a woman. She had been less interested in playing with her younger brother, had stopped enjoying their childish games.

It had only gotten worse when Eddie had reached adolescence. The differences had become more numerous, the two parting ways as Eddie went from simple child to boy, burdened by the dreary expectation to become a man.

Eddie took a deep breath and sighed. Just remembering it, thinking about it, dwelling on the future that lay ahead for him left him feeling heavy and cold. Yet, as he looked over the table, the colours in front of him sparked a fire of joy inside him. Maybe...

Eddie reached out and picked up a tube of lipstick, bright, hot pink, drawn to that one colour above all others. The words Luscious Rose were printed on the top, and they seemed almost like a promise. A tingle ran down his spine, and he slipped off the cap, twisted the base, the lipstick slipping out, its colour bright, enticing, feminine, sexy. He had seen Lisa apply lipstick many times, seen his mother do it many more times, had seen it in films and on television. How hard could it be, really?

Eddie lifted his gaze to the mirror, stared at his reflection. His face was similar to his sister’s, both of them taking more after their mother than their father. If the colour worked for her then maybe…

Eddie pouted, making his lips plump. His head was spinning, dizzy, heart racing.

He lifted the lipstick to his lips, hand shaking, watching his reflection, and pressed. The colour imprinted immediately, pink, hot, sexy. He moved the lipstick slowly, carefully, following the lines of his lips, resisting the urge to smile.
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Eddie giggled, head fuzzy, and blinked twice as though to clear his head. He had to be seeing things, surely. It was just in his head, an illusion, right?

Except, the image remained. His reflection remained. He was… he looked… pretty.

His lips were pink now, bright, intense, hot colour. Luscious Rose.

“Wow.” He whispered, grinning, lips plump and wet.

Eddie giggled. It was a simple thing, just lipstick, the addition of colour, but it had made such a vast difference it seemed almost incomprehensible. He pouted, blew a kiss at his reflection, blushing, giggling.

His lips were full and bright, almost… sexy. His whole face seemed slightly changed, softer, and Eddie’s cheeks ached from all the smiling.

He had never had the most masculine face, his jaw fine, with high cheekbones, large bright green eyes, freckles, his features still soft and androgynous, but with the addition of the simple pink lipstick, they had only become softer, cuter, prettier.

Though he had graduated high school and was off to college at the end of the summer, his face was still delicate, with practically no trace of hair, so that even though he had not shaved in days his cheeks were smooth and his face was almost… feminine. He laughed, softly.

He had been teased by his friends over the years for his lack of facial hair and body hair, for his small size, but now, with the lipstick on, he found he was almost grateful. It made him softer, prettier, and with the Luscious Rose on he was definitely cute.

Even his hair, a tousled tangle of red curls that fell down just past his ears, in desperate need of a cut, seemed changed slightly. Before it had been messy and dishevelled, but now, with the pink, plump, pretty lips, it seemed almost pixieish, making Eddie seem mischievous and playful.

As he looked at his reflection, posing, pulling faces, admiring himself, his cheeks turned pink, and he felt a warm swell in his chest and belly, a comfort and joy that was new and precious. Wanting to capture this moment, not wanting it to escape, Eddie slipped his phone out of his pocket and opened his camera, selecting the selfie function.

He was greeted by an image of his face, a thing that would usually have made him wince, but now… now it was different, and he smiled as he looked at himself. He struck and pose and tried angling the camera, struggling to capture an image that encapsulated how he felt. He had never taken a selfie before, had generally avoided cameras and being in photos for as long as he could remember, but today it felt as though something was changed.

Lifting the camera higher, so that he was looking up at it, turning his body, lifting his chin, blowing a kiss to the lens, he clicked the shutter, capturing the image. He shifted the camera, changing his pose, and snapped another, then another, then another, each time trying a different angle, a different pose, a different expression, moving around the room to try differing lightings.

Eddie giggled, having fun, for the first time enjoying being in photos, and it was only when he’d taken several dozen that he stopped to look over the images. He liked all of them, but he loved the ones of him facing the window, the light making his eyes sparkle, the joy on his face clearly visible. He looked… he looked good, attractive and happy and cute. Just the addition of a simple lipstick made such a vast difference to how he looked and felt that it seemed almost impossible, but… Eddie could sense the change, could see the change in the photos.

As he smiled, looking at the images of him, for the first time that he could remember actually liking a photo of himself, he felt the urge to share, to show the world, to show-off, but as the thought occurred to him his emotions crashed. He was wearing lipstick. He couldn’t share these photos. If anyone saw, if any of his friends found out…

He could always crop the image though, cut it down so… so only his lips were visible. Then he could post it anonymously somewhere, or…

Eddie giggled nervously as a thought occurred to him. He couldn’t do that, could he? Surely he wouldn’t dare…
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Eddie looked at the final cropped and processed image, just his neck, chin, and lips visible. Even he could barely recognise himself.

He was pouting, blowing a flamboyant kiss to the camera, and his lips were pink and plump and wet. He… he looked almost like a girl. If he posted that no one would ever think it was him. He wondered what his friends would think if he shared the image, what Adam, his best friend, would think. He could say it was a girl he’d met online and had been talking to, then…

Eddie laughed. He knew that him talking to a girl would make Adam jealous and that thought just made the urge to post the picture even stronger. The two had never had much luck with girls but had also never really been that interested in girls, had always just been happy in each other’s company. If Adam thought Eddie had gone off and met a hot girl then it’d be sure to annoy him, and that would get him back for all the dumb, silly pranks he’d played on Eddie over the years.

“Time for some payback.” Eddie said, still grinning.

As he pulled up his messenger app Eddie thought back to all the times he had tried, and failed, to get revenge on Adam for his pranks. Nothing had ever really worked though, Eddie was always one step behind his best friend when it came to practical jokes, but this… Adam would never see this coming, and even if he never found out the truth, Eddie would know, and that was all that mattered.

Eddie clicked the edited image from his files and looked it over one last time. It was even in his sister’s bedroom, a place Adam had never seen, so it looked like it was just a cute girl sending Eddie a flirtatious photo from her room. Eddie’s finger dithered over the send button for a second.

It was just a joke, and even if Adam realised that it was him, which Eddie doubted, he could just pass it off as another failed attempt at getting revenge. It was almost risk-free, right? Just… it was harmless, right?

Convincing himself Eddie pressed the screen, and the image was sent. His heart was racing and he felt nervous and anxious in a way that was unfamiliar. Why was he feeling like this?

It was done now though. It was sent. There was nothing to do now but wait.
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Eddie did not need to wait long.

He was laid on his bed watching dumb videos on his phone, still bored, the lipstick still on since he couldn’t bear to remove it just yet, not without enjoying it for a little longer, when a message alert sounded. A reply.

Who is that hottie? Adam sent.

Eddie’s smile was so wide that his cheeks almost hurt. It was clear Adam thought that the picture was of a cute girl, that he’d fallen for it, now Eddie just needed to string it out a little for his own amusement.

Oh, just a girl I’ve been talking to online. Eddie sent back.

A girl? You mean you know her? She sent you that photo? What’s her name? Where is she from? Adam sent.

Eddie couldn’t help but chuckle at the quick, rapid succession of questions. Clearly, Adam was hooked.

He felt smug, to finally have succeeded in fooling his best friend—in all the years they’d known each other Adam had managed to pull numerous elaborate, witty, playful pranks on Eddie, but Eddie had never once, until now, managed to do the same—but also, something else. He was warm, and happy, a bright joy filling him, a knot in his stomach that he troubled over until he finally felt the core of it.

He was flattered. Adam thought he was hot. Adam thought he was a hot girl and that… that made him happy. Why?

Eddie did not spend too long puzzling over that question, instead just setting it to the side, dismissing it while clutching onto the core of the emotion, the happiness and comfort he felt at being thought hot. He read over the questions Adam was asking, pleased that he had fallen for his prank—it was a prank, wasn’t it—that Adam really thought the photo was of a hot, cute girl. Finally, he set about replying.

We met on a social media site, and we got to talking about our favourite anime and we just hit it off. She lives near us and she just sent me that photo and I wanted to share. I thought you’d like to see it. I’ll let her know you think she’s hot. Eddie sent.

She’s okay with you sending her photo to your friends? And she likes anime? What’s her favourite?

Eddie froze. He hadn’t thought about how it would look if he was sending a girl’s photo without her permission, and knowing Adam he’d definitely tell him off if he said that’s what he’d done. Thinking quickly he typed out a reply.

Oh yeah, she’s cool. We’ve talked about our friends and she almost feels like she knows you. She said ‘thanks for the compliment’ when I told her you thought she was hot.

There was a pause in the messages. Eddie began to worry that Adam had worked out it was just a silly, harmless joke. The idea that his best friend had realised it was just him in the photo, that he looked like a boy with lipstick on, was suddenly crushing.

So I can’t find that image on a reverse search, but there’s no way she’s real. Adam replied.

Eddie relaxed. Adam had just assumed he’d pulled the image off a search engine, that was all. He still thought it was a real girl, a hot girl, and that thought made him feel better, comfortable, happy.

She’s totally real. Eddie replied.

Then how come you’ve not answered any of my questions. What’s her name? What’s her favourite anime? If she’s real prove it. Adam sent.

Eddie stared at his screen. If he was going to convince Adam that the photo was of a real girl—and suddenly that was important to him, it was important to him that Adam believe that the photo of his lips in Luscious Rose was of a real girl—then he was going to have to go to greater efforts. Taking a deep breath Eddie set about setting up a new account on the messaging service he and Adam used, he paused over the section labelled ‘username’ before smiling. He typed in the name LusciousRosie.

Once that was done he typed in Adams details, and opened up a new conversation. His fingers paused over the keys on his screen as his brain worked. Finally, his fingers began to move.

Hi, is this Adam? Eddie told me to message you. I’m definitely real. He sent.

His heart thundered, his breath short. He was excited, but also… terrified. Would Adam fall for it? Would Adam believe the message was from a girl?

The message suddenly felt more important than a simple prank. It felt important that Adam believe Eddie was a girl, that the message, and the photo, belonged to a girl. Eddie felt a sudden terror at the thought of Adam realizing the truth, seeing through the simple deception, but… why?

Hi Rosie. Is it Rosie? Are you really friends with Eddie? Sorry I said you were fake but… I just thought he was trying to play a joke on me. Your photo was just too cute for me to think it was really a girl he’d met! He said you liked anime. I love anime! What’s your favourite?

Eddie stared at the screen of his phone for a moment. Adam had fallen for it. He thought the message was from a girl, thought the photo was of a girl, thought… he thought Eddie was a girl, and Eddie could not stop smiling. Without thinking he typed back a reply, an excited, nervous fluttering in his belly.

Yeah, you can call me Rosie. Eddie said you were a practical joker, so guess it’s only natural you’d be suspicious. I’m very real though. You really thought my photo was cute though? What about it did you think was cute? Yeah, I’m a big anime nerd, but more otaku than weeaboo. Favourite? Oh, that’s really tough, there’s just so many, right? Why don’t you tell me yours first, then I’ll tell you mine.

Eddie was grinning as he typed, an eager excitement, tapping the keyboard on his screen in a hurry. It felt oddly exhilarating to be talking to Adam like this, to be someone else, a girl, a cute girl. It was just a joke though, right? A way to finally get revenge, right? Then why did it no longer feel quite like a joke?

Eddie hit send then, while he waited for a reply, set about looking through recent popular, acclaimed animes he’d watched. He didn’t want to say his favourite, wanted to say something that suited Rosie, something cute and feminine, something a pretty, interesting, smart, hot girl would like.

As he scanned over lists his eyes caught on one show he’d seen recently and really enjoyed. A slice of life anime focussing on a group of young adolescent girls who were all part of a school drama club, uncovering the mystery of an old diary they found amongst some long-forgotten costumes. As he recalled the plot Eddie realised just how much fun it had been it, though at the time he’d dismissed it as just ‘for girls’. Rosie though, she’d have been free to enjoy it and chat to her friends about it. She’d have loved it, would have identified with the characters and their daily struggles, would have been engrossed by the romance and the mystery, and the thought of that freedom to just enjoy the anime made Eddie oddly jealous of this fictional girl he’d made up for a moment.

For a split second, Eddie wondered what it would be like to be Rosie. She’d be free to wear lipstick and other make-up. She could watch any show she wanted, without fear of criticism from her friends or family. She could wear whatever she wanted, from jeans to skirts, sneakers to heels. Eddie frowned for a moment, wishing he had that freedom, that he could…

A message alert on his phone pinged, dragging his focus from his train of thoughts. Adam had replied, had sent another long message. He never sent Eddie messages like this. It was full of questions, interested in what Rosie thought, in what Rosie had to say. As Eddie read his attention caught on one part of the long message in particular and he smiled, widely, blushing.

Your lips are, well, they just look really cute and pretty. That colour really suits you and I bet you’re a great kisser with lips like that. Adam had written.

A great kisser? Eddie had never even kissed a girl, and he knew Adam hadn’t either. They were both fairly quiet and introverted. Shy around girls, happy to play computer games and board games and read comics and watch movies and anime. Was he a good kisser?

And.. more interestingly, Adam was flirting with him, with Rosie. That fact made Eddie feel warm and happy, and, as he set about replying, the fact that this was ‘just a joke’ slipped entirely from his mind.
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Eddie spent the entire afternoon messaging his best friend, Adam, except it wasn’t really him messaging. It was Rosie, the girl he had invented, the girl he had made up, the girl he had conjured up from within himself.

Adam sent a few messages to Eddie, letting him know that he finally accepted that Rosie was real, telling Eddie that he was talking to her now too, that she seemed cool, that she was cute and funny. The compliments made Eddie smile, a warm glow in his belly. That this had all started as a ‘joke’ has slipped entirely from Eddie’s mind. He was having way too much fun now to think about ‘jokes’.

Adam talked about his favourite movies, shows, books, games, and Eddie did the same except… except now he was allowed to just say whatever he wanted, didn’t have to sort it through a filter of what he thought he was expected to like. Some of the shows and movies and books Rosie loved were the same as Eddie, which made sense in Eddie’s mind since Rosie and Eddie had become friends after chatting online, but a lot of Rosie’s favourites were things Eddie had enjoyed a lot but hadn’t quite been free to enjoy as a favourite.

The entire exchange felt liberating, as though Rosie had been set free, as though a part of Eddie that had been chained and trapped within him were finally able to spread her wings. His head was buzzing with half-formed thoughts and emotions, but Eddie was too busy being Rosie, chatting with Adam, to properly focus on and process them.

They talked about school, and what they were planning to do after the summer was over, Adam talking about his plans to go off to college—plans Eddie already knew since they were heading off to the same college together come the fall—and Rosie talked about her plans to attend the same college, though keeping the details vague. As they talked further they shared more, and Eddie kept Rosie’s life as close to his own as possible, not wanting to lie, feeling oddly connected to this made-up girl, as though she were a part of him.

They chatted for hours, Adam eventually stopping messaging Eddie altogether, giving Rosie his undivided attention, and Eddie felt oddly flattered. Adam had never really been interested in girls, even in girls at school who had thought he was cute—he was tall and toned, attractive even by conventional standards, with broad shoulder and a chin-length tangle of deep black curls that most girls envied—but he was interested in Rosie.

Adam had always said he found the girls who pursued him boring, and that he needed to find someone interesting and need to like them to find them attractive, a sentiment which Eddie understood and sympathised with. The two had been friends for years, almost like brothers when they were younger. It was only when they’d hit adolescence that their differences had emerged. Where Adam had grown tall and broad and handsome, Eddie had remained… well, it was fair to say he had not become tall and broad and handsome. Eddie was still short, and he was slim, and his face still retained that softness of youth so that he remained at best androgynous compared to Adam’s defined masculine charms.

Eddie had always hated it, feeling like he was being left behind, and where Adam was pursued by many girls at their school, Eddie had been pursued by none. Not that he’d minded though. He’d had Adam, his best friend, and as annoying as Adam’s constant practical jokes had been, they were also funny, and Adam was funny. He was funny and smart and kind and charming. He was interesting, and Eddie liked him, and he knew that Adam felt the same way about him.

As they talked Eddie felt the conversation become easier and easier. It was as though he were able to talk to his best friend, really talk to his best friend, for the first time, without worrying or fretting or filtering what he was saying. He stopped worrying about what Rosie should say and he just began to say what he wanted to say, what he felt like saying, and as he messaged his best friend the lines between Eddie and Rosie began to blur.

You know, I really did mean it when I said that photo was cute. Adam sent.

Eddie stalled. That comment had come out of nowhere, in the middle of a conversation about favourite video games and their favourite characters from those games. Eddie smiled, blushing and felt almost dizzy from the compliment.

What makes you say that now? Eddie typed back.

I was just looking at your photo again for… well because I like it, and I wanted to… is that weird? And anyway, I just wanted to make sure you knew I meant it. You’re cute.

Eddie’s blush deepened. The photo he’d sent… he’d almost forgotten it, it felt almost as though it were sent by a different person. Adam though had gone back to look at it because he liked Rosie, because he liked her and thought she was cute.

Eddie’s heart was beating hard, and he wondered for a moment how Rosie would respond to a message like that, but he did not need to wonder for long. Deep down he already knew how she would respond.

You’ve only seen my lips though. How do you know the rest of me is cute?

I can tell. You’re interesting and charming, and you have the kind of smile that speaks of a sparkling personality. Nobody who is as pleasant to talk as you are could be anything less than cute. Adam sent.

Rosie… Eddie wondered how Rosie would respond to that. He could feel his cheeks burning with the flush of emotions and excitement. Though he was only pretending to be Rosie, she was still a part of him, a girl made up of certain parts of him. The things Rosie said were, in a way, true, and they were his lips, just painted pink, so really, Adam was unknowingly complimenting him too. Adam thought he, that she was interesting, charming, and cute. Adam liked her smile. Grinning, Eddie felt himself settling more and more into the mindset of this girl he had conjured from within himself, the girl who was him just… just slightly different.

Rosie stared at her screen for a moment, at Eddie’s screen, forming her reply in her mind before she began to type. She was still grinning, her cheeks still pink.

So you think the rest of me will be just as cute as my lips? Rosie sent.

I do. But… I guess I’ll never know… will I? Adam sent.

Rosie giggled. That last question mark. Adam was… he was flirting with her. In all the time that she’d known him, in all the time that Eddie had known him, Adam had never flirted with a girl but here he was, now, flirting with Rosie.

That this had all started as a joke was long forgotten. That this had all started with a single lipstick because Eddie was bored was long forgotten.

This was between Rosie and Adam now. Rosie was having fun. She was flirting with a boy who thought she was interesting and charming, and cute, and that boy was flirting back. Even better, she knew for a fact that the boy who was flirting back was Adam, her best friend, the boy she knew, and he was interesting and funny and charming and handsome.

Head spinning, emotions and thoughts a chaotic storm, Rosie bit her bottom lip and squirmed as she thought about how to reply. Finally, her fingers began to type.

Well… I suppose I could help confirm the fact. Rosie sent.

There was a pause. Then another message from Adam.

You could… Adam sent.

Rosie blushed, grinning. She had sent just an image of her lips before. Would she dare send more?

She was still home alone, and she could pose the photos in her sister’s bedroom, could find props and make-up. There was no reason she couldn’t. It was just… was she brave enough. Rosie thought about what kind of photo she would send and giggled.

“Well, only one way to find out what kind of girl I am.” She said.

Wait right there. Rosie sent.

She jumped off her bed and rushed through to her sister’s room, already excited to take the kind of picture she had in mind. Rosie already knew exactly what kind of girl she was. A shameless flirt, a naughty tease, a brazen minx, and, just maybe, a little bit of a slut.
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Rosie slipped off the bed, Eddie’s bed, her bed, and dashed out of her room towards her sister’s room. It felt… strange, an odd sense of freedom, as though she had been liberated from a cage she had not even known she had been trapped in.

After spending hours chatting to Adam over the message, after talking to him about her favourite shows, her favourite anime and movies and books, after talking about food, their favourite weather, their plans for the future, sharing silly jokes and making each other laugh, she felt… real. Throughout the conversation Rosie had gone from being a person Eddie was ‘making up’, to a character he was playing, to almost a facet of him, to… well, now she felt almost like a real person in her own right, someone who was like Eddie in a lot of ways but who was also someone different and unique and whole in her own right.

She puzzled what that meant. Was she really two people, or was she just Rosie, or was she just Eddie? Neither option felt quite right. The truth felt more complicated, more nuanced, but right now she didn’t need an answer. She was simply comfortable being… herself.

Rosie slipped into her sister's room and looked around for something to help, anything that would help, wanting to take a picture to tease her best friend, the boy she had been flirting with for the last few hours. Her head was spinning, too many emotions to easily process, but she was smiling, heart skipping.

Sure, it had all started as a joke, but it wasn’t a joke any more. What it was now, what it was becoming, she didn’t know, but she was having fun, and she felt cute and flirty and sexy for the first time that she could remember. She felt pretty, attractive, and she was enjoying the attention, the compliments, and she wanted to show off.

“What should I wear? I need to look like… well, I need to look cute, but it needs to be something he’s not seen before.” Rosie said.

She moved across her sister’s room to the drawers, and, with shaking hands, opened the top one, her sister’s underwear drawer. Before she would never have been brave enough to do this, would never have dared even look, but now… now it felt different. Something had changed, something had blossomed inside of her. She was Rosie, and she needed to borrow something cute to show off to a boy she was flirting with and… that was okay, right?

“Wow…” Rosie whispered.

The drawer was full of colour and texture and shape. She had seen her sister’s and her mother’s underwear hung up and drying before, had even done the washing at times, but this was the first time really seeing the vast range of underwear that girls had up close and in person. It was astonishing.

Compared to her underwear, Eddie’s underwear, it was just so much more exciting, interesting, so much prettier, sexier, cuter. Her whole body throbbed with a sense of naughtiness, arousal, excitement. The thought of what she was about to do made her cock throb in her pants, her ugly, gross, boy pants.

“I suppose she won’t notice if I just borrow one pair…” Rosie said. “But… which pair?”

There were so many to choose from, so many colours, shapes, materials. What kind of girl was Rosie?

She giggled as she puzzled the question, looking over white cotton, pink satin, black lace. Some of the panties were almost the size of the pants she was wearing at that moment, a pair of snug ‘boy-shorts’, while others… others would barely cover her cock, even as small as it was—and it was small, a fact that had previously bothered Eddie, but a fact that pleased Rosie—and would not cover her ass at all, a thin string that would sit snug in her butt-crack the only material covering her rear. She bit her bottom lip as she thought, aware Adam was waiting, that the clock was ticking.

“Cute and innocent seems best, and I don’t want to show too much.” Rosie said.

That was a lie she realised. She wanted to show a lot, wanted to be daring and brazen and slutty, but she needed to be careful. This had started as a joke, almost, a way to fool Adam with just her lips, but now… now it was something different, something more.

She rummaged through her sister’s panties, socks, tights, even some stockings. She dithered, unsure, before her gaze settled on the perfect pair.

“These.” She said, grinning.

Rosie plucked a pair of pink satin panties from her sister’s drawer. The colour was bright and bold and almost electric, cute and innocent, but at the same time a little edgy. The cut of fabric enough that her little cock would be neatly held in place while most of her ass would be covered, while also skimpy enough that she would flash plenty of leg and butt.

As she lifted them up they unfolded and a slip of fabric fell out, fell to the floor, a slip of pink. Rosie bent down and picked it up, found two stockings, both pink, fishnets, the colour matching the panties. It was a set.

As she examined the stockings she found that the lace at the top was lined with an almost adhesive and slightly tacky material, and she puzzled over it for a moment before realising that it was there to hold the stockings up on the thigh.

“Ah, hold-ups… I get it now.” She said, blushing. “I guess if they’re a set.”

She was grinning at the thought buzzing through her head. Why not embrace the moment, the feeling. Why not just enjoy being Rosie for the moment. After all, no one would find out, would they? It was all just harmless fun, right?

Heart thundering, belly fluttering, Rosie began to strip. Was she really this kind of girl? She’d been talking to Adam for only a few hours, but really she’d known him her whole life. Was she really going to…

Rosie giggled, blushing. She knew the answer. Yes.

She really was that kind of girl. Naughty, flirty, brazen, and just a little slutty.
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Once naked, feeling oddly exposed in her sister’s room, she looked over her body, examining herself in her sister’s full-length mirror. She was slim and small, and mostly hairless. Her cock was semi-hard, throbbing, a tingling, fluttering nervousness in her belly. Why was she so excited?

She turned, looking herself over. She’d need to keep her chest out of the shot and focus on the waist down. Her torso was too flat to be girly, her nipples too small, but her waist and hips and ass… her waist was narrow, trim, a flat belly, and her hips were svelte but soft, a subtle curve to them, with long legs and a small but pert ass. If she stood just right and angled the camera just right…

Rosie struck a pose, bending one leg, arching her back, leaning forward slightly. She shifted, moving her feet slightly, changing the position of her legs, bending more, arching her back, an upward curve like she had seen girls do in porn, and… she giggled, blushing, pink. She looked hot.

The pose was sexy, lurid given her nakedness, her ass spread slightly exposing her hole, the subtle bulge of her cute little dick, her legs long. With underwear on—panties and stockings—she’d look amazing, flirtatious and slutty, but not downright pornographic.

“Maybe some heels too?” Rosie said.

The idea of heels immediately seemed like just the right touch. Excited, eager, Rosie began to slip into her new panties.

She pulled the pink satin panties on first, the material a soft caress on her legs, shivers running up her spine, sparks of joy. Her cute little dick twitched, hard, and she slipped the panties up and around her waist, tugging them tight around her ass and dick.

It felt good, right, and she could not stop smiling, the pleasure more than erotic, a bright joy that filled her. Looking in the mirror Rosie could not help but admire how she looked. Just lipstick and panties and yet it had made a massive difference. She was… she was hot. She liked how she looked for the first time.

How would she look if she got rid of even the few light hairs on her legs, on her body, or if she wore a skirt, a dress, maybe… her blush deepened at just the thought, but it intrigued her. How would she look with a padded bra? Or with more make-up, around her eyes, her nails pained, longer hair, maybe a wig, or… could she grow her own hair out?

Her head was full suddenly of so many thoughts and urges. It was as though putting the panties on had opened the floodgates and it was all Rosie could do to stop from drowning. She gasped, squirming, a sudden wash of desires and needs and wants that she had kept buried deep for so long. Who was she really?

She giggled, aware that she would need to consider those questions, but not now. Now she had something else she needed to do, wanted to do.

With her panties on she slipped on the stockings, first one then the other, bunching them up and slipping her foot in, tugging the tight, fishnet, body hugging material up her calves, over her knees, up her thighs, fixing them both in place, delighting in how the slightly tacky material hidden beneath the inner lacy top held them up.

They fit perfectly, and as she looked at herself in the mirror, she could not help but feel a wave of euphoria crash over her. She was… she was pretty. She liked the way she looked. She was… she was happy. All she needed now was heels, and she knew just where to find them.
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It took only a moment of rummaging in the bottom of her sister’s wardrobe for Rosie to find just what she wanted. She’d seen her sister wear them a few years ago as part of a silly costume, a pink Barbie bimbo cheerleader. Eddie had laughed at the time, thinking the costume overly sexualized, slutty, and just plain ridiculous, but there had almost been more complex emotions that he’d fled from.

Now, as Rosie slipped the heels from the wardrobe, she understood them better. There had been envy, sadness, a sense of longing and loss. There had been a part of Eddie even then that had wanted the freedom to wear such clothes, to be that person, to be… to be Rosie.

“Have I always been like this?” Rosie asked.

She smiled, the idea pleasing her, a sense of warmth and joy at realising that even growing up as Eddie, Rosie had still been there, even if not in name. Memories and emotions came rushing to the surface, seen and understood now in a new light.

“Who am I?” She asked.

She did not know the answer, and as she puzzled at the question her phone sounded a message alert. She turned with the heels in hand and moved over to the dressing table where she’d left her phone, and the clothes she had been wearing—clothes that seemed plain now and boring, ugly and bland.

Are you still there? Adam had sent.

Rosie realised she had taken longer than she had thought. She quickly typed out a reply, hoping her best friend, and the boy she had been flirting with all night, would forgive her.

Sorry, yeah, I’m still here. It’s just taken longer to get ready than I thought it would. It’ll be worth the wait though I promise. She sent.

The reply came back almost immediately.

I can’t wait then. Adam sent, adding a cute devil emoji to the end of his message.

Rosie blushed. He’d never sent Eddie a cute devil emoji. He was flirting with her, and she liked it.

Not wanting to make Adam wait any longer, Rosie slipped on her borrowed heels and moved to stand in front of the mirror. She stood and stared and she giggled, her heart full to bursting.

“Wow…” She whispered.

She was beautiful, sexy, hot, feminine. Her legs in her heels seems longer, curvier, and the stockings gave her a slutty sex appeal that was almost lurid. Her panties were tight, snug, silky, and they made her hips seem wider, ass rounder. The bright pink was hot against her pale, freckled skin, and what little leg hair she did have was almost completely hidden by the mesh of the fishnets.

Rosie wiggled her hips, delighting in how she looked, how she felt, and her cute little dick was hard in her panties. Slowly, watching her reflection, she turned to face away from the mirror, her ass sticking out, and she struck the pose she had perfected earlier.

Dressed as she was now, in heels, stockings, and panties, Rosie just looked even hotter, and there was no way anyone would see her as anything other than what she was in that moment—a young, sexy, pretty girl taking naughty selfies to send to a boy. She blushed, giggling, and could not stop smiling. With one hand she held out her phone, opening the camera, and she began to take photos of her ass and legs in the mirror.

Rosie struck pose after pose, bending, shifting her feet, her legs, sticking her ass out. She wiggled, feeling hot and excited, smiling, and it was only after several minutes that she stopped, stood up, and checked the photos she had taken.

Her eyes widened as she opened her image gallery. She could barely believe the photos were of her. She looked stunning. Smiling, blushing, eager to share a picture, excited by the reaction she imagined Adam having, by the compliments she was half expecting, she quickly chose one and set about editing it. She cropped out her torso and face, blurred out the details of her sister’s room, and adjusted the light, contrast, colour. Finally, satisfied, she saved the new image, then opened the messenger window, and attached the image. Her finger hovered over the send button for only a second before she hit send.

Worth the wait? She sent.

And she waited. She did not need to wait long.
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Adam’s response was more than Rosie could have imagined. The words, the praise, the compliments, it made her flush. Words like sexy and stunning and beautiful and gorgeous, phrases like I wish I were there and I bet those legs are soft and your ass is amazing.

She blushed, squirming, hot and fluttery, her cheeks bright pink, her belly in knots. She couldn’t stop smiling and as much as Adam flirted with her, she flirted back, her intensity easily equal to his. As they sent message after message Rosie felt herself relaxing, feeling closer to her best friend than she had ever felt before, drawn to him in a way she never had been before. He was so charming, so kind and sweet and thoughtful. He opened up to her as he never had before, and she felt free to open up, saying things, admitting things that she never had before, not even to herself.

As they talked she began to realise just how much she had always been a part of Eddie, just how long she had existed, buried, but now… now she was free to express herself, her wants, her desires, her thoughts and needs, and the more she did that the stronger she became, the more real she became. She was smiling, giggling, flirting with a boy, and only one thing kept the evening from being a perfect memory.

Adam had no idea who she really was…

You know, I’ve seen pictures of you, but I’ve just thought, have you seen pictures of me? Adam sent.

Rosie blushed. She knew what Adam looked like, knew his face better than she knew her own, but she couldn’t help but wonder what kind of picture would he send her to charm her? She smiled to herself, laid out on her sister’s bed on her belly, her legs bent and ankles crossed, still dressed in the panties and stockings and heels, and she typed out her reply.

I haven’t. Is that you offering to show me what you look like? She sent.

There was a pause, and her phone sounded a message alert. She opened the messaging account without even thinking and a picture of Adam popped up, only it was him as she had never seen him before.

He was stripped down to just his underwear, just his pants, topless, the camera held high, angled down, his chin the only part of his face that was visible. He was broad, and toned, a soft ripple of muscle across his chest and stomach, but it was his underwear that caught Rosie’s attention. His underwear was tight, dark grey shorts, but there was the unmistakable bulge of his cock—thick, long, and hard, forming a prominent tent in the front of his underwear.

Rosie’s heart skipped and her eyes lingered on the girth and the length of it, a fluttering in her belly. She had seen Adam in shorts before, at the beach, at the pool, playing sports, but never like this. Never so tight or so small, never topless like this, posed deliberately to be sexy, to entice a pretty girl, never with his cock hard.

Her belly fluttered, her mind racing. His cock was… it was massive, longer and thicker than hers, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it would look like, how it might feel in her hand, so thick and long and hard. Her cute little dick throbbed, aching, and she bit her bottom lip as she fidgeted on the bed, writing out her reply.

Wow! That’s quite a photo. Anyone would think you were trying to entice me. She sent.

I am. Is it working? Adam replied.

It is. Rosie sent.

Rosie giggled. Adam was flirting with her. What was next? If he was trying to entice her… her mind raced, then crashed as she realized the truth. She could never meet him, could she?

There was a pang, an ache, as Rosie, as Eddie, realized that he could never fully embrace this side of him, this soft, feminine, flirty, sexy, fun, free side of his personality. He would always be trapped, they would always be trapped, Rosie would always be trapped… wouldn’t she?

As her mind raced, a jumble of thoughts and emotions, she felt her heart thunder. Her focus was snapped back to the room, and her situation, by the sound from her phone. She had a message, only… it wasn’t a message to Rosie, it was a message to Eddie, from Adam. Rosie’s mind spun for a moment, the duality jarring. She had been comfortable, at ease, happy, but for some reason, the message, received to Eddie’s account, felt almost surreal.

Hey dude, just wanted to ask, that girl, Rosie, are you still talking to her or… I just, we’ve been messaging and flirting and stuff and I wanted to ask if you were into her, or if you’d mind if I talked to her, maybe even asked her out. I mean, if you’re interested in her I can step back, but… I think she really likes me.

Rosie’s heart swelled. Adam wanted to ask her out, wanted to meet her? She smiled, flush with joy, only… that joy was dashed against the jagged rocks of reality. There was no way any of that could ever happen. There was no way she could… could she?

Rosie stared at her phone, the message awaiting a reply. It had all started with the lipstick, and how here she was, in panties, stockings, and… Eddie collapsed back to reality. It had all been a stupid mistake, a joke gone wrong, right? What had he even been thinking?

Adam was his best friend, and he had been daydreaming about dating him. Why? What was wrong with him?

It was all just a stupid, foolish mistake. Right?

Eddie took a deep breath and began to type.

I think we need to talk. Can you come over?

Adam was his best friend, had been for years. They were like brothers almost. Eddie had never meant to hurt him, or for it to go this far, but he knew he couldn’t lie to him. He had to tell him the truth, and just hope he would understand.

He had the house to himself for the rest of the day

Yeah, sure. I’ll be right there. Adam sent.

That would give Eddie, Rosie, about 15 minutes to get dressed before Adam arrived. He was still in the panties and stockings, the heels. He still had the lipstick on. He needed to hurry!
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Eddie threw on some old, baggy jogging bottoms over the panties and stockings, not bothering to waste time stripping out of them, almost reluctant to shed them just yet, and focussed instead on getting off the lipstick. He tried with just water, but when that didn’t work well, leaving a smear of greasy pink on his face, he began to panic.

He returned to his sister’s room, looked over her dressing table, and found a small bottle of make-up remover, and using that and some cotton wool, managed to remove the last traces of the lipstick. He checked his reflection in the mirror, his face plain, unexciting, and he felt his heart sink a little. He looked so… ordinary. He had liked looking pretty, cute, sexy.

“It was just me messing about, right?” Eddie said.

But even his voice sounded unsure. If it wasn’t just messing about, if it wasn’t just a joke though, then what was it?

He was snapped from his thoughts though before he could come to any answer or conclusion. The sound of the door, a knock, Adam.

“Shit.” Eddie whispered.

He glanced in the mirror, checking his reflection. He needed to work out what to say before Adam realized the truth, and any lipstick, or a stray glimpse of the panties and stockings she was still wearing, would give it away before he was ready, before Eddie had made sure that Adam understood, but… what was he meant to understand, when even Eddie didn’t understand?

There was another knock. Eddie needed to hurry. He straightened himself out, took a deep breath, and turned to rush to the front door, his heart racing, stomach in knots, hands shaking. He had no idea what he was was going to tell Adam, he just knew that he needed to tell him the truth. Adam was his best friend, he deserved the truth, except Eddie wasn’t even sure what the truth was any more…
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Eddie showed Adam through to his room, and the pair took their usual seats, Eddie on his bed, legs tucked up underneath him, Adam in Eddie’s desk chair. Eddie squirmed, unsure how to begin.

As he looked at Adam all he could see was the photo he had sent, topless, posing, his hard, thick, long, massive cock straining at the cloth of his underwear. It kept all Eddie’s will, all Rosie’s will, to keep their gaze on Adam’s face. When Adam learned the truth would he look at them in the same way, seeing their painted lips, the panties, stockings and… and why did that though excite them.

“So, what’s up?” Adam asked.

Eddie shifted. The panties and the stockings were still under his clothes and he could feel Rosie lurking at the edge of his thoughts. It had felt so natural to be her, to embrace that side of their personality.

They wanted to flirt with Adam, to joke, to talk, for it to be like it had been in that chat. What would it be like to be asked out to… Eddie shook his head. He needed to come clean, to tell Adam what had happened. He needed to stop daydreaming, imagining, fantasising. He needed to stop pretending… except it didn’t feel like pretending.

“I… I need to talk to you about Rosie.” Eddie said.

What was he going to say? He wanted to be open, honest, tell the truth, but they had no idea what that even was. It was all so confusing and new and impossible to understand and all they really wanted was a hug.

“You like her don’t you?” Adam said—the sound of his voice was disappointed, but with no anger. “Yeah, I mean, I get it, she’s really cool and funny and sweet, and she’s hot, so why wouldn’t you. I’ll step back and stop flirting with her. I don’t want to lose you over a girl, no matter how amazing she seems.” Adam said.

Eddie stalled. Rosie blushed.

Adam thought she was amazing? His words made them blush, a buzzing thrill, giddy.

“I… it’s not like that. I… Rosie, she… I…” The words would not come.

They took a deep breath, head cloudy with emotions, thoughts, struggling to make sense of it all. Who even were they?

“I’m Rosie.” They said.

The words were not the words they had been meaning to say. It was not the confession they had been thinking of making. Yet, even as they spoke the words they knew it was true.

She was Rosie and Eddie. They were more complicated than they had ever imagined and they wanted Adam to know them, to see them, to understand them.

Rosie looked up and stared at her best friend. She wanted him to see her, to recognise her, but at the same time, she was terrified of what her confession might mean. How would Adam react? Would he hate her? Hate them?

“You… you’re?” Adam stalled, then laughed, shaking his head. “Nah I’m not falling for that. I saw photos of her. She’s hot. I don’t know what prank you’re trying to play but you’re not fooling me that easily.”

Rosie giggled. She was hot. Adam thought she was hot.

“No, really. I… I’m Rosie. Those pictures were of me. That was me you were talking to.”

Adam just shook his head again.

“No. Not falling for it.” He said. “I mean, maybe I’d believe it if you said it was you messaging me with some photos off the internet, but that was not you in those photos. I mean, sure it seemed too good to be true to meet a girl who was as funny and smart as you, and as into anime and games, but… those pictures were of a hot girl.”

Rosie blushed a deeper pink.

“You think I’m funny and smart?” She said.

Adam faltered, stammered, then blushed. He looked suddenly awkward and uncomfortable, shifting, and for just a second Rosie let her gaze flick down to his crotch, the subtle bulge of his massive cock. Her belly fluttered.

“And you think I’m a hot girl?” She said.

“I… I think those photos were of a hot girl. I don’t think those photos were of you. And… yeah, I mean… you’re my best friend. Of course you’re smart and funny. I… you’re cool.”

Adam’s blush deepened. There was something in the way he looked at Rosie that made her belly tight.

“Those photos were of me. I can prove it.”

Adam stiffened. Rosie had been worried about how to tell him the truth, about his reaction, but in this moment she felt free, powerful, dangerous, sexy. She was having fun.

“I… go on then. Prove it. But… I’m not falling for your joke until you do.” Adam said.

Rosie smiled. He wanted her to prove it. He wanted to see her, wanted to see her as a hot girl, and she was going to give him everything he wanted. She knew just how to prove it.

“Sit there then. I’ll be right back.” She said.

Without waiting for an answer Rosie had jumped up and dashed out of her bedroom, leaving Adam alone. She hurried along the hall to her sister’s bedroom, her plan already forming.

Adam had looked unconvinced, yet there had been a sparkle in his eye, almost daring her to prove she was really Rosie, a look in his face that was almost… hopeful?

Her parents wouldn’t be back for hours yet. She could prove she was Rosie, could prove to her best friend that she was the hot, sexy, funny, smart girl he had been flirting with. She could prove that those photos were of her and that it was her he had sent that photo of himself to, but… then what? What would that mean?

Rosie giggled. She didn’t know the answer to those questions, but she was excited to explore this new side of her, and she was eager to see Adam’s reaction when she offered him her proof.
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Rosie slipped onto her sister room and rushed over to her dressing table, sat herself down to get ready. She had watched her sister do this enough times to have a rough idea of what to do, and she would keep it simple, not wanting to end up looking silly due to her lack of skill and not wanting to take too long.

“Lipstick and eyeliner only.” Rosie said, looking at herself in the mirror.

She had done lipstick before, but eyeliner… eyeliner was something new. She could remember how her sister applied it though, lightly, to the waterlines of her eyes, a subtle look that Rosie had always admired. She found the lipstick again, Luscious Rose, but it took a moment to find the eyeliner pencils.

There was a range of colours, the obvious blacks and browns and greys, but also blues, greens, purples, pinks. Pinks…

Rosie smiled. Pink was perfect and would match her lips and… and her underwear. She had an outfit in mind, but the heels, the panties, and the fishnet stockings she had worn for that photo, that she was still wearing, were a big part of that outfit.

What better way to prove to Adam that she really was Rosie than to wear what he had seen her in already. She would emulate the photo that had made him hard, only even more provocative. She was nervous, shaking, heart racing, but something in her, some new part of her that had just awoken, wanted this, craved this, wanted to be seen as the sexy, pretty, flirtatious girl she had always wanted to be.

“Make-up first though.” Rosie said.

She settled down and began to do her lips, her eyeliner. It did not take long, and the effect, once she was done, was stunning. Her lips were plump and wet and pink, pretty, sexy, hot, kissable lips, fuckable lips, and Rosie giggled, blushing, as she imagined Adam’s reaction.

She knew there was a risk, that her friend could turn against her once he realised the truth, but she knew Adam well enough to trust that no matter what he wouldn’t hurt her, physically, or emotionally. It might be difficult to accept, and he might decide she was no longer hot—a thought that stung the pit of her stomach—but he would not hurt her. More than that though, there had been… something as he had talked to her, as he had dared her to prove that she really was Rosie, a glint in his eye, a certain mischief in his smile.

Had he really not believed her, or had he just wanted to see proof, to see her as he had seen her in that photo? The thought appealed to her. Her mind wandered, and she could not help but picture her best friend as she had seen him in that photo he had sent her, topless, in just his underwear, his massive cock hard for her.

Would seeing her in her outfit, proving she was who she said she was, make him hard again? Why did that thought excite her? Why did the idea of making her best friend’s cock hard make her body tingle, and her cute little dick throb?

With her lips done Rosie needed to do her eyes. These took longer, and it was difficult to concentrate with the thoughts fluttering through her head—Adam’s picture, the outfit she was going to wear, the heels, Adam’s… Rosie shook her head, trying to clear the daydreams, and settled down to finish her eyeliner.

By the time she was done she was smiling, cheeks aching. She looked cute. The pink lips and pink eyeliner gave her a pretty party-girl look, and her whole face seemed softer, prettier, more feminine.

“I’ll have to practice with eyeshadow and mascara too.” Rosie said to herself. “Maybe even buy myself my own makeup.”

As she looked at herself she realised a lot of things were going to be changing for her. There would be no more hiding the truth. Rosie was a part of who they were and though she didn’t know how much of a part, she knew that they couldn’t go back to pretending that she didn’t exist, that she wasn’t, at least in part, a cute, pretty, sexy girl.

Fluttering her eyelashes Rosie blew a kiss at her reflection. She couldn’t wait to see Adam’s reaction to seeing her like this, and she even took a moment to style her hair, using a little of the product on her sister’s dressing table to make her hair look dishevelled and messy—a foxy bed-head style, as though someone had just made a mess of her hair.

“Perfect.” Rosie said. “Now the outfit.”
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Rosie rummaged through her sister’s wardrobe, finding the heels easily, but looking for the additional extras she wanted. At the back of her head could almost hear Eddie talking to her, trying to convince her to stop, that they were making a mistake, that they would only make a fool of themselves, but Rosie did not listen.

She was feeling bold, confident, beautiful, and even if Adam didn’t find her hot after she proved who she was, that she was, at least sometimes, Rosie, she would have crossed a threshold. It was no longer just about Adam, showing him, making him accept that she was Rosie. It was about admitting it to herself, about declaring outwardly, to the world, that she was real, that she was in this body, and that even if she didn't know quite who she was, who she wanted to be, who they wanted to be, that she still existed, was still valid.

She wanted to be seen, heard, and she just hoped that Adam would also find her hot. If his cock got hard for her, she thought, blushing, then that was just a bonus.

“Found it!” Rosie said cheerfully.

It was the outfit her sister had worn years before, the one Eddie had laughed at for being slutty and overly sexualized, the pink Barbie bimbo cheerleader. It was perfect.

It was just a tiny pink skirt and a skimpy pink top with the words bimbo Barbie printed on it, but with the pink panties, pink fishnets, and pink heels, Rosie knew she’d look breathtaking. She slipped on the skirt and as she pulled it into place she wiggled her hips. The hem brushed her upper thighs, falling to just below her ass, tiny and fluttering so that she knew any movement, any bending, any sitting, or dancing would flash her panties to her best friend—how would he react to that she thought to herself, giggling, blushing.

Finally, she slipped on the top. It was tight, tiny, but very, very stretchy. It clung to her torso, her flat chest, smooth flat belly, her neck and collar bones and shoulders and slim arms all bared. She felt sexy and provocative, brazen, dangerous, and she giggled again.

Looking at herself in the mirror she couldn’t help but beam, cheeks pink and flush, heart racing, belly fluttering as her cute little dick throbbed. Her nipples were hard, straining the pink cloth of the tight top, and as she wiggled her hips, spinning around to stare at herself from all angles, her skirt swayed and flipped.

She was a sexy, slutty, pretty cheerleader, a pink bimbo. She was Rosie, and she couldn’t wait to prove that to Adam.

“Ready or not, here I come.” Rosie said.

She did not know how Adam was going to react, but she was ready to find out.
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Rosie raised her hand and knocked on her bedroom door, lightly. There was a moment of quiet, then a cough, Adam clearing his throat.

“Yeah? I mean… this is your room. I don’t know what you’re doing but you don’t need to knock. You can just…”

“Are you ready for me?” Rosie asked, cutting Adam off.

She could tell from the tone of his voice, the way he was talking too quickly, too much, that he was nervous, perhaps almost as nervous as her, but that just sent a thrill of excitement through her. There was at least a part of him that thought they might really be Rosie, and, perhaps, a part that hoped she was Rosie.

“Eddie… you can just stop now. You don’t need to… I mean… we can just pretend I fell for the joke yeah? You don’t need…”

“Call me Rosie. And are you ready?” Rosie said.

There was silence. Rosie waited, her breath held, hands shaking, belly fluttering, heart thundering.

“Rosie then. I… I’m ready. But you don’t need…”

He was ready. Rosie smiled and pushed the door open, stepped in, walking with poise, grace, heels clicking, wiggling her hips and ass.

“I told you I could prove it.” She said, grinning.

Adam opened his mouth to speak but no words came. His cheeks flushed pink, his eyes wide, blinking. Rosie smiled and spun on the spot just in front of him, wiggling, showing her outfit off, her body off.

“Convinced yet?” She asked.

Adam did not answer, could only stare, blink. Grinning, enjoying his stunned silence, Rosie turned to face her back to her best friend, then bent slightly, angling her legs, arching her back, taking the pose she had held in the photo she had sent Adam, showing off her legs, her heels, the hem of her skirt lifting just slightly to flash her ass, her panties.

“Seem familiar?” Rosie asked. “I know you said you liked it before, but how is it in person? Or do you need a closer look before you really believe it’s me?”

The flirtatious note of Rosie’s voice seemed to snap Adam from his daze. He looked at her and shifted, squirming, and as Rosie looked back over her shoulder at him her gaze fell down to the bulge in his pants, his cock. It was… it was growing hard. Was she having that effect on him?

She giggled and blushed at the thought, her cute little dick tingling. How big was it really?

“It… it really is you?” Adam said, voice shaking.

Rosie nodded, wiggling her hips again, shaking her ass, delighting in how Adam’s cock continued to swell in his jeans, the length and girth of it obvious, even as he tried to hide it. She looked back up, to his face, meeting his gaze, and from his blush, she knew he had noticed her staring. He knew that she knew he was getting hard, getting hard for her, and she smiled, turned to face him, smug.

“It’s really me.” Rosie said. “And I suppose that means you believe me now?”

Adam nodded, pale, cheeks pink, almost nervous, a terrified look in his eyes. There was no anger like she had feared, no laughing. He looked, if anything, more frightened. Was as afraid of her?

Rosie moved closer, stepping slowly, swaying her hips as she walked. She was smug, warm, a tingle running up her spine. She felt suddenly free, sexy and powerful, and she remembered how much fun it had been messaging Adam, taking the photos, his reaction, his compliments. She remembered the photo he had sent her, his underwear, his naked body, his hard cock.

He had messaged Eddie asking if he could ask her out… the memory made her flush. Would he still want to ask her out after this?

“So, do you still think I’m hot?” Rosie asked.

Adam blinked, staring at her, his eyes roaming her body, looking down to her heels, running over her legs, her hips, ass, her waist, chest, up to her face. Rosie wiggled, posing in the pink Barbie bimbo cheerleader outfit. She felt sexy. Slowly Adam nodded.

“I… yeah. You’re hot. But… what is this? Is this just some daft joke? Because if so you got me, and you can go take it all off now. I lose.” Adam said.

He sounded almost hurt, his voice strained, as though struggling. Rosie stopped moving, put her hands on her hips, and pouted at him, shaking her head.

“No, no jokes. This… this is me, or at least part of me. I don’t know quite what it all means yet, but… well… I am Rosie, at least in part. Those messages and those photos were me. The real me. I wasn’t trying to trick you or fool you I just… it happened accidentally, and it felt so natural and was so much fun that, well, I just went with it. I didn’t want to fool you or trick you. I wasn’t playing a joke or a prank. I was just… I was just being me.”

The words came tumbling out, a confession that had been building up, a flood of emotions and thoughts that had been damned for too long pouring out in a deluge. Saying it felt good though, felt right.

None of this had been planned. There had been no intention to fool Adam. Rosie was real and she had liked flirting with him, sending him those photos, had enjoyed getting photos back. She wanted him to ask her out… but how did he feel?

“I… wow.” Adam said finally.

There was a pause. Rosie’s cheeks blazed as her thoughts stormed. She really did want Adam to ask her out. She had like flirting with him. She thought he was cute. But… he was her best friend too, Eddie’s best friend.

“I guess, I mean, I’m not completely surprised. I mean… you’ve always been pretty cute, and kinda pretty, for, well… but seeing you like this, and those messages, they just felt… it was like I’d finally met a girl who I could connect with and then it turned out to be you, my… my best friend, and… and you’re so hot too.”

Adam was shaking his head, confused, struggling to make sense of it all, but he could not tear his gaze off of Rosie. She looked down again, a quick glance, and she could not help but smile as she caught a glimpse of his hard, massive cock straining in his jeans. He really did think she was hot.

“You don't hate me then?” Rosie asked.

Adam looked suddenly almost wounded, shocked. He shook his head, expression firm.

“No. Never. You… I’m surprised, sure, and I… I’m not sure what’s going on, but I could never hate you.” Adam said.

Rosie smiled. The look in his eye, the way he spoke to her, he was still their best friend. Nothing had changed except… except everything had changed.

“You know, when you said you were thinking about asking me out, I… I couldn’t help but wonder how I’d respond. I couldn’t help but wonder what I’d say. Do you want to know? Do you want to know how I’d have answered if you had asked me out?” Rosie said.

Adam looked at her, frozen for a moment. He nodded.

“Yes.” Rosie said. “I’d have said yes.”

Adam smiled. He chuckled, softly, blushing, squirming, clearly embarrassed but excited.

Rosie moved closer, stepping slowly, her heels clicking softly, hips and ass wiggling. The way Adam watched her, his eyes fixed on her, his expression, the way he shifted, nervous yet… he was trying to hide the bulge in his trousers, the throbbing massive girth of this cock. She was turning him on. Seeing her, watching her, was turning him on.

She stared at his crotch and smiled, grinning like a cat in front of a bowl of cream. She’d always known Adam was attractive, handsome, charming, had seen numerous girls try to flirt with him and chat him up, but she had never really seen how attractive he was until now. He was tall and broad, almost rugged, full of the vigour of youth, but with such kind, sweet, thoughtful eyes.

Even worse, she knew just what a wonderful person he was. He was kind, empathetic, generous, forgiving, sweet, he was her best friend, and now… she giggled, blushing as she recalled that photo he had sent her. Her cute little dick twitched, aching, her body hot, heart racing, belly fluttering.

What was it she was feeling? Why was Adam so much more alluring now? She had never thought about him like this before, had always just viewed him as her friend, the one person who was always there for her, who would always be there for her, but now… now she didn’t know what she was feeling, just that she wanted to be close to him.

“You know, this feels a little unfair.” Rosie said, her voice quiet.

Her head was racing. Was she really willing to be this brave, this daring, this brazen? Just what kind of slutty, sexy girl was she?

“Not… not fair? What… what did I do?” Adam sounded almost nervous.

Rosie smiled, her cheeks pink. She stopped just in front of Adam and bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes, looking coy, seductive. She saw the bulge in his jeans throb and twitch and it made her mouth water.

“Well, you got to see me just like in the photo I sent you, so… what about me? What do I get?” Rosie said.

Adam’s cheeks turned bright red. His eyes went wide.

“The photo… oh my god… you saw… you saw me… you saw me. I’m so sorry! I didn’t know it was you, I mean… I… oh god.” Adam grew flustered, embarrassed.

Rosie grinned, enjoyed watching him squirm, relishing the power she had over him. This was fun.

“Don’t apologise. I liked it. It’s just… I’d like to see more.” She said.

As she spoke she looked down to his crotch, an obvious glance, making Adam squirm further, but his cock throbbed in excitement. She was hot, and she was turning him on. She felt amazing.

“You want… you want to see…” Adam could not finish, too flustered, too shy.

Rosie just nodded.

“You said you thought I was hot.” She said, voice almost a purr. “Well, I suppose I should tell you that I thought you were hot too. Seeing you in that photo… well… I liked what I saw.”

Rosie bit her bottom lip, wiggling, her eyes almost undressing Adam. She could not believe what she was saying, how she was acting, but she couldn’t stop, not now. She wanted more…

“And I’d like to see more…” She said.

Adam laughed, struggling to process the situation, his outburst short-lived. Slowly, as he realized that Rosie was being serious, he calmed.

“You… I…” Adam’s words were faltering to start, but as he spoke he gained confidence, becoming again the sure, certain, young man Rosie knew.

“Fine. I’ll show you more then. If that’s what you really want?” He said.

The question hung.

“It is what I want.” Rosie said. “But it’s not all I want.”

She stared at him, wiggling, feeling hot, aching, tingling. Who was this new, confident, seductive, wilful girl?

Rosie giggled, grinning, and watched as Adam shifted, rising to his feet, and began to strip.
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Adam pulled off his t-shirt, undid his jeans, his gaze on Rosie, fixed on her, his face a storm of emotions, watching her carefully, as though wary, daring her. She could read her best friend well enough.

Part of him wanted this too, wanted her, in the same way she wanted him, the room charged with emotions and longing, but there was more than that. He wasn’t sure… was this a joke, a prank, or was Rosie just doing this to tease him, was she going to reject him?

She knew because she felt the same, her emotions the twins of his. Was he serious? Did he really want her? Was he just playing a joke, trying to see how far she’d go before chickening out—how far would she go?

Adam kept his eyes on her, relishing the sight of her, but also reading her emotions, her expression and her body language. Her gaze wandered over his chest, his arms, his toned body, tall, broad, strong.

Had Adam always been this impressive? Had he always been so much more powerful than her? He could easily pick her up, overpower her, pin her down, and that thought… why did it excite her?

As Adam slipped his jeans down, tugging them over his hips, down his toned thighs, Rosie looked down to his underwear, his tight cotton shorts. They were the same ones he’d been wearing in the photo, and his hard, thick, long cock looked even more impressive in person.

“Fuck…” Rosie whispered, suddenly hot and very squirmy.

Adam let his jeans fall to the ground and kicked them off, bending for a moment to peel off his socks before standing straight, tall, and staring at Rosie, daring her to look at him, admire him. He looked suddenly a lot less shy, and a lot more intimidating. His cock was massive.

“Is that a good ‘fuck’, or a bad ‘fuck’?” Adam asked, teasing.

Rosie giggled again, feeling hot, her chest tight, tingling, her cute little dick aching in her panties. She nodded, unable to take her gaze off his body, his cock. That was a real cock, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it looked like, what it would feel like.

“Good.” She said. “Very good.”

Adam grinned.

“I suppose now it’s my turn to say it’s unfair. I’m down to just my pants, while you’re still dressed.”

Rosie wiggled her hips, pouting.

“I’d say it’s pretty fair. I mean, this is fucking tiny, so it’s not like you can’t see everything anyway. But if you don’t like it…”

“Oh, I do like it. I think I… I think I’d just like what’s underneath it more.”

Rosie’s blush was almost scalding. Where was this going? What was happening? She giggled, nervous. She didn’t know where this was going, but she wanted to find out.

“If you want to see what’s underneath, then you’re going to have to take it off me.” She said.

Her head was spinning, her heart racing. This was all happening so fast, so suddenly, but it felt right, as though it was always meant to be. She had always been Rosie, at least in part, and she knew Adam almost better than she knew herself.

She wanted this, and Adam wanted this. They were hurting no one. They were two people, connecting, having fun. Rosie smiled, wiggled her hips, shaking her ass. As Adam moved, stepping towards her, she took a deep breath, too nervous to speak or move.

“I think that seems fair.” Adam said.

He moved close, stepped in to stand just in front of her, almost looming over Rosie even in her heels. She was a pretty pink Barbie bimbo cheerleader, and he was almost naked. She could feel the heat of his body, and as she glanced down she could see the swell of his cock.

“You’re sure?” Adam asked, quiet.

Rosie swallowed the lump in her throat.

“I’m sure.” She whispered. “Just… be gentle with me. You’re my first.”

The look on Adam’s face, lust, love, shock, was perfect, and it drove Rosie wild. Before he could move or speak she stepped forward, pressing her smooth, soft, petite body into his.

He was so much more masculine than her, his body covered with hair while hers was smooth, tall while she was short, broad while she was slim, but it was perfect. She loved the contrast, how feminine he made her feel, how small and weak and pretty. How sexy.

Adam looked down at her and she pressed against him, feeling the hard, hot swell of his cock, throbbing against her belly. She rose up on her toes, pressing her palms into his firm chest, and she kissed him, hard, passionately, a hunger and a need rising in her that was new and bright and wonderful.

Adam was stiff for only a fraction of a second, still, frozen, then he melted. He softened, and his arms wrapped around Rosie, holding her tight, squeezing her, and he kissed her back, with a fervour and intensity and a heat that was easily the match of hers. Their lips locked, pressing, and their bodies were pressed tight.

Rosie wrapped her arms around Adam’s neck and he almost lifted her feet off the floor, squeezing the air from her lungs. They kissed, harder, deep, longing and lust. Rosie nipped at Adam’s bottom lip. Adam let his tongue probe Rosie’s mouth, her tongue meeting his. Rosie squirmed, grinding her body against the hard, hot swell of Adams cock, stretching the cotton of his underwear. Adam’s hands roamed down, over the backs of her legs, her pink fishnets, then up, under her skirt, to her ass, gripping, squeezing, making Rosie gasp in pleasure and delight.

She pulled back, breaking the kiss, and stared up into Adam’s eyes, pressing her body hard against the swell of his cock. Her cheeks were flush, and she was breathing hard, head spinning.

“You… you’re making me so fucking hot.” She whispered voice hot. “Do you… do you feel the same?”

Adam nodded.

“I’ve never felt like this before. I… I can stop, if you want, but… I don’t want to.”

Rosie smiled. She wiggled her hips, grinding against Adam’s hard, throbbing cock. It felt so good. She loved his reaction, the look of pleasure on his face, the way his cock responded to her body.

“Then don’t stop.” Rosie said. “Take this off me, take it all off me and… take me. Make me yours.”

Adam stared at her, blinking, smiling.

“Fuck me.” Rosie said. “Please...”

Rosie did not need to ask twice.
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Adam moved like an animal, a predator, his hands pulling Rosie’s pretty pink skirt off, roaming over her ass, legs. Rosie squirmed in his grip, wiggling, relishing his touch, giggling, her cute little dick throbbing in her panties.

She could barely believe what was happening, what she was doing, what Adam was doing, but there was no way she could stop now. It was too much fun, and it felt so right, so natural. Adam’s hands roamed up, over her waist, her ass, her belly, to her top, and he peeled that off next, exposing her smooth, flat chest, her pink nipples.

It was odd, feeling suddenly exposed and naked. She had been swimming before with Adam, many times, and had never felt so exposed before. Now though, baring her chest, her body, it all felt so oddly intimate and meaningful.

Adam looked at her with lust and love, delight, hunger. She fidgeted, naked, in only her panties, fishnets, heels, Adam in just his underwear.

Rosie was frozen, waiting, her breath short, ragged, so turned on it almost hurt. Adam moved, bending slightly, picked Rosie up and stepped across the room towards her bed, carrying her almost as though she weighed nothing.

Rosie stared up at him, this young man she had known almost her entire life, but at the same time someone new, someone exciting and sexy and hot. His hands gripped her ass, tight, squeezing, and she leaned in to press herself close, arms wrapped around his neck, kissed his shoulder gently, teasing, nipping with her teeth, his soft moans of pleasure a delight.

Adam almost threw her onto the bed, and Rosie collapsed onto her back, heels, fishnets, panties, practically naked, feeling more attractive than she had ever felt, sexy and feminine, her best friend looming over her, powerful, lusting after her.

“Fuck you are so hot.” Adam whispered.

Rosie grinned, squirming.

“You are too. Now take those pants off, and I’ll take my panties off…”

“No.” Adam said, suddenly firm. “You can undress me, and I want to undress you. But only the panties. Those heels and those stockings stay on.”

Rosie giggled.

“As you command.” She whispered voice husky.

Adam moved quickly, crawling over her. Her hands roamed over his body, taught muscle, and he leaned in, kissed her, pressing down on her, pinning her to the bed.

Heat rose in both of them, passion, pleasure, a storm of emotions that had been building for hours, days, weeks, months, years. Adam’s hands slipped down, to the waist of Rosie’s panties and he began to slip them down her soft, smooth thighs, stripping her, preparing her.

Her hands caressed over his back, nails raking over his skin, ran to his ass, squeezing the firm muscle, and she began to undress him, pulling his underwear off, exposing his cock, the massive, thick length of his perfect prick.

The pair wiggled, each helping the other strip them, and as they moved their bodies they each looked down, eager to admire each others’ nakedness. They smiled together, Adam admiring the softness of Rosie’s body, her long legs, her cute little dick, Rosie shuddering in delight at the sight of Adam’s fat, long, throbbing cock.

“You are so fucking sexy.” Adam said, looking into her face.

Rosie looked up, met his gaze, and spread her legs wide. She wiggled up the bed, lifting her hips, a gasp of pleasure as she felt the head of his cock brush against the crack of her ass.

“You say the sweetest things.” She said, grinning. “But if you mean it, you won’t mind proving it, will you?”

Adam smiled, shook his head.

“I can prove it.” He whispered.

Adam shifted, pressing his hips forward. His cock pressed into the crack of Rosie’s ass, slipping along, the head teasing over her hole. She gasped in delight, the sensation bright and hot and wonderful. She pressed back, wanting more.

“I’ll need help though…” Adam said, grinning.

Rosie giggled.

“Top drawer, under my socks. I never thought this is what I’d be using it for when I bought it.”

Adam smiled, shifting to reach over to Rosie’s drawers.

“I never thought I’d be this lucky.” Adam said. “My first time, with such a hot girl, and my best friend.”

Rosie giggled, squirming as Adam fished out the small bottle of lube. She smiled at him and held out her hand.

“Let me get you ready.” She said. “Because from where I’m lying, on my back, with you on top of me, I’m the lucky one.”

Adam opened the top of the bottle and held it over Rosie’s open hand. He poured a generous squeeze of clear liquid into her palm before closing the bottle and Rosie, staring into Adam’s eyes, reached down with her slippery, wet hand, reached down to prepare her best friend’s cock so that he could claim her, breed her. This had all happened so fast, but she didn’t care. She wanted him, wanted him to fuck her, and nothing was going to hold her back from getting exactly what she wanted.
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Rosie reached down with her wet, hot, slippery hand, glanced down, and saw the thickness of Adam’s prick. Her heart skipped and her belly fluttered. Her fingers closed around the hot, thick, hard meat of her best friend’s cock, the skin almost like velvet, and she began to smear his manhood with lube, readying him to take her, claim her.

Adam moaned, thrust into her wet grip, and she stroked gently, teasing, fingers rippling over his flesh, squeezing, thumb caressing the tip of his cock. She knew all the soft, sensitive places to tease, but this was new. She had touched herself often enough before, made herself come with similar technique, but this… this was something more, something better.

Adam’s cock was so much larger, thicker, longer. It throbbed as she stroked it, pulsing with the beat of his heart, swelling, engorging, growing larger still.

“Fuck… your hand feels so good. It’s so warm and wet and… god I could cum just like this.”

Rosie continued to lubricate Adam’s cock, hand slipping up and down, teasing, stroking, but she looked up, tore her gaze reluctantly away from his prick. She looked into his eyes as he looked into hers and she bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes.

“No cumming yet. Save that for when you’re inside me.” She said.

She giggled, blushing, barely able to believe how brazen she was being. She was such a slutty girl but… she knew that she would only be this slutty with the right person, with someone she trusted, someone she felt connected to, someone she was attracted to, someone like Adam.

“You really want this?” Adam asked.

He was clearly struggling to restrain himself, his breath ragged, voice hoarse, expression a mix of pleasure and self-control. Rosie felt a rush of power, thrilled at the effect she was having on him, and she stroked harder, faster, teasing, making Adam shudder and squirm, his hips thrusting, fucking his cock into her grip on instinct.

“I do. I want this. I want you. I want you to fuck me.” Rosie said.

It was all so sudden, but at the same time it had always been there, building. It had taken only Luscious Rose to help her realise who she was, who they were.

“But do you want this?” Rosie asked.

Adam nodded, face a mask of lust. He was fucking her wet, slippery hand now, cock throbbing. He was ready for her. Rosie smiled.

“Then come claim me then. Take my cherry and make me a woman.” She said.

She shifted her grip slightly, stopping her stroking, moving on the bed as she lowered Adam’s cock, aiming it down, to her ass, her virgin hole.

She slipped her hand up and ran the last traces of lube along her crack, her fingertips tracing gently over her tight entrance. She pressed, the tip of one finger just barely entering her, lubricating her hole, stretching her virgin opening, and she gasped, bright bolts of pleasure.

How had she never done this before? The pleasure, the joy, the bliss, so many sensations. Her ass was so sensitive, so eager.

She slipped her finger away, slipped her hand away, gripped Adam’s cock, aimed it, and shifted down the bed. The head of his prick, fat, hot, slippery, caressed along her wet crack.

The pair moaned, both drunk on lust and pleasure, their eyes locked. They smiled, grinning, blushing, dizzy. Rosie slipped Adam’s cock along, down, the head teasing over her sensitive flesh, wet, hot, slippery, throbbing. The head came to rest at her hole, her entrance, her ass, and she could feel each throb of it as a bright bolt of pleasure.

She could see the struggle on Adam’s face, the desire to claim her, fuck her, but holding back until she was ready. She held his cock in place, guiding him, looked into his handsome face.

“Take me.” She whispered. “I’m yours.”

Adam smiled. There was no more need for words.

He pressed his hips forward, slowly, gently, his cock-head easing Rosie’s hole open, stretching her. She gasped in delight, a small twinge of pain.

He was so big, would he even fit inside her? The thought that they’d have to stop before they’d even begun stung, a desperate need to feel him, to have him claim her, fuck her, filling her. She pressed her hips back, spreading her legs wider, arching her back to offer her body, her hole up to him.

Adam responded, pressing deeper, stretching her wider as more and more of his fat, long, slippery, hot cock sank into her virgin hole. He stared into her eyes, mesmerized by her beauty, and leaned down, kissed her again, hard.

His lips on hers dulled any trace of pain, lighting a fire of desire and lust and love that burned away any doubts, any resistance. She relaxed, and her hole opened.

As Adam kissed her, deeply, his lips pressed to hers, mouth open, tongues meeting, he thrust. Rosie ground her hips down, hard, wanting him, needing him. Her tight entrance stretched, pressure, and then her hole opened, a perfect moment, her outer ring stretching, relaxing, allowing Adam’s cock to sink deep, filling her, entering her fully, buried deep in one long, gentle thrust.

He was inside her. His cock was inside her ass. She was being fucked by her best friend. She moaned, kissed him hard, the sensation bright and hot and wonderful.

They lay still for a moment, as though both afraid to move, and she could feel the hot, hard, intense throbbing of his swollen prick inside her, each pulse pressing on a knot of pleasure inside her belly that was rapidly unravelling.

It felt good, intense, overwhelming, amazing. Her entrance was stretched around the girth of his prick, his length pressing on her sensitive inner walls, and she moved, slowly, exploring the sensation, working her hips, squirming beneath Adam as he lay still, his entire cock buried inside her.

She moved, picking up speed, grinding her hips, working her hole barely up and down his length. She could barely breathe, couldn’t think, could focus only on the joy of her best friend fucking her.

Adam broke the kiss, lifted his face, looked down at her, and began to work his hips. He pulled his cock out, slipping it out until just the cock head was buried inside her, tugging at her outer ring, then smiled.

“You are beautiful.” He whispered. “This, you… it’s perfect.”

Rosie smiled, a swell of more than pleasure in her heart. It was joy and love and acceptance, the warm glow of knowing she was exactly where she was meant to be, was exactly who she was meant to be.

“It is. And I don’t want this to end, but… I really want you to cum inside me. I want to feel it, want to feel you. Please…” Rosie said.

The words came of their own volition, spoken from the heart, spoken out of need. It was the truth, her heart, and she worked her hips as though in invitation, craving his cock, his seed.

Adam smiled, body hot, almost shaking as he struggled to restrain himself. He pressed, gently, easing his cock into Rosie, then thrust, hard, filling her suddenly in one smooth, even motion, fucking her tight ass.

Rosie gasped, suddenly weak. Her legs wide, ass lifted, she offered her body to Adam and let him claim her.

He fucked hard, fast, picking up speed and force, cock throbbing, massive, stretching her tight hole, fucking her, thrusting in and out with quick, forceful motions. His breath was ragged and she could feel the quick drumming of his heart through his cock.

“Fuck… you feel so good… I’m not going to last long…”

Rosie was beyond words, drunk on the pleasure, the lust, the joy. She was getting fucked, a pretty girl, a slut for her best friend, and as he pounded her hard, his hips slapping against her ass, she could feel her cute little dick throbbing, oozing, aching with joy. The knot of pleasure in her belly began to unravel faster, each thrust of Adam’s cock pressing on a spot of sensitive bliss inside her ass.

It was more than she could take, the pleasure overwhelming, and she began to moan, her body moving on its own. She worked her hips, her legs, spreading them, grinding down, clenching her hole, eager to feel more. Adam began to pant, breathing hard, thrusting faster, and their bodies began to sync, Rosie grinding down as Adam thrust deep, the movements accentuating each other’s pleasure.

The air was full of the sounds of sex, lust, pleasure. Moans, gasps, bodies slapping against each other. Rosie’s hole clenched tight, milking Adam’s cock. Adam thrust hard, pressing more pleasure out of Rosie’s body.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m close…” Adam moaned.

His words washed over Rosie. She could feel his lust, his need, his joy, the throbbing of his cock, swelling inside her tight, slippery ass with each thrust. He was close. He was going to cum. He was going to cum inside her.

That knowledge, that he was going to cum, that she was going to make him cum, drove her over the edge. Her body clenched, tight, her hole squeezing, and the knot of bliss in her belly fully unravelled.

Rosie moaned, loud, a cry of joy, and her body tensed. Adam thrust, hard, deep, and his cock swelled, throbbed.

“Fuck…” His words were almost a roar.

He came, hard, inside Rosie’s tight ass. He was cumming, cumming inside her, filling her with his thick, hot spunk, erupting inside her, and she felt each throb, hot and sticky, claiming her. Each pulse was another shot of joy, and she came with him, cumming hard, her whole body quivering with delight, hole tight, wet, hot, slippery, her cute little dick throbbing, cumming, leaking a thin stream of cum without even being touched.

The pair gasped, squirming, writhing, hot, their eyes locked. As their shared climax subsided they laughed, together, both happy and giddy and drunk on the pleasure they had experienced. Adam leaned down and kissed Rosie once on the forehead, soft, affectionate, sweet.

“That was amazing.” Adam said.

Rosie blushed, squirming in delight, cum drunk and giddy. Her ass was full of her best friend’s cum, his slowly softening cock. He had fucked her, claimed her, taken her virginity just as she had taken his. She could not remember ever being this happy.

“Thank you. And… I really enjoyed it too. I think… I’d like to do it again, with you, if you wanted?”

Adam smiled, nodded, kissed her softly on the lips.

“I’d like that. I mean, I’d be a fool to turn down a hot girl who was also funny and smart and just generally pretty amazing.” Adam said.

Rosie blushed. She squirmed, savouring the sensation of Adam’s softening cock and his cum in her tight hole.

“I’m not a hot girl…” Rosie said.

Adam blinked.

“But… I thought…” He looked puzzled, worried.

Rosie giggled.

“I’m a hot woman now, all thanks to you.” She said. “Which makes you a hot man, all thanks to me.”

Adam relaxed.

“I suppose that’s true.” He said. “You know, as surprising as all this was, I… I don’t think I could have imagined a better first time.”

“Me either.” Rosie said.

She lifted her head and kissed him on the lips, tender affection.

“There is only one problem, though.”

Adam frowned.

“You’ve still not asked me out like you said you were going to.” Rosie said.

Adam smiled, laughed, softly.

“Will you…”

“YES!” Rosie said, not even giving him a chance to finish.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


Best Friends

Just The Tip
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Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.

Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.

Deciding they both need cheering up, Adam sets about planning a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and James seems to be enjoying himself, and the pair reminisce over old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.

Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…

When James confesses his secret to his best friend, telling Adam how he’s been earning money to pay the bills Adam is shocked, but intrigued. James has been wearing sexy, feminine underwear, posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…

Can Adam really say no, now he’s realised just how hot his best friend is? What does it mean for the future of their friendship, their relationship? Why is he so drawn to James, and to the exotic, feminine outfits he wears?

And does it really count if it's just the tip… ?


Best Friends

Truth or Dare
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Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.

They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.

Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.

Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...


The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.

First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.

When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.

Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.


Femboy Reform School

The COMPLETE Six Part Series
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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