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BEST FRIENDS: TRUTH OR DARE

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...


One

Franklin jabbed at the buttons on his controller, wiggling the analogue stick, and watched as his character—the lithe and curvaceous mystical assassin Noir—finished their combo. Noir danced across the screen, a flurry of blades, the HD graphics showing off every wiggle and bounce of her hyper-sexualised character in the skimpy lingerie skin Franklin always chose when playing her, and her dual daggers slashed at her opponent in a series of unblockable strikes that finished the match.

Franklin chuckled, dropping his controller into his lap as he reached for his beer, giggling as his opponent, Quinn, his best friend since primary school, moaned about another loss.

“Stupid game!” Quinn muttered.

Quinn threw his controller into the corner of the sofa as his character collapsed—the cute but deadly cat-girl Lilith lay on the floor, dressed in the cute but skimpy school-girl outfit Quinn always favoured, her fluffy ears and fluffy tail going limp. Quinn grumbled and reached for his beer, taking a deep swing.

“That’s four in a row! You’re getting sloppy.” Franklin said, laughing.

“You and that cheap ninja crap… Noir is broken and you know it. If you’d pick a fair character I’d have won that last match easily.”

“You know Lilith is an awful match-up against Noir yet you keep picking her. It’s not my fault.” Franklin said.

Quinn scoffed, shaking his head. The game on-screen reset, flipping back to the character select screen. The game was just the latest, most high tech release in their favourite fighting game series, and the pair had been playing games in the same series for years, both slowly over time coming to rest on their favourite characters, each drawn to their own private avatar that the other never picked.

Franklin always picked Noir the tall, dark-haired assassin, slim and pale with womanly curves, always dressed in a skimpy, revealing black outfit, heels, wiggling her hips and ass even as she fought. Quinn on the other hand always picked Lilith, the cute, petite, feisty little cat-girl warrior, battling with her claws and her ferocity, a pair of fluffy ears poking out of her short pink hair, and a fluffy pink tail extending from the base of her spine, just above her pert butt.

Neither could really explain why they had been drawn to their favourite characters, and when pressed or teased about it they would only grow flustered and shy. It didn’t help that both of them bore more than just a passing resemblance to their sexy, violent, feminine avatars.

“You know she’s my favourite! Why don’t you pick someone else for a change.”

“Same reason you don’t. I like Noir, she’s… cool, and fun.” Franklin said.

It was Quinn’s turn to laugh.

“You just like her because she’s hot and you like staring at her in that skimpy premium outfit you paid real money for. It’s little more than just sexy bedroom come fuck me underwear… I mean, what kind of ninja fights in stockings, heels, and a corset?”

Franklin blushed pink, his pale cheeks turning rosy, and he muttered under his breath.

“Same kind of ferocious warrior cat-girl who goes into battle wearing the kind of school-girl uniform that would make a porn star embarrassed. You paid for that just like I paid for mine, and yeah, I like the way Noir looks, but… who wouldn’t? She’s HOT… and she doesn’t have gross fluffy ears and a tail.”

Quinn turned to face his best friend with a look of outrage and fury, then burst into laughter.

“Hey! Take that back… the ears and tail are the best bit, they make her cute!”

Franklin laughed and shook his head. The two friends were both laughing now, the screen still flashing, encouraging the players to select their characters for the next match.

Franklin smiled at his best friend, the two infinitely comfortable in each other's presence. They had known each other for years, had grown up together.

“Sure, yeah, the ears and tail are kinda cute, but still… Noir is the hottest.”

“Nope… Lilith all the way!” Quinn said, poking his tongue out at his best friend.

Quinn’s freckled cheeks were flush, his green eyes sparkling with mischief and mirth, and he was tipsy from the beers he’d already drunk, the two friends making the most of the evening alone together.

They both sat for a moment in quiet, staring at each other, on the sofa in Franklin’s basement—the gaming room that they used for years almost like their own private sanctuary—and they were both happy, content, buzzing from alcohol and adrenaline. Franklin's parents were away for the weekend, visiting Franklin’s sister at college before bringing her home for a summer visit during the vacation, and Quinn had been given permission to stay over and keep his best friend company.

They had the whole weekend together, alone, and the whole summer to look forward to before heading off to college together in the fall. They both worked hard in their final few years at school, each inspired to try for the best grades as part of a deal they’d made to each other—they’d both picked the same prestigious college, that only took the most qualified students, and, each not wanting to let the other down, they’d both done everything they could to score well in exams so that they could go together and not be forced to break apart the bond they’d shared for so long.

They’d done well, and they had both graduated with excellent marks, each securing a place at college, and the prospect of heading off together to begin a new, wonderful chapter in their lives together made both of them smile, happy in ways they could not fully describe to each other, or even themselves. This weekend was a chance for them both to celebrate, to relax and enjoy themselves, to begin the long, glorious summer holiday that lay between them and their new lives at college.
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Quinn lifted his beer to his lips and drank, emptying the can, and looked back to the screen. He took a deep breath and sighed, the sound almost… melancholy.

“What’s up?” Franklin asked, sensing his friend's mood.

Quinn frowned, brow furrowing, worrying at a mood and a feeling that had been bothering him for a while, a niggling sensation that had only worsened over time, as though something was not quite right, as though something vital was missing. He took another breath and shook his can, checking it was empty.

“Nothing, not really… just… you ever feel like we’re missing out on something?” Quinn said.

Franklin stared at his best friend for a moment, his soft blue eyes full of worry and sympathy. He reached up with one hand to sweep the long strands of black hair that had fallen in front of his eyes back, his hair grown out long over the last few months—he knew he should have had it cut but he liked how it looked longer, like how he felt with long black hair.

“I’m not sure I get what you mean.”

Quinn turned to face Franklin and smiled, shrugging. He sighed again.

“Just… we’ve graduated, we should be celebrating, enjoying ourselves. We worked hard over the last few years, barely going out, keeping our heads down, and now… now we’re free. We’re free for the first time in years for one long summer before we have to start working again at college and… we’re still just in playing video games.”

“You not want to play video games with me?” Franklin asked, a note of hurt in his voice.

Quinn laughed, shaking his head. His short blonde hair was a dishevelled mess but it suited him, almost like Lilith’s except it was light blonde instead of pink, and absent a pair of fluffy ears.

“No, I do, but… I don’t know… I just can’t help wondering if there’s not something more exciting we could be doing instead. I mean, other people our age are off partying, drinking, making mistakes and having fun, but we're just… still hanging out in the basement playing video games.”

Franklin stared at his best friend, unable to hide the sense of hurt he felt.

“We have beers! And… I thought you liked hanging out in the basement with me playing games. I mean… I went out and got the latest release in the series so we could just chill all summer and play together, hang out. I was looking forward to it.”

“I have been too!” Quinn said, suddenly desperate to explain, to salve his friend’s hurt. “But… maybe there’s other fun stuff we could be doing?”

Franklin stared at his best friend.

“You mean like… meeting girls?”

Quinn blushed, squirmed, laughing as he shook his head.

“That wasn’t what I meant but… would it really be so bad if we did meet a couple of nice girls to hang out with?”

Neither Quinn nor Franklin had much experience with girls, and their social circle was small, with the pair choosing to spend most of the free time together, just the two of them. The idea of meeting girls, spending time with them, was something they’d both thought about, but they’d never discussed. For some reason it seemed wrong, almost a betrayal.

“I mean… I suppose. I kinda wanted to spend the summer with you though, like… one last long holiday together before everything changed. Just the two of us.”

“I…” Quinn sighed, nodding. “Yeah, I do too. I’ve really been looking forward to it. I just… I can’t help wondering if maybe after two years of being sensible and studious we don’t deserve a little bit of wild fun.”

Franklin paused, thoughtful. He was quiet for a moment, then broke into a smile, a mischievous grin that Quinn knew from experience more than often led to trouble.

“Well… we have beer, so that’s alcohol covered, so, why don’t we make the rest of the evening more interesting?” Franklin said.

Quinn paused, not quite sure what he was getting himself into. He trusted Franklin though, cared for him more than he probably did anyone else, just as he knew Franklin trusted and cared for him. Surely it couldn’t be that wild… could it?

Finally, Quinn smiled, nodding.

“Sure… what did you have in mind.” He said.

Franklin just grinned.

“Truth or Dare?” He said, smirking.

Quinn laughed, shaking his head, but when Franklin didn’t laugh he realised his best friend was being serious. He really wanted to play the dumb party game.

“Really? With just the two of us?”

Franklin nodded.

“Sure, why not? You said you thought we should be having more wild fun so why not enjoy a few beers and be a bit silly and carefree. We’ve got the whole weekend to enjoy, just the two of us, so we can be wild…”

Franklin laughed. Quinn stared at his best friend for a moment before chuckling, shaking his head.

“Not think it’d be more fun if we played it with more people? Maybe even some girls?”

Franklin shrugged.

“Yeah, maybe? But… who would we ask at this time of night? And you said you wanted to do more than just play video games. Come on! It’ll be fun… and if you hate it we can stop. Plus… since it's just the two of us we can just be stupid and have fun and not worry about getting embarrassed. I mean, there’s no one I trust more than you so we can just… go wild!”

Franklin made a series of wild movements with his hands while pulling a bizarre facial expression. Quinn laughed again.

“Yeah… I guess. I mean… I suppose if it's just us we can be a bit sillier with the dares and the questions, but…”

“No buts! You said you wanted to do something fun and this is my suggestion. Unless you have a better one you need to pick, truth or dare?”

Franklin sat grinning, clearly eager, excited, and his enthusiasm was contagious. Quinn was buzzing from the few beers he’d already had and the truth was he didn’t have any better suggestions. It was getting late and this seemed like as fun a way to end the evening as any other.

“Fine, truth, but ask when I get back. I need more to drink if I’m going to play this with you.”


Two

Quinn returned from the kitchen upstairs with four cans of beer, handed two to Franklin, and sat heavily down on the couch, making himself comfortable by tucking his legs under him. It was a way of sitting he found comforting, but that he was self-conscious of, only really adopting the pose when alone or with just Franklin.

He’d always been small, slim, perhaps even petite, and he found snuggling down into the corners of sofas and armchairs with his legs tucked up close a way of feeling calm and secure. He’d always done it, ever since he was small, his mother calling him her little pixie, but as he’d gotten older some of the other children at school had started making comments, mocking him for often adopting a particularly unmasculine, perhaps even feminine pose, which combined with his slight stature left him an easy target for ridicule.

Franklin had never mocked him though, had even stood up for him—no slight feat of courage given Franklin was only a little taller than Quinn. Franklin had told him to ignore the others, and sit how he liked, to just be who he was, to do what he wanted and found comfortable, even telling Quinn he thought the way he sat was kind of adorable—a comment Quinn remembered vividly, the warm fuzzy feeling it had given him lingering so that now he almost enjoyed sitting like that around Franklin, the smug feeling of knowing his best friend though him ‘kind of adorable’, even though he’d never  again said that out loud.

As the pair opened their drinks and wetted their thirst Quinn squirmed, a slight nervous feeling that was almost pleasant, a slight pink blush to his freckled cheeks. Just what was Franklin going to ask him?

Franklin smiled, a mischievous grin.

“So… truth…” Franklin said. “How many girls have you kissed?”

Quinn laughed suddenly, his cheeks growing pink and rosy. He felt hot. Why was he flustered by such a simple question being asked by his best friend? Maybe he’d had more to drink than he’d thought, or maybe it was the game, the added edge of… something…

“Two.” Quinn said confidently.

Franklin just stared at him.

“Who?” He asked.

“Ah… that wasn’t the question. You asked how many, so it’s two.”

“Your mum doesn’t count!” Franklin said.

“Answer is still two.” Quinn said. “Now, your turn, truth or dare?”

Quinn laughed, suddenly having more fun than he thought he would. Maybe this wasn’t such a bad idea. He took a deep drink of beer as he waited for Franklin to answer.

“Truth.”

Quinn smiled.

“Have you ever touched a girl’s boob, or boobs?” He said.

Franklin blushed bright pink, fidgeting. He looked suddenly flustered and embarrassed—it was a look Franklin wore a lot, always feeling slightly self-conscious and awkward, flustered by the slightest things, even when he was just around Quinn. It was something Quinn took great advantage of, often saying or doing things that would cause Franklin to blush or squirm in that shy, coy way that Quinn found almost enchanting, a bright feeling of joy whenever he saw his best friend’s cheeks flush, that bashful look in his eyes.

Franklin had mentioned it to Quinn once, asking why he always took such glee in embarrassing him. Quinn had answered honestly, saying that he thought the way Franklin reacted was almost cute, and he enjoyed seeing those moments of vulnerability and timidity, feeling like he was allowed access to the vulnerable, secret parts of his best friend.

Quinn had offered to stop, if he was upsetting Franklin, since he never wanted him to feel uncomfortable, but Franklin had said he didn’t mind since it was him, and he knew that his best friend would never hurt him intentionally. Quinn had, since their talk, ceased teasing Franklin when they were out together with other people around, but he still frequently found ways and reasons to cause Franklin to blush and squirm when they were alone or in private, and Franklin had almost seemed to blush and squirm more often, at even the slightest provocation.

“No… except… once, on accident, just a small brush with the edge of my hand.”

“Oh my god! Who?” Quinn asked.

Franklin’s blush deepened and he shifted, looking away, flustered, coy. Quinn watched him, his heart beating hard, a tightness in his chest.

“No… not the question.” Franklin said, his voice teasing as he gave Quinn a shy look.

“Gah! That’s… fine…”

“Your turn now.” Franklin said. “Truth or dare.”

Quinn considered the question. He knew that Franklin would ask a more difficult question, but the thought of a dare, not knowing what it would be, left him nervous.

His heart was beating fast and he was grinning, having more fun than he had thought. He laughed, shaking his head as he decided.

“Whatever… truth…” He said.

Franklin smiled, and from his expression, it was clear he’d been hoping that would be Quinn’s answer.

“Do you think Katie is hot?” Franklin asked.
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Quinn froze. Katie, Franklin’s older sister, had harried and tormented the pair growing up, teasing them and getting them into trouble whenever she had the chance, but, as she’d grown older, as they’d all grown older, she had… blossomed.

She was only three years older than Quinn, and by the time she had headed off to college, it had been hard to miss how beautiful and sexy she’d become, easily one of the hottest girls at their high school though Quinn had never dared say anything.

He knew it was something Franklin was sore about, the other boys in the class often teasing him about how hot his older sister was, so Quinn had kept his minor crush to himself. It didn’t help either that Franklin and Katie were unsettlingly alike, the same build, the same eyes, similar facial features and the same hair colour—admitting to finding Katie hot was almost like admitting that Franklin was hot, which he was, in an odd way, but Quinn wasn't ready to admit that.

It was truth or dare though. And if he wasn’t going to answer truthfully…

Quinn took another deep sip of his beer, draining the can. His head was fuzzy and he giggled.

“Yeah.” Quinn blushed. “She is kinda… kinda hot.”

“I knew it!” Franklin said. “You’re always staring at her when she’s around… perv!”

Franklin, rather than being annoyed, seemed just amused, giggling as he too finished his beer, reaching out to grab another can, his movements slightly clumsy. There was a look in his eyes that seemed almost… pleased.

“I am not!” Quinn said.

He seemed suddenly unsure.

“She… she hasn’t said anything has she? I’d hate for her to think I’m weird or something. I mean, she’s hot, yeah, but she’s still Katie and I’d never do anything. She’s your sister after all. It’d almost be like…”

Quinn didn’t finish.

“Like what?” Franklin asked.

Quinn’s blush deepened and he was quiet.

“Nothing.” He whispered.

He glanced at Franklin who sat watching him, grinning, his cheeks pink. Why was he looking at him like that?

“Anyway that makes it your turn. Truth or dare.” Quinn said.

“Dare.” Franklin said without hesitating.

Quinn thought for a moment. This was his chance to get his own back… he just needed a really good dare to give Franklin.

After only a moment he burst into laughter as an idea formed. It was perfect.

“I dare you to show me your porn folder on your phone.” Quinn said, giggling.

Franklin froze, turned suddenly pale.

“I… I… I don’t have a porn folder on my…”

“Liar!” Quinn said laughing. “I know you do! You use the same app I do to keep whatever it is you download secret. I’ve seen the icon. It’s either porn or something worse, but either way, I dare you to show me what you’ve got in that folder.”

Franklin stared at his best friend, a look of fear and anxiety.

“Oh come on… you know me. You have to trust me right? I just want to see, I’m not going to tell people or take the piss out of you for it. I just want to know what you’ve been looking at, plus it serves you right for embarrassing me with that question about Katie.”

Franklin looked over to the table where his phone sat.

“Fine…” He said finally, a resigned note to his voice.

He reached out to grab his phone, made a series of gestures on the screen, then handed it over, the encrypted secret folder unlocked.

“You’ve got five minutes to look. I’m trusting you here.” Franklin said, his voice trembling.
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Quinn took the phone and began to scroll. The images were fairly ordinary, cute girls in sexy outfits, nothing even particularly pornographic, and Quinn frowned, puzzled as he looked through more images, wondering why Franklin had been so wary to show the folder, why he even had it encrypted and hidden when it was all so ordinary.

They were just pictures of cute, pretty girls in nice clothes, lingerie, with alluring poses, but nothing outrageous. Certain nothing that warranted hiding them away.

“Why do you even have these…” Quinn began to ask then stopped.

He’d flipped to another image and it was immediately clear why the folder was hidden and encrypted. The image was of a young girl, late teens or early twenties, slim and lean, with subtle curves, dressed in pink lingerie with a pink collar and fluffy cat ears—sexy and flirtatious, nothing outrageous—except… in her panties there was an obvious bulge.

Quinn flicked through more images, and now that he had seen it in one of the images he saw it in all of them, something slightly different in the photos, the girls all sexy and posing, alluring, coy flirtatious smiles, pretty in their skirts, stockings, heels, dresses, costumes, dressed up with make-up and their hair styled boldly, bright colours… were they wigs? The girls were all… as he clicked through more he found himself growing hot, heart skipping. They were all so sexy and soft and lithe, lean pretty girls in sexy outfits, so cute and shy and enticing.

Quinn felt his cock throb, hardening. Each image seemed hotter and sexier than the last.

“That’s five minutes…” Franklin said.

He reached out and took his phone back, locking the screen. Quinn blinked, flustered, head spinning, the images lingering. He looked up and saw Franklin squirming, blushing, that coy look that Quinn always thought was so attractive… Quinn shook his head.

“Those pictures… what… they were… I…”

“You said you wouldn’t take the piss. I just… I like how they look. That’s all. The dare was to show you not talk about it afterwards.”

Franklin was clearly awkward and embarrassed, an uncertainty in his voice, a worried look in his eyes, watching Quinn closely to see how his best friend was going to react.

“Yeah, sure. But you don’t need to worry. I’m not going to take the piss out of you for that. I mean, they were pretty hot…”

“They were right?” Franklin said, a sudden excitement in his voice. “It’s just that… hot people are hot, right?”

Quinn smiled, nodded.

“Yeah exactly. And those photos… totally hot. You’ve got pretty good taste.”

Franklin giggled, blushing.

“Yeah… maybe.” He said. “But anyway… it’s your turn now, so… truth or dare.”

Quinn was quiet for a moment. Franklin had picked dare, and that had been fun, so…

“Dare.” Quinn said.

Franklin smiled. He stared at Quinn for a moment.

“You sure? There’s no backing out after I give it to you.”

Quinn laughed, nodding.

“Sure.” He said. “What’s the worst you could do.”

Franklin’s smiled widened.

“Well… you said they were cute, so… I dare you to go into my sister’s room, find a pair of her panties and… wear them.”

Quinn froze.

“What… you…”

“You heard me. And I figure that’ll make us even. You know my secret and I’ll know yours. Unless you’re scared you’ll enjoy it?”

Quinn’s head was spinning. The thought of it, stealing into Katie’s bedroom, looking through her panties, pulling a pair out, putting them on… why was it exciting him.

“I…”

“No backing out. Not unless you want to lose. And you did say you wanted to do something wild, so… now’s your chance.” Franklin said.

Quinn shifted, head spinning, fuzzy from the beer and something more. The memory of those pictures, the pretty girls, the thought of Katie’s panties.

“I… yeah, fine… but I’m coming back with beer.” He said.


Three

It was with a racing heart that Quinn left Franklin sat on the sofa, heading upstairs. The house was quiet and dark, and he moved slowly, unsteady on his feet after several too many beers.

He found Katie’s bedroom easily enough and paused outside, taking a deep breath, remembering all the times he and Franklin had got in trouble with Franklin’s fiery, hot older sister by sneaking into her room to cause mischief. He chuckled, amused by the memories. Could he really do this?

He had no choice though, not unless he wanted to lose, and for some reason he really didn’t want to lose. His head was foggy, from more than the beer. The game had been more fun than he had thought, the truths and dares growing wilder, and feeling close to Franklin, the edge of danger and naughtiness, just added something… extra.

His mind drifted back to the memory of those images on Franklin’s phone, the hot bodies, smooth, lean, slim, with subtle curves and pretty faces, dressed in sexy outfits, lingerie, but… what did it mean? The bulge in the panties had been clear in several photos, did that make Franklin…

Quinn shook his head. He was smart enough to know that things were never that simple, and even if they were it didn’t matter, but still, it had surprised him and excited him. He wondered how long Franklin had been looking at photos like that. Were there videos? What were they like? Imagining it made his belly and chest feel tight, a fluttering. If Quinn were to clothes like that would Franklin think him…

He giggled, blushing, suddenly nervous and excited. He had already been too long, he needed to hurry before Franklin came looking for him.

Quinn slipped into the bedroom, a typical teenage girl's bedroom, unchanged since Katie had headed off to college, familiar, the faint smell of laundry soap and perfume, and headed over to the chest of drawers opposite the bed.

He paused for a moment, looking over all the various products arranged on top—soaps, moisturisers, make-up, perfumes, too many to name—and he wondered for a moment what they were all for. Katie was always so pretty, sexy, glamorous even. If he were to use these would he look like the girls in those photos? Just imaging it left him feeling dizzy and breathless.

He shook his head again, head fuzzy, drunk on more than alcohol, and he opened the top drawer, and his heart skipped. It was full of underwear, socks and pantyhose, stockings, panties. It felt wrong, sinful and deviant, to even be looking at them, but it was a dare, he had to. It wasn’t like he wanted to, was it?

Taking a deep breath to calm his nerves Quinn reached out and picked a pair of bright pink panties from the drawer, the bright garish feminine colour drawing his attention, captivating him, so different to his usual boring blue or black underwear. He held them for a moment, the fabric soft, sensual, just the feel of them making his cock throb, and as they unfolded he marvelled at how little cloth there was.

They were tiny, skimpy, and Quinn could not help but think about Katie in them, his cock swelling. The thought of wearing them made him blush, a rush of shame and embarrassment, but also… curiosity. How would it feel? How would he look?

[image: ]

“Well… suppose I need to get this over with.” Quinn said.

He spoke as though he were resigned to an awful fate, yet still, he could not help but feel a trembling thrill as he closed the drawer, put the panties down, and began to slip out of his jeans and underwear, listening for a creak in the stairs, nervous about being caught even though it were only him and Franklin at home.

Quinn shivered, naked now from the waist down with the sole exception of his socks, his cock and ass exposed in Katie’s bedroom. It felt wrong, dirty, but also thrill. He looked down at the panties he had picked out and giggled again. He was really going to put them on… the memory of those images returned. Finishing this dare would make Quinn and Franklin even. They’d both have a secret about the other, a naughty, dirty, sexy secret, and that thought made him happy, the idea that this dare, this game, were binding them closer together.

Smiling, Quinn reached out and picked up the panties, then, slowly, lifted one leg to slip into the panties, followed by the second leg. A tingle ran up his spine and he pulled the panties higher, the silky smooth fabric caressing his calves, his thighs, so much more sensual and exciting than his usual coarse underwear.

As he tugged them into place he wiggled his hips, pulling them higher so that they sat correctly, high waisted, the cut of the butt skimpy, slipping just into his crack, teasing him, the cloth at the front barely enough to contain his hard cock but… it did. He blushed at the thought that even hard a pair of skimpy, girly panties could contain him.

He smiled, the sensation oddly liberating, a buzzing thrill, heart racing, and he looked up and into the mirror to the side of Katie’s room. His smile widened, and his blush deepened. He looked… good.

“Wow…” Quinn whispered.

The panties fit him well, high cut to show off lots of leg and ass cheek, the cute little bulge of his hard cock naughty and teasing, and the bright pink was naughty and exciting, daring, girly and feminine. The panties made his legs look longer, full and toned, with wide hips and a trim waist. He wiggled, turning around and looking over his shoulder, admiring how his ass looked, pert and almost peachy.

“I look kinda… hot.” Quinn whispered.

Quinn had never been overly masculine, or hairy, shorter and thinner than other boys his age, and it had often bothered him, their cruel comments and hurtful jokes, but now, seeing himself in panties, he was almost grateful, glad for the way he looked, happy. He wiggled his hips and ass, blushing, a deep pink to his cheeks. He looked almost as good as some of the girls in those photos.

What would he look like with smooth legs and a smooth ass? In stockings and heels? What about a sexy dress or a more provocative outfit? The thought thrilled him. His cock throbbed and he stared at himself, grinning.
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“Quinn? You okay?”

Franklin’s voice called from below. Quinn froze, heart skipping. What if he came in and saw him like this?

The thought terrified and excited him. The dare had been to wear the panties though, not be seen in them. That was too much… right?

Quinn moved quickly, grabbing his jeans and tugging them on over the bright pink panties. He grabbed his underwear and stuffed them into his back pocket, dizzy and flustered, exciting, his cock still hard and throbbing, the idea of Franklin catching him, seeing him… what would he have thought?

“Just coming.”

There was a moment of silence.

“You… you really put them on?” Franklin asked.

There was an odd catch to his voice. Quinn blushed as he took a deep breath, his freckled cheeks burning.

“Yeah. I… yeah...” Was all Quinn said.

He took one last look around the room, making sure it was undisturbed apart from the one, tiny, silky item he was now wearing, then headed out, headed downstairs.

Franklin was waiting for him at the foot of the stair, a worried look in his eyes as well as something more, a subtle smile. He looked Quinn up and down and Quinn felt oddly examined, his best friend looking at him in a way he never had before but in a way he quite liked.

Without even thinking about it Quinn added a subtle, extra wiggle to his step, relishing the way the panties hugged his ass and hips, the silk caressing him, teasing him. He felt… good.

“How do they feel then?” Franklin asked.

Quinn stopped on the last step, eye level with Franklin who was slightly taller than him. He was blushing, nervous, but his heart was beating fast, a tightness in his chest. He considered the question for a moment.

“Different.” Quinn said.

It wasn’t a lie, but it also wasn’t the whole truth. He did not want to admit that it felt nice though, wearing his best friend’s sister’s panties, that the soft, skimpy, pink cloth left him excited, hard.

Franklin stared at him for a moment, a glint in his eye that Quinn could not read. He was squirming, drunk, horny, embarrassed but also excited. Was Franklin thinking about him the same way he thought about those girls in the photos? Why did that thought make him feel warm and giddy?

“How do I know you’re really wearing them?” Franklin asked, voice quiet, teasing, a sceptical tone.

Quinn’s blush deepened. Was he asking to see him in the panties?

“I… you just need to trust me.” Quinn said. “The dare was to wear them, not have you see me in them.”

Franklin smiled at Quinn, grinning. He looked his best friend up and down, an odd expression, a subtle blush to his cheeks.

Franklin was taller than Quinn, but just as slim, with similar cute facial features, the pair alike in many ways, but now, for the first time, there seemed to be an odd tension between the two of them, a subtle buzzing in the air. Quinn turned away, flustered, biting his bottom lip, feeling shy. It was normally him who teased Franklin, not the other way around, but still, it felt nice, a tingle running up his spine.

“I’m not sure I believe you.” Franklin said, teasing, smiling.

Quinn laughed, almost giggling. He shook his head.

“You want me to flash you?” Quinn asked.

Franklin’s blush deepened but he nodded, smiling.

“I dare you.” Franklin said.

“No fair! It’s your turn next… but I suppose…”

Quinn grinned, turning slightly to face his side and his butt to his best friend. He wiggled slightly, then, with one hand, tugged down the waist of his jeans slightly, lifting his t-shirt with the other, flashing a slip of pink fabric.

“Oh, my, god…” Franklin whispered. “You really… you’re really wearing them.”

Quinn giggled again, pulled up his jeans and dropped his t-shirt, turned back to face his best friend. His heart was beating fast, a thrill, a warm buzzing that left him almost breathless.

“Well… yeah.” Quinn said. “That was the dare.”

Franklin stared at Quinn, an odd look in his eyes, cheeks pink, squirming slightly. He bit his bottom lip gently as he took a deep breath and Quinn felt almost… giddy.

“I think… I think maybe we should head to bed. Before these dares get any worse.” Franklin said, his voice almost dreamy.

Quinn nodded. Part of him wanted to resist, to see what other dares they could come up with, but he was drunk, and already wearing panties, did he really want to see how much further they’d go, what else they might encourage each to do.

“Yeah. Seems sensible. We’ve still got a few days I suppose.” Quinn said.

He laughed.

“And anyway… you’re going to need to get your rest, it's your turn next. I’ve already got a few ideas on how to get you back for this.”

Franklin stared at his best friend, smiling, eye sparkling. He squirmed slightly, almost as though excited.

“I’m already looking forward to it.” He said, grinning.


Four

Quinn had been given the spare bed set up in the basement, with the room all to himself for the long weekend. With the door shut he undressed and took a moment to examine himself again in the panties.

They were so pink and soft, and he felt fuzzy-headed from the beer, and the feeling of naughty excitement. He looked back to the jeans, bundled to the side of the bed, his boring old grey underwear in the back pocket. He knew he should take the panties off, put his old underwear back on but for some reasons he just… didn’t.

A little longer wouldn’t hurt, would it? And no one, not even Franklin, would know.

Giggling at the thrill of the forbidden, feeling naughty and sexy, even a little pretty, Quinn slipped between the covers of the fold-out bed and snuggled down to sleep. It felt exciting, dressed as he was in panties, his body tingling, cock throbbing, and for a moment he let his hands roam over his body, fingertips stroking his legs, over his thighs and hips, hands squeezing his ass gently.

His cock swelled, the panties so soft and silky, so pretty, so sexy. He squirmed, his whole body tingling, the thrill of wearing his best friend’s sister’s panties, skimpy, sexy, feminine, pretty, pink, so naughty and exciting.

His mind drifted to the images on Franklin’s phone, the pretty, sexy girls in stockings, heels, sexy dresses and outfits, make-up, with glamorous hair. He thought of all the make-up in Katie’s room. He thought of smooth legs and butts, a cute little bulge in his panties.

Quinn moaned, drunk, horny, excited. He squeezed his ass with one hand, hard, gasping. His mind felt almost as though it were floating.

His other hand stroked down his belly, teasing, fingers slipping over the silky cloth of the panties, caressing his hard cock through the fabric. He shuddered, the feeling bright and wonderful, head spinning.

Quinn thrust his hips, pressing his cock up against his hand, his cute little erection straining at the cloth. He thought of those photos, wondering what Franklin did when he looked at them, remembering the way he’d teased him, the way he’d flashed his panties to his best friend, the thrill.

Quinn’s cock swelled, throbbing hard, his fingers teasing, and then, suddenly, gloriously, he was cumming, cumming hard in his best friend’s sister’s panties, his spunk wetting the silky pink fabric, the naughtiness of it only adding to the intensity of his climax. He was breathing hard, grinning, giddy and happy.

He’d need to clean them, get changed back into his boring underwear, but he could still savour the moment. Quinn closed his eyes and relaxed, blissed-out, drunk, and, before he knew it, he’d fallen into a deep, restful slumber.
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“Wake up pretty boy!”

A loud, brash voice roused Quinn from sleep, the fold-out bed shaking as though there was an earthquake. He grumbled, rolled over, and opened his eyes to see Franklin standing over him, fully dressed, grinning, hair wet, eyes sparkling.

“What’d you call me?” Quinn asked.

“Pretty boy… seems to fit after those panties.” Franklin said, still grinning.

Quinn blushed suddenly, the memory of last night flooding back, the beer, the game, the pink, silky, soft, sexy panties.

The panties he was still wearing…

SHIT!

The memory of what he’d done in bed before falling asleep crashed over him, touching himself, teasing himself through the silky fabric, body hot, those images, imagining himself like that, smooth, pretty, sexy, with make-up, cumming. Quinn’s blush deepened, his cheeks burning, chest tight.

“You okay?” Franklin asked.

Quinn could only squeak a reply, nodding. He gripped the covers tight while trying not to give anything away. What if Franklin pulled the covers back?

It wouldn’t be the first time… he’d see him still wearing the pink, silky, girly panties. What would he say? What would he think?

The words pretty boy rang in his head and Quinn felt his cock throb, a tingle. What if Franklin slipped into bed with him, cuddling up to him like they used to when they were younger on camping trips, bodies pressed close to preserve warmth. Just the memory made Quinn’s heart skip. He squirmed, his skin more sensitive with the panties on, a tingle running up his spine.

“Yeah I just…” Quinn’s voice drifted off.

“Sore head?” Franklin asked, voice soft.

Quinn shrugged. He felt hot and dizzy, flustered, shy but also… happy.

“Look, I… I wasn’t meaning to tease you, at least not in a way that would make you uncomfortable. I enjoyed last night. The game was fun and… well… you did look kinda cute in them, so calling you pretty boy was meant more as a compliment.”

Quinn stared at his best friend.

“Really?”

Franklin nodded. It was his turn to blush, that coy, shy, timid look that Quinn always liked. Seeing it made him feel more relaxed and at ease. It was Franklin, even if he knew he was still wearing the pink panties things wouldn’t be that bad. He trusted him. So… why did the thought of his naughty secret being discovered make his heart race and his belly flutter?

“Yeah, really. Now, come on and get up. I need food… I thought we could head out for breakfast, get something greasy and terribly unhealthy if you’re up to it, and maybe browse the shops and take a walk after?”

“That sounds… nice. Just give me a second to get dressed yeah?”

Franklin nodded, eyeing his friend with a strange intensity, a curiosity that made Quinn’s heart skip. Did he suspect?

“Sure… just don’t take too long. I’m starved!”
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With Franklin waiting, Quinn had to hurry. Not wanting to be discovered he grabbed his jeans while still under the covers and dressed still beneath the sheets, hidden, the pink panties still on, the silky fabric still stained with him cum, a constant reminder of his shame and sin.

As he slipped out of bed, slipped on his socks and shoes, he could not help but wiggle and squirm, the soft, tight, silky caress making his body feel warm and sensitive. His cock throbbed, hardening, and Quinn took a deep, slow breath trying to calm down. He needed to change, to shower, but he’d have to wait.

He needed to wash the panties too, clean them, and get them back into Katie’s drawer. The thought of what he’d done, wearing his best friend’s sister’s panties, the silky pink fabric snug and skimpy, enjoying the way they felt, feeling pretty and sexy, cumming in them, made him feel hot with shame and excitement.

Could he really return them after that? Even if he washed them…. Wasn’t that worse? What if Katie wore them? The thought made him shiver.

Perhaps it was better to throw them away so she thought she’d misplaced or lost them. But then… if he was going to throw them away, maybe he could just… keep them?

“Come on! I need food and coffee…” Franklin called out.

The voice pulled Quinn from his daydreams. His cheeks were burning. He really needed to get his head together and calm down.

“Just coming.” Quinn called.

He forced himself to focus, pulled his boots on, then, remembering the bundle of his underwear in his back pocket, pulled them out to hide under his pillow. The last thing he needed was for Franklin to find them as ask awkward questions.

Finished, Quinn pulled his fingers through his tangle of hair, took a deep breath, and headed upstairs. Franklin was waiting for him by the front door.

As Quinn approached Franklin watched him, carefully, studying his gait, the subtle sway of his hips, grinning, almost as though he could tell. Quinn blushed but he could not help but sway his hips with a little more emphasis, something about the way his best friend was looking at him now making him feel good, almost… pretty.

The pair left without much more talk, neither mentioning the game of truth or dare again, though there was a tension between them, an atmosphere that had not existed before, but that was not unpleasant. They both talked a little, breaking what became an awkward silence at irregular intervals, but neither of them mentioned the truths or the dares, the photos on Franklin’s phone, the panties that Quinn had tried on, though it was clear neither of them had forgotten.

By the time they arrived at their favourite breakfast spot both of them were ravenous, their stomachs rumbling, both in desperate need of grease and carbohydrate and caffeine to clear their heads. They ordered their favourite breakfast, coffee with waffles, fluffy, sweet, and saturated with syrup.

They ate in quiet and with gusto, carving off great forkfuls and stuffing their mouths, each moaning in pleasure, grinning at each other, each watching the other with some small suspicion, each wondering what the other was thinking. By the time they had finished, they were both sated, and as they headed out they were both smiling, grinning, Quinn moving with just an extra swagger in his step, Franklin watching his best friend closely, smirking.

“Where to now pretty boy?” Franklin whispered.

Quinn blushed suddenly, flustered. He opened his mouth to speak but words failed him. Franklin laughed, grinning.

“No worries. I have a few ideas…” Franklin said.

The note to his voice, the odd catch to his voice, and the way he looked deliberately at Quinn, made Quinn’s belly flutter with nerves and… something more.

“I’m sure you’ll get me back for my teasing anyway.” Franklin said. “After all, it's my turn next, though I’m not sure if I should pick truth or dare.”

Quinn giggled. They were still playing the game? For some reason that excited him more than he thought it might.
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The pair walked together through streets lined with shops and cafes. It was still early so there were few people, a fact Quinn was glad for, and Franklin seemed to have a destination in mind, strolling slowly, looking in windows at the various items on display. Quinn just followed along, taking a moment to appreciate the day, the odd thrill of wearing panties out in public.

He felt naughty, and shameful, but excited. Wearing his best friend’s sister’s pink, silky panties under his jeans, the cloth stained with his cum. Letting his mind drift his gaze caught on the various items of women’s fashion, the sexy dresses and skirts, stockings, heels, boots. What would it be like to wear those too?

Franklin smiled, silent, watching his best friend, a curious, mischievous glint in his eyes. The way Quinn was walking, the way he was moving, was subtly different, an extra wiggle and bound in his step, and he was blushing far more often than usual, a nervous shyness about him that was almost enchanting, and the way he almost seemed to jump whenever Franklin called him pretty boy made Franklin want to do it often.

Franklin watched ahead, grinning, lost in his thoughts, and as Quinn followed his eyes caught on a display in a window. He paused, froze, looked up at the mannequins on display, curvaceous feminine bodies dressed in skimpy, sexy, lacy underwear.

The world around him seemed to drift away, fading into silence, his head spinning, body hot. The outfits were also so… outrageous, wanton, hot. His heart beat fast and he bit his bottom lip.

There was a set of seductive black lingerie, sheer stockings with seams up the back held up by a suspender belt, black heels, black panties, a corset, tight, drawing in the waist, that barely covered the mannequin's chest. There was a set of virginal white underwear, long white opaque stockings almost like long socks, cute white heeled slippers, a pair of tiny white lace panties, a short white silk slip that was held up by two tiny straps over dainty shoulders, low cut, short, showing off arms and chest and back and butt. There was a sexy of flirty pink underwear, cute pink booty shorts with crotchless pink fishnet pantihose, glittery pink sneakers, and a pink t-shirt with the words NAUGHTY GIRL written across them. Finally, there was a set of slutty red and black underwear, black fishnet stockings with red lace trim, black leather ankle boots, red and black panties, so tiny they barely covered anything, with a black suspender belt decorated with red bows and lace, and a black and red bra that made the mannequin look brazen and buxom.

Quinn couldn’t help but stare, captivated, all of it so enticing and erotic. He’d passed the shop before, glancing at the display, but now, after last night, wearing panties in public, he couldn’t help but stare in awe at the sexy, slutty, girly items on display.

What would it be like to wear something like that? How would it feel? What would he look like? What if he wore a little make-up, a wig? Would he look like the girls in those photos… pretty, sexy, desirable? What would Franklin think if he saw him? Would he think him…

“What you looking at?” Franklin asked.

Quinn froze, turned pale, then pink, flustered. He looked away from the window display but found Franklin close behind him, grinning, their faces close, almost…

“Really hot aren’t they?” Franklin said.

He was blushing too, clearly flustered just looking at the display, squirming, and Quinn couldn’t help but admire his best friend’s stunning blue eyes, the look of mischief and mirth. His heart beat hard and fast.

“I was just… I was just looking…” Quinn muttered.

Franklin nodded, but did not tear his eyes off the display.

“You ever wonder what it’s like in there?” Quinn said.

“Maybe…” Franklin replied.

Franklin looked to his friend, still grinning.

“I pick dare.” He said, a note of nervousness in his voice.

Quinn frowned. He laughed, shaking his head.

“You still want to play?” He asked.

Franklin nodded.

“Unless you want to quit, but then I win.” He said.

Quinn laughed.

“No way do you get to win that easily, not after what I had to do last night.” He said. “So… I dare you to go in there and buy something.”

Franklin’s eyes went wide.

“That’s… that’s two dares. You can’t.”

“It’s one dare in two parts, and it’s perfectly fair. You either do it or I win.” Quinn said, suddenly feeling smug and confident.

Franklin’s cheeks were pink, and he shifted, nervous, biting his bottom lip gently as he took a deep breath. He looked almost terrified but also excited.

“But… I can just buy anything?”

Quinn nodded. He knew what kind of store it was though, a boutique specialising in exciting feminine underwear. Buying anything from there would involve buying something very sexy, and very girly.

“Yeah. Anything.”

Franklin took a deep breath, his cheeks pink, but, to Quinn surprise, he smiled. He nodded.

“Ok.” He said. “I’ll do it. But… I guess you’ll want to make sure so you’ll have to come with me.”

Quinn giggled. The thought sent a tingle down his spine, making his cock throb in the silky, pink, cum-stained panties.

“Why not?” He said. “I could even be fun.”


Five

The shop was brightly lit and spacious. Quinn and Franklin moved together, staying close as they entered, nervous but also excited, eyes wide as they moved about the shop.

There was quiet music playing and the air was heavy with the scent of perfume and musk. There were several other customers already in the store, young, beautiful women, and several store assistants, young and glamorous, with stunning make-up, their gazes watching the two young boys as they moved about the various displays, a subtle smile playing on their deep red lips.

One of them moved towards the pair, a pretty girl only several years older than them, curvaceous, dressed in a tight black dress with black heels and black stockings. Her hair was black and her make-up was dark. She was almost intimidating, and the two boys froze.

“Hi. Can I help you? What was it exactly you were shopping for?” She asked as she neared.

Quinn flushed. Franklin stopped, stared at her for a moment, stammered, clearly flustered and nervous, eyes wide. The young, pretty girl simply smiled. The other women in the shop were watching and Quinn felt very, very conscious of the fact he was wearing panties.

“Hi… I… I err…” Franklin’s blush was almost scalding and he stumbled over his words, flustered and coy, shy and nervous.

Quinn watched his friend, admiring him, his nervousness almost adorable. Normally he would have teased his best friend in this situation but for some reason he was felt too timid—perhaps it was the panties he was wearing, or being surrounded by so many items of sexy lingerie, or the beautiful woman who was looking at them with an almost knowing smirk? Whatever it was Quinn’s head was spinning, a fuzzy feeling, a tightness in his chest and a fluttering in his belly.

The woman waited for a moment, a patient smile that was almost kind, understanding. There was no hint of mockery or cruelty in her expression, but instead something softer, sweeter.

“Let me guess… you are looking for a present?” She asked.

The way she spoke the final word, with a deliberate emphasis, the corners of her lips lifting, suggested she suspected more than she was saying. Franklin only nodded.

“Yes… a… a present…”

The woman nodded, glancing between Franklin and Quinn, a subtle twinkle in her eye. Quinn felt a shiver run up his spine. Could she tell he was wearing pink panties?

“And did you have anything… particular in mind?”

Franklin took a deep breath.

“I… stockings, and a… a suspender belt, with matching panties?”

The woman nodded again, an appreciative smile, a sly smirk. She looked Quinn up and down, and then Franklin, a slight frown as though she were working at a puzzle.

“And would you need heels with that? Really stockings only look right with heels, and I’m sure whoever this gift is for, they’d feel much prettier with heels to go with the outfit.”

Franklin blushed. He bit his bottom lip and Quinn could not help but squirm. Who did she think the gift was for? Did she suspect Quinn, or maybe even Franklin?

“I guess then, matching heels too… so it's a proper gift.”

The woman gave a small dip of the head.

“A wonderful idea. Now, if you follow me, I think I have just the perfect thing in mind for you.”

The woman turned and walked off, her heels clicking on the floor, her hips and ass swaying. Quinn and Franklin stood frozen for a moment, then headed off after her, both of them mesmerized by the seductive, feminine movements of her body. She led them to the back of the store where a series of mannequins were dressed in sexy, provocative lingerie. A pair of girls, about the same age as Katie, Franklin’s sister, watched them from behind a nearby rack, grinning. Both boys blushed.

“Here we have one of our more exciting mid-price ranges. You’ll notice the stockings are seamed, with quite decorative tops, and they can be worn as either hold-up or with the matching suspender belt.”

The two boys stared at a series of mannequins dressed in identical lingerie in various colours: black; white; red; pink; purple; blue; peach; and more. It was more girly than womanly, but undeniably sexy.

“You’ll notice the suspender belt is a little wider than others we have in store. It’s actually reinforced, so will help cinch the waist a little to give the body more curve and make the hips seem more feminine.”

Franklin and Quinn both stood beside the woman, looking over the lingerie on the mannequins, silent, blushing, nodding. The woman simply smiled at them, a kind, almost amused smile.

“The matching panties are also very comfortable, while also being just revealing enough to be very visibly appealing. Lots of thigh and butt on show, offering just a little lift to really show off your assets.”

Franklin and Quinn continued to nod. Their faces were red, and their eyes wide.

“And obviously we sell a matching bra that goes with the set, but… you didn’t mention that, so I suppose one won’t be needed?”

The woman’s smile became a smirk. Franklin’s eyes went wide as he realised his mistake.

“I… I… errr…”

The woman held her hand up.

“No need to explain. Now, do you have a favourite colour? I’d be happy to pick you out a set in a size…” The woman looked Franklin up and down, and then Quinn, eyeing them both carefully. “I think a small would be fine in either case.”

Franklin opened his mouth but struggled to speak. Quinn, wearing the pink silky panties, felt his face burning. Did she really know? Was it obvious? Could other people tell?

“I supposed… pink?” Franklin said.

Quinn’s eyes went wide. Why did he say pink? Did he also know?

“A wonderful suggestion. I’ll put together a set for you, with matching heels of course.”

She glanced at Franklin’s feet, then at Quinn’s, a deliberate pause.

“Size 8?” She asked.

Franklin just nodded.

“Perfect. And… if I might make a rather naughty suggestion. We have a sale on this collection at the moment. A second set would only cost you twenty-five percent extra today. Would you be interested?”

Franklin paused for a moment, he glanced at Quinn, blushing, biting his bottom lip. Quinn squirmed, flustered, freckled cheeks burning, but he could not help but admire the adorable expression Franklin wore—timid, coy, but also… excited, happy. Quinn smiled, turned away, unable to hold his best friends gaze. Could Franklin also tell? Did he also know that was still wearing his best friend’s sister’s panties?

“Maybe… another set in white?”

“Of course. I’ll just get that for you. And may I just say, excellent choice.”

The woman moved off, and Franklin and Quinn stood watching her walk around the display, gathering the items Franklin had chosen, her hips and ass swaying. She gathered panties, stockings, suspender belts, and finally heels, all the while smiling at the two best friends.

“If you’ll just follow me to the desk please.” She said.

They did as they were told, in silence, both blushing. The woman slipped behind the counter and totalled the items. As she read the bill Franklin baulked slightly, but… it was too late now.

“And who will be paying?”

“I… that’s me…” Franklin whispered.

Quinn just stood silent. His expression was puzzled. Why had Franklin bought the second set? Why had he bought so much? The dare was for one item.

He bit his bottom lip, mind racing. Surely he couldn’t…

“Lovely, thank you.” The woman said as she ran Franklin’s card.

She handed the card back and packaged Franklin’s purchases into a garish pink bag, branded with the store's name. She slipped the receipt in with the items and handed it over. Franklin took it, whispering thanks, still blushing.

Franklin turned to leave, and Quinn followed.

“Have a lovely day.” The woman said as the pair neared the exit. “And if I might be so bold, I think you’ll both look quite stunning in your new outfits.”

Franklin and Quinn flushed a brighter pink than they ever had before, blazing, and together they fled out of the shop, almost sprinting.
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“Do you really think she thought the items were for us?” Quinn asked as they slowed down.

The pair had all but run from the shop, only slowing when they reached quieter streets, stopping for a moment to catch their breath. The bag Franklin carried still bore the shop’s logo and brand name though, clearly stating to anyone who looked where they’d been shopping.

“I… I don’t know… maybe?” Franklin said.

Quinn squirmed. He was still in the pink panties, still crusted with his cum. The thought of wearing something as bold and sexy as the lingerie Franklin had bought made his head spin. Why had Franklin bought two sets?

“But… why? We’re boys… boys don’t wear…”

Franklin just shrugged. He was blushing deep pink, unable to hold Quinn’s gaze.

“I just… maybe other people sometimes buy things from there. I mean… it’s not that unusual I suppose, even if people don’t talk about it. And… you did wear those panties last night, and you, and you did look kinda cute.”

Franklin giggled, biting his bottom lip. Quinn just fell quiet. He could not deny that the thought of wearing the lingerie set Franklin had bought did excite him. But… why two sets?

“Which reminds me… it's your turn. Truth or dare?” Franklin asked.

“I…” Quinn froze, then giggled.

His head was spinning. Part of him was terrified to continue playing when they’d already gone so far, but another part, curious, eager, giddy, was thrilled the game was continuing.

“Dare.” Quinn said.

Franklin smiled.

“Come on… we need to get back home for this.”


Six

“You’re not joking?” Quinn said.

“No… I’m not. But, if you don’t want, you can always quit and lose.” Franklin said. “I mean… I went in and bought all those things, and that was super embarrassing. This is… no one apart from me would even know about this.”

Quinn shifted. He thought about Franklin’s words, and it was true, yet still, he felt… torn.

“You’re really serious?” He said. “You… you want me to shave?”

Franklin smiled. He nodded.

“Yup. Shave every part of your body from your eyebrows down. You have to make yourself smooth, like a girl.” Franklin said. “And then you have to wear what I bought.”

Franklin spoke with a nervous, but teasing tone, almost as though he expected Quinn to baulk at the dare, to lose, while hoping he wouldn’t. Quinn dithered. He wanted to refuse, but… he didn’t. Part of him, a loud, bold part, was almost excited for the dare, the idea of shaving his body smooth, wearing the lingerie Franklin had bought, seeing how pretty he could be, how soft, how feminine, how sexy he could be. How would he look, in stockings, heels, panties, suspenders? How would it feel?

Yet, he was terrified of showing how excited and eager he was. What would Franklin say? Would he mock him?

“You… you’re not going to tell anyone if I do this are you? You’re not going to use this to make fun of me?”

Franklin shook his head.

“No… I’d never do that. You should know me well enough by now to know I’d never hurt you like that. And I’m not even going to try to convince you or force you. But… I want to keep playing the game. It’s been fun, and you’re the one who said you wanted to try something wilder.” Franklin said.

“I…”

“Aren’t you just a little curious?” Franklin asked.

It was as though he knew. Quinn nodded, slowly.

“I… I suppose. Just… you can’t make fun of me, okay.”

Franklin smiled, nodded.

“I promise you, I will not make fun of you.”

Something in the way he spoke told Quinn that Franklin had no intention of being cruel or unkind. Quinn shivered, a thrill running up his spine.

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Franklin’s smile, joyous and sudden, make Quinn wonder just what he’d let himself in for.
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Quinn locked the door to the bathroom and began to strip. His heart was racing, and he was breathing hard. As he stripped down to just his panties.

Already he was viewing them as his panties. Pink, pretty, silky, feminine, he felt good wearing them, the snug fit, the way they cupped his dick even when hard, the way his butt was pert and peachy, thighs and ass cheeks exposed. He felt… cute, maybe even hot.

He turned for a moment to look at himself in the mirror in just the pink panties. He smiled, blushed, wiggling his hips and ass. He thought about how it would feel to wear the lingerie Franklin had bought, the heels, the stockings, the panties, suspenders. Would Franklin want to see what he looked like? What would he say?

Why did that idea excite Quinn?

Finally, Quinn slipped the panties off, aware that he still needed to wash them, the stain of his cum a constant reminder of just how excited and naughty he’d been in them the night before. What was happening to him?

“Now… what first?” Quinn asked himself.

He had been given a range of products by Franklin, that he had said he had taken from Katie’s room. There was hair removal cream, shaving foam, razors, soaps, lotions, and he had been given a brief explanation of how to use each—Franklin’s knowledge of it all had surprised Quinn, but then he supposed that was the benefit of having an older sister.

“Hair removal cream first.” Quinn said, running through the mental list he had in the back of his mind.

He picked up the tub of cream and opened it and was immediately hit by a bitter, acerbic smell. He winced, and shook his head—it would at least be quicker and easier than shaving though, according to Franklin.

Quinn slipped the gloves he had been given on and grabbed the applicator and set to work. He applied the cream to his left ankle first, working up, smearing the cream on, and he felt a tingle across his skin and the cream began to work, making him smooth and soft and feminine. He blushed, and his dick throbbed. Why was this exciting him?

Quinn worked the cream up his calf, over his knee, over his thigh. The cool sensation made his skin tingle, and the slight buzzing as it sat, stripping back his hair, making him smooth and soft and feminine left him aching, a flush to his cheeks, heart racing. He worked the cream up, over his butt cheeks, hips, applying it anywhere there was body hair.

That was the dare, strip all hair from below his eyebrows. Franklin had been quite specific, and Quinn, not wanting to lose at this point, was going to ensure he did a good job. Yet… it was more than that.

Having come this far, having worn panties, gone shopping for sexy lingerie, Quinn wanted more. He wanted to know how it would feel to be smooth and soft and pretty, like the girls he had seen in the photos on Franklin’s phone. He wanted to know how it felt to dress up in sexy, provocative lingerie, to be sexy and cute.

The thought of why Franklin had those photos lingered in the back of his mind. Did they excite him? Did he touch himself while looking at them? Would seeing Quinn soft and smooth and pretty make him hard? Would Quinn wearing sexy lingerie excite him? Quinn giggled, feeling naughty, but thrilled, his dick throbbing.

He applied the cream to both legs, across his belly, chest, arms, armpits, anywhere there was hair. He wanted to know what it was like to be utterly smooth and soft, cute, pretty, feminine and sexy. His skin tingled from more than just the cream as he let it sit for the proper amount of time.

His mind was racing. Franklin had bought two sets of matching lingerie… why? Which one would he make Quinn wear?

After the appropriate amount of time, Quinn set the shower running, let the water heat, the room filling with steam. When the shower was heated Quinn stepped in, taking the bottle of soap, the shaving gel, and the pink razor with him, ready to finish his dare.

The water flowed over him, rinsing him clean, the cream sloughing off as though he were shedding his old skin, his old self, becoming someone new. He filled his palms with soap and began to wash, and he felt… reborn.

He was changed, his skin so smooth and soft it felt almost unreal. He was suddenly changed, the slim, petite boy gone, replaced with someone softer, smoother, prettier. He stared down at his body and blinked, blushing, head spinning.

His legs, never overly hairy, were suddenly smooth, flawless, long and full-figured, sexy, and so utterly sensitive and sensual as he ran his soapy hands over them. Quinn shivered, biting his bottom lip, a soft whimper of delight.

His hands ran up and down, washing himself clean of the last traces of the cream, the last traces of his hair, the last traces of the old him, embracing the new, softer, prettier, sexier version of himself. He giggled, head spinning, suddenly happier than he could remember feeling for a long time. Had Franklin known he would feel this way? What would Franklin think when he saw his best friends new, soft, smooth body? What would he say? What would he do?

The thought made Quinn’s belly flutter. He imagined wearing the lingerie, and he was suddenly eager to have the shower finished so he could try the items on, see how it felt, how he looked.

As he finished rinsing himself he turned and picked up the shaving gel and the razor. He still had a few, sensitive, places to do before he was truly finished. His dick throbbed at the thought.

Quinn dispensed a small dollop of gel into his palm and began to lather his dick and balls with foam, the sensation of stroking them, lathering them, making him moan. He imaged being sexy, pretty, dressed up, and his balls tightened. He had work to do though, and so he pulled his hands away, struggling to control himself. Taking a deep breath, steadying his hands, he put the razor to his small dick, and began to rid himself of the last of his body hair.

The razor slipped over his skin, caressing his hard dick, the cool metal of the blade cutting away the last traces of body hair, and Quinn worked slowly, methodically, wanting to be utterly smooth and soft, wanting to look pretty. The hot water ran over his back, and he was blushing, breathing hard, heart thundering. He felt good, more than just aroused, but happy and joyful in a way he could not easily explain.

As he finished his front, utterly smooth now, even his dick somehow cuter and more feminine, prettier, smooth and soft and sensitive, he turned to begin on his butt crack, not sure why he was going that far, since there was no way Franklin would know, but… wanting to be smooth everywhere.

He lathered his crack with shaving gel, finger tracing over sensitive skin, teasing over his hole, his tight, virgin, entrance, and he whimpered, hips moving, pressing back, head spinning, curious. What would it be like to…

Quinn shook his head. What was happening to him?

He pulled his hands away, head-spinning, and reached behind with the razor to shed the very last traces of his body hair, eager to be utterly smooth and soft, thinking of the pretty lingerie he was going to wear.

The razor slid over his skin, his butt tingling, his hole suddenly tingling, the memory of his fingers teasing his hole. As he caught the last few hairs he set to rinsing the gel off, wiggling his hips, his butt smooth and soft and peachy, sexy, cute, girly. He felt reborn.
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Quinn towelled off, patting himself dry, then used the moisturiser he had been given by Franklin. The moisturiser left his skin soft and smooth, sensitive, tingling, and the air was heavy with steam and the sweet scent of the shower gel and the lotion, flowers and sweet fruits, musk, a definitely girly fragrance, but sexy, seductive. He blushed, feeling light-headed but good, body tingling, still horny, wiggling his hips and butt.

Once finished he turned his attention to the bag of lingerie Franklin had given him, the last part of his dare. Could he really do it? Could he really go that far?

He had to wear it, all of it, and… show it off, let Franklin see him in it. It felt like it was going too far but… part of him wanted to do it. Quinn had already worn pretty pink panties and enjoyed it, had now shaved his body smooth, was now soft, cute, feminine, would wearing stockings, heels, suspenders, panties really be going that much further?

He could not deny how curious he was, wondering how it would feel, how he would look. He was excited by the idea, his smooth, pretty dick throbbing.

“I could always just try them on and then… quit if don’t like how I look.” Quinn said to himself.

The thought reassured him. If he looked awful or silly, if he tried it on and didn’t feel confident or good, he could always quit before leaving the room. He didn’t need to go through with the dare but still… there seemed no reason not to satisfy his curiosity now he had come this far.

Grinning, the back of his neck tingling, Quinn moved to the bag set down by the door, and opened it. There was only one set of lingerie inside, the white set. Quinn blushed. He had admired that set when Franklin had bought it, thought it cute, innocent, virginal, just like him. Had Franklin seen him admiring it? He had noticed his reaction? Is that why he had given him that one, or was there another reason?

Shaking his head, knowing there was no point wondering, eager to see how the lingerie felt, to see how he looked, he reached in and pulled out the items, a pair of white seamed stockings with lacy tops, a matching white suspender belt, reinforced around the waist to give him even more curves, white panties, tiny and silky, sexy, and, finally, a pair of white heels. The heels made his heart skip. They were the very definition of ‘come fuck me’ heels… just thinking about wearing them made Quinn blush and whimper, biting his bottom lip as he squirmed.

He put the heels, panties, and suspenders down, and turned his attention to the stockings first. He rolled one up and lifted his left foot, slipped it into the stocking, the silk caressing his smooth skin, soft and sensual, hugging him, the sensation so much more pleasant with soft skin that Quinn wondered if it might be more fun to keep his body this way. Wearing shorts might be interesting but the thought of keeping himself pretty made him smile.

He tugged the stocking up slowly, unfolding it over his calf, knee, thigh, the fabric snug, tight, hugging his leg, shaping it, making the smooth, soft, sensual flesh look pert and sultry, inviting, sexy. Quinn blushed, tugged the stocking high, a tacky strip inside the lacy trim that adhered to his flesh, and he smiled at how they held themselves up.

“So that’s what a hold-up is.” Quinn said, admiring the simple ingenuity.

Quinn wouldn’t need the suspenders, but he would still wear them. He wanted to feel them, see how he looked in them, wanted to see how the reinforced waist would draw his middle in, making his hips and ass seem fuller, giving him girly curves.

Quinn grabbed the second stocking, bunched it up, and slipped his right foot in. He pulled it up, slipping it over his smooth, soft, sensitive calf, over his knee, up over his thigh. Tugging it into place he grinned, feeling warm and giddy. With both stockings in place, he checked the seams on the back, making sure they were straight, admiring his legs, how long and curvy they were.

For the first time in his life he felt sexy, really sexy. Hot and cute. Giggling, he turned and picked up the suspenders, excited to see how they too would feel. It took Quinn a moment to figure out how to wear them, but once he did he slipped them on, tugging the waist in tight, feeling it cinch his middle, making his hips seem wider, his ass fuller, giving him curves.

With the suspender belt on Quinn fiddled with the straps, attaching them to the tops of the stockings, lifting them up, a window of bare flesh, smooth, soft, sensitive, showing between his stocking and his suspenders. He looked trim and petite, sexy, smooth and soft, feminine, cute, and he felt happy.

Quinn turned next to the panties, stepping into them, tugging them up his stocking-clad legs, pulling them into place, the fit snug and soft, caressing him, lifting his butt and shaping it to make it look pert and round and sexy. His dick throbbed, swelling, but remained neatly inside his panties, and for the first time in his life he felt glad for his small, cute size.

Finally, Quinn picked up the white high heels, slipping them on his feet. It took him a moment to find his balance, the heels high, and the way they made him stand unusual, but after a time he found the knack of balancing in them. Blushing, nervous, he turned to face the mirror, turned to face himself, his new self.

As Quinn looked into the mirror he froze, eyes wide, and his blush deepened. He was wearing only the panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, smooth now, soft and hairless, and he looked… stunning.

Quinn giggled, unable to contain his joy. He wiggled his hips, watching his reflection. He had never really liked how he looked, always hiding in baggy clothes, but now, seeing himself like this, he felt a tide of joy unlike anything he’d felt before.

He was cute, pretty and sexy. He was…

“Beautiful…” Quinn said.

His freckled cheeks were deep pink and they ached from the constant wide smile he wore. He was almost felt close to tears.

He’d always been small and slim, toned, petite, never quite like other boys, but in the lingerie his body looked perfect. The stockings shaped his legs, making them seem long and sexy, smooth, and the suspenders shaped his thighs, cinching in his waist to make his figure curvy and seductive, wide hips and a pert butt, which was only emphasised by his snug little panties. Even the bulge of his hard cock seemed cute.

It was the heels thought that seemed to really change things. The way they made him stand, the way they lifted his butt, shaping his legs, it made him look wanton, sexy and hot. He bit his bottom lip. Even his face seemed prettier, his smooth, slim chest adorable with cute pink nipples.

His head spun. He had to finish his dare, and he knew now that having seen himself, how hot he looked, he couldn’t resist finishing it. Would Franklin think him as hot as the girls in the photos on his phone? Why did that thought excite him? What would Franklin say?

Quinn giggled at the thought. He wasn’t sure how his best friend would react, and even though part of him was scared, he couldn’t wait to find out... 


Seven

“Franklin?”

Quinn called out from the bathroom, his voice echoing down the hall. He was nervous, his heart thundering, and his words sounded small and fragile.

“Yeah? Are you okay? Do you need anything?”

Franklin replied from further down the hall, out of sight, a catch in his voice. Quinn smiled, reassured that his friend was still out there, just hearing his voice putting him at ease.

He was dressed in the panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, a set of sexy, feminine, white lingerie, like a virginal bride on her wedding night, and the thought made him blush. He was squirming, barely able to stand still, wiggling his hips and ass, relishing the sensation of being smooth, soft, girly, sexy, pretty. The feeling of his smooth, stocking-clad thighs rubbing together sending a shudder of electricity up his spine, and his cock throbbed, hard, snug in his panties.

“Yeah, I’m… I’m fine, and I don’t need anything. It’s just… I’m all done.”

There was a pause, the silence almost deafening.

“How… how is it?” Franklin asked.

Was his voice shaking? Why was he sounding so nervous?

Quinn was quiet for a moment as he considered the question, how best to answer it without revealing the truth, without revealing how much he was enjoying being pretty. He blushed, bit his bottom lip, giggled.

“It’s… it’s fine. It all fits. I just… I’m ready for you to see me but… you have to promise not to laugh at me. Okay?”

Franklin laughed, suddenly, brightly.

“Laugh at you? That’s… you should know I’m not going to laugh at you, but I promise. And once you see… well… just come into my room and you’ll realise you don’t need to worry. I promise…”

Quinn smiled. Just hearing Franklin’s reassuring words put him at ease. He was his best friend, and he trusted him, knew he would never hurt him, yet still… he was scared. What if Franklin laughed, or thought he looked silly? What if this was all a prank?

Quinn liked how he looked, how it felt to be smooth and pretty and soft, sexy. His head was spinning. It was too late to go back now, to pretend this had never happened, and now the door was open he knew there was so much more to explore, to discover. If Franklin laughed, if he thought Quinn looked silly or ugly then… what would that mean?

Quinn wanted his friend to see him, wanted him to accept him, but it was more than that. Remembering his photos on his best friend’s phone Quinn squirmed. He wanted Franklin to think him hot, and the realisation made him blush. What was happening to him?

“I’m… I’m coming then.” Quinn said.

It was now or never. He needed to be brave, to face his new future head-on, no matter what happened.

Quinn opened the door and stepped out, wobbling in his heels. He took slow, careful steps, trying to emulate the sexy women he had seen in movies and on television, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, wiggling his hips and ass. He was precarious, like a newborn faun, but he just needed practise—the thought of practising to walk better, sexier, in heels made him smile, giggling.

He walked down the hall to Franklin’s room and stopped just outside. He took a deep breath.

“Ready for me?” Quinn asked, voice soft, quiet.

There was a pause, the shuffling noise of movement.

“Ready…” Franklin said.

There was an unmissable shy nervousness in his voice that Quinn recognised well. Why? Quinn shook his head. Maybe he was imagining it?

He stood up straight, shoulders back, butt out, and stepped into Franklin’s room, shaking his hips and ass, trying to look his best, sexiest, prettiest. He looked across the room, saw Franklin, waiting for him, watching him, a terrified expression on his pretty face… and Quinn just froze.
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Franklin was stood by his bed on the far side of the room, a nervous, almost terrified expression on his face, and he looked… stunning.

“SURPRISE?” Franklin said, his voice loud, a forced cheer, but nervous.

He was wearing the pink lingerie, the heels, seamed stockings, suspenders, panties, a matching set to Quinn’s but bolder, brighter, the pink so feminine and sexy. His body was even smooth like Quinn, shaved, soft and delicate and girly, wide hips and a plump, pert ass, long legs, a slim, toned chest. Even his nipples looked somehow more sexual given the lingerie he was wearing.

It was more than that though. His hair had been styled, a cute feminine fashion, almost like the character Noir from their favourite game, Franklin looking tall in his heels, pale, with subtle sexy curves.

Quinn blinked, unable to believe what he was seeing, unable to deny the reaction it was having on him, his chest tight, belly fluttering, heart racing.

Franklin was even wearing make-up, dark and gothy, like the dark, heavy make-up Noir wore, his lips deep red, almost black, with black and pink eyeshadow, heavy black lashes, even mascara. He looked… beautiful.

Quinn felt his cock harden and he blushed.

“What? I…” Quinn was lost for words.

Franklin’s forced smile faltered. He blushed, lifted his arms to cover himself as best as he could.

“You hate it don’t you? You hate me? I thought…”

“No!” Quinn said, refusing to allow Franklin to say more. “of course I don’t hate you. I was just… surprised. I thought I was… that it was just me that would be wearing this. You look… you’re so pretty…”

Franklin’s blush deepened. His smile returned, and with it that nervous, coy, shy expression that made Quinn’s heart flutter, and Quinn felt a swell of affection and desire and things… clicked.

He was attracted to his best friend. The way he felt when he was with him, close to him, when they spent time just the two of them, when he made him laugh or smile… and now, seeing Franklin like that, looking so… hot, he could no longer deny how he felt.

“Really?” Franklin said. “You don’t hate me? You don’t think I’m horrible or a freak?”

Quinn shook his head.

“I could never think that about you.” Quinn said. “You’re beautiful, and hot.”

Franklin giggled. He looked at Franklin, looking him up and down, his expression changing. Franklin realised suddenly that he was hard, that his cute little dick was hard in his panties, that Quinn would see, yet, for some reason, that only excited him further.

Quinn watched his best friend closely, saw him smile as his eyes roamed his body, running up from his heels, over his smooth, stocking-clad legs, his gaze almost a caress, his smile broadening as it roamed over the bulge of Quinn’s cock in his white panties. Franklin looked up and bit his bottom lip blushing.

“You… you look pretty hot too.”

Franklin’s blush deepened.

“I have a confession.” Franklin said.

Quinn waited. He looked over his friend, so sexy in the bright pink lingerie, and as his gaze roamed up and down he could not help but notice the small, subtle bulge in his best friend’s panties. Was he hard too?

“I… I’ve kinda wanted to see you in something like that for a while.” Franklin said.

Quinn blinked. His head spun.

“You saw the photos on my phone? Well… I… I just, sort of, couldn’t stop thinking about it, about… you. Is that wrong?”

Quinn giggled. He shook his head.

“No, I mean… I guess not. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying how it felt, if I said I didn’t like how I looked, so… I can’t really say I mind. Plus… I get to see you, and… you do really look hot.”

It was Franklin’s turn to giggle, to blush.

“Just… one thing.” Quinn said. “Your make-up, and your hair. And… the way you’re standing in those heels…”

Franklin’s blush spread and he looked suddenly abashed. He moved, wiggling, taking a few steps in his heels, his hips swaying, ass jiggling, his movements graceful and feminine and alluring, sexy, wanton. Quinn could barely believe how sexy his best friend looked.

“You like how I look?” Franklin asked.

Quinn nodded. Franklin giggled, the sound light and playful, almost… flirtatious.

“Well… this isn’t my first time.” Franklin said. “You remember those photos on my phone?”

Quinn nodded again. He remembered the photos, the hot girls dressed in skirts, lingerie, long socks, panties, heels, boots, all of them posing, many of them with their faces hidden though some with their faces on show, beautiful eyes and lip, make-up not dissimilar to Franklin’s.

“Well… more than a few of those were of me.” Franklin said. “When you were looking through them I was nervous you’d recognise me, but… when I saw your reaction, when I saw how you looked at the photos of me all dressed up… well, I couldn’t help but come up with a little plan, just to see…”

“You… you wanted to show me?” Quinn asked.

Franklin nodded.

“And I wanted to see how you’d look.” Franklin said.

Quinn couldn’t help but smile.

“And you like how I look?” He asked, a flirty smiled.

Franklin nodded again. Quinn blushed, squirming, belly fluttering, feeling giddy.

“There’s just one problem though…” He said. “I don’t have any make-up.”

“You don’t…” Franklin said.

“I dare you to make me as pretty as you can.” Quinn said, smiling.
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Franklin accepted, eagerly, grinning.

“Sit down then, and let’s get started. I have just the most perfect look in mind. You’re going to look beautiful.” Franklin said.

The way he spoke, his words, the way he looked at Quinn, all of it left him giddy and blushing. Franklin moved across the room, graceful in his heels, hips swaying and ass wiggling, and Quinn watched him go.

“You need to show me how to move like that too. You’re stunning…” He said.

Franklin giggled, smiling. He gave an extra little wiggle, his ass facing Quinn, and Quinn couldn’t help but admire his best friend’s smooth long legs, his pert smooth ass. His dick throbbed in his panties. What would it be like to touch him, or to be touched by him…

“We can work on that. I think I’d quite like to watch you strut around a bit, wiggling, but first we need to do your make-up. I can do it for you, this time, and talk you through and then next time… if you want there to be a next time… I can help while you learn to do it yourself.”

Quinn flushed. The thought of there being a next time, another chance to dress up cute, sexy, pretty, wear sexy girly lingerie with his best friend, made Quinn smile.

“Yeah… that… that sounds nice.”

Franklin nodded, blushing, grinning, both boys still oddly shy despite their undress, the compliments they had shared. Neither could keep their eyes of the other, glances that were far from subtle, roaming legs, asses, hips, the small, cute bulge of cock in panties, the smooth slim chests, pink nipples, their pretty faces.

“Right… so… just err… sit, and I’ll do my best. You just need to make sure to sit down.”

Quinn nodded, did as he had been told. He sat in the chair Franklin indicated, settling down as his best friend gathered a wide selection of brushes and make-up.

“Are these all Katie’s?” Quinn asked.

Franklin blushed, giggled, bit his bottom lip. He shook his head as he chose the best colours to compliment Quinn’s complexion and hair and eyes.

“No, these are mine. I might have bought a few things over the last few months.”

Quinn’s head was racing. It was such a dirty, naughty secret that Franklin had been hiding, but he felt overjoyed that he was sharing it, that he was now part of it. It was fun, and harmless, sexy even, and his mind was full of images, questions, urges…

“So you’ve… you’ve got more things to wear then?”

Franklin chose a set of glittery eyeshadows to start, pinks and silvers, with dark mascara and eyeliner. He set about applying them, talking Quinn through what he was doing.

“I have a few more things… and if you want, after this, I might have a little something extra for you… I might have bought it for you a few weeks ago because I couldn’t stop thinking about you wearing it.”

Franklin’s voice was soft, nervous, almost timid. Quinn blushed, flattered. His best friend really had been thinking about him like that… thinking about him dressing pretty, smooth. Had he known how good he would look, how good it would feel? What else did Franklin have planned?

Quinn struggled to keep still as Franklin applied the make-up, the eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, adding highlights to his cheeks and jaw, a foundation to make his skin glow. As Franklin worked Quinn couldn’t help but watch his friend, dressed in just the skimpy, sexy lingerie, his body smooth, soft, sexy, his hips, ass, legs, even the cute little bulge of his cock. How had never really appreciated how beautiful he was?

Or maybe he had? He thought back to the way he always felt around Franklin, the way Franklin made him feel when he laughed or smiled, the way he tried to make him blush, the way he had watched him when Franklin had thought he wasn’t being observed, admiring him, his poise, grace, the movements of his body, his face, those stunning eyes.

Maybe it had always been there, but it just took… this… to make him realise how he felt. He was very, very attracted to his best friend. Quinn blushed, suddenly hot and light-headed. Did Franklin feel the same way about him? What would that mean?

Finally Franklin moved on to lipstick, adding a cute pink glittery coat to Quinn’s lips, and as a finishing touch he added some product to his hair, styling it with more body and curl. Finally satisfied Franklin stepped back, looked down at Quinn, and smiled.

“You look amazing.” He said. “You want to see?”

Quinn nodded, eager to see how he looked with make-up on, smooth, in sexy lingerie.

“Please.” He said.


Eight

Franklin helped Quinn to his feet and turned him to face the mirror on the front of his wardrobe. Quinn looked and… froze, stunned by the image he was seeing, a young, pretty, sexy girl in lingerie, his reflection like someone new, someone better, someone he wanted to be.

Quinn smiled, giggled, and a rush of joy swept through him. His face was transformed, the eyeshadow making his eyes seem brighter, dusky, sexy and seductive, the colours matching his complexion perfectly, a blend of dark and light, glittery, girly. His eyes were outlined in heavy black eyeliner, making them seem larger, his lashes thick and dark and fluttery. His lips were painted pink, matching the shades of his eyeshadows, wet and glossy, glittery, plump and kissable, like the sexy ‘blowjob lips’ of porn stars, and the sight of them made his cute, smooth dick swell in his panties. Even his face shape seemed slightly altered, nose and jaw softer, cheeks higher and more refined, a subtle glow that made him seem radiant.

Quinn giggled, blushing, and he felt… beautiful. For the first time in his life he was happy with how he looked. With his white lingerie on he felt, and looked, like a virginal bride on her wedding night.

“I look…” Quinn faltered, lost for words, unable to stop grinning.

“Beautiful?” Franklin asked. “Sexy? Gorgeous? Stunning? Because that’s how I see you.”

Quinn looked up from his reflection to his best friend’s, the pretty tall boy in pink lingerie, makeup slightly darker, more brazen, a look of confidence in his eyes, a hunger Quinn hadn’t seen before. He looked so different in the girly lingerie with makeup on—confident and bold and happy. Quinn could not help but admire him, realising just how beautiful, how sexy, his best friend was. His cock throbbed even harder in his panties.

Had Franklin noticed? Why hadn’t he said anything?

Quinn's eyes slipped down, roaming over Franklin’s body, examining his best friend’s pretty reflection, and saw the subtle but obvious bulge there to match his own. Was that… was his best friend hard because of him, because of how he looked? Why did that thought excite him, make him happy?

Franklin stepped in close, pressing his body to Quinn’s. It was a natural gesture, but now, dressed as they were, smooth, soft, shaved, in sexy, skimpy, girly lingerie, matching, heels and stockings and suspenders and panties, it felt charged with something more, something potent and meaningful. Franklin's smooth, warm chest pressed into Quinn’s back and Quinn shivered, hands ran down his upper arms, slipped around his waist, arms hugging his round his belly, fingers caressing just barely above the waistband of his tiny, sexy panties.

“But then… I’ve always thought you were cute.” Franklin said.

Quinn blushed. He squirmed, pressing back into the hug, and he froze as he felt something small and hot and hard pressing into his butt. Was that… was that Franklin’s cock? Why did it make him feel week and fuzzy, his belly fluttering?

“Really?” Quinn asked.

Franklin nodded, grinning.

“Really.” He said. “But… what about me… do you think… do you think I’m cute?”

Quinn broke into a wide smile, nodding.

“You’re more than cute. You’re beautiful, sexy, stunning.” Quinn said.

Franklin blushed, the same coy, shy, timid look that Quinn so admired, only now it made his heart ache and his cock throb. Quinn blushed, head dizzy, almost breathless.

“You think… you think you could show me how you walk in those heels?” Quinn asked.

Franklin smiled. He nodded, grinning, blushing.

“I think I can do that, but first… it’s your turn. I dare you to put these on first.” Franklin said.

He was grinning, smiling, and he pulled something out from behind his back where he had been hiding it. Quinn’s eyes went wide when he saw what his best friend was holding.

Attached to a simple headband was a pair of white fluffy kitten ears with pretty pink lining. They were large, and perky, and utterly adorable.

“They’re just like…”

Franklin smiled.

“Just like Lilith’s, I know. I… I bought them a while ago, just because I saw them. I… I know how much you love Lilith and I couldn’t help thinking about how adorable you’d look in them.”

“You really think…”

Franklin nodded.

“Now… are you going to do your dare, or are you going to forfeit.”

Quinn grinned.

“Put them on.” He said.

Franklin gladly did as he was told. He slipped the headband onto Quinn's head, careful not to disturb his beautifully styled hair, and did his best to hide the band so that the ears look almost like they were growing out of Quinn’s head, a pair of cute, white cat ears.

Quinn blushed, smiled, grinning, almost deliriously happy. Franklin just stared at his best friend in the mirror, the pair both squirming, obviously both excited.

“You look amazing. Better even than I imagined when buying them.”

“Really?” Quinn asked.

Franklin nodded, blushing, biting his bottom lip. It was hard for him to even express how hot and sexy he thought his best friend was dressed as he was. It was his wildest fantasy come true, the pair of them in sexy, girl, pretty lingerie, Quinn with cute cat ears. There were just a few things missing.

“You know though…” Franklin said. “You look even better with a fluffy tail and a collar, just like Lilith.”

Quinn’s eyes went wide. He turned to face Franklin.

“You really think we could find something like that?”

His heart was beating fast, his body reacting to the words, a desire he had never realised he had suddenly bold and bright and loud at the front of his mind. Franklin giggled.

“I bet we could. Maybe this evening we could look for something…”

Quinn grinned.

“Yeah, and while we’re doing that we could find you something sexy, in black, so you can dress up just like Noir, with maybe some hot thigh-length heeled boots.”

Franklin bit his bottom lip hard, whimpering.

“You’d look hot in something like that. We could cosplay together.”

“I… I’d like that.” Franklin said.

“First though. You need to teach me to walk in these heels.” Quinn said.

Franklin laughed.

“Yeah, sure. It’s easy once you know how, and… well, I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t enjoy watching you wiggle around my room in just skimp lingerie.”
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Franklin told Quinn what to do first, explaining how to walk in heels in detail, then showed him, walking across the bedroom in his heels and stockings, suspenders, panties, making sure that his best friend watched him. Franklin made sure to give his best wiggle, his hips swaying from side to side, ass jiggling, and as he turned to walk about he could not help but smile at Quinn’s expression, his reaction, the obvious, cute little bulge in his pretty white panties.

Dressed up as he was, with the cute kitten ears on, Franklin was struggling to focus. He wanted to leap on his best friend, feel how soft he was, caress him, touch him, be touched by him, bite him… and so much more. Just imagining it made his cock throb hard in his panties.

“So, you think you can do that? You’ll be wobbly to start, I know I was… I fell over more times than I can tell you, but with practise you’ll get it, and you have me here to help you!” Franklin said.

Quinn smiled, blushing, nervous, but glad for his best friend’s reassurances. He wanted to do well at this, to look as pretty and sexy as Franklin. It was hard to explain, but for the first time he cared about how he looked, how Franklin saw him, and he just wanted to be… cute.

“Yeah… I mean… if you’re happy to help me I think I can get it. I… I’m looking forward to giving it a go. If I can look even half as sexy as you do then I’ll be happy.”

Franklin blushed a deep pink, giggling.

“You think I look sexy?”

Quinn nodded.

“I do, but… no getting distracted. You said you’d help me remember.”

Franklin chuckled. His head was spinning, dizzy, belly fluttering.

“Yeah… sure… sorry.” He said.

Quinn chuckled.

“Don’t apologise silly!” He said. “And maybe once I get the hang of it I can give you your next dare.”

Franklin giggled again.

“You’re on.” He said.

Quinn smiled, then took a deep breath and stepped off. He looked ahead, shoulders back and standing straight, aware of his cute little ears on his head. He put one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, and walked in a straight line, looking forwards.

Quinn made sure to do as Franklin had told him, showed him, letting his hips roll, his butt wiggling, his stocking-clad thighs rubbing together. His smooth cock throbbed hard in his panties.

It was easier walking in heels this time, thanks in part to Franklin’s advice, but also due to the fact that Quinn was more comfortable, more confident, feeling sexy and alluring, flirtatious, head buzzing, belly fluttering. He giggled, blushing as he walked, head light.

He found the knack of walking in heels, always heel to toe, a careful moment of balance as each foot was put down in front of each other, his hips rolling, ass swaying, and he could not help but imagine how it might feel with a cut fluffy tail to match his ears, a cute collar on his neck. Quinn turned and walked back, grinning, giggling, blushing, and the look on Franklin’s face told him he was doing well, his best friend struggling not to stare as his ass, hips, long legs, his gaze even lingering on the cute little bulge in his panties.

Quinn’s mind wandered. How would it feel to walk around like this while dressed as a cute schoolgirl? His favourite outfit for Lilith was a sexy, skimpy schoolgirl outfit, with a cute pleated plaid skirt. How would it feel to strut around in sexy heels wearing something like that, with ears and a tail, a collar, like his favourite video game character? Would Franklin think him sexy? Would he want to…

Quinn’s mind had drifted and he tripped, almost falling, but Franklin moved quickly and was there to catch him, holding him up, their bodies pressed close together. Quinn’s heart was racing, with more than the thrill of almost tumbling, his breath caught as he looked into his best friend’s eyes, his bare, smooth chest against him, both of them smooth, pretty, in just lingerie.

Quinn could feel Franklin’s heart beating hard in his chest, and as he helped him to his feet he felt the small, cute hardness of his best friend’s cock brush against his, only the layers of their panties separating them.

Quinn gasped, bit his bottom lip, a rush of pleasure, and he could see from Franklin’s expression that he had experienced similar. Quinn giggled.

“I think I almost had it until I tripped.”

Franklin nodded, staring into his best friend’s eyes, face close. He was blushing, breathing hard.

“You did.” He said, blushing. “You looked… you looked really hot.”

Quinn smiled, a tightness in his chest, belly fluttering. His body felt hot, light, a tingle running over his smooth skin. Franklin looked so cute and he felt pretty, sexy, more confident and playful than he could ever remember feeling.

Franklin stared at Quinn, blushing as he realised what he was said, speaking the words he had felt for so long out loud. He had always thought Quinn would look amazing dressed in lingerie, smooth, pretty, sexy, like Lilith or some of his favourite models, but seeing Quinn now he knew he’d been wrong, a fool.

Quinn didn’t look amazing. He looked… stunning, breathtaking, beautiful and joyful and sexy. Seeing his best friend smiling, seeing him smooth and feminine and cute, it was almost too much. Franklin’s cute little cock was so hard it almost hurt. Being dressed as they were, a matching pair, both soft and sensitive, smooth, pretty, it was almost too much, and cute little kitten ears were everything Franklin had dreamed they would be. It was… beyond his wildest dreams, his wildest fantasies.

“You think I’m hot?” Quinn said, giggling, blushing.

Franklin nodded, blushing along with his best friend, biting his bottom lip, feeling shy, coy, but also excited. The two stood close, their bodies hot, smooth, tingling, dressed in heels, stockings, panties, suspenders, a matching pair in pink and white, the only difference the cute kitten ears Quinn was wearing. Even their makeup was similar, sexy and brazen, just a hint of slut.

“Yeah… I mean… you look really good.” Franklin managed to mutter.

Quinn grinned. He wiggled his hips, watching Franklin, seeing how his friend was reacting to him. He felt suddenly bold, naughty.

“You know, it's your dare now…” Quinn said, letting the words hang in the air.

Franklin nodded. He stood frozen, a look of fear and… something more, almost trembling.

“I dare you…” Quinn said, grinning. “To find out just how soft my body is, while you let me see just how soft you are.”

Franklin’s blush deepened.

“You… you dare me to touch you?”

Quinn nodded, grinning, blushing, a look of excitement and embarrassment.

“And you dare me to let you touch me?”

Quinn nodded again. He was blushing, but grinning, squirming, wiggling his hips and ass. The cute little bulge of his cock in his panties throbbed, hard, at the thought of what the two were about to do.

“Unless you want to forfeit.” Quinn said.

Franklin giggled. He shook his head.

“Not a chance.” He said. “Which means…”

He moved forwards, slowly, stepping towards his best friend, strutting in his heels and lingerie, biting his bottom lip. A single quick shiver ran down his spine, and he lifted his hands towards Quinn’s hips.


Nine

Quinn shivered as Franklin’s hands caressed his sides, running up over his hips to his waist, fingertips brushing over his smooth, soft, sensitive skin. Quinn stared into his best friend’s eyes, beautiful and mysterious, so pretty with the makeup on, and knowing that Franklin was seeing the same, that he too was beautiful, with dark full lashes, pretty glittery eyeshadow, outlined with deep black that flicked out at the outer corner, made him feel giddy, happier than he could easily describe.

Quinn lifted his hands and ran them over Franklin’s upper arms, running them down, the touch light, teasing, flirtatious. Franklin shivered, blushing, the beautiful coy look that always made Quinn’s heart melt. Quinn moved closer, bodies just barely touching, running his hands down, slipping them around Franklin’s waist as Franklin ran his hands lower, to Quinn’s hips.

“Like… like this?” Franklin asked, his voice quiet, breathy, soft, shaking.

Quinn nodded, blushing, hot, head spinning.

“Yeah… but… you can feel more of me too, if you want. Make sure I’m smooth all over. I mean… that’s what the dare is. And… and you have to let me touch you too.”

Franklin giggled again.

“You can touch me.” He said.

As though to encourage his best friend Franklin let his hands roam, slipping around from his hips to his upper thighs, stroking, caressing over the straps of the suspenders, bare smooth skin, the tops of the lacy stockings. Quinn moaned, squirming, wiggling his hips, and stepped closer to Franklin, pressing his body against his best friend’s, the two pressing into each other, their faces inches apart, staring into each others’ eyes.

Quinn let his hands slide up, caressing Franklin’s back, watching as Franklin blushed deep pink, biting his bottom lip. His hands stroked down, slipping over Franklin’s lower back, over the waistband of his panties, and onto his ass, squeezing gently, one hand cupping each cheek, fondling him.

Franklin moaned, whimpered, grinding his ass into Quinn’s grip, eyes heavy-lidded, still biting his bottom lip. Quinn squeezed hard, Franklin’s ass a smooth, soft, sensitive peach, the soft lace of the panties, pulling Franklin into him.

The two best friends moaned together as their cocks touched, pressing into each other, cute and smooth and hard inside their panties, Quinn pulling Franklin close, his hips moving on their own to feel the soft silk caress his dick, the twitching, throbbing hardness of his best friend’s erection.

Neither spoke. They stared into each other's eyes, as though hypnotized, fearful to break whatever spell had fallen over them.

Franklin's hands slipped up, encouraged by Quinn’s groping, and he reached around to Quinn’s butt, one cheek in each hand, so smooth and soft in the panties, his best friend so cute with the kitten ears on.

Quinn gasped as Franklin squeezed hard, his fingers teasing just barely along his crack, the tips just barely slipping under the fabric of his panties, tracing over smooth, pert skin. Franklin smiled, staring at his best friend. His hips moved on their own, cock rubbing against the silk of his panties, feeling the throb and twitch of his best friend’s cock, separated from his own by only two thin, flimsy layers of cloth, the fabric damp from precum.

His fingers snuck deeper, slipping in, tracing along the crack of Quinn’s ass. As Quinn squirmed his cute little kitten ears twitched, and Franklin felt his heart skip, his cute, small cock so hard it was aching, almost painful.

The two were breathing hard, hearts racing, their bodies hot, close, hands holding each other, exploring each other, heads spinning. Their lips were less than an inch apart, both frozen. Franklin giggled.

“You know, it’s your turn now.” He said.

Quinn blushed, nodded, eyes wide, small gasps and moans and he worked his hips in time with Franklin, their cocks pressed together, rubbing against each other. He seemed almost eager for his dare.

“Please… dare me…”

Franklin blushed.

“I dare you to kiss me.” Franklin said, voice small, afraid, almost terrified, yet with a note of hope.

Quinn did not need to be dared twice.
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Franklin remained still as Quinn leaned in closer, eyes locked. The space between their lips shrank, and then was gone—their lips met, for the first time, and they kissed, softly, tenderly, both timid and cautious and curious. Quinn moaned, his hips moving, and his grip on Franklin’s ass tightened.

“Like that?” Quinn said, pulling back slightly.

Franklin smiled, blushing, nodded.

“Almost, but… you don’t get off that lightly. If you don’t want to forfeit, you need to kiss me more.” Franklin said.

Quinn giggled.

“I can do that.”

It was Franklin’s turn to move. Before Quinn could react Franklin leaned in close, pressed his lips to his best friend’s, and they kissed again, their glossy, sparkling, pink lipstick coated mouths meeting.

This kiss was different though, less timid, less cautious, more demanding. Franklin kissed Quinn deep, with hunger and need, and Quinn kissed back with equal passion.

Franklin’s fingers squeezed, crept deeper, slipping under the fabric of Quinn’s panties as they both kissed, bodies close, hips working, their cute, hard, panty-clad cocks rubbing against each other. Franklin’s fingers slipped just barely into Quinn’s crack, caressing, teasing, playful and exploitative.

Quinn moaned, deeply, a whimper of pleasure and delight, and he kissed Franklin harder, a sudden hunger igniting within him. His lips parted and his tongue slipped out, licking over Franklin’s lips, pressing, forcing his best friend’s mouth open, and Franklin’s lips parted, their tongues meeting, lapping at each other, a deep, passionate, hungry kiss that made both of them gasp and grind their hips, breathy, heads dizzy.

“Fuck…” Quinn whimpered.

“Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop…” Franklin said.

Quinn nipped at Franklin's lip, his hands roaming his best friend’s soft, peachy ass. He smiled.

“It’s your dare.” He said.

Franklin blushed.

“What… what do you want…” Franklin whispered, voice breathy, cute, husky.

The pair were both breathing hard, cute dicks throbbing, pressed against each other, touching each other, Franklin’s fingers teasing in Quinn crack as Quinn’s hands mauled Franklin’s ass. Quinn just smiled.

“I… I dare you to take your panties off.” He said.

Franklin giggled. He moved, quickly, almost eager. He stepped back, strutting in his heels, and shimmied his hips, his pink panties slipping down his stocking-clad legs and landing in a bundle of silk at his feet.

Quinn stared wide-eyed as he looked at his best friend in all his glory, wearing only heels, stockings, suspenders, smooth, soft, pretty, his face made-up to emphasise his beauty.

“You are so hot.” Quinn said. “Can I… can I just…”

Quinn moved to step closer to Franklin but Franklin only giggled and stepped back, moving quickly out of Quinn’s reach. His hips swayed, his cute dick bouncing, ass jiggling.

“Nu-uh!” Franklin said. “You had your dare… now it’s my turn.”

Franklin smiled.

“What…”

“I dare you…” Franklin said, interrupting his best friend. “To take your panties off, and close your eyes, and keep them closed for one minute.”

Franklin bit his bottom lip, fluttering his eyelashes, coy, flirtatious. He watched Quinn, looking so sexy in his white lingerie set, his cute kitten ears, blushing, flustered, turned-on. Quinn nodded.

“Fine.” He said, smiling.
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Franklin watched as Quinn wiggled his hips, gripping the waistband of his panties, slipping them down. He was blushing, nervous, but he did not pause, his hand shaking as he tugged his panties down, letting them fall down his stocking-clad legs to his ankles.

Quinn stood as tall as he could, a look of embarrassment but also excitement, his dick hard jutting out, cute, smooth, throbbing. Quinn took one wobbly step, then another, stepping out of his panties, watching Franklin for a reaction, smiling, unsure.

As Franklin took in the gorgeous sight before him Quinn relaxed. His friend was clearly pleased by what he saw, by Quinn, aroused by him, and that fact reassured him, made him feel wanted, cute, sexy, hot.

“Eyes closed now.” Franklin said. “And count to sixty, slowly. No peeking before sixty.”

Quinn nodded. He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and stood, still, waiting. His cock throbbed.

Franklin subdued the urge to giggle, eager, excited. He stepped forward, towards his best friend, moving quickly, watching the subtle movements of Quinn’s lips as he counted.

His gaze slipped lower, over his trim, smooth, petite body, dress in the sexy lingerie, the matching white kitten ears, down, to his cock, cute and smooth, hard, a perfect, beautiful size. Franklin felt a hunger, a need, a craving.

As he reached Quinn, his friend shifting slightly as he felt Franklin’s presence, Franklin fell to his knees. The words nine, ten, eleven whispered softly.

Franklin stared at Quinn’s beautiful cock for a moment, throbbing, hard, cute, sexy, then leaned in close. He extended his tongue, pressed the tip to the base, and ran it up, quickly, wet, licking, to the tip, tasting his best friend’s precum for the first time, head-spinning, heart thundering.

Quinn whimpered, the counting pausing for a moment, hips thrusting into the air where Franklin’s mouth had been only moments earlier. Franklin smiled, grinning, blushing.

“Eyes closed.” He said.

“What…”

“Eyes closed!” Franklin said, teasingly. “You can open them on sixty and find out what I’m doing.”

Quinn took a deep breath as Franklin looked up at him, so cute in his white lingerie, smooth, pretty, the sexy kitten ears on. He was everything Franklin had always hoped for and more. He was perfect.

Quinn and Franklin knew each other better than anyone else, closer than even brothers. Franklin knew how awkward and shy Quinn could be, but how special he was. He knew he was a virgin, who had never even been kissed before, as was he, and Franklin was eager to take another first from his best friend, just as he wanted to give him another of his, feeling like a naughty predator, the seductive, powerful Noir.

Quinn whispered, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, and Franklin turned his attention back to his best friend’s cock. He put his tongue out again, licked from the base to the lip, slower this time, savouring the warmth and softness of his best friend's prick. Quinn gasped again, the count faltering for a moment, his hips thrusting on their own, as though his cock were searching for Franklin’s hot, tight, wet, virgin mouth. Franklin giggled, then pressed his lips tight, pink and wet and glossy, and leaned forward to press them to the head of Quinn smooth, cute cock.

Quinn moaned as Franklin kissed his pick, the kiss deep and hungry, the sensation unlike anything he had felt before, wet and hot and hungry, lips teasing over the head of his cute, smooth prick, parting slightly, warm breath. Quinn counted, slowly, not wanting the moment to end, subtle movements of his hips, thrusting.

Franklin pressed his head down, dizzy, heart racing. Quinn’s cock pressed against his lips, stretching them, his mouth tight and wet, eager to be filled, fucked. His tongue teased over the tip as it slipped deeper into his mouth, Quinn thrusting his hips as Franklin pressed down, fucking just barely into his wet, virgin mouth.

“Fuck…” Quinn whispered.

He counted. Franklin pressed on, the pressure growing, lips stretching. He moved his head up, then down again as Quinn thrust, hard, unable to control himself, desperate for more, aching to sheath his cute little cock in his best friend’s mouth. Franklin felt his mouth stretched, the head of Quinn’s prick forcing hips lips open, then suddenly, it was in, Quinn’s cock slipped between his lips, slipped into his mouth, and he sucked, lips wrapping tight, Franklin shuddering with pleasure as he moaned.

The sound was muffled by Quinn’s cock, filling Franklin’s mouth, his cock deep in his best friend’s mouth, and he continued to count. Quinn moaned, mind almost blank with pleasure, his cock hard, throbbing, drooling precum.

Franklin swallowed, the taste of Quinn bitter and salty, but pleasant, a reminder of the pleasure he was experiencing, the pleasure they were both experiencing. Franklin sucked, gently at first, then more eagerly. He bobbed his head up and down, Quinn’s hips thrusting, Franklin's lips tight and wet, mouth warm, sucking, tongue lapping.

Franklin's head was spinning and he wanted more. He sucked harder, let Quinn fuck his cock in and out of his mouth, his head slipping up and down, lips wet, tongue licking, mouth full of cock, so hard and smooth, feeling so sexy and naughty.

Quinn counted, forty-five, forty-six, and Franklin sucked, head bobbing up and down, spit wetting Quinn’s smooth, cute prick, tongue lapping, lips tight, mouth sucking. Quinn’s hips thrust, fucking his friend’s mouth, unable to stop himself. His cock swelled, throbbing hard. It felt so good…

Franklin sucked, head fuzzy, lost in the pleasure of the moment, the thing he had wanted and hoped for for so long finally happening, and it was better than he had ever expected, ever dared hope. Quinn whispered, fifty-five, fifty-six, and his hips thrust, cock slipping deep, his whole cock filling Franklin’s mouth, the tip just barely brushing against the back of his throat so that Franklin could swallow it easily. Franklin sucked, Quinn’s cock swelling, larger, harder, thrumming with the beat of his heart.

“Fifty-nine. Sixty.” Quinn said.

He thrust his hips, fucking his cute little cock into Franklin’s mouth, and opened his eyes.

“Fuck!”

Franklin looked up, meeting Quinn’s eyes, his mouth full of cock, and he sucked, hard, tongue teasing. Quinn looked so cute, face flush with pleasure, driven wild by the sensations, Franklin’s ministrations, his imagination as he kept his eyes closed, the perky kitten ears on his head twitching, body slim and smooth, his white stockings, heels, suspenders, his pretty makeup. The sight made Franklin moan, cock so hard it hurt.

“You look… fuck… I’m going to…” Quinn’s voice was drunk with lust.

His cock swelled, throbbed, hard, and he came, driven over the edge by the sight of Franklin on his knees sucking his cute little prick. He came, hard, cumming into Franklin’s mouth.

Franklin moaned, the sensation hot and sticky, thick, bitter, but amazing. He swallowed, eagerly, trying to keep up with the flow of Quinn’s cum, struggling to swallow all of it, lips tight, mouth wet, sucking, milking every last drop.

The sensation of Quinn cumming, seeing him, dressed in the pink lingerie, it was all so hot. Franklin felt his cock twitch, so close, swallowing Quinn’s cum, but… it was not enough. He whined, drunk with need and lust and pleasure.

He sucked, lapping every last drop of cum from Quinn’s dick, the pulled his head back, lips still tight, still sucking, the head slipping from his tight, pretty lips with an audible pop. Franklin giggled, grinned up at his beautiful best friend who he had just made cum with his mouth and still… he wanted more.

“Did you enjoy that?” Franklin asked.

Quinn nodded.

“It was… it was amazing.” He said.

He smiled, a look of mischief as he looked down at Franklin, seeing his hard cock between his stocking-clad thighs.

“But… this means it’s your dare next.”

Franklin smiled.

“I can count to sixty.” He said, teasing.

Quinn laughed. He blushed, shy, but also… hungry, a look of lust and desire in his eyes.

“No, not that.” He said.

Quinn stared down at Franklin, heart thundering. Could he really say it? Could he really do it? He swallowed the lump in his throat, knowing that it was what he wanted, and it was now, or never.

“I dare you to fuck me...” Quinn said.


Ten

“You… you want me to…” Franklin stared up at Quinn, eyes wide, trembling.

Quinn nodded.

“Not just want. I dare you. You have to do it unless you want to forfeit. You’re going to have to fuck me if you don’t want to lose. You’re going to have to put that pretty cock of yours inside me, and fuck me, and cum in me, if you want to keep playing.”

Franklin giggled, a nervous flustered blush. His eyes were wide, beautiful, his cock throbbing.

“You really want…”

“Yes! Now, are you going to do it or not?” Quinn asked.

There was a note of fear in his voice. It had taken courage for him to confess his secret desire and now he was terrified Franklin might reject him, might not want him. He bit his bottom lip, trembling, aching, a deep yearning inside him that he had not known before. He wanted Franklin to fuck him, to fuck his ass, to fill him with his cock, his cum, and it made him feel giddy and fuzzy to even admit it to himself. He wanted to be his best friend’s pretty, slutty kitten.

Franklin smiled. He nodded.

“Be a good kitten then,” He said. “And lie down on the bed.”

Quinn giggled, nodded. He did as was told, moving quickly, eagerly, strutting as best as he could to the bed, walking unsteadily in his heels, wiggling his hips and ass. Franklin watched him go, grinning, his cute cock throbbing, hard. He could still taste Quinn’s cum, lips tingling. It had felt good to be on his knees, sucking Quinn’s cock, and now… now he was going to get to fuck him, both of them sharing their first time together, dressed in lingerie, cute, soft, smooth, in matching pink and white outfits, Quinn with his cute kitten ears on, his sexy white heels.

Franklin moved slowly, rising to his feet, turning just in time to see Quinn sitting on the bed, moving slowly, deliberately, seductively, grinning, blushing, a beautiful virgin bride, cute kitten ears. Quinn stared at Franklin, breathing hard, clearly nervous, and, maintaining eye contact, spread his legs.

“Come get me then…” He whispered.

Franklin smiled.

“I just need one thing. You stay right there beautiful.”

Franklin moved quickly, strutting straight to his bedside table, opened his top drawer and rummaged beneath the top layer of socks and underwear, smiling as his hand closed on the familiar hard tube. He pulled it out and moved to stand between Quinn’s spread legs, looking down at him, his pretty face, his cute kitten ears, his smooth cock, wet with Franklin’s spit, his peachy smooth butt, his crack, just the barest glimpse of his tight, virgin hole.

“You look so perfect.” Franklin whispered.

“You do too. I… I’m really glad this is happening. All of this… it's hard to explain, but it just feels…”

Quinn paused, searching for words. Franklin smiled.

“Right?”

Quinn nodded, blushing.

“I know exactly what you mean. Doing this with you… this is like my wildest dreams coming true. I can’t believe it… I just… you make me so happy.”

Quinn giggled.

“Good. Now, why don’t you hurry up and make me happy? I want you inside me… please.”

Quinn pouted, putting on his best kitten eyes, a ‘cum fuck me’ expression. He wiggled his hips, his soft, smooth cock wiggling, hips swaying. He spread his legs wider, propped up on his elbows, looking up at his best friend.

The way they were both dressed, in lingerie, heels, makeup, having had his cock sucked for the first time, and now this, his first time and it was… it was Franklin, and he was going to have his ass fucked, was going to let his best friend cum inside him… it was almost too much. His heart was racing, head fuzzy, a sense of joy, his dick already beginning to harden again.

“Patience. I don’t want to hurt you. Why don’t you just lie back and let me warm you up.” franklin said.

Quinn did as he was told, lay back on his back on the bed, and he shivered as he felt hands run over his smooth, stocking-clad thighs. The hands crept up, towards his ass, his hole, teasing, and there there was a pause. He felt Franklin adjusting himself and there was a rustle of movement.

Franklin opened the bottle of lube and poured a generous dollop into the palm of his hand, slippery, wet, slick. He lowered his hands to Quinn's ass, his crack, his tight virgin hole, and, grinning, blushing, smeared the lube over his puckered entrance. Quinn jumped, a small yelp, a giggle, shivering, but did hot resist. Franklin worked his hand slowly, teasing, fingers just barely caressing over Quinn’s hole, and the soft, breathy sound of his pleasured moans was like music.

“Fuck… yes… that… it feels so good… I… I want you inside me.” Quinn said.

Franklin smiled, slipped the tips of his fingers up and held them at Quinn’s entrance. Quinn wiggled his hips, aching for more, and Franklin began to press.
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The way Franklin’s fingers felt, slipping along his crack, wet, slick, slippery, was a joy, a bright pleasure blossoming in Quinn’s belly. Fingers slipped up and down, tracing lightly over his virgin hole, teasing him, and he longed to be full, Franklin’s cock pressing into him, filling him, fucking him. He wanted his best friend to claim him, breed him like the slutty kitten in heat he was.

“More…” Quinn whispered.

Quinn shifted his hips, trying to slip Franklin’s fingers inside him, and he felt them pause at his entrance, pressing. Quinn worked his hips, fucking his virgin hole just barely onto Franklin’s slim fingers, the tips just barely entering him.

Franklin pressed, and Quinn felt his hole opening, stretched, pressure, there was a tiny hint of pain but it was buried under the torrent of bright, new, joyful pleasure. Franklin’s fingers slipped deeper, working the lube into his hole, teasing, Quinn’s virgin hole tight and hot, becoming stretched, lubed, slippery, gaping slightly.

Franklin worked his fingers deep, Quinn grinding his hips to feel more, his hole clenching, a knot of bliss blossoming inside him. Franklin fucked his fingers slowly in and out and Quinn could barely breathe. Franklin’s fingers slipped deeper, opening his ass, stretching him, making him wet, slippery, preparing him to be fucked, and he was eager for it, working his hips to feel more, desperate for more, his dick throbbing, growing hard, drooling precum as the knot in his belly tightened.

Franklin stared down at his best friend, mesmerized by the pretty, cute, sexy kitten, a virginal bride, legs spread, cock hard as he fucked his slippery fingers deeper. His cock throbbed, eager to feel the tight, slippery confines of his best friend’s virgin hole.

He eased his fingers out, slowly, teasing, delighted by the way Quinn responded to having his pleasure spots teased. His entrance glistened, gaping slightly, Quinn breathing hard, blushing, and Franklin moved his hand to his cock to stroke it, smearing it with a generous amount of lube.

“Please… fuck me… I need you inside me.” Quinn said. “I dare you to fuck me.”

Quinn giggled, spreading his legs, offering his ass, his hole, his virginity up to his best friend, a pretty, slutty, virginal kitten bride. Franklin did not need more encouragement.

He stepped forward, dressed in heels, stockings, suspenders, face pretty with makeup, and looked down at his best friend, his cute virginal kitten bride. He smiled, and shifted, gripping his smooth, cute cock with one hand, running the head up and down Quinn’s crack, the slippery head brushed over his hole.

The two friends both shivered with bliss, moaning together as the head of Franklin’s cock teased over Quinn’s slippery, gaping, virgin hole. Quinn shifted his hips, the sensation of his hole being stretched by the hot, throbbing head of his best friend’s cock too much. He pressed down, felt pressure, and without thinking Franklin thrust into the divine, slippery, tight hotness of Quinn’s ass.

His cock met resistance, too tight, and he pressed, firm, insistent, but gentle. Quinn ground his hips, eager to be full, fucked.

“Please…” Quinn whined.

Franklin pressed forward, the pressure and the tightness mounting. Quinn moaned, a twinge of pain, but too much pleasure to stop, his belly fluttering. He wanted to be Franklin’s slutty kitten.

The pressure grew, Franklin pressing his cock in, the tip just barely inside Quinn’s ass. Quinn pressed back, eager to be fucked, grinding his hips, his belly hot, heart racing, head fuzzy. Franklin’s cock eased deeper, the pair moaning, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, blissfully, Franklin’s cock slipped past Quinn’s inner ring, his virgin ass stretched, opening, slippery, hot, wet, and Franklin’s cock sank deep, filling him, claiming the pretty, slutty kitten’s virginity.

“Oh fuck… god… yes…” Quinn moaned.

He lifted his legs and wrapped them around Franklin’s waist, pulling him close, eager to keep his wonderful, pretty, smooth, cute cock inside him. He worked his hips, grinding on his best friend’s cock, wanting more. Franklin obliged. Thrusting deep, Quinn’s ass tight, slippery, hot, clenching around his cock, milking him, eager for his cum.

Franklin looked down at Quinn, smiled, blushing, unable to believe how lucky he was. All this because of a drunken game of truth and dare.

His best friend was so pretty, so sexy, so beautiful, smooth and slim, petite, with perfect subtle curves, dressed in sexy white lingerie, heels, matching his outfit, two pretty, sexy, friends, and he was getting to fuck him, the slutty kitten, fuck his tight ass, claim him, just as he had let his best friend claim his pretty mouth. It was heaven.

He pulled back slightly, slipping his cock out, and Quinn whined. His legs tightened, and he ground his hips and ass down, sinking himself onto his friend’s cock, the sensation of being filled, fucked, more wonderful than he could have ever imagined.

His entrance was stretched, his ass full, Franklin’s cock throbbing, and Quinn’s cock drooling precum as it twitched, swaying in time with his best friend’s gentle thrusting. Franklin worked slowly, gently, teasing his cock in and out, becoming gradually faster, his cock slipping further out, thrusting deeper, fucking harder, and Quinn let him use his ass for his pleasure, delighting in the way it felt to be fucked, a slutty little kitten being bred.

“Yes… fuck… that’s… just there… like that…” Quinn moaned.

Franklin watched his best friend writhing in pleasure, so pretty, so sexy, so perfect. He thrust deep, slipping his cock out, pressing it in, fucking deeper, harder. Quinn moaned, grinding his hips in time with Franklin’s thrusting, wanting more, his dick twitching as his best friend’s cock stretched his ass, fucked him, the head caressing his slick, slippery, sensitive inner wall, a bright knot of bliss unravelling.

He ground down, chasing the pleasure, wanting more, wanting to milk Franklin’s cock, make him cum, make him cum inside him, feel him cumming in his ass. He worked his butt up and down his friend’s cock as his friend fucked him, a slutty kitten getting fucked and loving it, cock drooling, a rising tide of bliss that was threatening to overwhelm him.

He worked his hips, timing his thrusts with Franklin’s, his cock fucking deep, hard, the head teasing over the knot of his pleasure, his legs wrapped around Franklin’s waist, pulling him in close. Franklin was breathing hard, the pleasure of his best friend’s ass, his tight, slippery hole clenching, milking his throbbing cock, watching his expression of joy, so pretty, so sexy, his cute dick drooling precum, throbbing.

“I’m close… fuck… you are so beautiful… you feel so good… I’m going to…”

“Cum… cum in me, cum in me, breed me, fuck me, make me your pretty kitten slut.”

The words came tumbling out of Quinn’s pretty mouth, drunk on pleasure, his words honest, baring his soul, his deepest desire. Franklin obliged, fucked him harder, deeper, the two working in time, thrusting, hips grinding, Franklin's cock fucking in and out of Quinn’s tight ass as Quinn rode up and down, both eager to experience more of the pleasure that was washing over them.

Franklin’s cock swelled, throbbing, and Quinn’s ass clenched tight, milking him as Quinn rode up and down, fucking back, delighting in how the prominent head caressed his slippery inner walls, stretching his hole. He thrust hard, deep, and held his cock there.

Quinn’s eyes went wide as he felt it, his best friend’s cock engorging, massive, filling him, throbbing, and then, suddenly, blissfully, he was cumming, cumming inside his ass, cumming while fucking him, breeding him, claiming him as his cute, pretty kitten slut. Quinn ground down, wanting more, wanting to feel all of it, the hot, thick, sticking sensation of his ass being filled with cum.

“Yes… fuck…” Franklin moaned as he held his cock deep, cumming inside his pretty best friend's virgin ass.

Quinn shivered, the sensation, the knowledge of what was happening, too much. His cock twitched, and he came, cumming as his friend came inside his ass, filling him, breeding him.

“Fuck!” Quinn cried out.

The two friends came together, the bliss of joy, love, pleasure, more than they could handle. It was more than they had ever imagined, and it was perfect.
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Franklin collapsed on top of Quinn as his orgasm began to subside. He smiled, and kissed his cute best friend, his kitten, his virginal bride except… he was no longer a virgin, at least in several major ways.

“That was amazing.” Quinn said.

Franklin smiled, panting, cock still throbbing. His cock was softening slowly, still deep in his best friend’s ass, the hot, sticky warmth of his cum oozing out.

“Yeah.” Franklin said, blushing. “It… it really was.”

The two kissed, savouring the moment. As they broke apart Quinn looked up at the beautiful face of his friend, his cock still inside his ass, wiggling his hips to savour every last sensation of this perfect first time.

“I’m glad this happened.” Quinn said.

Franklin blushed, that same coy, timid, shy look Quinn adored.

“I am too.” He said.

Quinn grinned, a look of mischief.

“So… if you’ve… if you’ve dressed like this before, do you have any more outfits?”

Franklin blushed, he nodded.

“A few, but… I have some more I was thinking of buying. If you want, we could have a look together, buy some matching outfits.”

“I’d like that.” Quinn said, wiggling his hips, ass full of cock and cum.

“And… if you wanted… we could even get you that tail and collar, and maybe… get me a cute black wig, maybe get you a cute pink one, and some outfits to match, so we could… dress up, together, and… take some photos.”

Quinn giggled.

“Oh, I’d want to do more than just take photos.” He said.

Franklin smiled. He blushed, suddenly coy.

“That reminds me.” He said. “It's your turn now… so… I dare you to fuck me next.”

Quinn’s eyes went wide. He grinned.

“You…”

Franklin nodded.

“I dare you to fuck me in the ass, cum in me, breed me… unless you want to forfeit?”

Quinn smiled, laughed.

“Oh, I’m not forfeiting.” He said. “In fact, I think we’re going to be playing this game for a long while yet.”

“Good.” Franklin said.

The pair embraced, grinning, hearts full of love and joy, and they kissed, excited for what the future held in store for them and their game of truth or dare…

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…


The Femboy Nextdoor
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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.


Healslut
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It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.

There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.

Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.

That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.

Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.


Confessions: Caught by my Step-Brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would...

Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.

Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.

When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?

When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever. Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother...


Femboy Reform School

Part One of the Complete 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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