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CONFESSIONS

Caught by my Step-Brother

A Brand New First Time, Crossdressing, Taboo Erotic Novella by Keary Hayes!

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...


Chapter One

I stopped outside the modern apartment building and looked up at the walls of glossy steel and glass and concrete, far sleeker and fancier than our dull suburban family home, then double checked the address. It was right.  This was the right place.  This was where my brother, my step-brother, lived, and I felt a twinge of pride to see he was living somewhere so beautiful, that he’d done so well for himself—I’d always known he was going to make something of himself, he was too special, too smart and charming to waste away in our small, dead-end home town.

My phone said it was still early, too early for him to be home from work yet, so I rummaged in my rucksack for the keys he’d sent me, and found them in a side pocket.  I slipped the rucksack up across my shoulders, then climbed up the pristine front steps to the large glass front doors.  It took me a second to find the right key, my hands fumbling for a moment, suddenly nervous and excited at the thought of seeing Warren again after the long summer. 

It had been too long since we’d seen each other, since we’d spent time properly together, years in fact, and I’d missed him more than I’d thought possible.  Sure, we’d seen each other on holidays, but it just wasn’t the same. 

As I pushed open the front door to the apartment building and stepped inside, making my way along the hallway to the elevator, I reminisced about the last time we lived together, when Warren was 18 and I was almost 17.  Our parents had only been married for a few years, but we’d already grown close, as close as real brothers, quickly bonding over shared interests, our personalities complimenting each other, like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, and we’d quickly put our parents fears of a fractious, rebellious, hostile household to rest.

In the weeks after he’d gone I’d moped, not really knowing what to do with myself, but it had soon enough become the new normal, even if the new normal was a bit less cheerful, colourful, and fun.  I mean, sure, we’d had online games and voice chat, often playing into the early hours together, chatting about our days, laughing, neither of us wanting to have to give in and go to bed, but, well… it just wasn’t the same as having him around in person.

A year later I’d gone off to college too, at the other end of the country.  We’d still chatted often, gaming together or just talking while studying or doing chores and other stuff, but it was less often, less regular.  We both had our own lives. 

It had changed when Warren met Emily.  She’d wanted more of his time, more of his attention, so we’d only managed to game together once every week or so, though we’d still send emails and messages throughout the day, telling each other about our day, sharing gossip and jokes, funny things we’d seen online.  It had been hard for me, not having Warren to chat to most nights, but I’d tried not to be a burden.

Where he’d fit in easily at college, as I knew he would, the charming, handsome, tall, funny, smart guy, people eager to spend time with him, I’d found it harder.  I was almost his opposite, shy and awkward, the small slim nerd with long hair wearing oversized t-shirts and baggy hoodies to try to hide.  It hadn’t been the worst time.  I’d made a few friends, but I had been far from the life of parties and girls that popular culture made college out to be—I’d not even kissed a girl yet, though that didn’t really bother me.  I’d never really been that bothered about chasing girls, preferring to talk and laugh and get to know them, rather than engaging in chat-up lines and attempting to pick them up, and I’d made a few close female friends who I enjoyed flirting with, but nothing more.

It was when Warren stopped coming home for the holidays that I really started to miss him.  Emily, his girlfriend, had wanted them to spend time together over the holidays, but she’d also wanted to see her family, so Warren had gone with her, to see her family, only seeing us for a few days every few holidays at most.  It had hurt, but… he’d been happy.  And I wanted him to be happy. 

As the elevator arrived I stepped in and pressed the button for Warren’s floor.  The doors closed and the elevator began to rise.  I smiled, wistfully, remembering how he’d been happy, telling me all about his life and his plans.

I’d not seen him in person for over a year, and he’d been getting on with his life.  He’d graduated from college and landed a good job.  He’d got a new apartment in the city, and had even been thinking of proposing to Emily.  Seeing him so happy had filled me with joy, though there’d always been that small, core of… almost dread, knowing that things would never go back to how they’d been.  It was normal though.  Brothers grow up and grow apart, though that didn’t stop me missing him, and there was still that part of me that longed to spend time with him, that tiny voice jealous and envious of Emily, almost resentful… but if she made him happy…

As the doors to the elevator opened I stepped out, made my way along the hallway, counting door numbers until I found Warren’s apartment.  I fumbled with the keys, grinning, excited, and it took me a moment to open the lock.

In the end it had all collapsed.  He found out she’d been cheating on him with her boss, sleeping with an older, wealthier, married man.  It had broken him, devastated him.  I’d been there for him immediately, listening to him, letting him cry to me over the phone into the early hours, and I’d been happy to help, been happy to support him.  He was my brother and I wanted to help him, tried to cheer him up.

As I slipped in through the door, shutting it behind me, I paused.  Warren’s apartment was small but stunning, modern and clean and sleek, with large windows looking out over the city.  He was doing well for himself, he was mending, and I was finally here to help him, in person.

“Warren?” 

I called out, but there was no answer.  He was still at work, just as I’d suspected, but he’d be home within hours.  I felt a warm glow at the thought of him coming home to find me waiting for him, finally getting to give him the hug I’d been saving up for him, finally getting to see and talk with my big brother.

There’d been a small kernel of joy when Warren had told me that he’d broken up with Emily, and I still felt guilty about it, his misery bringing me happiness, but… I just wanted my brother back, and for too long it’d felt like she’d stolen him from me.  I’d never even met her but I’d never liked her.  She’d moaned when he spent too many nights talking with me, playing new games or running through old favourites together, and soon he’d stopped almost entirely, only able to find time while she was out of town with friends or off at a ‘business conference’ with her boss.

When they’d broken up he’d been able to spend more time with me and I loved it, loved having my brother back, my best friend, chatting, listening to him, hearing him laugh in those odd moments he forgot about the hurt she’d caused him. 

I dropped my rucksack and set off to explore the apartment, a spring in my step, a fluttering in my belly, excitement and happiness fizzing.  I’d graduated only a few weeks ago and, with Warren single again, without Emily demanding he dote on her, he’d invited me to come and stay, to see the city, to spend time together, just the two of us.  We’d be living together again, for a few weeks at least.  It would be like old times, and I couldn’t wait.  We’d even talked about me finding a job in the city, so we could be closer, so we could be back in each other’s lives.  I wanted to be there for him, to help him mend and cheer him up and now, finally, I was here, and I couldn’t wait to see him.

The apartment was clearly Warren’s, with several posters of his favourite movies and bands on the wall, but framed instead of just hung up, making the space seem more mature, adult, sophisticated.  I laughed, shaking my head.  My brother was an adult now.  He had a job, a home, a whole life, and then I giggled as I realised I too was an adult now, just setting off on my journey after college, and I remembered an odd phrase my mother had used, salad days, and I chuckled again, wondering what that even really meant.

We were no longer the silly teenage boys we’d been, but were both young men now.  Warren had even been almost about to get engaged, married.  The thought made my heart twang in the odd way it had when he’d first told me about his planned proposal, though less severe.  It hadn’t happened, yet, but I knew it was only a matter of time before he found someone who would appreciate how special he was.  He was too amazing to be single and unclaimed for long, and whoever it ended up being they were lucky, and I suffered another pang, jealousy, envy, but suppressed it.

Now I was out of college and in the city maybe I’d get to meet someone too, though I felt no real emotions about the idea of dating, finding a nice girl—rather I felt almost cold.  Still, the thought of going out to bars with Warren, hanging out, spending time together excited me and I was looking forward to that, and if we happened to meet girls then I’d not argue, even if I was hoping to have some time alone with him.

As I moved through the apartment my gaze caught on the side table, a folded scrap of paper with my name, Nathan, written on the front in my brother’s familiar scrawl.  I lifted the paper up, unfolded it, and read.   It was a note for me, from Warren, telling me he was sorry he couldn’t be here to meet me, but he’d try to get out early to come home.  He was excited to see me, glad that I was finally coming to stay, see his apartment and his new life, and he’d call to let me know when he was heading back.  I should make myself comfortable while I waited, treat it like my own home.  I put the note down, smiling.

Beside it were several framed photographs, one of our blended family, my mother and stepfather standing in front of a Christmas tree taken years ago, Warren and me standing in front of them, two dorky teenagers grinning in cheesy Christmas jumpers.  I felt a twang at my heartstrings as I recalled the pleasant memory.  There was another, of me and Warren at the beach on a family holiday before he met Emily, both of us returned from college for the summer.  We were laughing, splashing in the sea.  He was taller than me, broader, his short mop of curly auburn hair wet, bright grey eyes, his face wearing that same, easy, confident, handsome smile, wearing just shorts, slim and toned from his irregular sessions at his college gym.  Beside him I seemed smaller, my blonde hair long even then, grown down just past my shoulders, and I was in a baggy t-shirt and shorts.  I blushed, shook my head.  I’d still not gotten over my embarrassment at my petite frame, still favoured loose clothes, still swam with a t-shirt on.  I was smiling though, obviously laughing, enjoying myself, my green eyes sparkling.  I was happy then, really happy.

My gaze shifted, fell to a third photograph, the frame lying face down.  I lifted it to see Warren and… me?  No… that wasn’t right.  We were standing on a terrace looking out over a sunset, Warren looking older, with a short beard.  I had no memory of that.

It clicked suddenly and my blush deepened.  That wasn’t me.  That was… that was Emily?  The girl I’d never men, the girl Warren was going to marry, looked… she looked almost like me—slim and short, with big green eyes, long blonde hair.  She was obviously pretty though, and clearly feminine, where I wasn’t.  She was even wearing make-up, dressed in a thick jumper, grinning as Warren hugged her, beaming.  Bitch.

I shook my head.  She didn’t look anything like me really.  It was just at a glance, before I really thought about it.  Yet… her hair was styled, loose curls, where I never did anything really with mine, leaving it to frizz and grow wild, and she was wearing make-up, dark lashes and mascara, purple and black eyeshadow to make her green eyes brighter, with pink lipstick, and highlights and shadows on her cheek, but… there was something there, like… maybe a similarity?

Warren had never mentioned it.  He’d never even really described her now I thought about it.  None of us had ever seen her, not even a photo of her, and she’d never once even entertained the suggestion of visiting our family during the holidays.  Had he even noticed how alike his step-brother and his girlfriend were?

I laughed again, an odd, novel feeling, my blush deepening but not as though I was embarrassed, more… nervous, but also kind of flattered.  I supposed it was kind of a compliment. 

I stared at the photo for a moment longer, staring at the woman that broke my big brother’s heart, glaring daggers at her image.  She was definitely pretty, her petite frame and almost boyish features making her seem cute, but I knew too much about her.

“You had your chance, and you blew it.  He was too good for you anyway.  He’ll get over you and find someone better, someone who deserves him.”  I whispered, almost bitterly.

My heart skipped, an odd twang.  He really would find someone, eventually, and then… I pushed the thoughts out of my mind.  I was here for a few weeks at least, and I had him to myself again, at least for now.  It’d be like old time, back before he left.  It was going to be amazing and I’d been looking forward to if for ages.

If he did meet someone down the road then… so long as they made him happy, so long as they treated him well, then… I’d be happy for him, for them.  I just wanted him to be happy.

I turned away from the photographs and headed off to further explore Warren’s apartment, eager to learn more about this mysterious adult man my brother had become, yet, there was that odd niggling in the back of my mind, gnawing at my heart.  He was going to meet someone else eventually, someone who’d make him happy, and I’d lose him all over again.  My smile faltered and I felt a familiar sense of loneliness and sadness for just a moment before I forced myself to think about today, and tomorrow.  I forced myself to smile.  I wasn’t going to let anything ruin this time we had together.


Chapter Two

The sound of a key slipping into the lock and the door opening snapped me from the trashy film I was watching.  I sat up and turned towards the front door, sat at the end of the small hallway connecting to the living room. 

“Hi honey, I’m home!”  A voice called.

Warren’s voice.  I could even hear his smile. 

I jumped up and leaped over the back of the sofa, scrambling into a dash, running to greet him.

“You’re back!  You said you’d call.”  I said.

The door swung open and I saw Warren, my step-brother, by big brother, in the flesh for the first time in over a year.  I threw my arms open and leapt at him, embracing him in a ferocious hug, my feet off the floor.

“Whoa… someone miss me?”  He chuckled.

I just nodded, holding him tight, hugging him for a long moment.  He laughed again, lightly, then wrapped his arms around me, holding me, softly at first, then squeezing, hard.  He was stronger now, his arms thicker—he’d obviously been spending more time at the gym since he broke things off with Emily.

“I’ve missed you too.”  Warren said, voice quiet, sincere.

There was a moment of silence, both of us enjoying the closeness, and I could feel my big brother’s vulnerability, his emotions still raw and injured after his ordeal with the bitch.  As I hugged him I realised just how much I’d missed him, just how much I enjoyed being around him, just how much I appreciated him for the wonderful person he was.

Finally, eventually, reluctantly, I relaxed my grip on him, and he did the same.  He put me down, my feet back on the floor, my legs wobbling slightly.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and as Warren straightened back up I stared up at him.

He was a good four or five inches taller than me, just a hairs breadth above six foot tall, and was even broader now.  His grey eyes seemed blurred, and he blinked twice to clear them, his smile timid.  He looked vulnerable, the same kind, sweet brother I’d always known, but grown up now. 

“You grew a proper beard?”  I asked.

Warren nodded.  Reaching up to stroke it.  He looked more in control now, the vulnerability I’d glimpsed slipping below the surface, but his eyes always gave him away and I knew him too well.  There was pain there, and sadness.  I was going to fix that though, or I was going to break myself trying.  He was too good to be left suffering for what that bitch did to him.

“You like it?  I kind of think it suits me.”  He said—and overly formal and stiff note to his voice.

He stood up tall, shoulders back, deliberately poised, almost regal.  I knew he was joking about but it really did suit him and he looked… good!  He was handsome and charming and Emily was an idiot for not appreciating him.

“Yeah I do, I really do.  Makes you look older and more mature, but in a good way.”

Warren turned to look at me, grinning.  The beard really did look good on him, thick and deep auburn, emphasising his rugged, handsome features, matching his hair, grown a little long and wild, though still short compared to my long tangle of dirty blonde locks.  He was almost the opposite of me.  My face almost still smooth as a baby’s, and my features almost elfin, androgynous, almost cute, and I thought again about the photo I’d seen of Emily, her face not dissimilar to mine.  Warren stared at me for a moment, an odd look, his eyes sparkling, and for some reason I blushed, looking away.

“And your apartment is amazing.  It’s really nice.  I was expecting it to be a messy bachelor pad but this place is just so… cosy, chic and stunning, kinda like you.”

I glanced back at Warren and his smile had widened, my compliment clearly hitting home. 

“Thanks.  That… that means a lot.  I’ve really tried to keep myself functioning.  Don’t want to be a useless kid forever, and don’t want to be one of those stereotypes of men you see on TV that can’t clean or cook.  Plus… well it’s a bit tidier today than it’s been recently.  Wanted to impress my little brother.”

He chuckled and I smiled.  Did he really want to impress me?  The thought sent a tingle down my spine.

“You can cook too?”  I said, trying to sound shocked.

Warren laughed, nodding.  His smile was coy and mischievous.

“I’ve been watching videos and reading blogs.  Trying to eat better, and I’ve found I actually really like it.  Cooking is fun, its tactile and keeps my hands and mind occupied, plus it’s nice seeing people enjoy what you’ve made.”

“Well look at you, all grown up!  And there was me thinking it was going to be all pizza and sandwiches and cereal like at home.”  I teased.

Warren shook his head, laughing.  I felt a warmth in my belly, glad to see him smiling, see him happy.

He slipped off his jacket and dropped his work bag.  He was in dressed in smart jeans and a smart shirt, dark leather boots and a matching belt.  His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his forearms, and the top two buttons of his shirt were undone.  The shirt was almost tight, and he was looking… toned.  I felt a sudden flush and had to look away, almost dizzy, my cheeks hot, flustered and confused.

“Nah, there’ll be plenty of that too, but not tonight.  I wanted to make you something special on your first night here, really welcome you to the city, celebrate you finally coming to stay.  You okay with that?”  He asked.

I looked back at him, looking into his eyes.  I nodded, flattered he was making such an effort for me.

“You don’t have to you know, just… just letting me stay here and hang out with you is enough, you know that right?”  I said.

Warren laughed, lightly.

“I want to.  Get it?  I want to make a big deal out it.  It’s been too long since we hung out, just the two of us.  Now, come on.  I’ve got food to prepare and there’s wine and beer in the fridge.  Your job is to keep me company and entertain me while I cook.  Got it?”  He said, grinning.

I smiled back, a flush of happiness.  I’d really, really missed him.

“Sure, I can do that.”  I said.

We chatted as Warren cooked, drinking beer, then ate dinner at his small table in the kitchen, drinking wine with a simple meal of pasta and sauce, sides of steamed vegetables and a salad, bread.  The food was good, though not amazing, but it was still probably the best meal I’d ever eaten, and I could not stop grinning as I sat opposite my big big brother, eating, drinking wine, listening to him, laughing with him, talking.

It felt… it felt nothing like old times actually.  It felt better, the meal and conversation and the company almost perfect, and I realised again just how much I’d missed him, missed having him there, with me, missed having him to myself.  I smiled as I reminded myself I had at least a few weeks of this… then a twinge of sadness as I reminded myself that, eventually, it’d end, but I pushed that thought away, eager to embrace the moment, trying my best to savour the now.

We talked about college, Warren’s new job, how well it was going, and the possibility of an upcoming promotion to a new, more exciting position that he was trying not to get his hopes up about.  We discussed my job prospects, the possibility of me finding a job in the city, and the idea of living close to Warren excited me more than I let on—though I was pleased to see how he eager he was to talk about the idea, even suggesting I could live with him for a few months, rent free, while I looked for work.  We talked about Emily briefly, but I could see the freshness of the pain, how the betrayal had hurt him, left him wounded, and neither of us wanted to spoil the happy mood of finally being able to hang out together, just us.  We talked about plans for the coming few days, things Warren thought I might like to see or do, places we could go, friends he was dying to introduce me to.

I smiled, content to listen, watching him, obviously excited, animated, laughing at his stories about the various characters he worked with, things he’d been up to.  He listened to me talk about college, my final exams, what I was planning to do now.  He asked, gently, about my dating life, and I just blushed, laughed, but shook my head. 

“You know me, happily single.  Maybe one day though I’ll meet the right girl.”  I said.

Warren smiled, an odd look in his eye.  Almost pleased, but then I realised maybe he was just glad I’d been saved from the hurt he’d just gone through.

“If you want I could arrange to meet up with some girl friends of mine.  There’s a few that’d love to meet you, proper weirdo nerds like you.  You’d get on great with them.”

I nodded, said sure.  I was happy to meet new people, especially if we had things in common we could talk about, but I assured him that I wasn’t looking to meet anyone, especially now.  I just wanted to spend time with him after being apart for so long.  He looked almost flustered as I said that, a slight pinkness to his cheeks, but he understood, saying that he still wanted me to meet his weirdo friends, and that they were looking forward to meeting the mysterious little brother he’d talked so much about, but that he’d not put any pressure on me.

After dinner I made Warren sit and keep me entertained as I cleared up, refusing to let him help, and there was more wine.  By the time I was finished my head was more than a little fuzzy, and there was a slight glaze to Warren’s eyes, but we were both having fun so we switched back to the beers, deciding to settle down and watch a cheesy old comedy we’d both like when we were teens, one of the first movies we’d watched after we moved in together and bonded over, annoying both our parents by quoting various scenes from it constantly.

We sat on Warren’s only sofa, watching the movie on his massive TV that was far too large for the small room, but that also looked amazing.  The movie had not aged well, but we still laughed, a lot, and we got through a few more beers each during the opening thirty minutes or so.

I was feeling sleepy and foggy by the time the movie got into the final act, the comedy becoming more ridiculous, and, wanting to just curl up and relax, I shifted to stretch out on the sofa, tugging a blanket off the back to wrap around me, feeling more comfortable and at home in Warren’s strange apartment than I had anywhere else in years.  As I leaned back Warren shifted without taking his eyes off the TV, lifting his arm and draping it around my shoulder, pulling me closer, in an odd gesture, but I was too drunk and comfortable to resist.

I leaned into him, cuddling with him, happy and content as we watched the silliness continue.  Warren’s arm tightened his grip, holding me firm, and I felt oddly small, vulnerable, but safe next to him.  I caught the scent of his aftershave I was so close, a dense, musky spice, like sweet wood, and I breathed deep, exhaling a sigh, snuggling closer into the strong warmth of my big brother.

As the movie continued I felt Warren’s hand move, slowly, almost idly, fingers tracing up and down my upper arm and shoulder.  It tickled slightly but not unpleasantly, the hairs on the back of my neck rising, a fluttering in my belly—it was strange, but also… pleasant, tingling.  I smiled and turned my head to look up at him. 

His gaze was focussed on the TV but he was smiling, his eyes glazed, foggy, head nodding slightly.  He was as tipsy as me, and I giggled, lightly, then turned back to watch the end of the film.

Warren squeezed again, holding me close, fingers wrapping easily around my thin upper arm, holding me.  I savoured the hug.  It was the first time we’d ever watched a movie like this, snuggled up together, but… we’d missed each other, and it had been too long since we’d just been able to relax in each other’s company, that was all.

As Warren’s fingers relaxed and again began to trace lightly up my arm, over my shoulder, I felt a heat rush to my cheeks.  His touch was gentle, playful, and made my skin prickle.  I squirmed, but did not pull away, not wanting to break the spell, my heart racing, breath short.  It felt… wrong, a little too intimate and close, but also wonderful, and I was happier and more relaxed than I had been in far too long.

Warren’s fingers ran up my shoulder, over the back of my neck, tickling, teasing, playful, and I shifted, squirming, not sure what he was doing, or why, but not wanting him to stop, not willing to speak for fear of shattering the moment.  I pressed in closer to him and as his fingers ran up into my hair, running through the messy tangle, pulling on it lightly, I moaned, quietly, without even meaning to, a soft whimper, my eyes half closing, head fuzzy, clouded by alcohol and the sensation of being so close to him.

Warren shifted, fingers in my hair.  I squirmed and my hand brushed against his leg.  I felt dizzy, giddy, my mind blank.  His arm around me pulled me close and he turned my face so I was looking up at him through heavy lidded eyes, breathing hard.  He turned to look down at me, his face handsome, smiling, and he leaned in towards me, closer, and I froze, unable to move or think, unable to resist him.

His lips met mine, a quick, brief kiss, and I felt something blossom inside me, a small seed that had been dormant for years sprouting and taking root.  I kissed him back, gently, drunk on alcohol and the moment, the sensation of being so close.  Then I felt Warren stiffen, pull away

“Shit… I… I’m so sorry.”  He muttered, clearly flustered.  “I just… for a moment I forgot it was you… I kinda thought you were… that…”

He was blushing, bright pink, but he did not let go of me.  I blinked, shifting, realising that the spell was gone, the moment broken, but the seed had taken root now and I felt something growing in me that had not been there before.  I bit my bottom lip and sat up, blinking to clear my head.

“Yeah, I… sorry… I was just so comfortable.”  I said. 

I laughed, blushing, flustered, my heart racing, the memory of that brief kiss lingering.

“You just… not meaning to be funny or rude, I mean, its dark and I’m drunk… but… I just… it was like you were Emily for a moment and I just felt so comfortable with you that I forgot and… I didn’t mean to kiss you like that.  Sorry.”

I just smiled.  The lingering memory of his touch, his lips.  I felt giddy from more than just too much wine and beer.  Warren’s arm was still around my shoulder and he had not pulled away.  His blush was kind of… cute.

“It’s fine.  Really.  I mean… yeah, it was weird, but we’re both drunk, right?”

Warren nodded, mute.

“Do I really look like her?  Like Emily?”  I asked.

The idea intrigued me.  The woman he’d almost married, the girl he gushed about over the phone to me, telling me how beautiful she was, how stunning and sexy she was, how perfect he thought she was.  Did I really look like her?  Why did that feel like a compliment, and why did it make me happy?

Warren nodded, his smile still nervous, still blushing.  He shifted, finally pulling his arm from around my shoulder.  I missed it almost immediately, the closeness, but I said nothing. 

The seed flourished, nourished by Warren’s words, the thought that I looked like the woman he’d been so attracted to.  I felt confused, but happy, a lightness, a blossoming joy, the idea that he’d held me close, even kissed me because… he’d thought me pretty. 

Behind Warren the end credits of the movie began to roll.  He looked flustered and hazy, but not that drunk, and I knew I wasn’t drunk enough that I could dismiss what I was feeling, what had happened.  But what had happened?

“Yeah, I guess, I mean, you’re not, like… I don’t think you’re any less or anything and I’m not trying to insult you but, maybe.  I mean, she’s a girl and you’re a boy, right, but, yeah, you’re both definitely attractive, right?  She’s cute, and you’re totally cute, or good looking, handsome I mean, I’ve always told you that.  You look similar, but not the same, if that makes sense?”

Warren’s blush deepened.  I smiled at his words, the word cute.  He thought I was cute.  Why did that make me happy?

“I’m sorry.  Just drunk and babbling.  I’m just… I’m really glad you’re here.  You won’t leave because of that will you?  I didn’t mean anything.  I just… I forgot for a moment where I was and guess I just got caught up in the moment.”

I nodded.  I understood completely.  I had after all kissed him back, and I had definitely not mistaken him for anyone else.  Why had I done that?

“Yeah, I get it.  Don’t worry about it.  No offence taken.  I mean, like you said, Emily was cute, and I’m cute.” 

I winked at Warren and he turned deep crimson, and looked for a moment like he wanted the to curl up and hide.  I could not help but giggle.

“You’re not going to let me forget this are you?”  He said, defeated but smiling.

I shook my head.

“Nope.”

Warren laughed.

“Well, I guess with that we should head off to bed.  I’ve got to be up for work tomorrow, but after that I have a few days off we can spend together.  Feel free to lie in though, and just… just make yourself at home, and, I’m sorry again, okay?”

I nodded.

“No need to apologise.”  I said.  “You mind if I stay up for a bit and watch TV?” 

Warren shook his head, rising to his feet.

“Go ahead, but I need sleep.  Catch you tomorrow, and… sweet dreams.”

He looked at me for a moment, his eyes hazy, still blushing, an odd look on his face before turning away and heading into the bedroom.  I looked back to the TV and began flicking through programmes, trying to find something to watch to distract myself, but finding nothing. 

My mind kept returning to the way he had held me, snuggling up against him, how right it had felt, and that kiss, brief, but… real.  Did I really look like her, like Emily?  Sure, she had broken his heart, but he had also fallen for her, had told me how beautiful and sexy he thought she was.  The thought made me flutter, a tingling along my spine.  I was drunk and my head was spinning, emotions jumbled, but I knew one thing for certain though.  I’d never break his heart like she did.


Chapter Three

My head was throbbing as I dozed, aching and stiff, and the living room was bright, sunlight falling through the thin blinds to dazzle me.  I shifted, rolling over, then woke with a start as I almost fell off the sofa where I’d spent the night.

I caught myself, and shifted to sit up, thoughts a jumbled mess, swimming in the dregs of my hangover.  It took me a moment to remember where I was and then the rest of my memories hit me, last night, on the sofa, Warren, his touch, the kiss, his words.  I felt a heat rising in my cheeks but for some reason I was smiling, grinning, my cheeks aching. 

I sat for a moment, not willing to move, not willing to make a sound.  The apartment was silent except for the distant rumble of traffic below and the thunder of my heart drumming in my skull.  Warren had held me, stroked me, kissed me.  He’d had an excuse, had mistaken me in his tipsy, sleepy state for Emily, his pretty ex-girlfriend.  What excuse did I have.  Why had I snuggled up, let him hold me like that, let him stroke my arm, relishing his gentle, affectionate touch?  Why had I enjoyed being so close to him?  Why had I kissed him back?

My head felt fuzzy, and I tried hard not to dwell on those thoughts, not willing to go where they’d lead, and puzzled instead on what he’d said when he’d compared me to Emily. 

She’s cute, and you’re totally cute...

Did he really think I was cute?  I remembered all the things he’d told me about Emily, how pretty, beautiful, sexy he thought she was, and he’d mistaken me for her. 

I’d seen her picture for the first time, yesterday, and even I had to acknowledge there was more than a passing resemblance, but… shouldn’t he have found that weird?  Instead he’d found her hot, thought her sexy, had been drawn to her.  The thought that my older brother might look at me like that, even in passing, when drunk, made me shiver, my grin spreading, my blush deepening.  I bit my bottom lip, giggling to myself, confused but happy.

The idea that Warren thought I was pretty, cute, maybe even sexy made me feel warm and excited, happy, the emotions new but also… familiar, as though I was seeing a part of myself that I’d always subconsciously known, but had never really acknowledged.  The idea that he’d found me cute, snuggling up to me, touching me gently, affectionately, in a way he never had before, made me happy.  The idea that he’d thought me pretty, maybe even beautiful or sexy, in that moment, tipsy, that he’d wanted to kiss me, made something in me flutter and I savoured that feeling, that I was cute, feminine, desired.

I sat for a moment, basking, feeling safe and warm and happy, even if I was a little hungover, and the apartment was quiet, still.  When I finally glanced at my phone to check the time I saw that Warren must have left for work hours ago.  I had the place to myself.

I rose slowly to my feet, a little unsteady, and made my way through to the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water and standing for a moment, letting my head settle.  I had not stopped smiling, and my thoughts still lingered on last night, wondering what it all meant. 

Unable to decipher events I poured another glass and set about wandering the apartment, stretching my legs, clearing up the beer bottles and wine glasses that were still out from the night before—it was the least I could to to help my big brother out.

I’d known Warren since I was a teenager, meeting him shortly after I met my step-father, and though our first introduction had been a bit awkward, both of us that clumsy stage between childhood and adulthood, him tall and handsome, me short and dorky, we’d almost immediately got along, much to both out parents surprise and delight.  It had taken only a few more months for us all to move in together, and then our parents had got married, making our family official. 

We were brothers.  Not by blood, sure, but… it still made last night odd, maybe even awkward, and it made the tempest of emotions I was feeling even more confusing. 

I missed Warren when he’d left, and had relished the small ways we’d found to stay in touch.  Coming to see him, stay with him, spend time with him alone, had been a point of singular future delight that had kept me going through all the stress of my exams.  I’d always known he was attractive, tall and handsome, smart, funny, and he’d never struggled for attention from girls though he’d never really reciprocated, until that bitch Emily.

My imagination ran wild as I cleaned the apartment, sipping water, moving slow.  Had he been attracted to her because she reminded him of me?  The thought was flattering, and made me smile, heart skipping.  Did he really think I was as pretty as Emily?  I’d seen her photo and, while sure, she was a bitch, she was also definitely hot.  As I wandered about the apartment, unable to stop smiling, the memory of my big brother’s touch, the way his eyes had looked at me, I looked over the floors, surveying the scattered crumbs from the snacks we’d devoured.

“I’ll need a broom or a vacuum.”  I said.

I wandered off to look for a cupboard where Warren might store his cleaning supplies, found a likely door, and opened it.  The closet contained a hoover, a broom, and a few other items, but also several large plastic bags.  I stared at them for a moment before kicking one of the bags, testing it, and the plastic rustled but the bag did not move, heavy and solid.  Curious, I opened the top and saw a pile of clothes, women’s clothes, and underwear.  Panties, stockings, bras, items I didn’t even know the name for, skirts, tops, heels.  I frowned.

I looked in the second, then the third, all of them containing similar items, cloths, soaps, lotions, even some make-up and accessories, costume jewellery, bags.  I was puzzled for a moment before it clicked.  Emily had been practically living with Warren before they broke up.  These must be her things, the stuff she’d not yet collected.

There was just so much of it, and all so varied, colourful, and… feminine, girly.  I stood frozen for a moment, grinning, unable to move.  Intrigued, I reached out and plucked a pair of pink panties from the top bag, a tiny slip of silk and lace, soft and delicate, sexy, and undeniably feminine.

I’d never really felt or seen a girl’s underwear before so for a moment I was almost mesmerized, the fabric so smooth, a trim of pretty lace, the silk smooth and wonderful, so much less material than the underwear I’d always worn.

My mind wandered back to the photos of Emily, her likeness to me.  These were hers, and she’d worn them for Warren.  Had he liked seeing her in them?  Had he thought her sexy, pretty, beautiful?

I felt warm and dizzy, head fuzzy.  From the photo Emily had looked similar in size and shape to me, and… she had obviously not missed the clothes.  The seed that had taken root in me yesterday seemed to grow, further blossoming, and I blushed.  How would I look in the panties?  Would I be… pretty?

I was almost compelled, and I struggled for only a moment before giving in, unable to resist.  Warren wouldn’t be home for hours and I had nothing else to do.  There was a new, overwhelming fascination in me, almost a need, and I had to know, just once.  Was I really pretty?

I needed a shower anyway, to freshen up from last night, and, with my belly fizzing, heart racing, breathing hard, I formed a plan, almost trembling with excitement.  I grabbed the pink panties, rummaged until I found a matching bra, the cup size surprisingly small, but with a little padding, selected a pair of black stockings, and put together a range of toiletries.  It was just going to be the once, just to see, to satisfy my curiosity, so I wanted to at least try to do it properly.

With my borrowed items in hand I hurried through to the bathroom and locked the door.  My heart was thundering, even though I was alone, and I was grinning, blushing bright pink, giggling.  I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror and for the first time I saw something I’d never seen before.

I was kind of cute.

I’d never really liked my face or body, never feeling quite right, but in that moment I couldn’t help but smile, falteringly.  Maybe I wasn’t unattractive…

I shook my head, unwilling to waste time daydreaming, and set about doing what I was determined to do.  I lay the underwear out on the floor in a neat pile out of the way, then lay the toiletries out on the side, choosing the shaving cream and the women’s razor first.  If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right.

Taking a deep breath I stripped off and set to work, lathering my legs with shaving foam, hands shaking.  I’d never been particularly hairy, and for that I was suddenly glad—it was going to make this a lot easier.

I worked slowly, shaving my legs first, ankles, calves, thighs, working carefully around my knees, managing to nick myself only twice, and I was stunned by how it felt, my legs becoming so much softer, smoother, more sensitive, a tingling running up my spine.  Satisfied I worked on shaving the rest of my body, under my arms, around my cock, balls, making sure I was completely hairless, then, delicately, shaving my butt, making sure it was soft, smooth, feminine, making sure to get even the few traces of hair in my crack.

Finished I set the shower running and waited for it to heat before jumping into the flow of warm water, basking in the blessing of modern plumbing.  The water soaked me, washing away the last traces of my hangover and the shaving foam, and then I set to washing my hair first.

I used the shampoo and conditioner I’d found in the bags, intrigued by the promises of fuller curls and softer hair—I’d never taken particularly good care of my hair and I knew that if I wanted to look my best I should at least make a little effort.  My hair felt immediately softer as I rinsed the conditioner off, and I wondered if the difference would be visible when it dried.

With my hair done I washed my body, using the moisturising soap, a feminine scent, and though I was in a hurry to be done, to try on the underwear, to see if I really could look pretty, feminine, if I really did bear any resemblance to the girl Warren hard fallen for, I couldn’t help but savour the moment, delighting in how soft my body felt now, my skin smooth, flawless, sensitive and feminine.  I ran my hands over my hairless legs, my butt, squeezing, washing everywhere, the scent of musk and flowers and sweet fruits distinctly girly, and I blushed, head spinning, grinning, a bright sense of joy in my belly, a fluttering excitement.

Once washed I shut the water off and stepped out of the shower, patting myself dry before looking down to the pile of underwear.  I took a deep breath then bent to pick it up, savouring the softness of it, hands shaking.  Was I really going to… there was only one answer.  I knew I couldn’t resist, just this once, seeing how I looked, how it felt.

I took the panties first, and, trembling heart racing, slipped them on, the silk slipping easily over my smooth legs, a caress, pulling them up over my butt, the material fitting snug and tight, cupping me, slipping just barely into my crack.  The sensation made me blush and smile, and I pushed on.  I put the bra on next, fastening it around my waist, the clasp in front, then spinning it round, slipping my arms into the straps, and I was amazed at how well it fit me.  Emily really had been similar in shape and size to me, her chest obviously small though still more than my flatness, and the odd sense of sadness I felt at not filling the cups left me flustered.

I wiggled for a moment, savouring the way the underwear felt, then slipped on the stockings.  I rolled them up, slipped my foot in, then ran the black, sheer silk up and over my smooth calf, knee, thigh, dressing first my left leg, then my right.  The sensation was a pure delight and I blushed as I realised my cock was hardening, twitching at the pleasure of having my legs clad in such pretty, sexy stockings.

With both legs clad in the soft, delicate stockings, I took a moment to make sure they were even, the slightly sticky material at the tops holding them in place on my smooth skin, a neat trick I’d never noticed about women’s underwear, and I finally understood what hold-ups were, and how they worked.

Finished, dressed in the sexy underwear, I took a moment to look over myself, head spinning, heart racing.  I felt, and looked… cute, feminine and pretty.  I smiled, gnawing on my bottom lip, blushing.  I wiggled my hips, admiring the subtle swell of my ass, my slim waist and shoulders, narrow chest, finally feeling right.  As I lifted my gaze to the mirror, to my reflection, I felt a swell of bright, overwhelming joy, a wash of euphoria, and it was like seeing myself, my true self, for the first time.

My hair was still wet, but the shampoo and conditioner had made a difference, and it seemed fuller, curlier.  I tussled it, trying to get a more feminine style, then struck a pose, sticking my butt out, pouting.  In the pink underwear, panties and bra, and the stockings, I looked… pretty, cute, like a hot girl. 

“I look even better than Emily.”  I said, my voice soft.

I hadn’t meant it, not really, and was mostly being mean to the bitch, but then, as I stared at myself, watching my hot reflection in skimpy underwear, I realised that maybe it was true.  I did look good, surprisingly good, and I really, really liked how it felt.

My body was slim, and toned, the new smoothness adding to the overall femininity, and the underwear just seemed to emphasise the curves of my body, my butt looking rounder, pert and sexy, like an alluring handful, and the padding in the bra gave me just a hint of a womanly chest and I wondered what it would be like to a have breasts to fill the cups, the kind of breasts Warren found attractive.  My mind wandered and I blushed.

The sound of my phone ringing snapped me from my day dream.  Suddenly flustered I answered it, almost panicking.

“Hello?”  I squeaked.

“Hey, Nathan, I’m stuck at work for a bit… going to be late.  Hope you don’t mind.”

I knew Warren couldn’t see me, didn’t know what I was doing, but still I felt suddenly embarrassed.  We chatted for a brief moment, neither of us mentioning last night, and I struggled to keep my voice neutral, though I couldn’t help but wonder how Warren might react to seeing me dressed the way I was.  Would he think I was pretty?  Would he want to… I shook my head to dismiss the thoughts, my body hot, tingling.

When Warren finally said goodbye, telling me he’d be at least a few more hours, I put my phone down and stared back at the mirror.  I knew I should probably get changed, take the underwear off but… I didn’t want to, not yet, and I had a few more hours.  I might as well make the most of it.

My mind drifted to the bags, the clothes, the hair products, the heels, the make-up.  I had a few hours, and I’d already shaved and put on the underwear.  I wondered how cute I’d look in a pretty dress, with make-up, hair done, and in heels.

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to find out.”  I whispered, giggling.

It took longer than I was expecting to get the make-up right, the videos I’d watched helpful but still, it was obvious I lacked the skill.  Practice would make perfect though—was I really thinking about doing this again, practising so I could do it better, look prettier?  Why did that make me happy?  Why did the idea of looking pretty, people thinking me cute and feminine, make me excited and fluttery?

I styled my hair next, adding body and curl, then slipped on a cute pink summer dress I found in one of the bags, matching it with a pair of bright pink, utterly sexual heels.  It was difficult to walk in them at first but I soon managed to find my balance, and although I wasn’t exactly graceful moving around the apartment, I felt confident I could move with a sexy, alluring wiggle.

Finished, grinning, feeling light and almost dizzy, happy, I strutted along the short hall to the full length mirror and stopped, stunned.  My make-up wasn’t perfect, the black and pink eye shadow a little too heavy, and the mascara and eyeliner applied a little unsteadily, but I looked… beautiful.  My green eyes were bright and dazzling, seemed larger, brighter, girly and cute, and my lips, painted with pink gloss, were plump and wet looking.  The bra under my dress gave me subtle breasts, and the way the skirt swayed out made my hips and butt look curvaceous, sexy.  In the heels my stocking clad legs were long, full, and they made my ass look round and delicious, tempting someone to grab it.  Even my hair looked good, subtle dirty blonde curls falling around my shoulders.

I felt like I was finally seeing myself, my true self that had been hiding for my whole life, for the first time.  My cheeks ached from smiling so hard.

“I’m actually… I’m actually pretty.”  I whispered.

The thought of Warren seeing me like this made me blush.  Would he think I looked like Emily?  Would he be attracted to me?  Would he think me hot?

Just imagining it made me hot, flustered, an ache, an excitement.  The thought of him thinking me pretty, holding me, looking at me like he had for that split moment last night made my heart leap.  The seed in my belly flourished, and I could not stop grinning.  I felt better than I could remember, right, as though this was how I was always supposed to be—a pretty, feminine, cute girl.  I stared at my reflection, lost in daydreams, and failed to notice the sound of a key in the lock and the door opening.

“Hi honey I’m… holy crap.”  A voice whispered.

Warren’s voice.

I snapped back to reality, panicking.  He was home early.  He had caught me.


Chapter Four

A jumble of thoughts and emotions paralysed me, and there were no words.  I could not even find the energy to turn to face him, could only picture his expression, disgust, disappointment, anger, repulsion.  I could almost hear him screaming at me, telling me to get out, to never talk to him again, that I was no longer his brother, and I wanted to cry.  My shoulders slumped, cheeks burning, and I looked at the ground, willing it to open up and swallow me.

The noise of the front door swinging shut was like a tolling bell sounding my doom.  I wanted to run and hide, to try to explain, to offer excuses, but there was nothing—I could feel my heart in my throat, thundering.

“Sorry… I… you just surprised me.  That was a stupid reaction.”  Warren said.

His voice was soft, apologetic.  I felt my paralysis lifting, slightly, and I looked up, into the mirror, the pale terrified pretty girl, and behind her Warren, tall and handsome in his work clothes.  His face was a mix of emotions, but none of them stung—there was no hate, no anger, no disgust, instead he looked mostly confused, and embarrassed, and maybe a little…

“Really, I’m sorry.  I just wasn’t expecting to see you like that, and… it took me a moment to realise it was you at first, and then I was just surprised, shocked, but like, not in a bad way.  I mean, you… you look good, great even, and, I just, I don’t want you to think… I just… I was just surprised and shocked.  That’s all.  Okay?”  Warren’s words almost tumbled from his mouth.

As I watched him in the mirror I could not help but smile.  He was blushing, bright pink, flustered and obviously embarrassed by his outburst, not knowing where to look, eyes darting—several times though I was sure he glanced at my legs, gaze running up over my heels, stockings, lingering for just a fraction of a second on my ass, pert and round in the cute pink summer dress.  Just the thought made me tingle and I couldn’t resist giving a little wiggle, and I was delighted to see Warren’s eyes practically bulge for a moment before he looked away.

“You’re not… you’re not angry, or disgusted?”  I whispered, my voice soft, quiet, timid, and almost feminine.  “You don’t want me to leave?”

Warren shook his head, emphatic, expression suddenly serious, almost stern, a vehement refusal.  The tension in my shoulders relaxed slightly and I exhaled a quiet sigh as I realised he had not reacted how I feared he had.  His expression softened and he looked at me with a kind, gentle sweetness, a loving acceptance, and I wanted to cry again, barely managing to hold my emotions in check, but for entirely different reasons this time.

“Of course not.  I mean, yeah, its a shock, but it’s more surprise than anything.  I just, I had no idea, and you just look so… but that’s beside the point.”  Warren said.

I looked so… what?  What was he going to say?  Was he going to say cute, pretty, maybe even sexy, or beautiful.  The thought make me flutter, a light tingling along my spine and I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“What I’m trying to say is that I just had no idea.  I mean, you never said, but, I guess I should have been paying more attention to you.  I mean you are my bro… my sibling, and I love you, and I’m here for you, and I’ll support you no matter what.  I’m here for you, just like you’ve been there for me, and… well I still want you to stay so we can have some time together and hang out, but if you want to leave because you feel awkward I’m not going to stop you.  I’m not going to make you stay if you feel uncomfortable or anything, but I still want you here, and I still want to spend time with you.”

My heart skipped.  Watching him in the mirror, seeing my reflection out of the corner of my eye, pretty, cute, feminine, I felt happier than I could remember.  He was being so sweet, so kind, so accepting.  I wondered how I could ever have doubted him, doubted his kindness, his sweetness, his love and acceptance.  He was my big brother, how could I have ever thought he would have rejected me, hated me, even for this silly… experiment?

“I… thank you.”  I whispered.

I was blushing, emotions in turmoil, but brighter than the others was a sense of peace and warmth that I had not known before.  I felt almost free.

“Those are Emily’s things, right?”  He asked.

I nodded, blushing again.

“Yeah, I… I found them while looking for the vacuum.  I… I’m sorry.  I can put them back.”

“No it’s not that I just… I recognised the dress, but… you definitely look way better in it than she did.”  Warren said, laughing, his eyes sparkling.

I blushed, cheeks burning, and his words made my heart skip.  Was he really complimenting me, and why was that thought making me feel so hot and giggly and happy?

“Anyway, I just… I want you to be comfortable.  I know I told you I was going to be late but I sort of lied, I wanted to surprise you with your favourite pizza and some beers, but I realise now you were using the time alone to… well, all that matters is you know I’m supportive of you.  You look amazing, and if you want you should feel free to look through the bags.  It’s not like Emily is coming back for them after all this time.”

I turned around, finally looking away from the mirror, reluctantly tearing my gaze away from my pretty reflection, the image of the cute girl that made me feel so happy.  I looked at Warren, smiling, and noticed for the first time the pizza box he was holding in one hand and the bag he had in the other.

“And if you want… I mean… if that’s how you’re comfortable then you should feel free to be yourself here, and around me, so if you’d like I’d be honoured if you wanted to stay dressed as you were.  I mean, you look amazing so you don’t need to worry, and I really don’t mind.  It was just a shock, but I’ll get used to it and I’d love to get to know the real you, but obviously you don’t have to, not if you’re not ready, but… I’d like you to.  If that makes sense?”

I blushed.  Warren was waffling, talking to much to cover his flustered emotions, but the well spring of support and compliments made me feel good, warm and safe.  The thought of staying dressed like this made my head spin.

It was just curiosity, just this once, but I couldn’t deny that the idea of spending the evening being pretty, being feminine, intrigued me.  More than that though, I liked how Warren was looking at me, treating me.  It left a warm glow in my belly, an excited fluttering.

“I mean, you don’t have to, but… if this is who you are then I’m here for you, and even if its just one side of you, or whatever, I mean you don’t need to label it for me, like, I’m not prying, or trying to intrude or anything, I just… I want you to be comfortable and you do look really cute, so, you don’t need to worry.”  Warren fumbled.  “Does that make sense?”

He was blushing now, grinning, his awkwardness familiar and adorable.  I grinned, giggling, enjoying the way he looked at me, shy but maybe also…

“Yeah, that makes perfect sense.”

“Cool.  I’ll serve the pizza and beers then.  You just, you just get yourself ready, or whatever, then come in and join me.”

Warren stepped off, walked along the hall, past me, smiling.  I grinned, blushing, and as he passed I could not help but notice the way his gaze lingered on me, caressing me, and the thought that he found me attractive, pretty and cute, made me feel hot, excited and happy.

It was just one night, and the way he’d reacted was sweet.  If I got changed now he’d think I was rejecting him, or hiding from him, and I didn’t want to hurt him or think that I was shutting him out, plus, it did feel nice, being around him looking cute and pretty, and the way he’d looked at me… my mind drifted to last night, the way he’d held me, the brief kiss.  Would he… if I looked like this maybe… I shook my head trying to not let my thoughts wander.

I made my decision.  I was going to stay dressed as I was, cute and feminine.  I didn’t want to change back just yet.  I liked how I looked and Warren had said he liked it too and it wasn’t like I was hurting anyone.  The thought of being around him for the whole night as a pretty girl, being treated sweetly, gently, his subtle glances, made my belly flutter and by body tingle.  I took a moment to adjust myself, the subtle bulge of my aching cock, before I wandered along the hall, tottering in my heels, to join Warren.

We ate the pizza on the sofa, sat next to each other again, drinking beer, watching bad TV shows, talking.  It felt different to the night before, a subtle tension, both of us aware that things had changed.

It took me a moment to work out how to sit in a dress and heels so that I wasn’t flashing my panties, but I still could not help flashing my legs, my calves and thighs smooth now, clad in stockings, the stocking tops flashing, and more than once I caught Warren staring at my legs and each time I smiled, blushing, shifting slightly to give him a better view.

I had no idea what I was doing, or why, but I couldn’t help myself.  I felt like I was finally free, finally myself, and the way he spoke to me, looked at me, made me blush and smile and giggle. 

We drank the beer as we ate our way through the pizza, quieter than last night, both of us awkward, drinking quickly in an attempt to ease the tension.  My heart thundered, beating quick, and my skin prickled, tingling, every time I shifted my dress lifting up and threatening to expose my panties, the sensation of my stockings rubbing against each other making me bite my bottom lip.

I kept my gaze fixed on the TV, but could not help but notice the way Warren was shifting in his seat, fidgeting more than normal, adjusting himself, and I blushed as I realised he was excited by me.  The thought made me blush, a hot rush of pride and excitement.  I shifted, sitting in a way that deliberately flashed my legs and ass in Warren’s direction, leaning over to grab two more beers off the table. 

As I turned back to offer him one I was delighted to see him staring at my butt, becoming suddenly flustered when I caught him.  He blushed and I smiled, fluttering my thick, dark lashes, feeling emboldened, a little tipsy, and happier than I could remember.

“You like what you see?”  I asked, my voice feminine and flirty.

Warren’s blush turned to a deep crimson and I could not remember a time when he looked this flustered and unsure.  I relished the moment, the thrill of it, the power I seemed to have over him.  I wiggled in my seat, swaying my hips, and shifted closer.

“Yeah, I mean… like I said, you look really good.  You…”

“Take your beer.”  I said, teasing.

Warren took his drink and laughed, still blushing.  We both took a sip.

“Its just a lot to process and it’ll take me a while to get used to.  I mean, I’m used to seeing you as my cute little brother, but now you’re… you’re like a hot little sister.”

I blushed, bright pink, and giggled, his words thrilling and embarrassing me.  He thought I was… hot?

“You think I’m like a hot sister?”  I said, my voice almost a purr.

“Oh, yeah, I mean… you just look really good, like, you make a really pretty girl, that’s all.  I don’t mean to be weird.”

I grinned, tipsy after drinking so many beers so quickly.  The way Warren was looking at me, the memory of last night, feeling so pretty and feminine, it was all too much, like something new and exciting had come over me and I couldn’t help myself.

“Am I prettier then Emily?”  I asked.

Warren froze for a moment, staring at me.  Slowly I rose to my feet, clumsy for a moment before finding my balance in my heels.  I stood in front of him and wiggled my hips.  I felt so free and happy.  I’d never felt this confident or comfortable before, but something about being smooth, dressed as I was, with my hair pretty and with make-up on, in heels and panties and stockings, the slight padding of my bra, it just made me feel so good about myself.

Warren nodded, slowly, staring up at me.  His gaze ran over my body, running from my heels, over my smooth legs, my hips and ass, up to my face, staring into my eyes, and I felt pretty, attractive, desired for the first time in my life, and I wanted more of it.

“Yeah, you… you’re way hotter than Emily, but… you should probably sit down before this gets weird or anything.”

I smiled, stepped forward, closer to Warren.  I loved the way he was looking at me, and the memory of his gentle caresses the night before, his lips, the accidental kiss, the feeling of being wanted, urged me on.

“Why would it be weird.  I’m just a pretty girl looking for some attention.  Don’t you think I’m cute, don’t you think I’m hot.  Didn’t you mean those words?”

Warren stared at me, struck dumb, mute for a moment, eyes wide and I wiggled in front of him.  My heart was racing, my cock aching.  What was I doing?  Why couldn’t I stop myself?

“I… yeah, you are… you’re totally cute and hot, but… you’re my bro… my sister… or whatever.  It’s wrong.  We shouldn’t...”  Warren said.

That words, wrong, seemed to light a fire in me.  Being told we shouldn’t just made me want it more, and I already wanted it, wanted him.  In an instant it all clicked.  The envy, the jealousy, the way I’d missed him, the way I just wanted to be around him all the time, the way I felt so comfortable and happy around him, my big step-brother, the way I’d never really been bothered by dating, by girls at college.  It was him.  I wanted HIM.  I wanted my big brother.  I didn’t want anyone else to have him.  I wanted him, all of him, wanted to make him happy, wanted to be HIS.

I smiled, the realisation making my belly flutter.  I looked down at him, his gaze making me ache.  Could I really do this?

“It’s not wrong.  We’re not really related silly.  We’re just two people.  You said you thought I was cute…”

I stepped closer, shifted to kneel on the sofa, one leg on either side of Warren’s, straddling his lap.  I eased forward and wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning in close.

“Why don’t you just treat me like a pretty girl.”  I said.

“Nath…”

“No.”  I said, interrupting Warren before he could speak my name.  “Call me Natalie, or Nat.  I’m just your hot step-sister remember.  I’m cute, and pretty, and you’re my big, strong, sexy step brother.  It’s not wrong.  Not really.”  I said.

Warren just stared at me.  I grinned and, unable to resist any longer, leaned forward.  Sitting on his lap, dressed pretty, my arms around his neck, I kissed him, really kissed him, and there was only a moments hesitation before he kissed me back.  I gasped as I felt two strong hands suddenly grasp my ass, hard, squeezing, holding me, then one ran up my hip, up my back to tangle in my hair, gripping me.

Neither of us were as drunk as the night before.  There were no excuses this time, no mistakes.  I was kissing my big brother and he was kissing me back, matching my passion and my hunger for him equally, both of us finally admitting what we wanted.

It was as though a damn had burst and all the years of denial, want, desire, love and lust, came pouring out.  I pressed my body against Warren’s as I kissed him, lips parting, my tongue caressing, exploring, meeting his.  The way he kissed me was utter heaven, wanton, hungry, passionate, his hands exploring my slim, petite body as I ground down on his lap, feeling pretty and cute and sexy, his hot sister—if this was wrong then I didn’t care what right was.

As I squirmed I could feel Warren’s excitement growing, the hardness of his cock pressing against my ass and I ground on his lap, wiggling my hips and butt.  The thought that it was me making him that hot, that excited, that he was getting hard for me, made me weak with arousal and desire.

His hands squeezed me, griping, strong and firm but tender, caring, and I felt weak but safe with him.  I kissed him hard, my cock hard in my panties and I squirmed on his hardening cock, my tongue meeting his, and I wanted, needed, more.

I pulled back, and shifted, easing away from him, looking down at him as he looked up at me, panting, flush, both of us struggling to process the sudden change in our relationship, but I wasn’t about to stop, not now.  I could not let this moment get away from me.  I wanted to show him just how much he meant to me.  I wanted to show just how much I needed him.

“Nath… Natalie… you have to stop this.”

I shook my head, biting my bottom lip, a teasing look, flush and aching.

“No.  Not unless you tell me you don’t want it.”  I said.

I shifted, slipping off Warren’s lap, easing back until I was knelt on the floor at his feet looking up at him, my knees between his feet so that he was forced to spread his legs and I almost crawled up into his lap.  I could see the thick, hard swell of his cock in his trousers and I reached out with one hand to caress him, delighting in his breathy gasp of pleasure.

“You’re drunk.  You need to stop.”

I shook my head.

“I’m not that drunk.  Are you?”  I asked.

Warren froze, aware what I was asking him.  This was his chance to excuse his behaviour, the way he’d kissed me back, the way he’d touched me, the way he’d groped me.  He could stop this right now, if he wanted.

He shook his head.

“No, I’m not.”

“Good.  Because I want you to remember this.”  I said.

I looked down, tearing my eyes away from his handsome face, his dazzling grey eyes, and looked down to the swell of his cock, his hard, aching cock that was hard for me.  I was hot, pretty, sexy, and I felt amazing.

I stroked his cock through his trousers with one hand, gently, teasing, loving how it throbbed and pulsed for me, and with the other began to undo Warren’s trousers, tugging them down to free his hard prick.  As it popped free I gasped.  It was… stunning, thick and long, perfect, and I shivered in delight at the sight of it, grasping it in one shaking hand to stroke it gently, teasing it.

“Natalie… are you… are you sure this is what you want?”  He asked.

I looked up at him, nodded.

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything.”  I said.

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes at my big brother, my fingers still wrapped around his thick, pulsing cock, stroking.  I looked back down, leaned forward, and kissed the head of his beautiful dick softly.

Warren gasped, shifted, and the noise of his pleasure was like music.  I opened my mouth, extended my tongue, and licked, softly, teasing him, delighting in how he squirmed, his prick pulsing, throbbing in my hand, hard, aching for me.  I was pretty, cute, sexy, hot.

I licked down, caressing his shaft with my tongue, his cock hot, the skin like velvet, and the smell of him drove me crazy.  I smiled as he began to thrust his hips, working his cock in my grip, moaning, aching for the pleasure I was giving him.  I licked up and, as I reached the head, I opened my mouth wide, lips stretched, and I took his hard cock into my mouth.

“Oh god yes!”  Warren moaned.

I whimpered as I wrapped my lips around his cock, sucking it deep, tongue lapping at his head, tasting the trickle of precum oozing from his slit.  My cock was throbbing in my panties, but I did not care about my pleasure, wanted only to please my big brother, to show him how happy I could make him, to show him how I wanted him, how much I yearned for him.

I sucked hard, working my mouth up and down, trying to work my hand in time, wetting his cock with my spit so that it became slippery, fucking in and out of my mouth easily, lips and tongue buzzing, heart thundering, body tingling.  I’d never even really kissed a girl before and yet here I was, on my knees, sucking my big brother’s cock, eager for it, my mind a tempest of emotions and sensations, aching for more.  This is what what I’d always wanted, but never been willing to admit.  I wanted to be his, his pretty girl, his beautiful, sexy sister.

Warren’s hands ran up my back, caressing me, and I squirmed under his touch as I sucked, mouth working up and down, taking more each time until I hit my limit, the head of his cock brushing against the back of my throat, so I used my hand to control the depth, my hand slick with spit, working up and down. 

Warren thrust his hips, his hand reaching up, fingers tangling with my hair, gripping me gently.  I relaxed, let him fuck my mouth, a fluttering in my chest, knowing how much he wanted me, how sexy he thought I was, his moans of pleasure making me ache.

Using my hand to limit the depth of his thrusts I let him use my mouth, sucking, licking, his cock fucking in and out, his hips thrusting, my eyes watering, hot, head spinning.

“Oh god… Natalie… that’s so good… don’t stop, please… just… you’re so hot, so sexy, don’t stop, I’m so close...”

His words drove me wild.  I sucked harder, lapping, lips tight, let his prick fuck in and out of my mouth, stroking with my slippery hand.  His cock throbbed, his grip in my hair tightened, hips thrusting, cock slipping deep, and I moaned, drunk on the bliss of his pleasure.

I felt Warren’s cock swell, engorging, then throb, hard.

“Yes… fuck… yes… Natalie… my god you’re… I’m cumming… you’re making me cum…”

Warren’s cock erupted in my mouth, spurting jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum into my mouth.  With his grip in my hair and his hips thrusting there was no way to slip my mouth off his cock and he kept cumming.  Struggling to cope I swallowed on instinct, swallowing my big brother’s cum, sucking his cock, letting him fuck my mouth, swallowing his seed, feeling it warm and thick in my belly.  My cock was hard, throbbing, and my whole body shuddered in pleasure, the delight of pleasing him, and I felt Warren shudder with the last of his climax, the eruption of cum subsiding.

I sucked gently, milking the last traces of his cum from his cock, and I felt Warren relax, his grip in my hair releasing.  I slipped my mouth up and eased my lips from his cock with an audible pop, not willing to let a drop escape my lips.  I glanced at his softening cock, pleased and satisfied by the traces of pink lipstick I’d left on his shaft, the idea that I’d marked him as mine.

I looked up at him, flush, and licked my lips with relish, delighting in how his eyes went wide.  I smiled and winked at him.

“So, how did I do for a first attempt?”  I said, teasing.

I had no idea where this new, brazen, flirty side of me had come from, but I was enjoying it and I embraced it eagerly, feeling pretty and daring.  Warren just stared at me, wide eyes, breathing hard.

“Just… wow… really.  Wow!”

“So you enjoyed it?  I was a good girl?”  I asked.

He nodded, grinning.

“Good, that means you won’t mind snuggling with me then.”  I said.

I rose to my feet and then plopped myself down on the sofa next to him, leaning against him as he struggled to pull his pants on.  I leaned in close and kissed him once on the cheek.

“I…”

I pressed a finger to Warren’s lips to silence him.

“No words, just snuggles.  I enjoyed it and so did you.  That’s all that matters right now.”

He looked at me, smiled, and nodded.  He leaned in and wrapped his arms around me and held me, hugging me.  I relished the moment, the satisfaction, knowing I’d pleased him, that he thought I was cute, sexy, pretty.  I sighed, relaxing into his arms, the taste of his cum still on my lips and the pair of us settled back, savouring the closeness, the intimacy.  I knew we’d crossed a boundary, that our relationship had changed, and could never go back to before, but I trusted him, utterly, and I felt safe and excited for the future, for tomorrow, my eyes closing as I imaged the possibilities, content in his embrace.


Chapter Five

A sweet smell and a rattling sound roused me from dreams, a feeling of happiness, warmth, safety, comfort.  Memories of last night burst in my head like fireworks.  We had… I grinned despite myself, the memory still bold and beautiful, special, seeing Warren look at me, feeling pretty and cute, knowing I had given him such pleasure, and I felt my cock throb in my panties as I remembered taking his cock in my hands, my mouth.  I shifted, rolling over, and went to hug Warren but found myself alone, on the sofa, still dressed in my pink summer dress, under a soft woollen blanket.  He’d gone?

He was supposed to have a several days off work.  We were going to spend them together, or that was the plan before the events of last night.  Did he regret what had happened, was he avoiding me now?  The thought that I had ruined everything by being so forward, by showing him how I felt, what I wanted, crushed me, the idea that he was rejecting this side of me, a side I had only just discovered, that made me so happy, left me feeling broken.  I wanted to cry.

The noise of a pan clattering startled me from my maudlin wallowing though, and I sat up, a little too quickly, and looked over the back of the sofa to the small kitchen.  Warren was stood in jeans and t-shirt, an apron on, cooking breakfast.  I felt immediately stupid for doubting him.  Last night might not ever happen again, but he’d never just abandon me.

“Morning sleepy.”  He was, grinning, an awkward smile, blushing.  “Sorry about that.  Didn’t mean to wake you.  I was going to surprise you with breakfast and coffee in bed, or, well, on the sofa with blankets.”

He chuckled.  He looked clearly nervous, and quite frankly adorable, his gaze darting around, but returning to me often, lingering before slipping away, his blush handsome.  My heart fluttered and I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“I was already awake, sort of, but that’s really sweet of you.  Thank you.”  I said.

He smiled at me, then turned back to the stove, fiddling with a pan.  I watched him work, confident and competent, thoughtful, kind, his broad shoulders and tight ass, and I felt something inside me growing, warm and greedy and joyful—how deep did my feelings for him go?

“I’ve already showered, and breakfast is not quite ready yet, so if you want to shower feel free.”  He said.

He looked back over his shoulder at me, a playful grin.

“But don’t feel you need to.  You look pretty cute this morning, all dishevelled and… pretty.  If you want though… I mean, you’re free to do whatever you want, no pressure.”

He was still clearly struggling to process what had happened, this new side of me, as was I, but he was trying his best to be supportive and that meant the world to me.  I nodded, and accepted his offer, rose and slipped off towards the bathroom, doing my best to sway my hips and wiggle my ass as I went, glancing back over my shoulder, delighted to see Warren watching my legs and butt, pleased by his blush at being caught ogling me.  His gaze, the look in his eyes, made my belly fizz, and encouraged me to put an extra emphasis in my strutting.

The shower took longer than I expected, my make-up harder to remove than I had imagined—my mascara and eye-liner were both smeared, lipstick almost entirely gone after my oral ministrations, and my eye-shadow spread to form a glittering dust around my eyes.  I’d have to spend more time researching how to better apply and remove make-up, I thought to myself, then giggled.  Was I really already planning to wear it again?

I smiled.  I was, I really was, and I realised that the thought of never being able to be pretty or cute again left me sad.  I wasn’t sure what last night had been, what labels applied to this new side of me, or what what happening to me, but I knew it was not going to be a one time thing—I was already thinking about other things I wanted to wear, other dresses, cute tops and skirts, outfits I’d look good in, shoes, other ways to style my hair, lingerie, make-up styles.  I savoured the water, washing with the same soap I’d used the day before, loving the gentle, feminine scent and the way it made my now smooth skin tingle.

As I caressed my body, legs and arms, my cock tingling, aching for release, my soft, pert butt, my mind wandered, drifting back to what had happened.  I searched for any hint of regret, or embarrassment, but found none.  I loved Warren, in more ways than I had previously understood, and he was handsome and smart, funny, kind.  That he was a boy and I was… well, I wasn’t sure what I was any more, but that didn’t matter.  None of it mattered.  The only thing I cared about was making him happy, was showing him I cared about him, and if I could give him pleasure, if we’d both enjoyed ourselves, then really, what was the harm in that?

I smiled, giggling, the memory of his touch, his cock, throbbing in my mouth as I swallowed his cum.  The memory made me feel warn and horny.  Even if it was just the once, I was grateful for the chance to be that close to him, to learn about this side of myself.  I’d enjoyed it, pleasing him, feeling wanted, desired, pretty and sexy and feminine.

I stepped out of the shower, patted myself dry, and moisturised, doing my best to keep myself smooth and soft, relishing the feeling.  I glanced down at the pink summer dress, the stockings, bra, panties.  They’d felt good, and I’d loved being pretty, but I decided against wearing the full outfit again, not sure quite how I felt, or how Warren was processing things, not wanting to push. 

Instead I slipped on a pair of my skinny jeans and a plain t-shirt, the outfit still surprisingly androgynous as I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing myself in a new light.  Maybe it was my curlier hair, or the memory of seeing my face with make-up, or my smooth body… whatever it was I liked it, and I found myself admiring my reflection for a moment.  I gave a little wiggle, giggling—I was still wearing the pink panties beneath my jeans, a tiny little shiver of naughtiness, a little secret scrap of girlishness that felt… right—and then I stepped out of the bathroom and strutted, still wiggling my hips, across to the kitchen.

“That smells divine.”  I said.

Warren looked up from the pancakes he was cooking, looked at me, and his gaze slipped up and down for just a moment, a subtle blush to his cheeks—was he checking me out, and was he… smiling?  I blushed, suddenly shy, almost timid. 

“Thanks.  Just sit and I’ll bring it over.  You still take milk no sugar in your coffee right?”

I nodded, told him yes.  I moved to the table, wiggling my butt subtly, enjoying the way it caught his attention, then sat and waited for Warren to bring me breakfast over.  It did not take long.

The pancakes were delicious, and the coffee was strong.  There was a moment at the beginning of breakfast that was awkward silent, but Warren broke it, complimenting my hair, telling it it looked good, curly, and that he liked it.

Even as he said it he blushed, as though suddenly embarrassed.  I thanked him, trying to hide the pinkness in my cheeks.  I told him the food was delicious, did not mention that I thought he was looking handsome, almost dashing in just his old jeans and t-shirt, the simple gesture of caring for me, the inherent kindness he had, making him easily the most attractive man I knew.

“Last night…”  Warren said, staring at his plate.  “I… I don’t regret it, but… if you do, I’m sorry.  If you want we can talk about it now, if you want?  But… I kind of had plans for the day and thought we could talk this evening?”

His words lifted a weight from around my heart that I had not been aware of.  I laughed, lightly, shook my head, barely able to look at him for fear of crying.

“No, I mean, I don’t regret it either.  Not at all. It was… amazing, and I’m glad you said that, but… yeah, maybe we can talk later?  Plans today sound good.”  I said.

I looked up from my plate, saw Warren sat opposite me, smiling, and I knew that no matter what happened, no matter the outcome, it’d be okay.  Warren shifted in his seat, took a deep breath.

“Just… I wanted to ask… you’re, you look like the old you today.  So do I call you Nathan or… I mean, I don’t want to upset you, and whatever is going on I’ll support you, I just… I wanted to ask.”

My heart swelled, the reminder of how sweet and thoughtful and kind Warren was making me smile.  I sat quiet for a moment, not wanting to answer in a hurry, not knowing how to answer.

“Nathan is fine today.  I… I mean, I don’t know all the answers yet, and I’m not sure about anything, not really.  I’m not not a boy, maybe, if that’s what you’re asking, but I think maybe I’m not not a girl either, if that makes sense, or maybe it’s something else.  Maybe I’m both, or neither, or… maybe it’s just, maybe I’m… I don’t know.  Not yet.”

Warren reached out across the table, sensing my uncertainty, and took my hand, holding my hand in his, a gesture of support and comfort.  He was still there for me, he was still my big brother, the same person who had always been there to support me and care for me.

“It’s cool.  Don’t worry.  I don’t need elaborate answers, and maybe you don’t yet, I just wanted to make sure I wasn’t… that I was treating you in a way that supported you and showed you I accepted you.  Whatever it is, I’m here, and I accept you, all of you, no matter what.  You’re amazing, and… cute.”  Warren said that last word in a deliberate, teasing tone.

That word again, cute.  I made my heart flutter and made me feel safe.  Was he flirting with me?  I blushed, smiling, cheeks aching.

“Now, if you’re all finished with the pancakes and coffee, how about we get ready to head out.  I’ve got loads I wanted to show you.”  Warren said.

He wasn’t lying.

The day was a whirlwind, visiting Warren’s favourite coffee shops, museums, walking along the waterfront, visiting the busy shops, the market of small traders, a range of beautiful handmade items for sale.

When my eyes caught on a set of cute leather accessories we stopped, and I looked over the bracelets and necklaces, black and brown leather matched with various beads, wood and stone, silver, copper.  They were all amazing, funky and quirky, not quite masculine, not quite feminine. 

Two caught my eye, a bracelet and a necklace, matching, black leather with small silver charms, the design soft and soothing, but abstract, swirls and curves.  After staring for too long we moved off.

The sun was out but the day was cool, and we walked for hours, talking, laughing, though there was something… almost stiff.  It was different to our usual, easy, comfortable exchange, more formal at times, at at others more daring, a slight edge that made me feel both nervous and excited, though Warren was never less than sweet or charming.  It was only when we stopped to sit and watch and rest for a moment that it clicked.

We sat on a bench, watching the water, the sun dipping low, watching pedestrians pass, and Warren sat beside me, close, his body pressing against mine.  I stiffened, a prickling sense of anticipation, belly fluttering.  As I turned to look up at him, puzzling at the subtly different atmosphere.  He smiled, reached out with his hand, held mine, squeezing it, and I bit my bottom lip as I blushed, suddenly flustered.

“You look really cute today.”  Warren said.

My heart fluttered, belly fizzing, a tingle running up my spine.

I’d only been on a handful of dates with girls before, none of them going well, a lack of chemistry and me feeling awkward, never really connecting or understanding how I was supposed to act, how I was supposed to charm or entertain, with the endings, that moment where she would wait for the kiss that never came, especially excruciating.  All of them had felt similar though, that nervous excitement, wondering if this one would be different, that hopeful, anxious energy at the start that always faded out.

The atmosphere today was the same, only… magnified, and better, building instead of fading.  The fluttering in my belly, the sudden nervousness around Warren, the mix of feeling timid and bold, shy and daring, the excitement, the anticipation, it all suddenly made sense.  This was… a date?  Did Warren know, had he planned it?  Or what this accidental, last night transforming his plans for the day into something more?

In the end I didn’t care.  I didn’t need to know.  I just wanted to enjoy the moment, the day, our date.

“And you look really handsome.”  I said.

He blushed, laughed, but squeezed my hand.  A couple walking along the pavement by the water glanced at us and I felt suddenly awkward, and tried to pull my hand away.  Warren gripped it tight, holding me, turned to look at the passers-by, and smiled.  When they smiled back, friendly, kind, I relaxed.

“Don’t worry about anyone else.”  Warren said.  “I don’t care what they think.  I just… you’re the one that matters.  Most people don’t care, or are just happy to see other people happy, and those that do, well, fuck ‘em.”  He said.

I laughed.  Nodded.  I knew it wouldn’t be that easy, but I appreciated the sentiment, his support, the open display of affection.  I wasn’t sure what was happening, what the future held for me, him, us, but I felt safe with him.

“And I just want to say, I’m really glad you came to stay, finally, and I’m really glad you’re here, now.  I… I really missed you.”  He said.

“I missed you too.”  I replied.

Warren blushed, leaned forward, slowly, watching me.  I didn’t move, frozen, and Warren leaned closer, pressed his lips to mine, a slow, gentle, tender kiss.  I kissed him back for a second before he pulled away, smiling at me.  I was blushing, aware that people were passing by, had seen, but no longer caring.

“You fancy getting dinner before heading back to… well, I suppose we need to talk, right?  I know a great place for spicy food.”

I nodded, coy, flattered by his attention—he’d spent the whole day showing me how much he cared before the talk so I knew, not matter what, that he was there for me, that he cared deeply for me, in ways neither of us fully understood yet.  This was a date, the whole day made into some special just for me, for us, and the attention, the way he made me feel wanted, cute, left me feeling warm and desired.  I wanted to do something for him, too, to show him how much he meant to me, and I had the most perfect idea.

“Yeah, but, how about you give me the address and I’ll meet you there in about an hour.  There’s… something I want to do first.”

I was grinning.  To my surprise Warren too smiled.  Did he suspect?

“Sure.  An hour.  I can wait for you.”  He said.  “I know you’re worth it.”


Chapter Six

Dinner was delicious, and the company was even better.  We ate, drank wine, laughed, talked, and I could not remember a time when I had been happier, felt more at ease. 

Warren sat opposite me, watching me, and I could not take my eyes off him.  He was so engaging, so attentive, so sweet and funny and kind.  It was strange, he was the same boy, same man I’d known for years, but he was different too, and I was seeing a new side of him, his new awareness of me changing him in subtle ways, as I too was aware I had changed.  I was giggling more, flirting, blushing, my heart skipping as we sat and talked, I felt nervous around Warren for the first time but in a good way, excited, almost trembling.

Warren insisting on paying for our meal, telling me it was always his plan to look after me while I was visiting, though I wondered if that were the case—it was obvious something had changed in his plans, the day more of a date, more meaningful, than his original plans must have been.  Afterwards we took a slow walk back to his apartment, the sun setting, the pair of us strolling along the water front in the dusk, and he surprised me again by walking close to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulder, leaning in and kissing me on my cheek.

I froze, stiffening, suddenly terrified and unsure of how to react.  Warren just smiled at me, laughing softly.  The look of confidence in his eye put me at ease.  I was safe with him, happy with him, and he guided me home, his body warm in the closing chill.

The sound of the door clicking closed as we entered Warren’s apartment sent a thrill down my spine.  It had been such a perfect day I didn't want it to end, but I was eager for the evening, the night, privacy—my chance to finally be alone with my big brother. 

As Warren slipped off his jacket I stepped in close to him.  The door was shut now.  We were alone.  The scent of his aftershave, his sweat, made my head spin.  I pressed my body to his and looked up at him.

“Hey.  Did you have a nice…”

Before he could finish speaking I rose up on my toes and pressed my lips to his, kissing him, hard, passionately.  He stiffened in surprise for just a second before relaxing, his arms wrapping around me, holding me, hands slipping down to squeeze my ass. 

I moaned, my lips parting, tongue teasing into Warren’s mouth, tasting the wine he had drunk, his breath hot.  I felt his cock swelling in his trousers, his grip on my ass tightening, lifting me, pulling me into him as he kissed me back.  I wanted more, ached for more, but… not yet.

I pulled back and blinked, head spinning, and grinned at the sight of him, gaze fuzzy with lust and desire—knowing I’d caused that, that he wanted me, made my belly flutter.  I giggled.

“Thank you, for today, tonight, it was… it’s been amazing.”  I said.

He smiled, nodding.

“I could say the same to you.”  He said.  “You know, when I asked you to stay I never thought… well, you know, but… I’m glad.  I’ve had the most amazing day.  It all just feels so… right, you know?”

I nodded.  I knew, and knowing that he felt the same way made me smile. 

“I… I want to say thank you, properly.”  I said, almost purring, running a hand down, over Warren’s body, my hand cupping his hard cock in his trousers.

“You don’t have to…”

“I want to.”  I said.  “But you need to go into your room while I… while I get ready.”  I said.

Warren smiled, nodding.

“If you’re sure?”

It was my turn to nod.  I was sure.  I’d never been more sure.

As Warren moved off to the bedroom I slipped into the bathroom to get ready, almost buzzing with excitement.  I couldn’t wait to show him my surprise.

I slipped out of my clothes, then unwrapped the items I’d bought.  It had taken me a while to find the right outfit, and I’d not been able to hide my blush as the sales assistant had helped me—I was sure she suspected something, but I didn’t care, the thought of surprising Warren, his smile, his desire for me, pushing me to be more daring than I’d ever been, and I’d found I’d enjoyed this new, wild side.

It was simple, but had been expensive.  Warren was worth it though.  Seeing his reaction, experiencing his reaction, was going to be worth it.  I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves.  It was one final step, the final leap, admitting to myself who I really was.  Was I really ready?  Was I really going to…

I laughed.  There were no doubts.  When it came to him there had never been any doubts, just a stubborn refusal to admit the truth about how I felt, about what I wanted.

The black stockings were seamed, with lacy tops, silk, and I’d bought matching panties and bra, black, with small, cute, bright pink bows, as well as a suspender belt, and, finally, black heels.  It was perfect, sexual and brazen and wanton, feminine, cute.  Like me.  The side of me I wanted to gift to Warren.

Once naked, I settled down to get ready.  I slipped on the stockings first, the fabric a gentle caress on my soft legs, then the suspender belt, taking a moment to attach the straps, then I slipped on the panties and the bra.  Finally I slipped on the heels, wobbling slightly before finding my balance, wiggling my butt and hips.

Not wanting to take too long I took only a moment to style my hair, then fixed a tiny hint of make-up, a dash of eye-shadow, lining my eyes with black eye-liner, filling my lashes in with mascara, then, finally, painting my lips a deep pink, glittery and wet to make my lips full and plump, inviting.

The outfit felt sensual, soft against my smooth body, and utterly decadent, deviant, sexual.  I felt happy, belly fluttering, a sense of giddy euphoria at how I looked, at the thought of seeing Warren’s excited reaction.  I looked at myself in the mirror and paused.  I could not help but smile.

I looked… beautiful.  I was pretty, sexy, feminine.  The stockings and suspenders made my legs seem long, and my hips wide, a narrow waist.  The panties made my ass  seem pert, round, plump, and the bra gave me the slighted hint of a chest, low cut to expose my nipples.  With my face and hair done I looked coy, bashful, and seductive.  I felt like myself, free, and my heart was thundering, a nervous, excited fizzing in my belly at the thought of what I was about to do—I was about to seduce my big brother, about to show him how much I wanted him, about how much I needed him.

Pleased with how I looked, I turned to the bathroom door, unlocked it, and slipped out.  With my head spinning, heart thundering, I walked slowly towards the bedroom. 

The click of my heels was loud in the quiet, each step careful, heel to toe, my hips swaying, butt wiggling.  I kept my shoulders back and stood as tall as I could, poised, elegant, sexy.  As I stepped into the bedroom Warren looked up, and his eyes went wide.  He sat, staring at me, silent, grinning, and from his reaction I knew he liked his surprise.

“You don’t like it?”  I said, teasing.  “I bought it especially for you, but if you want I can go and take it all off?”

Warren shook his head.  His eyes roamed by body, and I could clearly see the hardness of his cock in his jeans.  I wiggled my hips and struck a pose, lifting one foot off the floor as I leaned against the doorway, kicking my heel up behind me, one hand on my hip, pouting, like a pin-up girl.

“No.  No… I mean… you look amazing.  Wow.”  Warren said, struggling for words.

I giggled, pleased at the effect I had on him.  He stared at me with wide eyes, fidgeting, flustered, blushing.

“I mean… you can if you want… you don’t have to… I mean… you don’t need to wear that to look amazing but… yeah, you look hot.”  He said.  “But, if you’re not ready to… or whatever… I understand.  There’s no pressure, and you don’t need to… you don’t need to do anything you don’t want to, and you don’t need to wear anything you don’t want to, but what you’re wearing makes you look… shit, sorry.  I’m guess I’m just a bit of a mess.  You seem to have that affect on me.”

I giggled, blushing, flattered.

“You like it then?”  I asked.

Warren nodded, smiling.

“Yes.  I really like it.”

“So that means you want me to keep it on?”

He nodded again.  He smiled.

“Good.  Because I want to wear it for you, and I want this.  Understand?”

He nodded again.

“Now, you want to get a closer look at what I’m wearing?”  I asked.

“Definitely.”  Warren said  “If you don’t get over here soon, well, I’m not sure I’ll be able to control myself much longer.  I might just have to come over there and drag you to bed.”

I giggled.

“That’s a tempting offer.”  I said.  “But right now, I want you to stay there so I can tease you a little bit.”

“Tease me?”  Warren said.

I just nodded.  I shifted my pose, both feet back on the floor, and began to strut towards him, heels clicking.  My poise and gait weren’t perfect, my steps wobbly, but I made sure to wiggle, my hips and ass swaying, and the way he watched me, gaze roaming my body, my face, grinning, told me I was doing a mesmerizing job. 

Warren watched as I reached the foot of the bed and began to crawl up and over the covers towards him, like a cat, hunting, prowling, hungry for its meal.  He was my meal, and I was ravenous for him.

I crawled up and over him, hands and knees on either side of his body, looming over him, and he stared up and me, blushing, clearly aroused, aching for me, but not moving.  He was taller than me, stronger, and I knew he could easily overpower me if he wanted, take what he wanted from me, and the thought sent a thrill through me—still, he remained motionless, watching me, and the feeling of power, being so wanted, so desired, knowing how much he ached for me, made my cock throb.

I leaned in, slowly, listening to the drum of my heart, the slow inhale and exhale of Warren’s breath, and pressed my lips to his.  The kiss seemed to bring him to life and he moved, suddenly, grasping me, hands rising to grip my hips, holding me, pulling me down so that I was on top of him pressing down on him.  Warren’s lips parted and I felt the tip of his tongue slip into my mouth, teasing me, and I whimpered, grinding my body against his.

I could feel his cock, hard, thick, hot, pressing into me, throbbing as I squirmed against it, and my cock seemed to throb in response, pulsing with the beat of my heart.  We kissed, his hands roaming my body, one slipping up, over my back, into my hair, gripping it, tugging gently, making me gasp, the other slipping down, over my waist, hips, to my ass, cupping, squeezing, pulling me into him while he squirmed beneath me, thrusting, hips grinding his hardness against me.

I almost lost myself in the moment, but I wanted more.  Grinning, I shifted, squirming out of Warren’s grasp, lifting myself up, hot and flush, looking down, pleased to see him equally excited.

“You just… just lie there, okay?”  I said, teasingly.

Warren smiled, nodded.  I bit my bottom lip, whimpering at the thought of what I was about to do.  I shifted, began to crawl down, slipping down the bed, letting my hands roam over my big brother’s body, firm and broad and strong. 

As I reached his waist, his belt, the thick hardness of his cock, I stopped.  With shaking hands I began to unbuckle his belt, undoing his trousers, tugging them open.  As I pulled his trousers and pants down his cock popped free and I could not help but smile.  Unable to resist, unable to restrain myself, I reached out and gripped it, began to stroke, and Warren thrust his hips, working his cock into my hand, moaning, breathy with pleasure.

“Fuck yes…”  He whispered.

I worked my hand slowly, gently, teasing him, grinning.  The way the thrust into my grip, his cock throbbing, his pleasured moans, made me tingle.  Unable to resist any longer, desperate to please him, aching for him, I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and wrapped my pink lips around my big brother’s fat cock.

His gasp was a delight, but his dick, hard, hot, throbbing, felt even better.  I sucked, gently at first, mouth wet and tight, then began to work more of his cock into my mouth.  Warren’s hips thrust, his cock sinking deeper, and I used my hand to regulate his thrusts, allowing him to fuck my mouth without risk of choking, focussing on his pleasure.

His cock became quickly wet with my spit, my hand slippery, and I sucked, tongue lapping, teasing the head, taking more, letting it brush just barely at the back of my throat.  I wanted to take more but did not want to spoil the moment—there would be other times, and if I practised maybe, eventually, I could take all of him, let him fuck my throat, use me, but not yet.

I bobbed my head up and down, Warren’s cock slipping in and out of my tight lips, slippery, hot, thick, throbbing.  I barely heard his words, his compliments, his pleasured moans, gasps, his praise and flattery, too focussed on the pleasure of sucking him, having him in my mouth, the tang of his precum, the sense of power, knowing he wanted me, lusted after me, that he ached for me, desired me just as I desired him.  He was mine, in this moment, mine and no one else's, and I was his.

Warren’s cock throbbed, pulsing, hard, and I could taste him, working my hand and mouth in time.  I felt his hand entangle in my hair, a light pressure, the sense that he could take control at any moment but not, restraining himself, letting me enjoy him, savour him.  I was in control.  I was seducing him.  He was mine, and I was his—his wanton, brazen, beautiful, sexy little brother, his irresistible little sister, his slut.  The thought sent a thrill down my spine and I whimpered as Warren thrust his cock into my mouth.

His cock pulsed, hard, swelling.  He was close, and I wanted it, wanted him in my mouth, wanted to taste his cum, swallow it, feel his cum in my mouth, hot, coating my throat, but at the same time I wanted more.  I pulled my mouth up and off, the head leaving my tight lips with a pop—I ached for more, and from the way Warren whined, working his hips, I knew he did too, but maybe later.  I grinned.

“Were you enjoying that?”  I asked, fluttering my eye lashes.

Warren nodded, grinning, drunk on lust and pleasure.

“Well… how about I make it up to you for stopping with something better?”

Warren’s eyes went wide.  I blushed as he stared at me, hungry, like a starving predator.

“You mean…”

I nodded.  I put one finger to his lips, silencing him.

“Just say yes.”  I whispered.

Warren blushed, nodding. 

“Yes Natalie.  Please… yes…”

That was all I needed to hear.

I fumbled with Warren’s trousers for a moment, tugging them off, and he shifted to help me.  I pulled off his shirt, then pushed him down onto his back.  He reached out with one hand, rummaging under his pillow, then handed me a small bottle of clear, viscous liquid.  I smiled, flattered by his thoughtfulness—had be been expecting, or hoping, for this?

I sat over him on my knees, looking down at him, naked while I was dressed in only lingerie, smooth and pretty for him, the way he looked at me making me shudder, grin.  I bit my bottom lip as I held the small bottle of lube in one hand, nervous and excited.  I was really about to… I was going to lose my virginity to my step-brother, my sexy big brother, and I could think of nothing more perfect.  I was about to show him just how much I wanted him, needed him, just how I could please him, how I wanted to pleasure him, how I wanted him to pleasure me.  I wanted to be his, and wanted him to be mine—I didn’t know what I was, what I had discovered about myself, not caring about labels or definitions, but I knew that I wanted him more than I had ever wanted anything.

I squirmed, sitting down gently so that Warren’s hard cock was nestled in the crack of my ass, and I ground my hips, wiggling, teasing him, delighting in the heat of him, the soft skin of his prick pressing into the smooth flesh of my butt.  I worked up and down, watching him, his glazed expression of pleasure, both of us breathing hard, moaning softly—my cock was hard in my panties, aching, the feeling of my big brother’s cock making me whimper.

With shaking hands I opened the bottle of lube and poured a generous dollop into one palm before closing the bottle and dropping it to the side.  As I watched Warren’s face, grinding my ass along his cock, I reached back, worked my palm along my crack and over his thick, long hardness.  He gasped and thrust into my hand but I only teased, gently, making his cock slippery and slick, letting it work to spread the lube along my crack, working it deeper.  I pulled the thin back of my panties to the side, unwilling to waste time getting undressed and then teased my fingers deep, caressing my entrance, pressing slippery fingers just in, stretching myself, making myself slick and slippery for Warren—the thought alone was almost enough to send me over the edge, his cock thrusting beneath me, fingers teasing at my hole, the sensations bright and wonderful.

I couldn’t wait any longer.  With my hole and Warren’s cock lubricated, wonderfully slick, I shifted, lifting myself up slightly, gripping Warren’s cock and shifting it, aiming it, letting the head run along my slippery crack.  I gasped, jumping as his thick head pressed against my hole, and I felt him thrust his hips, eager for me, slipping away.  I bit my bottom lip, giggling, blushing at his eagerness.

“You’ll need to go slow, just to begin.  I… this is the first time I’ve done anything like this.”  I said.

Warren’s eyes went wide.  He stared at me, calmed by my words.  He reached out, ran his hands over my thighs, hips, caressing me, gripping my by my waist.

“This is you first time?”  He asked.

I nodded. 

“My absolute first.  But… I can’t think of anyone I’d rather give it to.”

Warren smiled.

“You are too perfect.”  He said, quiet and sweet.  “I’ll try to stay calm, to begin with at least.”

He grinned, and I smiled.

“Good.  But just to to start, because once I’m used to you I’m going to want you to fuck me hard and fast.”

I giggled, and the look of delight on Warren’s face was a blessing.  I shifted my hips, worked his cock back along my crack, and pressed the head at my slick hole.  I shifted, easing back, holding his cock in place, feeling it press into me, stretching my entrance, splitting me open, filling me.

I moaned, loudly, the pleasure numbing thought.  There was just the barest hint of pain so I paused, forcing myself to relax, a deep breath.  I could feel Warren still beneath me, struggling to contain his lust and desire for me, his hands on my hips, holding me, looking up at me with hunger. 

I wanted him.  I wanted him inside of me, needed to feel him, please him, have him fill me, fuck me.  I exhaled, gripping his cock, and sank down.  Warren’s cock pressed into me, easing my ass open, pressure building, stretching my slippery hole.  I relaxed, sitting my weight down on his cock and then, suddenly, wonderfully, his cock slipped past my outer ring, my hole opening, and his cock slipped deep.

“Fuck… oh god…”  I whimpered, the sensation a bliss I had never even imagined.

Warren’s grip on my hips tightened and I felt his hips shift, barely, slipping his cock deeper, easing it barely out, a slow, gentle fucking.  I smiled, his cock hot and hard and throbbing in my hole, teasing me.  I looked down at him, grinning, blushing, heart racing, breathing hard, and sank down further, slowly, taking the entire length of his cock into my ass.

“Shit you’re… you’re so tight…”  He whispered.

“You like it though?”  I asked.

My big brother nodded, gripping me tight, rocking his hips, working his cock inside my ass.  I could feel his cock rubbing my inner walls, teasing a bright spot of pleasure inside me.  I never wanted his moment to end but… I wanted more, wanted to fuck him, hard, ride him, wanted him to fuck me, claim me, breed me.

I sat down, taking the entire length of my big brother’s cock into my ass, then settled, wiggling my hips, smiling, grinning, blushing, feeling hot and bright and wonderful.  I was pretty, sexy, beautiful, and desired, wanted, lusted after.

Warren gripped me tight, and worked his hips slowly, his cock stretching me open, my hole tight and slippery, the throb of his prick inside me making my cock ache, drooling precum into my panties.  I looked down at him, smiling, blushing, and began, slowly, to rise up.

I lifted myself up, feeling Warren’s cock slipping out, the head just inside me, tugging at my tight entrance, a fluttering in my belly, then sank back down, curving my back, grinding my hips, delighting in how my big brother’s cock teased my hole, the bright spot inside me blossoming.  I worked myself up and down, slowly at first, long, deep, languorous motions, letting Warren stretch me, becoming accustomed to his size, his gentle thrusts, gasping in delight as he filled, me, fucking me softly, then rising up, the momentary emptiness before that wonderful moment of being filled again, each time the knot of joy inside my belly growing hotter, brighter, my cock aching in my panties, then began to work faster.

I wiggled my a hips, my ass, and Warren, encouraged by my teasing, my hole milking his cock, my ass tight and slick and stretched around his thick prick, began to thrust harder, gripping me tight, slamming his cock into me.  I gasped, in delight and shock, smiling, looking down into his eyes.

“More.”  I whispered, teasing.  “Harder.  Fuck me harder.”

He did not need to be told twice.  Suddenly Warren began to move and I realised for the first time how restrained he’d been with his small, subtle motions. 

He gripped me, hands slipping round from my hips to my ass, squeezing, and slammed his cock into me, his hips thrusting so hard he lifted me up.  He fucked hard, deep, fast, hips working with power, claiming me.

Each thrust knocked the air from my lungs, my big brother’s cock filling my ass, then slipping out, leaving me empty, aching to be filled.  As Warren thrust again, lifting me up with the force of his thrust, I tumbled forward, falling on top of him.  He did not stop, gripping my ass, squeezing, hard, fucking me deep and fast, with force, need, hunger, each thrust urgent, eager to claim me.  I let him, working my hips in time with his thrusts, wiggling my butt in his grip, the cocktail of emotions and sensations driving all thought from me. 

I was his, in that moment.  His slut, his toy, his bitch, his lover, his doll, his bride, his brother, his sister, his mate, and he was my world.

I leaned down, kissed him, our lips meeting, and his grip on my ass tightened, almost painful, his need and hunger and lust for me a force that wrapped around me and enveloped me, binding me to him.  My lips opened and I pressed my tongue into his mouth, nibbling at his bottom lip, grinding my hips down as he thrust, cock pumping in and out of my tight, slippery ass.  The knot of joy in my belly was hot, urgent, and my twitching cock was pressed hard against Warren’s belly, leaking precum, sandwiched between us.

“God… yes… you feel so good… I can’t… I’m so close…”  Warren whispered. 

I smiled.  My body, my hole, my ass was going to make my big brother cum.  He was going to cum for me, and I wanted to feel it, needed to feel it.

“Yes.  Cum, cum in me, fuck me hard and breed me, claim me.  Fuck me hard and don’t hold back.”  I whispered, urging him on.

Warren obliged, thrust harder, faster, deeper, and I matched him, grinding my hips, squeezing my hole, chasing the delight inside my ass, my hole stretched and slippery, hot, full of his thick cock, riding him, so pretty and sexy and beautiful.

His cock swelled, throbbing hard, and he thrust, deep, hard, gripping my ass, holding me against him as he held his cock deep inside my ass, and then I felt it, Warren’s cock throbbing, pulsing, cumming—my big brother was cumming inside my ass, filling me with his seed, and I wiggled my hips to milk the last drops of pleasure from him, the sensation a bliss that drove me over the edge.  As Warren came, cumming inside my tight hole, I came too, cumming in my panties, my cock throbbing, sandwiched between the two of us, coating Warren and me with my cum.

We gasped, moaned, staring into each others’ eyes, smiling, both wracked with bliss at our shared climax.  I leaned in and kissed him again, softly, loving the sensation of his cock inside me, throbbing, his cum hot and thick, filling me, his hands gripping my ass, his hips thrusting as his cock was buried deep.

As our orgasms subsided I looked at him, and giggled, blushing, feeling suddenly shy, joyful, bashful.  He grinned at me, the throbbing of his cock subsiding, my ass full of his cum, his belly coated with mine.

“That was… wow.”  He said.

“You like it?  Like using you little sister’s tight ass, liked fucking your little brother like a slut?”  I said, blushing.

Warren laughed, shaking his head.  He was smiling.  His cock was softening slowly, and I wiggled my hips to savour the last moments of it inside me, both of us sticky with my cum, my stocking clad legs straddling him, his hands cupping my ass.

“I think this new, sexy, naughty side of you might be more than I can handle.”

I laughed, grinning.

“There’s only one way to find out.”  I said.  “Either you fuck me until I learn to behave, or I fuck you until you admit defeat.”

“Sounds fun.”  He said.

Warren was smiling, his eyes soft, kind, sweet.

“You know this changes things, right?”  He said.

I nodded, smiling.

“Yeah, and I mean… whatever you want, I’m okay with that.  This is amazing but… I don’t want to lose you, so if it’s too much…”

Warren kissed me, hard, silencing me.  As he pulled back I could see his reassuring smile and I almost cried.

“After this… well… I don’t know how we’re going to explain this to people but, well we’ll deal with it when we have to.  For now you’re just staying with me and everything else, well, that’s between us two, and we can keep it as private as you want, okay?  We’ll go at a pace you’re comfortable with.”

“You mean… you… this…”  I could barely speak.

“After all this you think I’m ever letting you go?”  Warren said, laughing, shaking his head.  “Not a chance.  I love you stupid, more than anything, and now, well, I always thought you were hot, but now I know you feel the same… and, well, that was amazing, so I definitely want to do it again… and more.”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip, blushing.  I nodded.

“Me too.”  I said, giggling.  “All of it.”

Warrens eyes widened, and he shifted, squirming to reach out to his bedside table, picking up a small box.  He offered it to me.

“I almost forgot.  I bought you this, while you went off before dinner.”  He said.

I stared at the box for a moment before opening it.  As I lifted the lid back I could not help but smile.  Inside ware a set of leather cords, each a small silver pendant attached, the matching necklace and bracelet I had seen in the market that I had been staring at.  Warren had noticed me looking and had bought it, for me.  My heart swelled.  He had given me so much, and here was was, still giving, the same wonderful, kind, gentle boy I’d fallen for without even realising.

I looked down at him, blinking back tears.  He reached out, took the box, and slipped the necklace out, then slipped it around my neck, fastening it.

“There.”  He said, staring at me for a moment.  “You look lovely.  It really suits you.”

I blinked, smiling, heart racing.  I couldn’t wait to wear it out in public with him, wear it for him.  A constant reminder that I was his, and that he was mine.

“Thank you.”  I whispered.  “For everything.”

And I meant it.  More than I had ever meant anything, I meant it.




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
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Daddy’s Special Sissy Gift
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Desperate to find the perfect present for his step-father, Liam takes to spying on the personal laptop that he keeps hidden in the bottom of his wardrobe—something he knows is forbidden.  When Liam stumbles across a series of adult videos featuring several familiar, pretty girls, he knows he has found just what he was looking for.

Preparing himself to become his Daddy’s birthday gift, Liam transforms himself, shaving his entire body, practicing his make-up skills, and selecting the perfect outfit.  When the day of the birthday comes Liam gets his gift ready and, dressed as the perfect naughty school-girl, he takes his step-father breakfast in bed, nervous and excited to see and experience his Daddy’s reaction to receiving his own naughty sissy girl.


Becoming My Step-Sister’s Sissy
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Trey is unhappy at being forced to move into a new house with his new step family, but the threat of being kicked out if he does not behave, and having to drop out of college, convinces him to try his best.  As a sign of trust, he is left alone to watch the house while his mother and step-father head off on a honeymoon, and he resolves to show them he can be good.

When Sarah, Trey’s new step-sister, arrives home from college unexpectedly, she catches him in a very compromising position.  With the threat of being exposed to his mother and step-father Trey offers to do anything Sarah wants, provided she keep his secret.  Sarah agrees, and soon Trey finds himself on a journey of self-discovery and feminisation.

Remade into Traci, the cute, pretty sister Sarah always wanted, Traci is introduced as an innocent school-girl to Sarah’s handsome boyfriend, Liam.  When Traci is unable to resist Liam’s charms, she is caught again by her step-sister, and Sarah decides to show her just how naughty sisters are punished, and Traci learns the pleasure of sharing with her new sibling.


Blackmailed – Claimed as Daddy’s Femboy Doll
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Ryan is much like any boy his age, though maybe a little smaller, a little more petite, a little cuter. He’s a popular, charming college boy with friends, a loving mother and step-father, a girlfriend, and just one tiny, dirty, shameful secret—Ryan likes to wear panties.

It all started with simple curiosity, wondering what they felt like, how they looked, but when Ryan discovered how good it felt, how pretty he looked, it soon became an addiction, and he began to wear more than just panties. Now, finally, he’s finally managed to get a full set of sexy matching lingerie, and he just can’t wait to try it on!

Ryan’s excitement soon turns to terror though when his step-father comes home early to find him all dressed up like a pretty, sexy, irresistible femboy. When his step-father makes it clear he is willing to keep Ryan’s dressing-up between the two of them, for a price, Ryan realises the predicament he is in. Desperate to keep his secret shame from being exposed to his mother, his friends, his girlfriend, Ryan has no choice, and he submits to his step-father’s demands. Soon enough Ryan finds himself being feminized, controlled, and, maybe even worse… he realises he is beginning to like the way his Daddy looks at him, the way his Daddy treats him.

As Ryan is taught the pleasure of being pretty, sexy, submitting to his Daddy’s will, discovering new joys and sensations, he is left wondering… is he ready to embrace being Daddy’s Femboy Doll?


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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