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FEMBOYS IN PANTYHOSE

The last thing Finley expected to find when he got home was his best friend in pantyhose.

Yet there he stands, caught in the act, and Finley can’t help but notice how cute Drew looks.

Finley has been gone for weeks, travelling around Europe with family, and though his trip has been fun, he’s missed his best friend, Drew, terribly. So, when he gets the chance to return early, he jumps at it, a perfect way to surprise his flatmate. Only Drew is not the only one who is in for a surprise.

When Finley arrives home early, excited and eager to reconnect with his best friend, he is stunned to discover Drew dressed up like a girl, in pantyhose, and what’s more, he’s astonished by just how cute his best friend is. Drew is devastated, terrified that his secret will ruin their friendship forever. Finley won’t let that happen though, and tells Drew he’d do anything to make him feel better.

Drew, hearing that, has an idea. What if Finley dresses up like a girl too? Then they’d be even, and they’d both have the same secret, right? Finley, sceptical, agrees, if only to reassure his best friend. What happens next takes the pair down a path of emotional discoveries and shared passions, leading them to a turning point in their friendship, after which things will never be quite the same...


One

Finley climbed out of the cab and unloaded his bags, exhausted but glad to be home. As he shut the door he turned to look down the street in the direction of his apartment block, smiling. The car drove off, and he hefted his bags up and began the short walk to his building, excited for the surprise he had planned.

He could have asked the driver to park up outside, and the walk would have been a lot shorter, and he wouldn’t have had to carry his bags as far, but that risked ruining the surprise, and he’d worked too hard on this surprise to risk ruining it now. As he looked up at the familiar building he felt a swell of joy and excitement at the thought of Drew’s face as he stepped through the door unexpected and unannounced. It had been weeks since they’d seen each other, and Finley couldn’t wait to see his best friend again.

The pair had been best friends since high school, had known each other for even longer, and they’d headed off to college together because the thought of living hundreds of miles apart was almost painful. It had been their agreement to go to college together that had spurred each of them on to work hard, to get the grades and the scores needed to both get into their first choice college, neither of them wanting to disappoint the other. And now, here they were, both in the final year, close to graduating with top marks in their respective courses, and they each had the other to thank for encouraging them, for being there to support them through the tough times and to celebrate with them in the good times.

It had been that close bond that had made Finley’s holiday in Europe such a mixed experience. His parents had just come into an inheritance and they wanted to share a special memory with their children that they could all cherish and treasure, so they had booked a luxury four-week holiday in Europe, seeing all the major cities, taking in all the sights. It was a whirlwind whistle-stop tour of almost an entire continent, and so Finley found it almost impossible to say no.

Yet, he’d been tempted to say no, because four weeks was a long time, and he’d never been that far away from his best friend. They’d not been apart for more than a few days for years. So the thought of four weeks on the other side of the planet to Drew actually kind of stung, so Finley had thought about saying no.

Yet, it had been Drew’s excitement for his trip, his vicarious joy at the things his best friend would get to see and do and experience that had swayed Finley’s decision.

“You’d be a fool to miss out on this. I’ll miss you obviously but… you have to go. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime thing.” Had been Drew’s words.

And he’d been right. Once in a lifetime about summed it up.

It had been amazing. The sights, the people, the food, the culture, the drink, the museums and galleries and shows and buildings and nightlife. All of it has been amazing, yet he had been constantly aware that it would have been better if he’d been able to share it with Drew.

They’d talked often, over the phone, by message, and Finley had taken and sent dozens and dozens of photos and videos, and had hundreds more to share now he was home, but it wasn’t quite the same as being there together. He’d missed his best friend, had been excited to return home and see him, so much so that when the chance to get an earlier flight home had come up Finley had jumped at the chance.

And he’d not told Drew. While his parents had gone off alone for the final stop on their trip, a chance for the two of them to get the romantic European holiday they’d always dreamed of, and his sister and her husband had gone off to visit some of his extended family in eastern Europe, Finley had booked a flight two days before he was due to arrive home, so he could sneak back and surprise Drew, surprise his best friend.

For all Drew knew Finley was still in Europe, on holiday. He had no idea Finley was outside their building, several gifts tucked safely away in his hand luggage, only minutes from their front door.

Finley couldn’t wait to see Drew’s face. Couldn’t wait to see him again.
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The building was unchanged, just as it had remained unchanged for the years they’d been living there, and the stair-well was just as damp and cold and stale as Finley remembered, but he was too excited to grumble as he usually did after a long day at college in lectures and labs. He hefted his bags up the three flights of stairs to his apartment, stepping carefully, and quietly, up the last flight, then placed his bags gently on the ground as he did his best to find his keys without making a sound.

He knew Drew would be home, as Drew was always at home this time of day in the week. He’d even checked, asking what his best friend's plans were for the week, and today he’d been told it was games and housework and maybe read a book Drew was currently enjoying. The thought of Drew sitting inside, completely unaware that Finley was only metres away, only seconds away, gave Finley a thrill.

He couldn’t help but imagine Drew’s joyous surprise, the hugs and the laughter, and then the evening of merriment as they drank the beers and wine Finley had bought back from his holiday to share with his friend. With that thought in mind, Finley did his best to hold his bags in one hand and his keys in the other, preparing himself to burst through the doors, to surprise his best friend.

He took a deep breath, coiled like a sprinter about to start a race and then…

Finley slipped the key into the lock, turned it, pushed the door open, and rushed into his flat.

“Surprise! I’m…”

Finley faltered as Drew looked up from the sofa where he was sitting playing games. He was definitely surprised, but he was not the only one.
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“What are you… why? You’re… you’re early…” Drew stammered.

Finley stood for a moment in shock, stunned by what he was seeing. He had meant to surprise his best friend, to trick him into thinking he would not be home for another few days, and… his plan had clearly worked. It was obvious from what Drew was wearing that he had not expected Finley to arrive home yet.

Drew was doing exactly what Finley had expected. He was sat on the sofa, playing games, as he did often, but it was not what he was doing that left Finley unable to speak. It was what he had on.

“I… I was trying to surprise you and… and… surprise?” Finley said, awkward and flustered.

Drew looked almost terrified. This had not gone as Finley had planned. How was he supposed to know about…

What was it?

Drew was dressed… like a girl? He was sitting on the sofa with his legs crossed, wearing black sheer pantyhose, and black heels, in a long light grey knitted jumper. The dress was short though, which left Drew’s legs out, his long, smooth, shapely legs. Had his legs always been that good?

Or was it the pantyhose?

Finley had known Drew for years. They had been best friends all through high school, had lived together throughout college, but this was all new. Finley didn’t know what to say, and Drew sat where he was looking pale, wide-eyed, and… kind of cute.

Why even was he wearing a dress, heels, pantyhose? How long had he been doing this? How long had he had this secret?

Drew had never been the most masculine of boys, had never been into sports or lifting weights, had never been the tallest or fastest or the strongest, but Finley had always just assumed he was like him. Just an unexceptional boy growing into an unexceptional man, and it was that, along with their complimentary personalities and their many shared interests, that had bonded them together.

Neither of them were what you’d call tall or handsome or manly, but they were both into the same things, the same games and movies and TV shows. They had similar senses of humour, and they’d kept each other company through high school, had been there to support each other and to uplift each other, they had confided in each other, but Finley had no idea about this.

“I… I… I…”

Drew’s cheeks turned deep pink as Finley just stood staring at him. In the heels, in the short dress, Drew’s legs looked long and smooth and shapely, and given the way he was sitting the dress seemed to almost hug his butt.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t… I just wanted to surprise you. I didn't know. I…” Finley had no idea what to say.

“No. I… it’s my fault. I… I’m sorry.” Drew said.

Then, before Finley could speak again, Drew was up and on his feet.

He dashed across the sitting room, almost sprinting, and he ran into his bedroom to slam the door.

Yet… all Finley could do was think about how graceful Drew had been in those heels. How could he even walk in them, let alone run?
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Finley took a moment to settle in, putting his bags in his room, getting a drink of water, and he waited for Drew to emerge, but as time passed and there remained no sign of him Finley realised he was not going to emerge. He was embarrassed. He was mortified.

And Finley couldn’t help but feel responsible. His desire to give his best friend a fun surprise had hurt him instead, and that was the last thing he’d wanted.

As Finley moved around his flat he couldn’t shift the image of Drew, his face, the look of uncertainty and fear in his eyes. Finley had never seen him like that.

And he’d also never seen him in pantyhose, heels, and a dress.

He’d looked good in what he’d been wearing though. And the way he’d run across the room in his heels, those long legs…

Finley shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. It didn’t matter how cute Drew was, or how good he looked in what he’d been wearing, it mattered how he was hurting. It mattered how Finley had hurt his best friend.

Finley didn’t care what Drew wore, or how he expressed himself. He didn’t care if he had some odd hobbies or… whatever it was he’d interrupted. He only cared what kind of person Drew was, and Finley knew that Drew was a good person and an even better friend. Drew was the person Finley cared about most, and heels, a dress, pantyhose meant nothing in the face of that friendship.

If Drew wanted to sometimes look cute and pretty and sexy then Finley didn’t care so long as Drew was happy. That he’d kept it a secret for however long did sting a little given how close Finley thought they were, but Finley understood. He just needed to reassure his friend, to make it clear that he was still his best friend.

After a couple of hours with no sign of Drew Finley knew he needed to try to fix the situation. He’d come home early to surprise him, with plans for a fun night of stories. Upsetting Drew was the last thing he’d wanted. He just needed to explain. He just needed to let him know that no matter what he was his friend, and there was no judgement.

Finley took a deep breath and approached the door to Drew’s room. He stopped outside and he knocked.
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There was quiet for a moment, then movement, feet shuffling, heels clicking.

Was Drew still wearing that outfit? Finley’s mind wandered, picturing him, the way the dress had hugged the subtle curves of his best friend’s body. He really had looked good.

Drew, like Finley, was fairly short and slender, and while Drew was the shorter of the two he also had the most muscle, though it was most developed on his legs and ass after years of yoga and working out on exercise bikes, a development that had only accentuated the fit of that knitted mini-dress.

Neither of them were very manly, both of them with softer, more refined features, but Finley would have never considered Drew to be pretty before. But now…

“Yeah?” Drew whispered from behind the door.

“I… I really am sorry.” Finley said. “I didn’t plan on… I just… I thought it’d be a nice surprise.”

There was quiet.

“It was, just… I’m embarrassed. I didn’t mean for you to ever see me… for you to ever find out and… I just… I’m just embarrassed.” Drew said.

Finley took a deep breath. He could understand why Drew was embarrassed, but he didn’t think he really had anything to be embarrassed about. Wearing clothes that made you happy, and that you looked good in, was really nothing to be ashamed of, but… he also knew it was far more complicated than that. Just how complicated it was for his best friend though he had no idea.

“I… you really don’t need to be.” Finley said. “I mean… I was surprised yeah. I had no idea. But… it’s not like you were naked or anything, and you looked pretty good if you ask me.”

There was another pause.

“Really?” Drew whispered.

There was a note in his voice. Hope?

“Yeah. I mean… it’s just clothes after all. And… they suited you. You looked comfortable, at least before you realised I was home and got embarrassed and ran off, and… they fit you well. You… you’ve got good legs.”

Finley chuckled, softly, but he meant what he’d said. Drew really did have good legs. In the sheer black pantyhose, they’d looked so smooth and soft and…

The door opened a crack and Drew looked out. He was still in the knitted dress, pantyhose, heels, but his eyes looked puffy. The thought of his best friend crying broke Finley’s heart yet… he was still kind of cute.

Was he wearing make-up too?

Drew had grown his hair out years ago, left it styled in long loose copper waves that fell down to his shoulders, a relatively neutral style that now looked surprisingly feminine with what he was wearing. His big green eyes blinked, slowly, his lashes full and dark.

He was wearing make-up, and that too suited him. He really was kind of cute.

“You really think I’ve got good legs?” Drew asked.

Finley nodded without hesitation.

“Yeah. I do.” He said.

And as he said it he could not help but glance down, then he blushed as he realised he was checking out his best friend.

“Thanks.” Drew said. “I… I’m sorry I reacted the way I did. I just… no one knows about this. It’s a pretty big secret I’ve kept hidden and… and I just… I kind of assumed you’d think I was gross and weird. I should… I should have trusted you.”

Finley smiled.

“I do not think you’re weird or gross.” Finley said. “You’re my best friend, and I came home early because I missed you.”

Drew blushed again, only this time it seemed… more wholesome.

“I missed you too.” Drew said.

“And I won’t tell anyone either.” Finley said. “Not because I think you need to keep it a secret or should, but because it’s up to you who knows. I just… I know secrets can be weird, and unhealthy, so I just wish there was something I could do to help you relax knowing that I know this. I mean… if there’s anything I can do to help you relax I’ll do it.”

Drew smiled, suddenly, a glint in his eyes. He shifted, opening the door wider, and Finley could not help but glance back to his best friend’s legs, his pantyhose-clad thighs.

“Anything?” Drew said, voice teasing.

Finley nodded. He’d meant what he said. He hadn’t meant to discover his best friend’s secret, and though he knew it didn’t change how he felt about Drew, he also knew that he’d do anything to reassure him.

“In that case, I think there is something you can do.” Drew said.


Two

Finley stood and stared at himself in the mirror, face pale. Why had he agreed to this?

He laughed, lightly, to himself. That answer at least was easy. He had agreed to this because it was important to him that Drew felt comfortable. It was important to him that Drew be able to feel at ease around him after he had discovered his secret.

He had never meant to walk in on him dressed in pantyhose, a dress, heels, had never meant to see his best friend looking kind of cute, with make-up on, but he had. He’d come home early from holiday meaning to give him a fun surprise, but instead, they’d both been surprised by Finley’s early arrival.

“Well, I said I’d do anything.” Finley said to himself. “That’ll teach me to open my big mouth.”

He had said he’d do anything, and he’d meant it. That his best friend not feel embarrassed or awkward around him meant more than anything so this… this request, was not that bad, was it?

So, why did Finley feel so flustered and timid all of a sudden?

Drew had explained it simply enough, and it had made sense, so Finley had gone along with it, had agreed to do as he asked to help him feel more comfortable, but now, faced with it, faced with what he’d been asked to do, Finley was suddenly frozen.

“You’ve seen me in pantyhose and a dress, in heels, and you’ve seen… you’ve seen my legs, so… if I see you the same way, wearing something similar, then we’ll be even. If you do this then we won’t feel awkward around each other, and we’ll be able to relax, and… and everything will just go back to how it was before, right?” Drew had said.

Finley had nodded, had offered no argument, since it sort of made sense. But then…

“You’ll need this.” Drew had said.

He had handed Finley a bag, and Finley had taken it to his bathroom, which was where he was now, standing, facing a mirror, with the contents of the bag laid out in front of him. Could he really do this?

But then, it couldn’t be that bad, could it? Drew did it for fun, and he had looked kind of cute in it. The pantyhose, and smooth legs, had made Finley curious. What did it feel like?

“Well, guess I better get started.” Finley said.

He turned his attention to the items he had arrayed before him. There was hair removal cream, a pink razor, shaving foam, moisturiser and soap. There was a pair of black pantyhose, a pair of pink panties, and a pair of pink heels. There was a knee-length black skirt, and a pink sweatshirt.

He just had to make himself smooth, like Drew, wear pantyhose, dress a little girly, and then… then let Drew see him. It would make them even. It would ensure Drew felt relaxed around him, would get rid of any awkwardness, so it was worth it, right?

Yet, Finley couldn’t shift the odd feeling in his gut, a fluttering nervousness, a trembling anxiety, a subtle sense of excitement. Why was he excited?

Just a few hours ago his flight had been landing and he’d been eager to see his best friend again, to catch up after weeks apart, to settle in with beer and wine to chat and talk about his adventures, to hear about what Drew had been up to and now…

Now he was about to make himself smooth, dress in girly underwear, put on a cute outfit, and he was oddly excited about it. Yet… he knew it would bring him and Drew closer. It would make their bond stronger. This was a secret Drew had kept from everyone for years, ashamed and embarrassed and terrified of being discovered, being shunned.

But there was nothing to be embarrassed about. There was nothing to be ashamed of. That’s what Finley had said to his best friend, and Finley was going to show Drew he’d meant every word.

He just hoped he looked half as good as his best friend did…
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Finley picked the hair removal cream up first, and set about reading and understanding the instructions. It seemed easy and simple enough.

He turned away from the mirror, feeling just a little awkward about what he was about to do, and stripped off. It felt good to get out of the clothes he’d travelled in, and he’d been eagerly looking forward to a hot shower, though he had not expected it to turn out like this.

Once naked he opened the cream, and he set to work. With the plastic spatula that came in the box, he began to smear the cream over his feet, ankles, shins, knees, thighs.

He worked methodically but quickly, aware of the instructions that the cream could not be left to sit for too long. He smeared it up and over his hips, butt cheeks, belly, over his arms and chest, armpits, layering the cream all over his body with the exception of his more sensitive areas. He then waited.

It felt strange, knowing the cream was working to make him smooth and soft, and the scent of it was strong, almost overpowering, but Finley knew he needed to be patient. When the alarm sounded on his phone that the appropriate amount of time had passed he moved to set the shower running, letting the water heat, the room filling with steam, before stepping beneath the flow.

The hot water was a balm after travelling, and Finley basked in the heat of it for a moment, muscles relaxing, body unwinding, aches evaporating, and the cream began to slough off his body.

As Finley watched it was as though he were a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, and his body seemed… new. He was soft, smooth, utterly hairless, and the caress of the water on his skin felt bright.

With his hair gone he suddenly felt so much more sensitive. A tingle ran up his spine, and his cock throbbed, a rush of excitement at the wave of new sensations.

Yet, he knew he had more to do. So, resisting the urge to caress his smooth legs, fascinated by the idea of how they might feel now, he began the next task. Getting rid of the rest of his hair.

“Trust me, get rid of all of the hair and it’ll feel more comfortable. I mean, you don’t have to, since… I guess I’ll only see your legs, but… I mean…” As Drew had spoken those words he had blushed a deep pink

As he had handed over the bag he had offered suggestions, instructions, but from what he said it left Finley curious. Was his best friend smooth all over? When he said it was more comfortable was he speaking from experience?

That thought sent Finley’s head spinning. Thoughts of Drew, in pantyhose, what he might be wearing under that knitted dress, how smooth he might be, and he felt a tightness in his chest, thoughts and emotions that he pushed away quickly.

He trusted his best friend though. He trusted him, and he wanted to put him at ease. So if Drew said it was more comfortable to be smooth everywhere, if that’s what he did, then that’s what Finley was going to do, because he did not want their friendship to be awkward because of one tiny little moment that paled in significance to all the brilliant moments they’d shared.

Taking a deep breath, calming himself, Finley reached out and picked up the shaving foam, and then set to the second part of getting ready. He foamed all the areas he hadn’t shaved, his butt crack, around his balls and cock, and then picked up the razor.

He concentrated on the task, not wanting to nick himself, but it was quicker and easier than he’d expected. The blade slid over his skin, and with each stroke, the trembling sense of anticipation in his belly felt brighter.

It was not long before Finley was utterly smooth, and as he looked down at himself he could not help but smile. He actually looked almost… good. He chuckled, shaking his head, wondering how long Drew had been keeping this secret, then set to washing his body to get rid of the last traces of foam and cream.

As his soapy hands caressed over his now smooth body he could not help but blush. He bit his bottom lip and his hands lingered and his cock throbbed. It felt… kind of hot.
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Finley washed quickly, refusing to allow himself to get distracted. Once finished Finley shut off the water and stepped out of the shower. He patted himself dry with the towel, and then applied the moisturiser to his skin, letting it soak in before he began to get dressed.

He slipped the panties on first, the pink silk material soft and slinky against his smooth body, a thrill running up his spine as they caressed up his calves, thighs, and were then pulled into place, snug around his ass and cock. They were far smaller than his normal underwear, but he actually sort of liked how they fit, and the way the tiny slip of material cupped his butt, slipping just barely into the smooth, soft, sensitive crack of his ass.

Finley giggled, blushing, and couldn’t help but wiggle his hips, an odd sense of joy that was new and vibrant. He wondered when all this had started for Drew. How had it begun? How long had he been keeping this secret, afraid and alone and terrified of being discovered?

The idea of his friend feeling so isolated and ashamed pained Finley, and it only reinforced why he was doing all of this. He cared about Drew, deeply, and he wanted him to know that he was there, that nothing had changed, and that there was absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.

Finley slipped on the pantyhose next, the sheer material of them tight around his feet, ankles, calves, knees, and as he slipped them up the silky nylon material seemed almost like a sensual caress, a tingle running along his spine, his cock throbbing with the excitement of it all.

The pantyhose clung to him, confining and squashing and shaping his legs, smooth and gloss and elegant and feminine. He pulled them up, over his panties, high on his waist, lifting his ass and squeezing his thighs. His cheeks felt hot with blood as he blushed.

Squirming, Finley forced himself to focus. He had to get dressed. He couldn’t let himself get distracted by how good it felt.

He slipped on the skirt next, the waist sitting just above his hips, the hem coming to a few inches above his knees, the black material pleated so the skirt swayed with each minor movement. He felt oddly elegant and graceful with it on, and the way it sat making his waist look trimmer, his hips and ass wider, rounder.

“I’ll need to be careful about sitting down or bending over.” Finley said to himself.

Given how short the skirt had turned out to be he would need to be careful or he’d end up flashing Drew a very intimate view of his pantyhose, his panties, and just thinking about it made Finley’s cheeks flame with embarrassment, yet… there was something kind of fun about the idea too. Refusing to dwell on the imagining, Finley hurried to finish getting ready.

He slipped his sweatshirt on, the pink hoody top at least baggy and loose fitting, and then slipped his heels on. These were every bit as difficult to stand and walk in as he’d been expecting.

How had Drew even managed to run in them, let alone look so elegant? How much practice had he had?

Finley tried not to dwell on that question, as well as the many other questions he had. He was just glad as he worked out how to walk in the heels that he and Drew were almost the same size.

And then it clicked. Everything he was wearing belonged to Drew. They were almost the same size. So… had Drew worn these clothes before? Had he worn these panties? How many items of feminine clothing did he have? How many other outfits…?

Finley shook his head. That was just more questions. If Drew wanted to share with him after this that was fine, but Finley was not going to pry. He just wanted his best friend to know that he did not think he was weird or strange, wanted to show him there was nothing to be embarrassed about or ashamed of now he knew his secret. He wanted there to be no awkwardness now he was back. He just wanted to enjoy a fun evening with his friend after being apart for weeks, and if this was what it took, then he’d gladly do it.

Finally dressed, Finley turned to face the mirror, and he was stunned by what he saw. He looked… almost as good as Drew.

He was taller and slimmer, so though he didn’t have quite the same curves in the hips and ass as his best friend, his legs were longer, and in the heels, they looked even longer still. The skirt fit him well, and the sheer pantyhose really helped shape his calves and thighs and butt.

He wiggled as he stared at his reflection, blushing. He looked almost pretty. He’d never been the classic image of handsome, but his features were symmetrical and balanced, but now, with what he was wearing, the edge of femininity pushed his big blue eyes, high cheekbones, thin nose, and pouty lips into the territory of beautiful.

Finley blushed. He’d always thought of himself as plain, unexceptional, but now, in the girly clothes, smooth, in pantyhose, he looked… hot. Even his messy tangle of almost chin-length blonde hair looked flattering.

“Well… I guess it’s now or never.” He said to himself.

He knew he had to face Drew sooner or later, and that sooner would be easier. Finley took a deep breath, took one last long look in the mirror, smiling, letting his reflection bolster his nerves, and turned to leave the bathroom.
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“Wow…” Drew said.

There was silence, Drew looked almost stunned, and Finley felt as though his face and throat and chest were on fire, his blush so intense he felt almost fevered. He realised now how flustered and frightened Drew must have been when he’d walked in unexpectedly.

Finley had known Drew would be waiting for him, knew he would be waiting for him dressed in a similar, feminine manner, with pantyhose on, heels, in a dress. He had been doing all this knowingly, willingly, and yet he still felt a rush of embarrassment and shame. He still felt shy and coy and flustered.

“You look… you look really good.” Drew said.

Finley chuckled.

“Really?” Finley asked.

Drew nodded, emphatic.

“Yeah. I… I’m really glad you did this for me, to… to help me relax. It’s actually really helped.” Drew said.

Finley smiled. That had been why he’d done all this, to set his best friend at ease, to help relieve any awkwardness of shame or embarrassment.

“I… I’m just happy to help. I mean, I did surprise you and I didn’t mean to and… I just… I feel bad you’ve had to keep it a secret for so long. That you’ve been worried for so long about being found out. It’s just… well, I don’t know what it is, or why you do it, but… you’re my friend, and I’m here for you, and you’re not hurting anyone and you look great and I just… I just want you to be happy.” Finley said.

He felt awkward, hyper-aware, and he was tripping over his words. He meant what he was saying though, felt it to his core, but at the same time, there was a niggling sense of shame eating at him, gnawing at him even as he felt a sense of joy and happiness that was new and bright. Why?

They were just clothes. Drew wasn’t hurting anyone and neither was he, so… why was he so conflicted?

“I… thank you. I never meant for you to find out but now you have, and seeing you now, knowing you accept me and you’re not just saying it… I’m actually really happy.” Drew said. “And… you do look really good.”

Finley blushed. He appreciated the compliment, and he was kind of enjoying how his best friend was looking at him, at his long, pantyhose-clad legs.

“Thanks. And… you do too. Look good I mean. I meant it when I said it and I still mean it. I… you don’t need to hide it anymore, with me I mean, not if you don’t want to. You’re my friend and I just want you to be happy, and if that means you wearing what you feel comfortable in around the flat, when we play games or watch movies, then… I want you to.”

Drew smiled. He nodded, and the look on his face made Finley glad for the first time that he had barged in on his best friend unannounced and discovered his secret.

“Thanks. I… I think I might. I mean… maybe tonight we could both just hang out and chat?”

Finley nodded.

“Yeah. I have wine, and beer. I brought some back to share with you. I… I’m kinda curious. When did all this… I mean, when did you… you know, with the clothes? How? Why?” Finley asked.

“It's kind of a long story.” Drew said. “But if you’re willing to listen I can try for the abridged version.”

Finley chuckled, nodding.

“I’ve got nowhere else to be.” He said. “And we’re both all dressed up so that sounds good to me. But… can we grab a blanket? I mean… this skirt is kinda short and I’m actually quite chilly.” Finley said, laughing.

“Sure. I’ll grab the blanket, you grab the drinks, then we can chat. I just… I wanted to say, I’ve been looking forward to seeing you.” Drew said. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” Finley said. “And I’m glad to be home.”


Three

Finley fetched the bottles of wine and the cans of beer from his luggage while Drew fetched the blanket and made the pair some food. It felt odd, moving around the house in heels, pantyhose, a short skirt, a pink baggy sweatshirt, and Finley couldn’t help but move a little more carefully, precarious in his heels, but the way they made him stand, the way they made him strut, felt… good.

His thighs, smooth now, soft and delicate, were so much more sensitive. He’d never been particularly hairy or masculine, had always been slim and short and boyish, but now, with his body hair gone, his legs, ass, belly, crotch utterly smooth, he was almost… feminine. And yet, he was enjoying it.

He could see why Drew did it. Why he dressed up in pantyhose, made himself pretty. There was a thrill to it, a sense of joy and freedom, and though he knew he shouldn’t be enjoying it, he couldn’t help but smile at the sense of freedom it gave him.

As Finley fetched the drinks he’d brought back from his holiday to share with his best friend he could feel his mind whirring with questions. How had Drew started all of this? How long had he been doing it? Why did he do it? What did it mean?

Yet, there was a sadness there too as Finley’s mind worked. Why had he kept it a secret from him? They were best friends. Finley would trust Drew with his life in a heartbeat, and yet Drew had not been able to trust him with his secret.

From his reaction earlier it was obvious there was shame there, embarrassment, and maybe other emotions, fear of rejection perhaps, uncertainty about how Finley would treat him if he knew, but… they were best friends, it was just clothes. Drew had nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed about. If wearing those clothes made him happy then Finley would support him. If feeling pretty or cute or… whatever made Drew happy then Finley would support him.

Sure, it might be unconventional by traditional standards, but those standards were screwed up and wrong most of the time anyway. Drew wasn’t hurting anyone and he looked good too. What mattered was that he was happy.

Finley chuckled as realisation clicked. He thought that about Drew, completely accepted Drew in a moment, without any hesitation, and yet only a few minutes ago he’d been thinking about himself wearing similar clothes, pantyhose, panties, heels, a skirt, and though he was enjoying it he’d still felt it was wrong.

Why?

When he thought of Drew wearing clothes like this all that mattered to him was that his best friend was happy. If anyone else had talked to him about something like this he’d have supported them without even thinking about it. Conservative society could get fucked in his view, it was about people being happy, and if they weren’t harming anyone then they should be free to do whatever or pursue whoever or love anyone if made them happy.

Yet… in his own head, it didn’t apply to him. The clothes he was wearing, being smooth, in heels, feeling pretty, was kind of fun, and yet it still felt wrong, as though it were something to be ashamed of, embarrassed about, something he should hide. It was as though the kindness and love and acceptance he’d gladly show to others didn’t apply to him. Why was that? Is that how Drew had felt for who knew how long?

Finley wanted to hug his best friend. He laughed at his own flawed logic. Clearly this was something he needed to think about, something he needed to work on. But first…
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“Wine or beer first?” Finley said, holding up the bottles and the cans.

Drew looked up from where he was sitting on the sofa, his heels on the floor in front of him, his feet tucked up under his thighs as he sat curled up with a bowl of snacks next to him, the blanket tossed to the side for Finley. Finley felt a wash of heat in his cheeks. In his pantyhose, knitted dress, with his smooth legs, Drew looked… kind of adorable.

As Finley looked at his best friend, waiting for an answer, he felt a swell of affection. With his hint of make-up Drew looked pretty, and with his hair styled, relaxed, dressed as he was, there was a joy and a lightness to him that Finley had never seen before and it really suited him.

“What is it they say? Wine before beer, everything’s…” Drew said, faltering.

“It’s wine before beer, oh dear, and beer before wine, everything’s fine. I think.” Finley said.

“Well, I guess we either stick with just the wine then, or start with the beer?”

Finley nodded.

“Makes sense to me. It’ll be a little warm but it should still be nice. It’s not meant to be served super chilled anyway, so you can taste the flavours, apparently. I’ll just get us some glasses and put the wine in the fridge, then we can chat.”

Drew smiled, shifting in his seat slightly. His knitted dress rose up, flashing more of his thigh and just a little of his ass, clad in sheer black pantyhose, silky, soft, sensual, smooth, a glimpse of his panties. Finley stared for a moment then realised he was staring at his best friend's butt.

He blushed pink, looked up and… Drew was watching him, grinning, biting on his bottom lip, fidgeting. Did he know Finley had been staring? Why was he smiling? And had he always been this cute?

“So beer?” Drew said, a note of teasing in his voice.

“I… yeah… I’ll be back in a second.” Finley muttered.

He turned, dashed off, walking in his heels to the kitchen to fetch glasses, put the wine in the fridge. He could almost feel Drew’s eyes on him, on his legs, and that thought thrilled him a little, in an odd way, making his cock throb and ache. Without thinking he put just a little extra wiggle in his walk and it felt… good.

The skirt swished, the hem brushing at his pantyhose-clad thighs, sending a tingle up Finley’s spine. And as he turned to carry the glasses back to the sofa he caught Drew staring at his… his ass?

Finley smirked, and it was Drew’s turn to blush. They really were even now.

Finley carried the glasses back and sat down beside his friend, the bowl of snacks in between them. Drew looked Finley in the eyes and smiled, bright and nervous. Finley pulled the blanket over his legs and Drew did similarly, so that they both sat snuggled beneath it, their toes touching.

“I… I wanted to say thank you, again, for… for how you reacted, for dressing up like that for me, to help me relax, to show me you really don’t think I’m weird or gross or a pervert or something.” Drew said.

“I… it’s no problem and I… I definitely don’t think you’re a pervert or weird or gross. You’re my best friend. I just want you to be happy and you really do look kind of cute.”

Drew blushed.

“You do too.” Drew said. “That skirt really does wonders for your legs.”

Drew chuckled and Finley smiled, blushing. The two best friends were awkward for a moment, both shifting in their seats, staring at each other.

“And… I really don’t mind, with the dressing up I mean. It wasn’t that much effort, and it’s kinda fun, seeing how all this feels. It’s kind of…” Finley paused, unsure of the words.

“Sensual?” Drew said.

“Yes! That’s it exactly. It’s sensual. The… having smooth legs and wearing the pantyhose, the… the panties.” Finley blushed. “It’s kind of sensual. It feels kind of… nice.”

“I know! There’s just something so… soft about it. It’s comfortable and feels good and as a bonus, you get to look… hot. What’s not to love, right?” Drew said, grinning.

“And is that… is that why you do it? To look hot, and to feel good?” Finley asked.

Drew blushed, fell quiet for a moment. He turned, reached over to pick up the glass of beer Finley had brought him, took a deep sip to calm his nerves. Finley, waiting, drank from his glass, almost as though in sympathy.

“Kind of…” Drew said, finally.
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And so the two best friends began to talk, really talk. Drew shared more about himself, his secret, and Finley listened, asking questions, wanting to know his best friend better, wanting to show him just how much he cherished and accepted him.

Drew told Finley how it had all begun when he’d been in his mid-teens after a late night trawling message boards and social media sites and porn sites. He’d come across a term he’d never seen before, femboy, and something about it had fascinated him, captivated him, and so he’d wanted to learn more.

“I guess I’d just never felt like a normal boy. I’ve always been small and kind of weak and thin, but that never bothered me. I never wanted to be big and burly, never wanted to be muscly and hairy, and then… when I saw the photos and the videos and the pictures, something just kind of… clicked.”

Drew had seen pictures of boys like him for the first time, femboys, males who didn’t want to be masculine, who wanted to be pretty and cute and feminine, but who weren’t girls. They were femboys.

“At first it was just looking at pictures, watching videos, even reading a few stories, like… I thought they were all really hot and cute and amazing, but then… then I got curious about how it would feel too. I was admiring them, but I also wanted to be like them, if that makes sense.”

Finley nodded. It did make sense.

And so Drew had bought his first pair of panties and long socks, and he’d shaved his legs for the first time, and that moment had changed everything.

“It just felt… right. I was so happy. It was sensual, and I felt comfortable, and I felt pretty.” Drew said.

Finley listened, nodding along, asking the odd question, and he was glad to have his best friend open up to him, share with him, confide in him. Drew had been carrying this secret for so long, ashamed and afraid, and Finley was only too happy to let him unburden himself, to offer his acceptance.

As the pair talked they drank, eating snacks, and when the snacks were gone and the drinks were empty Finley returned to the kitchen to put the bowl in the dishwasher, fetching more drinks. When he returned to the sofa he realised he was walking with more confidence in his heels, heel to toe, more sway in his hips and ass, skirt swishing, and he was having fun.

Drew did not fail to notice.

“It’s nice, right?” He said.

Finley nodded, blushing. It was nice. The sensuality of the sheer nylon pantyhose, the soft panties, being smooth, his thighs brushing against each other, it was all kind of… hot. And he felt cute too.

Finley, like Drew, had never been a manly man, had never been burly or masculine, but he’d never minded that much. He wasn’t unattractive, and he’d had a few girlfriends over the years even if they’d never been serious, yet… he’d never quite felt entirely comfortable in his own body, aware that it wasn’t what he was told a man’s body should be like, and though he’d done his best to fit in, that had only ever made the sense of wrongness worse.

This though, the pantyhose, the skirt, the panties, being smooth. This felt right. He felt… sexy.

“Yeah. It… it’s fun.” Finley said. “I can see why you do it. Why you keep doing it.”

Drew smiled.

“It’s nice to not do it alone. I mean… I’ve always kept it hidden, only ever dressed up when I’ve been alone, but wearing this around you is actually… it’s kind of natural. It feels right, comfortable. I like being seen by you, like this, I like the way you look at me and… I like looking at you too.”

Finley blushed and Drew smiled. The pair had been drinking for several hours now, chatting on and on, and they were both tipsy, both in that oversharing stage.

As Finley put the glasses down on the table he turned and sat, tripping slightly in his heels, clumsy, and he landed heavily on the sofa, sat close beside Drew, their smooth, pantyhose-clad thighs touching.

The pair froze. Finley faced Drew and their faces were inches apart. They could each feel the other’s breath. Neither of them spoke.
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“Your leg feels really good.” Drew said finally, breaking the quiet. “It’s so warm and smooth and… I’ve never had anyone touch me while I’ve been dressed like this.”

Drew’s voice was hush, quiet, low. Finley blinked.

As close as he was he could see Drew’s face clearly now, the slight hints of make-up, his big green eyes, his plump lips. He really was very pretty. How had he never seen it before?

Finley’s heart skipped a beat.

“I… yeah. It really does feel nice. Your leg on mine I mean. I… can move if you want though?”

Finley knew he wasn’t sober, but he wasn’t drunk either. Was Drew drunk? He didn’t look or sound drunk. He just looked… flustered, his cheeks pink, his eyes blinking, his pouty pink lips slightly parted.

Finley could feel Drew trembling. Or was he trembling?

“No! Don’t… I mean… I don’t want you to. Unless you want to?”

Finley shook his head.

“I… I’m quite comfortable here. If you are?”

The pair were sat side by side, their bodies touching, their bare, smooth, soft, pantyhose-clad legs touching. Finley shifted slightly, turning to better face his best friend, heart racing.

He shifted his leg, wanting to feel more, rubbing his thigh up and down against his best friend’s thigh, and there was a rush of bright joy and thrilling sensation. Finley shifted, moved closer. Drew remained still, blinking.

“I am.” Drew said. “Can I… can I feel your legs?”

Finley blushed, nodded. What would it feel like to have his legs, smooth, soft, sensitive, clad in pantyhose, touched?

Drew, staring into Finley’s eyes moved his arm. Finley shivered as Drew’s hand fell to rest on his knee, slid up, slowly, caressing, squeezing gently.

Finley shivered, gasped, heart racing. His cock throbbed. It felt electric.

“I… can I feel you?” He asked.

Drew nodded.

“Please…” He whispered.

Finley reached out and put his hand on his best friend’s bare thigh, the sheer material of the pantyhose, the soft warm flesh of his leg. It was so smooth and delicate, so pretty. He squeezed, and the pair both shifted, moving closer, staring at each other, slow deliberate breaths.

“You feel amazing.” Finley said. “Your legs, and your hands… I…”

“I can’t believe how good this feels.”

Finley’s head was spinning, thoughts fuzzy. He’d missed Drew so much, and now here he was, but at the same time, it was like he was someone new, someone prettier and happier and more playful. And he felt too good.

And Finley felt good too. The hand on his leg, smooth sensitive skin, pantyhose, panties, his cock swelling. His heart was racing and he wanted… he wanted more.


Four

Without thinking Finley moved, leant forward, slowly, his face moving closer to his best friend’s. Drew was frozen, watching.

Finley gave Drew a chance to retreat, to speak up, to object, but he did none of those things. Instead, he too moved closer.

And then the pair kissed.

Their lips met, and they kissed, deeply, intensely, passionately. They shifted, moved closer, and their hands began to roam.

There was no resistance, no hesitation, no reluctance, just want and hunger and need and lust and desire. Finley kissed Drew and Drew kissed back.

There were whimpers, moans, soft breaths, racing hearts. Finley’s cock throbbed, grew hard, and his hand stroked Drew’s thigh, caressing up as Drew caressed him in return.

Lips parted, and there were tongues, wet and eager, and Finley moaned, giddy. He had kissed girls before, had been kissed by girls before, but it had never been like this. It had never felt this good, this right.

He was soft and smooth, in a skirt, next to his best friend, Drew, who was equally smooth, a knitted dress on, soft legs, the pair in pantyhose, panties… was Drew in panties?

The thought spun in Finley’s head and as he kissed his best friend back he couldn’t get the thought and the image out of his mind. There was one way to find out…

Finley’s hand crept higher, squeezing, caressing, the pantyhose so soft over smooth skin. Drew’s thigh was plump, delicate, warm, and his hand on Finley’s thigh was sending shudders of bliss up Finley’s spine.

Finley shifted, his cock hard in his panties, and he pressed his body into Drew’s. Drew pressed back, and the kiss became deeper.

Finley’s hand crept up, higher, crept beneath the hem of Drew’s knitted dress, up over his thighs, caressing in, to his crotch, his cock, Drew’s hard throbbing cock snug inside the pantyhose, the satin panties.

He was wearing panties. Finley smiled and teased his fingers over the bulge of his best friend’s hard cock. Drew thrust his hips, moaning, whimpering, but did not take his lips from Finley’s

The kiss became more passionate, deeper, and Drew squeezed Finley’s thigh hard, his other hand roaming around to his back, gripping him to pull him close, and Finley’s free hand snuck around to Drew’s ass, sneaking beneath the hem of the knitted dress to cup and squeeze and grope Drew’s ass.

The pair embraced, and Finley began to tease his best friend.
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Drew’s cock was hard in his panties, throbbing in his pantyhose, the front damp with precum, and as Finley teased his fingers over the hardness of his arousal, the cute bulge of his prick, Drew thrust his hips. He was trapped though, caught.

Finley slipped his hand up to the waistband of Drew’s pantyhose, the waist of his panties, and then slipped his hand in, down, skin on skin, and his fingers closed around the shaft of his cock, began to stroke. With one hand gripping his best friend’s ass, squeezing, groping, the other stroking his cock, fingers wrapped around his prick, Finley began to play his best friend like an instrument.

Drew moaned into the kiss, whimpering, pressing close to Finley, bodies hard against each other. Their legs entwined, squirming, soft smooth legs encased in nylon rubbing against each other, bolts of pleasure. Finley stroked, kissing, squeezing Drew’s full, pert ass. He was in panties, just like Finley, and he too was smooth everywhere.

“Fuck…” Drew gasped. “I… don’t stop.”

Finley smiled, kissed hard, tongues and lips. He had no intention of stopping.

His hand stroked, teasing his best friend’s cock as he squeezed his ass. Drew worked his hips, trapped between sensations, and Finley stroked his legs against Drew’s legs, his cock hard, aching, almost painful.

The pair writhed in lust, lost in the pleasure of each other, breathing hard. It was giddy, joyful, lusty, hot.

“Fuck… I’m… it’s never felt so good… you feel so good. I… please don’t stop.” Drew whimpered.

Finley was only too happy to oblige. They stroked, teased, squeezed, fondled, entangled, the pair kissing, biting, licking. His heart was racing, head spinning. This had all happened so fast, but nothing had ever felt this right.

He had kissed girls before, had fooled around with girls before, but it had never felt this good. He had never felt so hot and sexy and sensual, and the girls had never reacted to his kisses, his touch, like Drew was reacting. Drew wanted him, needed him, his kisses, his touch, and Finley wanted to give it to him.

He had never done anything like this before, had never gone this far with another person, but it was Drew, his best friend, the person he trusted most. This felt… right.

“Fuck… I’m going to… I’m going to…”

Drew thrust his hips. His cock throbbed, swelled, and then he was cumming. He was cumming into his panties, his pantyhose, even as Finley continued to stroke his cock, tease him, kiss him.

Finley loved it, loved how it felt, his best friend’s shudders, the warm stickiness of cum over his fingers, the throbbing of Drew’s shaft in his hand.

After a long moment, Finley began to slow his stroking, then stopped. The throbbing of Drew’s cock subsided. His panties and pantyhose were soaked with cum.

“Fuck…” Drew whispered.

The pair were breathing hard, bodies hot, legs entangled, heads spinning. Their lips separated, and Finley slipped his hand out from Drew’s panties, grinning.

He looked into his best friend’s eyes and smiled.

“That was… fun.” He said.

Drew blushed.

“I enjoyed it too, but… what about you?” Drew said.

As he spoke he smiled, nodded his head downwards, indicating the bulge in Finley’s skirt, his hard cock.

“You’ve been so lovely and sweet, and you feel so good I… I think it’s about time I welcomed you home properly.” Drew said.

Finley blinked, not quite sure what Drew meant. Drew shifted, pulled away from Finley, disentangling his smooth legs, then slipped his body down.
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Finley froze, watching, as Drew slipped down off the sofa and crawled to kneel at his feet. He put a hand on each knee and then, with gentle pressure, he parted Finley’s thighs and shifted forwards, grinning.

Finley stared into his best friend’s big green eyes, mesmerized by how pretty he was, how sexy. His head was spinning, and he lay still as Drew’s hands slipped up over his smooth, pantyhose-clad thighs.

His touch was electric, caressing, teasing, and he had never felt pleasure like it. Drew’s fingers crept higher, lifting Finley’s skirt, and Finley’s cock throbbed, so hard it hurt.

Drew lifted his skirt and exposed his pantyhose, his panties, the hardness of Finley’s erection. Drew dropped his gaze and stared for a moment, then smiled.

“Fuck… you’re big.” He whispered.

Those words from his best friend's lips lit a fire in him. Finley had never been intimate with another person, had never let another person see his cock, but he knew he wasn’t small. To hear Drew comment on his size though with such obvious desire made his head spin.

Finley watched as Drew, eager, gripped the waistband of his pantyhose and panties together, and pulled them down. Finley lifted his hips to help, wiggling, and his pantyhose and panties slipped down, catching on the hardness of his cock for a moment before being tugged off, exposing his smooth, hard, shaved cock, his hardness.

Drew did not wait a moment before reaching out to grip it, gently, and he began to stroke. Finley’s head spun, alcohol and emotions and sensations, and he whimpered. The pleasure washed over him and he could only watch as Drew, his best friend, looking so hot, began to work the shaft of his cock.

His hand was soft, gentle, and Finley thrust into his grip, fucking his hand. Drew smiled. He looked up, his big green eyes staring up at his best friend, so cute and pretty and...sexy.

“You like that?” Drew asked.

Finley nodded, lost beyond words.

“Good.” Drew said. “But… I want to welcome you home properly.”

Not quite sure what Drew meant, Finley stared down at him. Their eyes met. Drew shifted forward, leaned in, and his pouty wet lips parted, tongue extending, and he put the tip of it to the head of Finley’s cock and licked.

“Fuck…” Finley gasped.

He thrust his hips but Drew wanted to tease. He licked, gently, then kissed. His fingers teased along the tip of Finley’s shaft.

The kiss became wetter, sloppier, and he took the tip of Finley’s cock into his mouth, began to suck just the tip between his lips, an audible slurping.

Finley had never had anyone even touch his cock before, and now here was his best friend, on his knees in front of him, with his cock in his mouth. And it felt amazing.

“Fuck… oh god.”

Drew looked so hot. His big green eyes sparkled as he stared up at Finley, grinning, and he sucked the tip of his cock, slurping, teasing with his fingers along his shaft. Finley watched, hypnotised, drunk on pleasure.

Drew parted his lips and his tongue extended, licked, circling the tip of Finley’s cock, and then he lowered his head, taking more of it into his tight, hot, wet mouth. His lips sealed shut, and he began to suck, head bobbing as he looked up at his best friend.

Finley thrust his hips and his cock slipped deeper. He began to fuck back, began to fuck his best friend’s mouth, but Drew was in control and he wanted to tease. He kept just barely more than the tip in his mouth, sucking hard, bobbing his head up and down, fingers caressing lightly along the shaft.

Drew shifted forwards, his warm body pressing into Finley’s smooth thighs, kneeling between his spread legs, and he sucked, tongue teasing, fingers almost tickling, and he looked up at him with an expression of joy and affection and lust.

“Fuck… you look so hot. And that feels so fucking good” Finley muttered.

The sensations were brighter and more intense than anything he had experienced before. Lips, tongue, fingers, spit. The pantyhose on his legs sent tingles up his spine, and Drew’s lips, slurping, were wrapped tight. Drew pulled his head up, sucking, and Finley’s cock left his mouth with an audible pop, but his fingers continued to tease.

“You want to come in my mouth?” Drew asked.

Finley nodded. He did.

As he stared into his best friend’s big green eyes he knew that was what he wanted. He wanted to cum in that wet, tight, hot mouth, wanted to fuck his cock between those pretty pouty lips, wanted his best friend to suck his cock.

He was drunk, more on lust than on alcohol, lost on the joy of being pretty. He had missed Drew so much and now… they were doing this. It was too much. Any last trace of resistance Finley had left crumbled.

Drew just smiled.

“Then do it. Cum in my mouth. Let me taste you.” He said.

And with that, he returned his lips to the tip of Finley’s cock. He kissed, licked, then sucked, and he pressed the tight seal of his lips down, his eyes never looking away from Finley’s, their gazes locked.

Drew stared up at his best friend as he sucked the tip of his cock into his mouth and he began to work it, faster, harder, sucking on the tip hard, milking it.

It was a pleasure more intense than anything Finley had known. The wet, tight hotness, sucking, milking, squeezing, tongue clinging. Those big green eyes looking up at him had him hypnotised. He wanted to cum… he was going to cum in his best friend’s mouth, wearing panties and pantyhose, smooth, the pair of them so pretty and cute and feminine.

“Fuck… fuck… oh god.”

Finley was muttering, almost delirious. Drew smiled as he sucked, never looking away, eyes sparkling with lust.

He sucked, hard, sloppy and wet, slurping, head bobbing up and down. His fingers grew still, holding Finley’s shaft gently, the only sensation coming from his lips and tongue, the hot wet suction of his mouth.

Finley lay still, staring, watching Drew suck his cock. He was so fucking hot and it felt so fucking good.

“I’m… I’m close… I’m going to…”

Finley’s cock throbbed, hard, swelling, and Drew just smiled, lips tight, sucking, as he looked up at his best friend. He kept sucking, milking, teasing the tip of Finley’s cock as Finley came.

“Fuck…”

Finley’s cock throbbed, and he was cumming, cumming harder than he’d ever cum before, cumming over and over and over. His cock throbbed, jet after jet of hot, thick cum filling Drew’s mouth, but he kept sucking, a drop never leaving his lips as he swallowed.

“Oh god…” Finley was drunk on the pleasure of it.

He came, and Drew looked up at him, the tip of his cock between his tight, wet, pouty lips as he sucked and licked and swallowed.

Finally, Finley’s climax began to subside. His cock ceased its throbbing, and his flow of cum stopped. Drew sucked, hard, one last time, then pulled his lips off with another audible pop. He stared up at Finley and giggled, then opened his lips, opened his mouth wide, and showed his best friend the pool of cum on his tongue.

Drew closed his lips, made a show of swallowing, then opened his mouth to show it was empty. He laughed, and Finley blushed. He had just…

“Fuck that was hot.” Drew said. “That felt… that felt amazing.”

He looked so happy, so sexy. He wiggled his hips and pulled up Finley’s panties, pantyhose, then rose to his feet.

“I’m going to get that wine.” Drew said. “Then maybe we can cuddle for a bit?”

Finley blushed as he shifted, putting his skirt back into place. His head was fuzzy, the rush of his climax a giddy high, the fog of alcohol and lust and pleasure. He nodded.

“I… thanks, that sounds nice.” He said.

As Drew turned and strutted off to the kitchen Finley watched him go, watched the sway of his hips and ass, his walk even more sensual and provocative as though… was he teasing him? The thought sent a shiver down Finley’s spine. Drew looked so fucking sexy and, despite having only just cum in his best friend’s mouth moments ago, Finley felt his cock again throb with desire.


Five

“My head!”

Finley groaned and blinked against the harsh light as he woke. His mouth felt crusty, like an old carpet, and his body was heavy and full of aches and pains.

As he rolled over his head throbbed and a bolt of pain ran down the base of his skull and along his spine. He felt awful. He screwed his eyes shut tighter, wanting to retreat back to sleep, but the act of tensing even just his eyelids only made the headache worse.

“What did I drink?”

As Finley shifted, rousing himself, aware that water, coffee, and painkillers were required, his mind probed at the puzzle of why he felt so awful, and it began to trawl the events of the night before.

He’d got home and…

“Shit.”

The memories came flooding back in a rush. Drew, his legs, heels, that knitted dress. He’d fled and… Finley shifted, rolling over.

His body was smooth. He could feel the change, the increased sensitivity, the pleasant sensuality. He sat up, stiff, battling against his hangover, and looked down at himself.

He was in his bed, alone, but he was still wearing what he had worn last night. He was still in the skirt, the pink hoody, the pantyhose, the panties, he even still had the heels on.

“Fuck…”

Finley shifted and he felt a familiar tingle run up his spine, the novel sensation of being smooth, pretty, soft, feminine. It felt good, but…

“I need to have a shower and get dressed.”

He pushed memories and emotions away. His head was spinning from the rush of them, the fever of his hangover, body sticky with stale sweat.

As he moved he felt his panties still stuck to his cock, crusted with traces of cum and… spit. Drew’s spit.

The memory of what he had done came rushing back. What they had done.

He had kissed his best friend. They had kissed, and he had made Drew cum, and then… Drew had sucked his cock. It had felt good, all of it, every last moment had felt right and perfect and hot but now…

There was a tide of guilt. He had only meant to make his friend feel better, make him feel accepted and… he’d taken advantage of him. Finley hadn’t meant to but he’d abused Drew’s vulnerability, had got him drunk, had… had… had…

Finley didn’t know what he had done, or how, or why. All he knew was that it had felt amazing in the moment, but now, the morning after, he felt terrible. How could he ever persuade Drew to forgive him?

“I just need a shower.” Finley said.

A shower would help, but there was no way a shower could fix cumming in your best friend’s mouth.
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Finley showered and washed and put on clean clothes, jeans and a shirt, finding the jeans oddly rough against his smooth legs, the memory of the pantyhose still bright. They really did feel better…

He pushed that thought from his head though. He’d only done that to help Drew, to make him feel better, show him he wasn’t gross or a freak or… and it wasn’t like Finley actually wanted to wear that stuff, was it? Finley shook his head, refusing to dwell on what had happened last night.

It was a one-off, that was all. He’d apologise for taking advantage and he’d just have to hope Drew would forgive him and that they could move on.

Yet… the memory of Drew’s eyes, his body in that dress, those legs, the way Drew’s cock had felt in his hand, the way Drew’s lips had felt on his cock, was all still so bright, so intoxicating. He could still remember how good it had felt to cum as Drew sucked hard on the tip of his cock, could still remember clearly how hot it had been to watch him swallow.

Finley felt his cock throb, but he pushed the memories away, pushed away the surge of emotions and desires. He needed coffee, needed to keep busy.

He gathered up the clothes he had worn last night, the clothes Drew had lent him, panties, pantyhose, skirt, sweatshirt, and bundled them in with the laundry he had to deal with after his holiday. That would keep him busy.

Finley bundled all of the clothes into a bag and, head still pounding, heart racing, he stepped out of his room only to be greeted by the smell of fresh coffee, the sound of quiet music, the rattle of pans and the hiss of frying oil.

Drew was in the kitchen, cooking, making breakfast, and Finley froze. Drew looked hot.

He was dressed simply, in a short skirt with tan pantyhose on, cute little heels, and a baggy jumper. As he was cooking, not yet aware that he was being watched, he danced, singing to himself, wiggling his hips and ass as he worked. Finley felt a rush of affection and desire, his cock hardening. Drew looked sexy.

“Hi…” Finley finally managed to mutter.

Drew jumped, startled, and spun quickly around. He broke into a wide smile as he saw his best friend, beaming, and he was… he was again wearing make-up, but more elaborate this time, brighter, bolder, and it suited him, made him look beautiful.

Finley felt his heart skip. Drew was his best friend. Drew had trusted him, and he’d… he’d betrayed him. Had used him. He’d never meant to and…

“I made breakfast.” Drew said. “Coffee and eggs and toast. It’s almost ready if you want to come and sit down. I thought… I thought we could have breakfast together.”

Drew sounded almost nervous, and he was blushing. As he talked he shifted, squirming, hips wiggling, those long, smooth, perfect legs. Finley watched as Drew batted his eyelashes, gnawing on his bottom lip, flirting with him.

He was so utterly adorable, and Finley knew he had let him down, had hurt him, had preyed on him when he was vulnerable. He had never meant to, but he had let his lust get the better of him and he had betrayed his best friend.

“I… I think I just need to get on with chores.” Finley said.

He lifted the bag in his hand to show it off.

“Laundry.” Finley said.

Drew seemed almost to deflate. His cheerful demeanour vanished and he was silent. He stood for a moment, still, no longer wiggling, and then just nodded.

“I… if you… not even coffee?” He asked.

“I…”

Finley stared at his best friend. He was so fucking cute in his little skirt, his pantyhose-clad legs out, in those heels, those perfect big green eyes.

Finley wanted to have breakfast with him. Wanted to talk. He wanted to go to him, hug him, kiss him, hold him, wanted to…

Finley knew he could not trust himself.

“I… I can’t. Sorry.” Finley said.

Without another word Finley turned and fled. He left Drew behind, dashed out of the building. He needed fresh air, needed time, needed to clear his head and needed to work out just how he was ever going to earn his best friend’s forgiveness.
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Finley dropped his laundry off at the laundrette, loading the machine himself, and as he put the pantihose, the panties, into the washer he could not help but notice the small stains of cum left from last night’s… mistake? Was it a mistake?

Now his head was clearing he could sort through the memories and emotions more easily. Finley had woken up with a hangover, a bad hangover, but he knew that he had been only tipsy when he and Drew had… had connected. The true hangover had come from the drinking they did afterwards, as they cuddled and talked and snuggled on the sofa.

There had been laughter and silliness, joy and affection, and the moment had felt close to perfect, Drew’s soft body pressed tight into Finley’s, their pantyhose-clad legs entangled, the warmth and the smooth softness. But… it was all based on a lie, wasn’t it?

Finley had gotten carried away. He’d meant to reassure his friend, to show him he cared about him and that he didn’t need to hide his feminine side, that he didn’t need to be awkward, but… he’d gotten overwhelmed. The pantyhose, feeling soft, in panties, feeling cute and sexy, it had all been too new and exciting.

After not seeing Drew for so long he’d been overcome with emotions, giddy, and seeing him looking so hot was something he hadn’t been prepared for. Yet, Drew had been vulnerable. He’d needed a friend, support, had been sharing a secret shame he’d been carrying for years on his own, and Finley had… he’d taken advantage of that to get his dick sucked.

He hadn’t meant to, but in the heat of the moment, he hadn’t been able to stop it. He’d been so caught up, had been so enraptured, and Drew had looked so pretty, had felt so soft.

He’d kissed him, which perhaps would have been forgivable, but he’d then touched him, molested him, made his best friend cum, and when Drew had offered to return the favour Finley had done and said… nothing.

He’d just let him. He’d let Drew go down on him, let him suck his cock, let him make him cum with his tight, hot, wet mouth, sucking, those pink pouty lips. Just remembering it made Finley’s cock throb, a rush of arousal and shame.

He’d cum in his best friend's mouth, and Drew had swallowed it. Finley should have stopped it, but he hadn’t. He should have put his friend before his own selfish lust.

Drew had been vulnerable, had been sharing a secret he’d been carrying for years, and Finley should have just supported him without taking advantage of him in his vulnerable state. He had taken advantage of his best friend and he was not sure things would ever be the same. Could he ever be forgiven?

The thought of losing Drew completely crushed him, and as the washer began to turn, spinning, filling with water, Finley stared at it, mind fuzzy, heart heavy. What was he supposed to do now?
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Finley stayed out all day, doing his laundry, getting coffee, eating lunch, walking around the city as he tried to clear his head and work out what to do. How was he supposed to apologise for a fuck up like this? How was he ever going to make this up to Drew?

There was so much to sort through on top of that too. Even if Drew could find it in his heart to forgive Finley, what was going to happen to their friendship?

After everything that had happened could they go back to how things had been, how things had always been? They’d known each other for years but now all of that could have been ruined.

Finley had always considered himself straight. A straight man interested in girls. It was the default option. It was what he’d always been told by those around him even if they’d never used words. It was what men were supposed to be, wasn’t it?

Sure he knew that gay and bi were options, but they weren’t the default, and so he’d just always figured that they didn’t apply to him. He was ordinary and plain and default, wasn’t he?

Yet… thinking back Finley realised that even when he’d had girlfriends he’d never really been that interested in them. He’d fooled around a bit, but it had never been serious, and it had certainly never gotten heavy, but he always just assumed when he found the right girl it’d click. Like how it had clicked with Drew.

And… it had clicked with Drew. It had been so easy in that moment to fall into each other, had felt so right, that kiss, and… and everything that had come after.

Finley knew it was wrong, but he also couldn’t get it out of his head. The way Drew had looked, felt, the way it had felt when they had connected.

So… was Finley gay then, or maybe bi, or… or was it just Drew, just that one person? Or maybe it had been the pantyhose, the dress, the feminine clothing.

Finley remembered how hot Drew had looked as Finley had left him making breakfast. Maybe it was just the femboy look? Maybe it was just the soft legs, the panties, the pantyhose.

Maybe it had been that he’d been wearing them too, the skirt, the soft nylon on his smooth legs, the snug panties. Maybe… maybe he was a femboy, but what did that mean if he was?

And did the labels even matter?

Finley didn’t know. He just knew that somehow he needed to apologise to Drew and make everything right. But… what did right even look like?


Six

Finley had spent the entire day with his phone turned off, using the time to clear his head, to process his emotions. It had been a long day, and he had little in the way of clear answers, but he at least had an idea of what to do next.

He needed to apologise, to make it clear to Drew that he was sorry and that what had happened would never happen again. He needed to make it clear that his acceptance and friendship were in no way contingent on… what had happened last night. Drew did not need to earn Finley’s love and friendship with sex.

Finley knew that they’d not really be able to return to how things had been before, but he hoped that the new landscape of their relationship would not be too different. Finley took a deep breath and pulled out his phone, turned it on and waited for it to start up.

His hands were shaking and his heart was racing. Would Drew even forgive him?

And then his phone blew up with alerts, the day's messages all coming in one sudden rush, bombarding him with noise. Messages, texts, and emails all arriving at once.

He’d expected a few but this… this was unprecedented. Finley opened the alerts to see and his heart sank. Almost all of them were from Drew.

Drew must hate him.

He wanted to avoid it, wanted to hide, but he knew he’d need to confront it all soon rather than later, and so he opened the first batch of messages, expecting vitriol, hate, anger, fury, but there was none of that.

Instead, it was apology after apology after apology. Drew was sorry. Drew was sorry for everything.

Finley’s heart fractured, sinking, and he felt a weight of dread. He’s been so caught up in his own emotions that… he’d been so wrapped up in his own feelings of guilt that… he’d just assumed he was the predator, that he was the one in the wrong, that he’d been the one to hurt his friend. He’d not thought about how Drew might be feeling, not really. The entire day he’d been thinking of himself.

He’d been worried about how he’d hurt his friend, had been fretting about how he’d wounded their relationship, but what he’d actually been doing was focussing on himself, on how he felt, and he’d been ignoring how Drew must have felt.

Drew’s one big secret had been discovered, the thing he’d been ashamed of for so long, that he’d been hiding for so many years, and then… Finley had offered him acceptance, support, had shown him that there was nothing to be embarrassed or awkward about. Finley had dressed up to show Drew that it was all just clothes, and Drew in that moment, overcome with so many emotions, tipsy, glad to see his best friend after so long, had reacted with a rush of emotions and joy.

That kiss hadn’t been Finley preying on Drew. Drew had wanted it too. Drew had seen Finley’s love, his acceptance, his support, and he’d been touched. He’d seen his best friend looking cute, soft, in pantyhose and a skirt, heels, and he’d felt a surge of affection and desire and he’d acted on it.

They’d both wanted what had happened.

Reading the messages Finley realised how wrong he had been. Caught up in a spiral of shame and self-loathing and uncertainty his emotions and thoughts had run away with him. He’d painted himself as the villain, as someone bad or poisonous or tainted, but he was none of those things.

Drew had kissed him because he’d wanted to, just as Finley had wanted to kiss Drew. They had connected as they had because they both wanted it.

But now…

After a day of ignoring his best friend, after rushing out this morning and then not speaking a word to him, Drew had taken it badly. But then, how else was he meant to take it?

Finley had learned his secret, and Drew had forced him to dress up, and then Drew had preyed on him while he was drunk and vulnerable. And now Finley hated him.

Only… that wasn’t true at all.

Finley had let Drew create his own version of events, his own fiction, in which he was the villain, in which Finley was the victim, and now Finley hated him. But Finley knew he could never hate Drew. He…

“Shit.” Finley whispered, realising what he had done.

He’d spent the whole day fretting over events that had not happened in the way he’d imagined, and in so doing he’d forced dread and anxiety and shame on his best friend at the moment when he’d been more joyful and vulnerable than ever.

Finley recalled the morning, Drew, dressed pretty and femme, no longer carrying the shame of his secret, making coffee and breakfast for him. He’d looked so happy. He’d finally found acceptance. His best friend hadn’t rejected him and, even better, they’d kissed, had connected physically and emotionally. They’d been intimate, made each other cum, and then they’d hugged and laughed and there was nothing to be ashamed of anymore and Drew could finally be himself.

And then Finley had run out of the flat without a word and had kept his phone off all day. What else was Drew meant to think?

Finley looked at the last message Drew had sent.

I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’ll move out and you never need to see me again. I’m sorry.

Finley needed to fix this. And he needed to fix it fast.
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Finley rushed home as fast as he could, making only one stop on the way, picking up several items, gifts that he hoped would show Drew that he was sorry and that he definitely did not hate him. He arrived late, and as he let himself in the flat he was quiet. Had Drew moved out already?

There was noise from Drew’s room. Movement. Finley wasn’t too late, but he knew he still needed to be quick.

He shut the door as quietly as he could, smiling. He had a plan now. He just hoped it would be enough.

With the door closed, he waited. There was quiet. Music was playing in Drew’s room. He didn’t know Finley was home. Finley exhaled a sigh of relief. With careful steps, he made his way through to his bedroom and he set about getting changed.

He was as quick as he could be, but it still took time. He wanted to make his apology special, and he also wanted to keep it a surprise.

As he got dressed his heart raced. Would Drew even be willing to accept his apology? Was this all too much?

Finley had hurt his best friend, had crushed him, had abandoned him just when he had been at his happiest. Looking back Finley could see it clearly now. Drew had looked so happy and content this morning, making breakfast, and then… Finley had stomped all over that happiness.

So he needed to show that he was sorry. He needed to show that he’d been stupid. He needed to show that no matter what Drew thought after today he really did cherish and accept him, that he didn’t hate him, that he…

Finley’s heart and head were a mess. He didn’t know what he was doing, not really, or what he felt, or if this was sensible or if it was about Drew or himself, or about anything really. He just knew he didn’t want to lose his best friend.

As Finley finished getting ready, slipping on the heels that had been left in his room, Drew’s heels, he straightened, checking himself in the mirror. He smiled, blushed.

“Not bad for a rush.” He said.

Finley had bought himself a new pair of pantyhose, in pink, along with a cute pink t-shirt, cropped with a wide neck, showing off his belly and his collarbones, and a pair of pink panties to match. The panties were tiny, cupping his butt, the silky cloth slipping up into his crack, high cut to show off thigh and cheek, barely enough to contain his cock.

He looked hot, cute and sexy and playful and feminine. With his smooth legs and body, the way the pantyhose and the panties accentuated the curve of his legs and butt, he no longer looked like an awkward boy trying and failing to be a man, he instead looked cute.

He’d never been hairy or buff or burly or tall, and he never would be, had never wanted to be, but he’d always been trying to fit what he figured he should be. A man, or, more specifically, a very particular type of man. He still was a man, except now he was the kind of man he wanted to be, the kind of man that made him happy.

Was that why he had run so far and fast this morning? Was it more than his connection with Drew? The kiss, making Drew cum with his hands, having Drew make him cum with his mouth.

Was it… was it this he was running from?

As Finley stared at himself he couldn’t help but feel the urge to hide, a sense of shame, but… there was nothing to be ashamed of. When he’d seen Drew he’d not thought of him as a freak, or as a pervert, he’d just seen his best friend looking happy and cute. When he’d seen Drew this morning, his smile, that inner light…

But then if he could accept Drew as a femboy, as just a person wearing clothes that made him happy, being the person he wanted to be, then why couldn’t he accept himself? In the pantyhose and panties and heels and the cute cropped t-shirt he felt comfortable and pretty and happy. They were just clothes.

He didn’t need to confine himself to a box, to some arbitrary standard. He could just be himself, and if that was… this, this cute, feminine version of himself, then didn’t he too deserve love and respect and acceptance. This was what he’d been running from. He could accept and cherish Drew, but he was unwilling to offer such things to himself.

That had to change. If he were to earn Drew’s forgiveness he had to forgive and accept himself too.

Finley stared at himself in the mirror and he finally admitted the truth. He liked what he saw. He liked how he looked, how he felt. In the skirt last night he’d been happy, comfortable, had felt more playful and flirtatious than he could remember.

He’d felt sexy. And that had led to the kiss, to…

Finley flushed, heart fluttering. It all came back to him, to how he felt about himself.

Looking at himself in the mirror now though he knew that this entire apology hinged on whether he was willing to accept himself or not. How could he accept Drew if he couldn’t accept himself?

He smiled, blush deepening. Finley wiggled his hips.

Maybe he was gay, or bi, or maybe he was something else. Maybe he was a feminine man, or a femboy, or maybe he wasn’t a man at all. That didn’t matter. Labels didn’t matter. He was cute and sexy, and he could be happy, like this. He could be happy with Drew.

He looked so cute in his snug panties, his pantyhose, his heels, his cute little t-shirt. He posed, hips and ass and legs, the bulge of his cock. He remembered Drew’s big green eyes, his lips, and the bulge grew larger. The panties were barely enough to contain him as it was.

And it was all made worse by the fact that wearing what he was wearing was exciting him. It felt good, sensual and playful, fun, and he felt hot and sexy. Was this too much for an apology? Was he going too far?

Finley didn’t know, but he figured this at least would show Drew that he didn’t hate him for his secret, that he didn’t despise him for what had happened. And maybe seeing Finley dressed like this would persuade Drew to let Finley give him the other part of his apology.
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Finley knocked on Drew’s door and waited. Nothing happened for a moment and then there were footsteps, and the volume of the music was turned down.

“Hello?” Drew whispered.

His voice was cracked, broken. Had he been crying? Finley’s heart sank.

What if he wouldn’t forgive him? What if Drew moved out anyway, even after this? What if he wouldn’t even open his door?

Finley took a deep breath. He would deal with whatever happened when or if it happened. There was no point fretting over maybes now, he just needed to do his best to make things right.

“Drew? I… It’s me. I’m sorry. I just… I panicked and I was stupid and… I’m sorry I hurt you.”

There was quiet again.

“It’s not you who should be apologising. It's me. I’m the broken one. I’m the freak. I… I should have never made you dress up and I should never, I… then… then I… and I… I’m just sorry. You’re my best friend and I’m a stupid ugly freak and I ruined everything.”

Drew was sobbing. Finley could hear the pain in his voice. He had caused that. His rejection this morning, keeping his phone off all day, had caused this.

Drew’s secret shame had been exposed, and then accepted. He’d thought he’d been accepted, that he didn’t need to hide. He’d shared with Finley, and he’d been intimate with him. He’d been given hope and then that had all been ripped out from under him and dashed and it was Finley’s fault.

“No, it's not you. I… I panicked, this morning. I was confused and I thought I’d hurt you, last night, that… I thought I’d done something wrong. But it was never about you. I meant everything I said last night. You’re not a freak. You’re amazing. I’m glad I came home early, that I found out, because now I feel closer to you and you don’t need to hide and… and I meant it when I said you were hot.”

There was quiet. Finley could hear the sound of sobbing from behind the closed door.

“Can I come in? I… I have a surprise.” Finley said. “I… it’s meant to be an apology, to show you that I… can I just show you?”

The quiet went on.

“You really don’t hate me?” Drew said, voice soft. “You don’t… you don’t think I’m a freak?”

“I could never hate you.” Finley said. “But… it’s easier, and more fun, if I just show you.”

There was a pause. Finley waited, hoping.

“The door’s not locked.” Drew said.

Finley smiled. He took a deep breath, stiffening his resolve, then opened the door, stepped in.
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Drew, sat on his bed, wrapped in his duvet, looked up at Finley and just stared in stunned silence. Finley, faltering, nervous, did his best to smile, to seem charismatic and charming.

“If I thought you were a freak, would I dress like this for you?” He said.

It was the best he could think of. It was the only idea he had. As Drew stared at him Finley began to wonder if maybe he’d judged it all wrong. Maybe it should have been flowers or chocolates or beer or…

“You look amazing.” Drew said, voice quiet and awed.

Drew’s eyes were pink and puffy, but he was smiling, grinning. Finley shifted, awkward and nervous still, but the way his best friend was looking at him made his heart swell. There was affection there and… and desire.

Maybe this wasn’t such a bad idea.

“Can I come and sit so we can talk? I think I owe you an explanation and an apology.” Finley said.

Drew just nodded. Smiling, Finley did his best to walk with elegance across the room to sit on the edge of Drew’s bed.

As he walked he noticed the mess on the floor, clothes all over the place, scraps of ripped fabric and… he realised what he was seeing. Pantyhose and skirts and knee-high socks and panties and dresses and tops, even heels, thrown about, many ripped or shredded or broken. Drew had cleared his wardrobe out of all his femboy clothes and had destroyed them.

“I… what happened?” Finley asked.

Drew smiled, but there was sadness there, uncertainty.

“I… when you left and didn’t come back, I messaged, called. But you didn’t answer. I thought… I thought you’d woken up and seen sense. That you’d realised what a monster I was, how gross I was. I figured you hated me, for what I was, for what I’d told you, for… what we did, and I blamed myself. If I wasn’t such a freak then…”

“You’re not a freak.” Finley said. “You’re beautiful. And kind. And smart and funny and brave and witty and you’re my best friend. And anyone who calls my best friend a freak has me to answer to. Understand?”

Drew’s smile brightened, but just a little. It was clear he was still nervous, still unsure. He nodded.

“Yeah. But… I mean, if you hadn’t come home, or if I hadn’t… then… it’s me to blame really, and I guess I was just angry at myself, for being… for being… for not being…”

Finley smiled, moved closer to his best friend.

“Look at me.” Finley said.

Drew looked at him, big green eyes. The traces of the makeup he’d been wearing this morning were smeared across his cheeks and eyes.

“I did this for you, but not just for you. Yes, I was surprised, and I… I didn’t cope well this morning, but that was on me, not you. You’re my favourite person in the entire world and I don’t want you to hate yourself, or be angry at yourself. Last night, when we talked, I felt closer to you than I ever had before, and I had fun. I just… I figured it was me who’d taken advantage of you, that you’d been vulnerable and… and I think maybe I was frightened of the feelings dressing like this brought up in me and… I just messed up. But that’s on me. Not you. Okay?”

Drew stared at his best friend. Then, slowly, he nodded.

“Maybe it’s on both of us, a little bit.” Drew said.

Finley laughed.

“I mean, I was the one with the secret. And it must have been a shock. And...”

“Will you forgive me?” Finley said.

“Only if you forgive me.” Drew said.

Finley laughed.

“There’s nothing to forgive you for.”

“I feel the same way.” Drew said.

His smile was brighter, bolder. Finley shifted. He moved closer to Drew. Seeing him now, even puffy-eyed with smeared makeup, he could not help but appreciate how cute he was.

Had he always been this attractive? Or was it seeing him last night and this morning? Had his eyes been opened? Or was it what they’d done on the sofa, how he’d taken Finley’s cock into his mouth, how he’d…

Just thinking about it made Finley’s cock throb. He squirmed. Being close to Drew now was making him hot, flustered, heart racing. He looked into those big green eyes and he knew he could happily drown in them.

“I came here to apologise though.” Finley said, grinning. “I want to apologise.”

“You don’t need to say anything. Really.” Drew said. “I understand. I just… I just got caught up in my own head after…”

Finley lifted a finger to Drew’s lips, silencing him.

“Who said I was going to apologise with words.” Finley said.

Drew’s eyes went wide. He blushed, giggling, squirming.

“Oh, I see… I mean… in that case, apologise away.”


Seven

And that was all the permission Finley needed.

He’d not know quite what he was going to do or say, but he’d known that he needed to show Drew how much he cherished and appreciated him. He had to show him how much he accepted him, how amazing he was. Now though, being in the same room as his best friend, being close to him, he couldn’t deny how he felt.

It was as though last night had opened his eyes. Had opened the floodgates.

Drew was stunning, beautiful and cute and sexy and Finley wanted him, wanted to be close to him, wanted to be with him. Finley wanted to feel again what he’d felt last night. Those lips, Drew’s soft body, Drew’s cock...

And so it was all Finley could do to keep himself from leaping on Drew, his best friend. Yet he still moved quickly, moving forward, closing the distance between them, and their lips met.

The pair kissed, urgently, hungrily, as though they were both starving and they each needed the other more than they needed air. And, after the day they’d both had, perhaps they did.

Finley crawled towards Drew, kissing, hungrily, desperate to show his friend what he meant to him, just how amazing he thought he was, just how much he wanted him and needed him and cared for him, just how hot he thought he was, and Drew kissed back with equal ardour.

Finley shifted, pressed his body into the bundle of covers that was his best friend, and, with urgency and eagerness, he began to unwrap the blankets Drew was huddled in.

Drew did not resist, instead wiggled, working to aid Finley and free himself from the prison his fear and sadness had made him, the cage of anxiety and duvets. They each wanted the other, wanted to be close, wanted to feel the heat and the warmth and the softness of the other’s body.

Finley’s hands found Drew’s chest and Finley froze, pulled back from the kiss, looked down at his best friend. His hands were on the bare skin of Drew’s chest.

“Are you naked under there?” Finley asked.

Drew blushed.

“Not quite naked. I… I was having a bad day you know. I felt like shit and I was scared and… and it just means you’ve got less you need to tear off me.”

Finley smiled.

“What if I want to tear your clothes off you though, to show you how much I want you? How hot I think you are.”

“Well… there’s always later. I guess some of the clothes on the floor can be salvaged if all we want them for is being ripped off.”

The pair smiled, laughed, but there was an edge there, each acutely aware of the fresh wounds of their hurt. They were mending their connection, but the injury was still raw, the healing still tenuous. Neither of them knew what the future held, or how this would end, but… now was not a time to worry about the future.

“So, what are you wearing then?” Finley asked.

“Not much.” Drew said, grinning. “But if you want to find out, why don’t you finish unwrapping me?”

And Finley did just that.
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Finley’s hands roamed Drew’s bare chest, his naked body, skin warm and soft and smooth. He was slim and small and delicate, pretty, and Finley stared into his big, green, dazzling eyes, mesmerized. He was stunning.

Drew was not still though. He was not willing to wait and be patient as Finley unwrapped him. As Finley stared into his best friend’s eyes, drowning in the green depths, Drew moved. He lifted his lips and kissed Finley, hard, and the pair melted into each other.

The kiss was hot, messy, wet, lips and tongues and teeth. Finley pressed his body into Drew even as Drew struggled with Finley’s t-shirt, pulling it off.

Finley tore at the sheets, wanting to see what Drew was wearing, and as the duvet was peeled back he found his best friend underneath, smooth and soft and warm, dressed in only panties and pantyhose, and the feel of them under his hands as he began to caress Drew’s legs, smooth and long and plump, made Finley’s cock hard, the throbbing of it agony.

“Fuck you feel so good.” Finley moaned.

Drew giggled.

“You do too. I always… I always wondered how you’d look dressed up, how you’d feel, but… it’s even better than I imagined.”

Finley blushed.

“You thought about… you imagined… me… like this?” Finley asked.

It was Drew’s turn to blush. He nodded.

“Quite often.”

Finley laughed, smiling. He wiggled as Drew pulled at his pink t-shirt, peeling it off and over his head, leaving him just as naked as him, the pair dressed in only their panties and pantyhose.

Finley shifted and pressed his body against Drew’s, their smooth chests pressed flesh to flesh, and they could each feel the other’s heart, drumming. They looked deep into each other’s eyes, lips brushing, light kisses.

“How does the real thing compare to your fantasies?” Finley whispered.

Drew’s blush deepened. He squirmed as Finley pressed him down, forcing him to lie back on the bed as he lay on top of him. Their cocks, both hard, pressed together, separated by only the satin fabric of their panties, the nylon of their pantyhose.

As Finley squirmed he worked his hips, and his cock teased against his best friend’s hard prick. The sensation sent bolts of bright joy along his spine.

He had made Drew’s cock hard, just as Drew had made him hard. They were hard for each other, they wanted each other, desire and passion and affection. Their legs writhed, entangling, the sensation of smooth skin encased in nylon pantyhose caressing against smooth skin encased in nylon pantyhose. It was electric, sensual and feminine and sexy.

“Fuck… you feel so… so good…” Drew whispered. “Better than any fantasy. I… I definitely think I prefer the real thing.”

Finley smiled as he kissed along Drew’s neck, over his collarbones, over his chest, teeth nipping at hard little nipples. He was so smooth and warm and soft, the perfect sexy little femboy. Two perfect sexy little femboys, two best friends finally admitting what they wanted, how they felt.

Hands roamed over Drew’s body, nails raking over skin, fingers pinching nipples. They roamed lower, teasing, and Drew squirmed as Finley kissed over his chest, slipping lower, kissing his ribs, belly.

Drew lay on his back, his legs entangled with Finley’s and he whimpered as hands crept lower and lower and lower, teasing over his waist, hips, teasing in, fingers teasing over the hardness of his cock, tracing the bulge of it.

“Good.” Finley said. “Because we’re only just getting started.”

With that Finley gripped the fabric of Drew’s pantyhose and he pulled, tearing the crotch, ripping it open, pulling down Drew’s panties to expose his smooth, hard, perfect cock. His fingers wrapped around the shaft and caressed and Drew thrust into Finley’s grip, fucking his hand.

“Fuck…” Drew whimpered.

Finley smiled, loving the look of pleasure on his best friend’s face. This was an apology after all, and he wanted to make sure he earned his forgiveness.

Finley quickened his stroking, fingers teasing, Drew’s cock wet with precum, and as he wanked his best friend's cock he kissed down his smooth, soft chest, kissed down to his cock, exposed through the tear in his pantyhose, and then licked his tongue along the length of Drew’s shaft.

“Fuck… oh fuck… god…”

Drew’s eyes were half closed, heavy-lidded with pleasure, lost on the tide of sensations, so the tongue had been sudden and unexpected, the wet warmth a shock. His hips thrust, but Finley was content to tease for a moment. He stroked, licked, tongue lapping along Drew’s shaft, and he looked up into his best friend’s eyes, their gazes meeting.

“You don’t… you don’t have to… I… I mean…”

“I want to.” Finley said. “Unless you want me to stop?”

Drew shook his head.

“No… please… don’t stop.”

And Finley smiled. He was glad, because he really, really didn’t want to stop.
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Finley stroked, staring up at his best friend, then licked up to the tip of Drew’s cock. It was hard, smooth, throbbing, and the wetness of his precum was a pleasant tang on Finley’s lips and tongue. He kissed, softly, gently, slowly, gentle suction.

Drew thrust his hips, pressing the tip just barely into Finley’s mouth, penetrating the tight seal of his lips, and Finley let him, grinning, watching his reaction. The way Drew’s cock throbbed between his lips thrilled him.

Fingers teased up and down, and Finley parted his lips, his mouth wide, and then, with aching slowness, he lowered his head. Drew moaned in delirious delight. Finley sucked, gently, letting his lips seal around the head of Drew’s cock, and he took his hard, smooth, throbbing prick deeper into his tight, hot, wet mouth.

“Oh god… oh god…” Drew was muttering, giddy with pleasure.

Finley loved the sound of his voice, drunk with joy, the look in his eyes, the sparkle of lust. He sucked, harder, and took Drew’s cock deeper, bobbing his head slowly.

Drew thrust his hips, fucking his best friend’s mouth, and Finley let him, spit pooling, wet and hot, tight. Saliva ran down, wetting Drew's cock, Finley’s hand slipping up and down, wanking in time with the motions of his head. His lips were tight, sucking, milking, tongue lapping.

Finley bobbed his head up and down, wetting his best friend’s cock, wanking it, sucking, tongue circling the tip, flicking, teasing, and he could feel the throb of it, Drew’s cock growing hard, swelling.

He sucked, lips tight, hard, letting Drew thrust his hips, fucking his mouth. His head was spinning. He was smooth, in panties and pantyhose, letting his best friend fuck his mouth, and he was happy.

He felt sexy and cute and the thought of wearing even more brazen outfits, make-up, cute costumes while he teased Drew, excited him more than anything ever had. Finley didn’t know in that moment who or what he was, but he knew one thing. He wanted Drew, and he wanted to feel his best friend’s cock cumming inside of him.

“Fuck… oh god.” Drew was muttering.

He thrust. His cock slipped deeper, swelling, hard, throbbing.

“I’m close.”

Finley knew Drew was close. He could feel it, the throbbing between his lips, the swelling of Drew’s smooth, hard cock, the tang of precum.

He was close. But Finley wanted more…

With one swift movement Finley lifted his head up, sucking hard, and he let Drew’s cock slip out of his mouth, sliding across his pouty, sensitive lips, a thrill running down his spine, his cock hard and throbbing in his panties as his tongue lapped. He paused for only a moment, the tip of his best friend’s cock just barely between his lips and then he lifted his head up and off. Drew’s cock left Finley’s mouth with an audible pop and Finley held it softly at the base, hands not moving.

He looked down to watch it throb, leaking precum, and then the throbbing slowed. Drew fell back from the edge, and Finley, grinning, blew a draught of cold air across the wet shaft of Drew’s cock.

“Fuck… I was so close… why did you… I was…”

Drew was panting, breathing hard, struggling for words, brain drunk on pleasure. Finley looked up, smiling, and he wiggled his hips, batting his eyelashes as he bit his bottom lip.

“I wanted to apologise remember. Properly. And to do that I need to use more than my lips, unless you don’t want me?”

Drew stared into his best friend’s eyes. His cheeks went pink.

“You… I… are you sure?”

Finley paused for only a fraction of a second, considering the question, but the answer came quickly and easily. He nodded.

“I’m certain.” Finley said. “I want you. I want you inside me. I want… I want to feel you, connect with you. I want you… I want you to fuck me, cum in me. I want to give myself to you.”

Finley, looking up at his best friend, felt the reaction his words caused. Drew’s cock throbbed, growing harder, fatter, longer. Drew just nodded.

“I… please…”

And that was all Finley needed to hear.

[image: ]

Finley released his grip on Drew’s cock and, slowly, gracefully, wiggling his hips and ass, began to crawl up the bed, crawling up over his best friend, looking down at him. He lowered his body to press their flesh together, warm and soft and smooth, their beating hearts drumming, as though calling out to each other.

Finley lowered his lips to Drew’s and he kissed him. Drew kissed back, tasting the tag of his own precum on his best friend’s lips, his lover's lips.

Finley shifted, lifted his lips away, sat up, sat his ass gently down on the hardness of Drew’s cock, and began to grind. Drew’s cock nestled perfectly into the crack of Finley’s pert ass, and as Finley worked his hips, grinding, he leant forward, hands resting on Drew’s chest, the beat of his heart felt through his palms.

Drew, grinning, thrust, gently, over and over, working his cock against the nylon of the pantyhose, the satin of the panties, pressing it deeper, throbbing, the tip pressing over and over again at Finley’s virgin hole, stretching cloth for a moment, teasing the tip at Finley’s entrance before slipping away.

Both of them were flush, gasping, drunk on pleasure and lust and delight. Their eyes were locked, each of them staring deep into the soul of the other.

Finley teased, delighting in how his best friend’s cock felt, how their smooth legs felt rubbing against each other, their smooth bodies, the sounds of their heavy breathing, panting, driving each other on.

“You want me?” Finley asked.

Drew nodded.

“Please…”

“You want to bury that cute little cock of yours in my tight ass?”

Drew nodded again.

“Please…”

Drew was almost pleading, begging, cock so hard, throbbing, the heat of Finley’s tight hole felt through the thin fabric.

“I’ve never done this before.” Finley said. “So… be gentle…”

Drew smiled.

“I… I haven’t either.”

The pair were silent, mutual acceptance of what that meant, of what this moment meant for their relationship. This would change everything, but… they both wanted it. They both wanted it more than words could easily convey.

“Well… I guess I’ll just have to be gentle with you too then.” Finley said. “At least… to start.” Finley giggled.

He sat up again and, lifting his hands off Drew’s chest, reached back to grip the ass of his pantyhose. He gripped tight and then… pulled.

There was the sound of nylon ripping, Finley tearing a hole around his ass, and then he pulled his panties to the side, exposing his crack, his hole, eager, hungry, aching to be full.

With his other hand he gripped Drew’s cock and lifted it, aiming it. Finley lowered himself down and let the tip of Drew’s hard, throbbing cock press at his ass, wet with his spit, slippery.

The pair froze for a moment, both of them savouring the sensations, Drew’s cock teasing around Finley’s puckered hole, Finley’s hole clenching and unclenching as though trying to capture Drew’s cock. Finley shifted, wiggling his hips, loving how Drew’s cock felt teasing at the opening to his virgin ass, and Drew thrust, pressing the tip of his cock just barely in.

“Fuck…” Finley moaned. “You… you feel so good.”

“Are you sure? I mean, you don’t have to. You...” Drew’s voice was heavy with doubt

“I know I don’t have to. I want to. And you want me to, don’t you?” Finley said, grinning. “You’ve wanted this for a long time, haven’t you?”

Drew nodded. He was blushing.

“Well, I think you’ve waited long enough.”

And with that Finley pressed the weight of his body down. He held Drew’s cock, aiming it at his hole, and the head pressed, forcing his ass open, splitting him wide.

Finley moaned in delight, the sensation bright and hot and brilliant, pleasure and pain and joy. He took Drew’s cock deeper, pressure mounting, and Drew thrust, gently, and the head of his cock popped into Finley’s tight, virgin hole, and sank deep. Finley moaned, bliss, and he sank down, taking more and more and more until…

Finley sat his full weight down on Drew, grinding, trying to take more but there was no more. His best friend’s cock was buried fully inside him, the entire length inside his tight ass, his no longer virgin ass.

Finley squeezed his hole, milking Drew’s throbbing cock, and Drew thrust, forcing his cock to move inside Finley’s ass. The thrust pressed on a knot inside Finley, his slick inner walls sensitive, a fluttering in his belly getting brighter, something hot and urgent inside him blossoming.

Finley gaped and moved on instinct, chasing the sensation. He began to work his hips, lifting up, letting Drew’s cock slide out until just the head was inside, tugging at his tight entrance, then he sank down again, harder this time, faster, and the sensation inside his belly, the fluttering, grew more intense.

“Fuck… that… that feels so fucking good. I… fuck me. Please… fuck me back.” Finley moaned.

Drew did not need to be told twice. Drew thrust, hard, deep, and he forced the breath from Finley’s lungs in a hot gasp of delight. He thrust again and again and again, and Finley worked his hips in time, working his ass, clenching, grinding, riding, and the pair fell into a rhythm, fucking each other, breath and sweat and passion.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…” Drew was muttering, almost incomprehensible gibberish.

Finley smiled, loving the sensation of his best friend’s cock in his tight ass, loving the way it felt to ride his best friend’s cock, smooth, soft, in panties and pantyhose, the feel of his best friend's soft body beneath him.

Their eyes were locked, staring at each other, both breathing hard, hearts racing. They fucked, grinding, thrusting, rutting, the sounds of their bodies meeting a series of wet fleshy slaps. It was visceral and primal and hot.

The fluttering in Finley’s belly became more intense, with each thrust it grew, and his body moved almost on its own, grinding his hips, riding, chasing the sensation that was consuming him. It was a pleasure more subtle and yet more intense than anything he had felt before, his whole body lighting up.

His cock throbbed in his panties, satin, encased in his pantyhose, soft bodies pressed close, his best friend, riding cock. His mind seemed to float.

Drew reached up and gripped Finley’s hips, tight, and then thrust harder, faster, cock swelling. Finley clenched his ass, grinding, riding. Hands slipped down to Finley’s ass, gripping, squeezing.

Finley smiled, his cock throbbing in his panties, his best friend’s cock throbbing in his ass. He leaned down, breathless, giddy, and kissed Drew hard.

Drew thrust, deep, and the pair fucked, hot and sweaty.

“I’m close. I’m… I’m going to cum.” Drew whispered.

“Do it. Cum in me. Cum in my ass. Fuck me and cum inside me.” Finley said.

He wanted to feel his best friend cumming inside him, the throb of his cock. He felt so pretty and sexy in his pantyhose, panties, smooth, body pressed against the pretty femboy beneath him, his best friend, his cock inside him.

Drew thrust, Finley clenched, milking, and Finley felt Drew’s cock swelling, growing larger, fatter, throbbing. The knot in his belly began to unravel.

“Fuck!” Drew said.

He thrust, deep, and held his cock there. And then…

He was cumming, cumming hard, jet after jet of hot, sticky, thick cum filling Finley’s tight ass. The sensation was bright, hot, and Finley squirmed, ass full of cock and cum and… that knowledge, that his best friend was cumming inside him, the feel of his cock throbbing, squeezing down on it, his ass gripped tight, the pantyhose, Drew’s smooth, warm body, squirming, it drove him over the edge.

The knot in Finley’s belly unfurled and he was cumming. He was cumming from being fucked in his ass, having his best friend cum inside him. The feeling of being so close to Drew, connected, linked in that most intimate way, was making him cum, his cock throbbing, cumming into his panties and pantyhose.

The pair writhed, kissed, cumming together, and they floated on a cloud of pleasure. Their bodies were soft, smooth, legs encased in nylon pantyhose, and it was something new and bright and wonderful.

And then… the pleasure faded, their shared climax subsiding, and they parted, Drew’s cock softening slowly inside Finley’s cum drenched hole.

“Fuck. That was… that was amazing.” Finley said, grinning.

Drew smirked, blushing.

“I… yeah. That was… wow.”

“So my apology is accepted?” Finley asked, wiggling his hips, teasing.

Drew was still for a moment, looked up at his best friend.

“I… yeah, but… only if you fuck me like that next time. You made it look so much fun and… I want to feel you inside me. I want you to fuck me, cum in me.”

Finley smirked, wiggling his hips.

“Well… in that case… I kinda want to have you cum in my mouth too. You made it look fun, and… I definitely want to do this again, and cum in your mouth again too…”

“We can do that.” Drew said. “We can do all of that. But… can I go clothes shopping first? I kind of wrecked my wardrobe and I… I’d like to look pretty for you.”

Finley was quiet, he could feel his best friend's cock slipping out of his well fucked ass, cum leaking, and he clenched down to keep as much inside as he could. He didn’t want to waste a drop.

“Only if I can come with you.” Finley said. “Because from now on you don’t need to do it alone. I’ll be there with you. We can shop together and… I think I’d like to dress up for you too.”

Drew’s smile widened. He laughed.

“Can I suggest one thing?” He said.

Finley nodded.

“Sure.”

“I’ve always wanted to see you in fishnets.” Drew said.

Finley chucked.

“I think we can definitely manage fishnets.” Finley said.

THE END
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When two best friends are left without dates for prom there is one simple solution, go with each other. Except, who gets to wear the prom gown?

Charlie and Robert, best friends since almost the day they met, have grown up together. Things are changing though, they are growing up, fast. They are no longer children, carefree and wild. They have become young adults, and they are only weeks away from leaving high school, only weeks away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.

Except the pair have decided not to go. Nonplussed about “dates” or partying, content instead to spend their time together playing video games, eating pizza, and enjoying each other's company, just the two of them as they’ve always preferred, they’ve decided to skip that final ceremony before they head off to college together. Only, not everyone agrees with their decision…

Mia, Robert’s stepsister, thinks missing prom is a mistake they’ll regret. It’s a once in a lifetime event, so they should go, have fun, and enjoy themselves.

When they make excuses about not being able to find dates Mia steps in with a plan. They can go as each other’s dates, with all the excess that entails—the car, the flowers, the suit, and even the prom dress. When the best friends resist Mia steps in to insist, and it becomes clear to both of them that the only thing left to do is work out who’s going to be wearing the gown…

The friends are unable to choose, so Mia rolls a die, and Charlie gets lucky. With not much time left before prom Mia begins the work of getting him ready to be his best friend's date for prom. There’s much to do, and even more to learn, but Mia is confident that Charlie can master it all and become the prom queen...


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

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

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

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


Tied Up and Teased
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Harry was only looking for some paperwork. What he found instead was his stepfather’s secret… rope, and lots of it.

When Harry finds a secret chest stashed at the back of his stepfather's wardrobe, he has no idea what he's going to discover inside. But when he opens it, what he uncovers changes their relationship forever.

The rope, and the photos of people tied up, captivate Harry. He never knew something like that existed, and seeing those images of hot women, of feminine men, tied up, exposed, leaves him hot and squirmy and curious. His stepfather, Ian, isn’t due home for hours. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment just a little, would it?

But when Ian comes home to discover Harry has tied himself up he decides he needs to have a talk with his stepson about how to stay safe. Harry’s curiosity has been awoken though. He wants to experience the joys of rope, and who better than his daddy to show him the pleasures of being tied up and teased… if only Harry can persuade him.


Femdom Sleepover
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“We’re just bored and we need a toy to play with.” Rebecca said, laughing

“If you just do what we say then we’ll keep your secret, and maybe you’ll even enjoy being our doll.” Lisa said.

“Tick tock…” Fiona said. “Better hurry.”

Sean took a deep breath. What choice did he have?

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Sean knew it was going to be a weekend to remember the moment he found out he was going to be home alone with his stepsister. When he found out she was having a sleepover with her best friends he figured he’d be safest if he just kept out of their way.

The girls have other plans though, and they plead with him to take part in a fashion show, with him as the judge deciding who’s the cutest. Sean refuses, but what he hadn’t been counting on was his stepsister knowing about the time he wrecked his stepfather's car. So, not wanting to get into trouble, he decides to play along.

After all, how bad can it be, watching three cute girls play dress-up? As their outfits get more and more revealing though Sean begins to feel more than a little flustered. When the girls decide he’s not paying them enough attention they decide that they’ve had enough, and that it’s Sean’s turn to put on a show for their amusement.

So begins a journey of feminization and self-discovery that leads to one very memorable sleepover as the three girls teach Sean the joy of being a pretty, obedient doll.
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