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I am in love with Amy. I had been for years at this point. She was intelligent, funny, creative, kind and I was incredibly happy around her. It also helped that she was the hottest girl I’d seen, although that wasn’t the thing that necessarily made me love her to the point of obsession. I’d do anything for her.

We were only friends, which I was mostly okay with. It hurt when I’d see her go on dates with guys or get any kind of attention, such as in public or at college. It was worse because I’d never imagine her even considering dating me. I wasn’t courageous enough to make the first move, while she was the direct opposite of that. She was fearless and confident. I was much too anxious and timid to do that, especially for a girl like her.

But maybe that is why she hung out with all those sorts of guys, as they were the kind she was attracted to, they were the same personality types. However, they were the kind of alpha macho bros you'd see drunk, watching football at a run-down bar on a Friday night. They just liked her for her hotness, they didn't see her manners or braininess. They just wanted to get into her pants. I can get that to an extent, but would it hurt for them to just try and listen to her for a couple of seconds, as a person, and see the human side?

I was her shoulder to cry on. I was her closest friend and she knew and appreciated it. She always talked to me and always let her thoughts and emotions run free with me. The guys she dated never were that and couldn't be, it was impossible for them to act like that.

She'd jokingly tease me and say I'm her girlfriend, I guess because I could hear her bottled-up thoughts and feelings and handle them like no one else. I certainly agreed with her assessment. I'd chill on the couch with her as we watched TV and she talk about her latest date, how bad it was, or about her being stood up by some handsome jerk. It helped we live in apartments just down the hall from each other.

Comforting her and being a pillow for her to cry on and relax was something I really enjoyed. She was beautiful and I couldn’t resist helping her. Amy would often lay her head on my chest and I like that. I could smell her hair and I could stroke it softly, the lusciously clean strands felt heavenly on my hands. Obviously, I was tempted to kiss her but I didn’t know if she was into me, I’d probably be a good guess she wasn’t, and I wasn’t prepared to take that risk.

As she'd lay on me I loved to smell her luscious and beautifully clean locks, they smelt amazing, her coconut shampoo hit my nostrils with a massive dash of pleasure and I felt the intensity of the odor. I loved to slide my hands down her back gently and slowly, trying for a caring and considerate motion to further my thoughtfulness, so she wouldn't forget it in the hopes it would benefit our relationship.

While doing so I had to use superhuman effort to resist my dirty temptation and urges to touch her ass. It was very cute and round, slender with a nice firmness and bubble to it without being too crazy. It took some serious mental gymnastics to hold my nerve and not grab it while I also continuously kept imagining it, cupping it neatly and leaning in to kiss her.

She was so beautiful and I couldn’t help but think about it. I’ll admit she was the subject of many of my masturbation sessions. I felt kind of guilty in doing so, but finally being able to fuck her was a strong thought of mine. It was very vanilla and harmless, but occasionally it got a bit weirder, but nothing too intense.

A few months ago I had an odd dream involving her. She loudly knocked on my door, practically begging for my help with her bathroom basin pipes. I have nearly no knack for anything like that, but being me I wasn’t about to say not her, so I sounded enthused with my answer then we moved to her place down the hallway. Inside, she led me to her bathroom and gestured to what the issue was, I darted my eyes for a second towards the underneath of her sink and saw the repetitive leaking, but it didn’t hold my attention for very long.

I turned slightly away and saw for some odd reason hanging on her towel rack wasn't a towel but it was a set of red lace lingerie, matching garter belt included. The straps of the bra were as thin as anything and the cups were engulfed in marvelous lace all around. Beneath that, a cute pair of matching panties, a sexy thong was nicely situated, the front crotch area all lace while the waistband and the string underneath it was exactly that, a tiny little piece of fabric stretching around.

My eyes were glued to it and she noticed it immediately. “You like that? I forgot I left it out, I was in a hurry honestly. I think you’d look good in that, the thong would fit your cute little butt,” she sultrily said and poked out her tongue as a tease, but her expression suggested it was more than that. She seemed lustful for it.

I woke up pretty soon after and I had to take it all in. Was my dream just that, a dream? Or was real life fusing with it, trying to tell me something about both of us I didn't know? I wasn't exactly sure, I thought as I lay in bed that night. It was pitch black and my mind was wandering all over the place. I wondered if that was something she ever thought about me wearing her panties. My erection grew as I kept thinking about the sexiness of it. I ended up masturbating my small cock to the thought of it to help sleep the rest of the night away and I had one of the best orgasms I’d ever had.

I was uncomfortable to admit, but after that, I realized I wouldn't be completely against that, in fact, it made me excited and I wasn't exactly sure why. I suppose because I like panties? I enjoy lace because it's really sexy so that's why I'm turned on? Seems like some sound logic to me, I wasn't really going to dwell on it. When I woke up that morning I imagined myself wearing sexy lingerie, especially Amy's, and how amazing it'd feel. I'd be rock hard and shivering all over, my body would be in heat. Even though it happened in a dream, it seemed pretty damn real to me, if only I had the courage to ask her about it.

I didn't necessarily want to admit it, but I happened to have a decent body for women's clothing. I was pencil thin, my ass poked out decently enough, and it was almost a bubble butt for whatever strange reason. I could feel my cheeks jiggle slightly when I walked, I reckon I could be a decent twerker if I practiced. I'd look good. My legs were long and nicely toned, like a gymnast's. Occasionally I would be told by Amy I was fairly feminine looking, which wasn't the most positive comment, but I didn't exactly hate it either. Sometimes, I’d wear baggy pants and larger shirts to hide my skinniness.

A few days I recall standing in front of my mirror and checking out my naked body as I stared at myself just in a pair of bright pink panties. I stole them from the laundry area in my apartment building in a state of perverted horniness and I felt I'd regret it pretty quickly. As soon as I put them on I felt the softness and comfortability pounce on me and I felt like a new person. The panties were just made of ordinary cotton and a regular cut, not very revealing or teasing, but I still found them to be really sexy and I felt so hot in them.

A few weeks had passed and I was just chilling by myself at my college when I got a text from Amy, it was pretty frantic and the wording suggested she was a bit panicked about something. I read the messages and began to try and understand her issue.

Hey Adam, I have a sudden problem I wasn’t anticipating, my girlfriends all have other commitments and stuff to do, I was hoping you could help me with a class project?

I read it and wasn't sure what to think. I hurried to reply back, loudly slapping the screen of my phone with my thumbs and fingers.

Well, what do you need from me?

I need a volunteer to help me out with some photography for an assignment, it’d be pretty simple and I imagine it wouldn’t take too long. Could you come over ASAP so we can talk it over?

Sure I can, on my way

See you then!

I packed away my possessions in front of me, a book, and my laptop, and rushed away from my school and back to my apartment building. I’m sure I could help out so I was happy to. I caught the earliest bus I could get back, after waiting for a bit longer than typical as it was late to arrive from all the bunched up and noisy traffic burning up and down the streets.

I cheerily got off the bus near our apartment building and burst inside, the front doors loudly groaning as I pushed them and then reverted back to their original position. My feet stamped down the flooring until I got to the elevator and smacked the button and it dinged instantly, I got in and took it up.

I felt my nerves grow as I made my way to her door, my eyes tightly focused on the cramped hallway until I neared almost halfway down and stood in front of me was her brown wooden door. I gently knocked on it. “Connor, hi, thanks for coming,” she said as she pulled the door slightly open, I could see half of an enticing covered smile poking out. Her blonde locks dangled elegantly across her shoulders as she pulled the chain lock across and pulled the door open for me to see her in full view.

She wore a rib-knit pink tank top that was tucked into her slightly ripped high-waisted denim shorts. She looked great and I couldn't resist staring at her body. Her breasts were tightly packed into her top they looked so sexy. “Yeah, no problem. As you know, I’m always happy to help you out,” I replied with a flash of a smirk. “Come in and follow me,” she demanded and I did so, her cute behind was a very obvious target as she walked me inside. "So, I've run into an issue, as I mentioned in my text earlier. In one of my classes, I need to do some photography, basically modeling shots for it, a good handful of pictures will need to be taken,” she said as we passed her living area and neared the door to her bedroom. She stopped in front of the closed entrance. “Is that ok?” She asked smiling graciously, her eyes burning with desire. “I mean, I imagine it will be,” I replied with a touch of uncertainty, as I wasn’t quite sure on what to expect.

She flicked her hand onto the door knob and turned it and entered inside. "So, I've moved some stuff around in here for a bit of space, just for convenience and for easy shooting. Hopefully, it'll be of good use for us.” I stepped inside and noticed the far side of the room was completely bare. The only things remaining here were a single bed and a wooden dresser, which were bunched up next to each other in the corner opposite the door.

“I can see that,” I replied with a soft tone, sounding a bit reluctant. “So this photography stuff is for college? I’m cool with that, just tell me a bit more about it,” I said as I paced slightly around the room, nonchalantly landing on the empty side as her eyes aimed at me sensually. I felt her strong gaze and I began to watch her speak back to me. "So this project is for school, it's kind of a strong passion of mine. But since I've not got anyone to model for me, I hoped you can cover for me. It's a bit different to the modeling stuff I normally do."

"How so?" "It just has a different kind of spice to it, you're clothing will be a bit fresh take, it's something I've wanted to do a while, to try and blur the lines, but I've never had a test subject before now."

Test subject? The way she moved her lips and accentuated it with her tone really hit me. I had to know more. "You made me sound like a guinea pig, or a toy you can play with," I said with a soft chuckle. "That's my hope," she said with a meaningful snarl and winked weakly. “So right up against the wall, but don’t lean on it,” she ordered. I did so and waited.

“This will be a bit odd, but I need you to get your clothes off for me.” My heart skipped a beat when she said and I felt my body shiver. My dick twinged as I began to fantasize about what she had in store for me. “Get… get my clothes off?!” “You must be joking, right?” “No, I’m dead serious,” she shot back with a confident look and expression. I couldn’t believe she was lying to me and I wasn’t about to not help out my friend with a simple request, even if it was a bit strange.

If I got nude in front of her the possibilities are basically endless, just imagine what could happen between us. I’d have some seriously hot memories to jack off to for a long time. My horniness grew as she patiently watched on. I just decided to go with it, not imagining the worst possibilities.

I tore my striped sweater off and threw it on her bed with a high trajectory and it hit the bed a crumpled decently. “That’s fine to keep it there,” she commented. I could tell she was enjoying it, her eyes were glowing and her delicate brows had pricked up almost a couple of inches. I gripped the sides of my plain black t-shirt and pulled it up slowly to reveal my thin waist and small chest, the wrinkles of it moving vertically as the near hairlessness of my body become apparent in front of Amy.

At the top, I pulled the edges further and slide my arms out of it, stretching it inside out and then I chucked it near my sweater. I felt her gaze on me like with the intensity of a solar flare ripping through a pitch-black night sky. Soft sweat dripped down my body as I removed my pants and underwear and felt the full effect of being completely nude in front of Amy. She looked observant and intrigued, but she didn't seem too blown away, it obviously wasn't the first time she had seen a guy nude, but I imagined she'd never seen such a thin and lame one like mine.

I knew I paled in comparison to the other guys she saw, so this was a good thing as there was not a sexual component to her demands. "Doing well so far," she said sounding encouraging. "But this is probably where we go off track." "I can't believe I'm nude in front of you, this feels so weird!" I blurted softly.

"Don't be alarmed. It's really not weird or anything, just get dressed quickly, the longer your naked the more odd it will become." "What I am I getting dressed in?" Amy vigorously smiled as she turned slightly around and reached beneath her bed, pulling out a large plastic square-shaped container. I looked at it and the visual hints in front of me blended into fantasy and ideas. What was she doing and what was she planning? The colors were vibrant, and perhaps a bit odd, they seemed more graceful and tender.

She tossed the lid off and placed the box on the bed. Amy neatly put the clothing on the bed next to it. "I told you this has some edge to it," she said as she took the item from the top and held it still folded, and handed it to me. The bright redness was a bit alluring while also kind of intimidating to my eyes. I took it from her and felt the immense softness blur along my hands and fingers. I shuddered and softly bit my lip with delightfulness as my hands rode slightly up and gripped the long thin strings at the top and it fell down in an incredible suddenness, like a window being quickly shut.

My eyes widened and my mouth turned to a large 'O' shape as the reality hit me like a bag of bricks. I’m holding a damn dress. A cute one, I can’t help to admit, I thought as my shocked face burned in front of hers. I must of looked stoned or something as she watched. "So this is- uh a," I stammered with a blend of excitement and surprise. “Yep, it’s a dress, it’s cute silly,” Amy replied, pleasantness rushing from her throat as she spoke, I could tell she was liking this.

“You want me to wear this?” “Absolutely! Please do, I’d really appreciate it, it’d help my college stuff. You’d do anything for me, right?” Her voice trailed off at the end and she sounded so persuasive, her words slowed a few beats and she emphasized the end of her question, aiming her bright eyes directly at mine, like a crosshair on a target. The starriness inside of her was too much for to miss. I couldn’t help but agree with her.

“Ok, if it helps you out, I’ll do it for you,” I replied with desire beginning to rumble inside of me. This was almost like crossing a line, but I wasn’t close enough to protest it. After all, she was a great friend of mine and I adored her. My lust for her made me do it.

I pulled the dress over my head and gestured it down my body until it hit to just above my knees. It felt elegant and I felt incredibly sexy in it. The plain fabric was so soft and cuddling to my pale skin and slender body. I almost felt it suited me better than it'd suit her, but I probably wouldn't say something like that to her. I have no idea how she'd react.

“It fits well on you,” she stated as she moved closer to me and ran her eyes up and around, checking the tightness. She went directly behind, between the wall and me and I felt her strong warmth up against me and smelt her perfume, the floral scent hitting me and I loved that. My nostrils were happily penetrated by her sexy scent. Her soft hands ran over my dress as she touched a couple of small creases and issues that were lingering, her fingers reaching around my waist and legs.

My heart rate sped up as she wandered around physically. I imagined her checking out my ass in behind, and probably finding it cute. "Are you done?" I asked brusquely. "We are for this part," she cocked back as she tapped my shoulder and reappeared in front of me, her slim hips swaying gently as she moved to the exit. "Just a second," she announced as she walked out, not even turning to face me when she spoke.

I wait briefly and she came back, tumbling through the door, her shiny blonde locks dangling as she moved with a delirious smile, her hands carrying a large and thick-lensed black camera, ready for action. "Gonna shoot me like a pro?" I teased. "You bet, this means a lot to me and I want it to look good for my classes." “Will I be able to pass as a woman?” “For now, the camera won’t pick up your small amount of facial hair, and I’ll frame you elegantly.”

“Arch your hips for me, and put your hands on them,” she ordered. “Have one side poking out more than the other.” I twisted until my left side reached out further than my right, and aimed my hands for my hips, making sure one was lower. “Turn your head to the side and stare,” she continued. I darted head to the wall to the right of me and held the pose for a moment. “That’s great,” she said as I heard the whir of the camera move and the soft clicking sound of her smashing the button, the effort clearly indicating her attraction to this side of me.

“You’re a pretty little thing, I only got you from below the neck to not ruin the gender swap. Now stand tall and place one hand on your hip and the facing straight down, leaning against you,” she demanded again with strength and I immediately did so. I wait for a moment in pose as she lusted over me. “Put your elbow further out.” I stretched it out and closed the gap. Standing like this made me feel like a very bossy and independent woman.

The way she said ‘gender swap’ made me feel happy for some weird reason I couldn’t understand. Did she get pleasure from turning me into part of a woman? Is that some kind of fetish or hobby for her? I couldn’t do much but wonder. She pressed the camera again and it whirred and the click sound blasted again. What else?

"Now, stand tall again, cross your legs and arms, and look upwards at an angle towards your left, the degree is up to you, but not too far. Wait no, you need some shoes for this shot," she said as she put the camera on the floor and went to the pile of clothes, and pulled the shoes from the bottom of it. The black flats hit my view soon after and she handed them to me and I eagerly took them from her.

"Put them on for me, baby," she said with a hint of seduction in her voice, her face looked very excited as pulled them onto my small feet and stood, feeling classy. The shininess of the flats elegantly graced my feet with style and her luscious eyes grew with zest as she stared at me.

Not forgetting her instructions, I quickly moved into the position she demanded and waited for her to take the picture of me. The lenses whirred and extended loudly and another click sound blasted from the camera as well from her finger as she pushed the small 'take picture' button in. I felt like some alluring model as she took shots of me like I was going to be put in some beauty magazine on the top shelf of a store.

“Are we done?” I asked, not trying to sound annoyed, as I was actually finding this to be rather fun. "Kind of. For this style, I think so, but there was another idea I had in mind if you're up for it," she replied with a teasing look. "Lay it on me, Amy." “I want to take more pictures, but have you a bit more dressed up, if you get what I mean,” her suggesting mischievousness. I took a deep breath and couldn’t resist asking for more, so far I wasn’t turned off by our actions.

"Just tell me," I said, feeling a bit frustrated by her puzzle-like wording. “A cute wig on your pretty face. Maybe some makeup as well? I want to take some more shots of you where I can have at least some of your face in it, perhaps angling it slightly to have it in the shot but to not give away your gender. How’s that sound?” Her eyebrows pricked up with zest and I didn’t want to say no, my enjoyment outweighed any potential downsides of this. Not to mention, she was my best friend and I loved her greatly.

“We can do that, I’m finding this fun,” I replied and she jumped with joy all over the place, her feet stamping on the hard floor. Amy's eyes glimmered incredibly well and she was brooding with happiness. "Let me guess, you've got some wigs here already?" "I sure do, some leftovers that I got from that wig shop downtown that closed a couple of months ago. Remember how they'd have women wearing showcasing them in the commercials on TV? This is them," she replied as pulled open a drawer on her wooden dresser and pulled out a couple of them for me to inspect.

“I have a preference, but I was wondering what you think of these. Anything sticks out?" She asked grinning at me with a determined set of eyes. A cute but slightly unfashionable pink one weighed down her hands. It looked soft and bubbly, but I felt it was a bit different and didn't suit me. On top of that was a more natural and beautiful-looking blonde wig, it was dead straight and seemed a good length, perhaps reaching slightly past my shoulders, but I'd have to wear it to know for certain.

“The blonde one is really nice. Looks practically real, I reckon it’d suit me good.” She pulled the pink one out and carefully threw it on the bed with the rest of the clothes, “I agreed, looks nice. It was my preference for the record.” “Hold still for me,” she said as placed her camera on the floor.

As her embracing body moved towards me and she slid the wig on top of me, I felt a whole new level of sensation and intrigue rush through my body. I was nearly trembling, a fire had been lit inside I didn’t know I had. I was immensely glad I had taken her up on her offer, as I was having a ball of fun. I sweated profusely, horniness rang around me with burning intensity and she looked like she couldn’t be anymore in love with what she saw in front of her. The tip of my cock shivered and twitched like crazy as I felt the erection inside of it growing, I was ascending from soft to hard in a matter of moments. Lost in desperation, I didn’t think straight for a moment until I realized what was happening. Embarrassment hit me like an avalanche as I felt shocked.

Amy's eyes darted to my obvious erection poking from my dress and I nearly cried. I couldn't believe this was happening in front of her. My newly discovered interest was unraveled in front of my best friend and crush of my life. I felt like I wanted to die as I stood not even blinking, no sense of words about to erupt from my mouth.

“Oh my god! Do y- Do you have an erection? Holy shit”! she almost yelled. "I.. uh no, definitely not," I panicked, my voice cracking, and could barely muster any normal cadence. I was floored. “This is.. well it’s not what I imagined. Why don’t we just take the pictures for now? We can sort this out another time.” "Yeah, sounds good," I said mumbling, my near non-existent confidence completely shot.

“Stand tall and turn to your side for me babe, one hand on your hip and the other outwards and up, like a sideways ‘L’. And push your front knee forward a bit.” I was determined to help alleviate the awkwardness and do it just to get it out of the way, I felt odd moving into position as my hard cock trembled and poked around like a stick. “Look forward and push your wig so one side is covering your visible face.” I adjusted my hair to cover myself, the softness and gentle feeling of the wig felt amazing across my skin.

I waited for a moment for the camera to do its work but the satisfying sound never blurted. "I need to fix something, your cock is in the way and we need to hide it. Hold on.” I felt her feet softly take a handful of steps and the thudding sounds of a couple of drawers opening and closing until she was right beside me. The edges of her pretty face flashed in the corner of my eye.

"Lift your dress," she instructed, and I did so. I slowly pulled it above my waist to my belly button, trying to feel and appear sexy to her. “Leg,” she said and I lifted it slightly, feeling a hole wrapping around it. “And the other,” she continued and the other hit me. The flirty fabric ran up my legs and before I knew I had a pair of her panties on my waist. Holy shit. Am I really wearing panties? I turned my head slightly down. Black, soft. Cotton, but still sexy, the cut had some cheekiness and revealed some skin down there.

I nearly blew up when I felt her nimble hand reach inside and grab my cock. My heart rate jumped momentarily and I felt intense adrenaline rush inside of me. She held it tight and adjusted my full-blown stiffy, tucking and curling it up towards the bottom of my panties, hiding it sufficiently. “We’re done,” she said with a giggle and rushed back towards her camera and flicked the button so quickly I thought she was about to break it.

“And I think that is all for today. Thank you so much”! she said with delight and a smirk. She looked so satisfied. Was this her plan all along? I had no idea. “For today?” “Well, I might need you again,” she teased and slapped my chest. “I hope so,” I softly muttered under my breath, and she didn’t hear me. I was so memorized I rushed out and into my apartment and didn’t even think about changing out of my clothes. I didn't even notice until almost twenty minutes had passed, and by that point, I didn't even care.

Later that night I went to sleep still dressed and with not a care for anything in the world after what had happened. I was lucid and felt joyfully euphoric as I drifted off.

I woke up the next later in the afternoon and felt wet suddenly. I pinched myself over and groped my crotch and felt up my dress into my pretty panties and realized the source of it: I had a wet dream. I didn’t remember any of it, literally nothing, but I’d guess it related to my current love Amy, my newfound love of crossdressing, and the culmination of those things put together to create vibrant and deep sexual pleasure.

As I lay in bed figured I should probably see Amy today to see what would be next. I hoped she had more things for us to do and whether they involve modeling or not it didn't really bother me. My sexual appetite was growing incredibly strong by the minute. Since I had already slept late, I thought I should take a shower to clean myself up and feel pretty. As I rose from my bed I noticed my phone on the end table next to it and decided to check it. Fate was on my side as I did and I saw a text from Amy from a couple of hours ago:

Hey baby

Yesterday was fun and I have more things planned for us, such as modeling and whatnot

I taped some gifts for to your door

Check them out

xo

My heart was racing as I read it. I was so happy from that, my energy was bubbling like mad and I felt the intensity in me. Once I stood properly I tore off my dress, panties, and shoes and walked my nude feminine and weak body with pride to my door and swiftly opened it, but not all the way only enough for me to reach out and pull inside the cardboard box, the tape hissing and crackling as I gripped it.

I placed it on my kitchen counter and pulled the sides open wide. Inside was a pink electric razor, it was long, decently thick and had a sharp edge on the top of it. A large bottle of grey bottle of shaving cream sat next to it, my eyes noticing the large text saying ‘moisturizing shaving cream’ and ‘for whole body’ in smaller print right underneath that.

I hopped into action and rushed to my shower with my beautiful razor and cream. I flicked the taps on quickly and placed them onto the shelf left of the water stream. I was already nude and then went under the water, but before so I replied to her text telling her I was happy to do what she required of me.

The brisk and steamy water lashed across my body and I ecstatically stood in pleasurable amazement. Euphrocness blistered around me and the steam filled the room. I love the tenderness of my skin as it was blasted. I knew I didn't have much time to waste and thought I should do what Amy wanted.

I gripped the razor and cream while I stood outside of the water landing zone. I lathered up both of my legs quickly, covering most places with near-thick chunks of it, apart from a few spots where it was a bit lighter. I figured my lack of hair would make it easier to shave, and I wouldn't have much issue with being feminine for her.

Shaving was incredibly relaxing and I found myself having so much fun. It was really nice to feel girly, for both our pleasure, but I was starting to find it even more enjoyable for my sake than hers. I wondered what she'd do with me as I finished one of my legs. Dead smooth, I thought. I ran my hand across it and felt my smooth and soft skin, it felt almost cloud-like as I placed it under the warm water to wash off excess and leftover hair bristles.

I moved to my other and viciously ran the razor up and down, the cream protecting my skin from any cuts or blemishes as I removed the hair quickly. The hair turned to slushed deadness as it came off and it blended into the cream with some small amounts nesting into the end of my razor. I moved up and felt the sharpness cross across my thigh, pulsating across the front and then I shaved the back and sides carefully, as they took more precision and concentration.

My leg was blasted with water again as I watched excitedly the cream and excess hair leave me and rush down the drain. I felt incredibly happy and my face burned with pleasure. I felt so girly. I was so obsessed I didn’t notice anything else. I placed the razor and cream down for a moment to hop my whole body under the water, turning around to face the open doorway.

Right there was Amy and I wasn’t shocked or blown away or anything. I was happy. I was eager she was there, waiting for me, watching me, making me feel alluring. “How long?” I asked. “Since you started shaving the other leg,” she said with a smirk as she stepped inside. I had to raise my voice to project it past all the noise. I could only just make out her appearance from the fog and steam, and her voice was only able to pass like mine, but I hear the familiar and distinctive tone.

I moved out of the water stream and approached, spots of hotness dripping down my body, passing past my eyes as I got closer to her. My vision cleared as I stopped suddenly. Amy had on a pair of dark denim shorts with a crisp fitting white v-neck styled blouse, with three buttons all done up on it, the ends resting to just beneath her shorts.

“You’re looking great,” she teased as she ran her eyes over me, a sultry snarl gripped her pretty face and I enjoyed it. “Thanks. I like your outfit as well." "Well, thank you. How's the shaving going? Did you like what I got you?" "I did, it was very thoughtful. It went well, did my legs clean." “Hit the shower for me?” I turned and switched the taps off, carefully avoiding the stream.

“Let me check you out now we’re quiet.” Amy moved to me and eyed my naked body. I felt immense as she did so, checking me out was such a turn on and I felt my body twitching. My cock tingled with sharp pleasure and I knew I was going to get hard for her. I kind of shook as her piercing hands felt me up, gripping my dangling legs as she moved up and down them. “So smooth and precious, I love it, and I love you too,” she zestfully blurted. I felt one hand go behind and grip my ass, a couple of her fingers running down my crack and slightly pushing in between my cheeks. “This is smooth as well, did you shave this?” “No, it’s just like that for some reason.”

I felt her luscious sensations run across my behind and cheeks and it felt wonderful. I wondered where she'd go next. "That's incredible, you barely have any hair back there. So sexy and fitting, it seems to be a reoccurring theme for you, and I think it has a deeper meaning behind it," she teased and spanked me.

"But you have a bit more here," she said and groped my cock. It was already started to harden before this but this was what I needed to get it all the way. I felt her tight fingers wrapped around my shaft as she slowly moved around, her elegant touch was blissful and I was burning in heat as she got me going. "I think it needs some work, however. Go sit on your couch." I walked out of the room and sat on my sofa in my small living room in front of the tv that was hung on my wall. I didn't turn it on.

She came out with the razor and shaving cream, as well as a plain white towel around her shoulders. “This’ll be fun,” she muttered as she covered my crotch in thick cream and held the razor like a proud mom. Her face was glowing like the sun as she moved into the thickness and began to shave away my small of amount of pubic hair. She was a goddess with the tool, effortlessly smoothing my skin and taking away every bush and bristle of hair, hitting every crevice and area, not a spot wasn't touched as she did it to incredible perfection. She even lifted my balls and cock up as did the underside of everything down there.

The collection of disconnected hair and slushy cream sat just beneath me, in front of my balls and she gently wiped it away with the towel, nicely cleaning everything for me. "Thank you," I obediently said, very grateful for her expertise and helpfulness. "Not a problem. By the way, this is for you," she said as she reached into her pocket and pulled out a couple of bills of cash. "What do you mean?" I asked, feeling a bit surprised, not fully aware of what was happening. "I held a small lie from you. This was for a class project, however, the last couple of shots were for a personal thing I have going. I sold those photos to a uh…," she said stopping and catching herself. She shrugged her shoulders. "Well, to this sexy modeling company, who caters for what they call 'sissies'," she said with a soft laugh, seeming nervous.

"Sissies?" "Yeah, like a crossdressing, emasculated, and serving male. I uh, well I quite like them, and I really wanted to get you beautified. It's fun, and it has its financial benefits. Take it," she said and I reluctantly took the cash from her. I stared at it for a moment. The bills were incredibly clean and crisp like they just came off the printing line. "These are immaculate," I said.

“I sold the photos literally right after we finished yesterday, quickly emailing them to the company. I got payment back soon and withdraw the money this morning, half for you and half for me, for setting up the thing.” I wasn't quite sure but I couldn't deny the money was nice. I also couldn't deny I had a lot of fun being dressed up by my secret crush. "You… I've had a massive crush on you for a long time, I fell in love with you. For what you did… I honestly love you even more for it. To my shock, I obsess over being used by you."

"It was pretty obvious. I have something for you as well, which may shock you. I discovered how much I love doing this, this was the first time I'd done it, and it was incredibly rewarding and hot. I'm so damn turned on and I can't wait for what I have in store for later.” I could see the happiness all over her as she spoke. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I guess I’ll should just show you, right? You’ve seen me go on dates with guys and spend time with them, chatting at school and stuff, but never did I ever mention the sex I’d have with them. Did you ever wonder why?”

“Not really. It was a bit too personal to tell? That’d be my guess.” “I have a secret, Connor, one I haven’t really told anyone before. My parents were kind of mean, and I was basically estranged from them for a while. Here goes then,” she said as she stood up. I could see nervous sweats beginning to drip from her and she looked a bit uncomfortable, her shoulders clearly tightening.

She tugged her top out of the way slightly and gripped the waistbands of her shorts just before she dropped the razor and cream, a loud smack as it hit the floor blasting out. I felt like I was being surrounded by walls from all sides as held them, the button in the front unclipping from her strong effort as she pulled them down in an instant to her knees.

The sexy sight of her cute red panties stole my eyes until I noticed the peculiar and long shape emerging, like a submarine periscope clipping out of the ocean. My breath drew much slower and I thought the time was about to stop as her secret became reality. Amy flicked the band of her panties down and out come a thick cock.

Saying I was flabbergasted would be an understatement. I couldn’t think of words to describe this level of revelation. We both stared at each for a moment as I took in the shape and size of her deepest secret. Holy shit. Had she really never told anyone this before? “I can’t… what I am even starting at?" I blurted perplexed. "My big surprise. I've got a cock, I've been transgender for a few years now, basically after I turned eighteen! I'm just so turned on by you, and what we're doing. It's so damn sexy." "Well, I don't want to stop here," I said with a lustful tone and piercing eyes. “Finish dressing me please, my best friend I love owe so much,” I pleaded harshly.

She grabbed me by my hands and pulled me to my front door and I knew what she was going to do. “Are you seriously going to do this?” I asked, feeling a mountain of nerves and worry. “We are, absolutely,” she replied with a cheeky smile, balancing her thoughts between the consequences and her pleasure from doing something so risky.

We moved like a pair of bulls in a china shop as we dashed down our apartment building hallway seeking her place. Sweat ran down our revealing bodies and our hearts pumped with insane quick motions, I felt on fire. What if someone caught us? Me nude after being completely shaven by my transgender friend for our own dirty pleasure, with both of our hard cocks hanging out. That’d be insane.

It felt like an eternity until we eventually reached her place in a quick fashion. I thought the time was slowing down as we did something so dumb and reckless. Fortunately, there were not any cameras anywhere. “We’re going to my bathroom now,” she said as she pulled us inside, still gripping my hands firmly.

Her bathroom? This is very similar to my dream now, but with a bit of a different take to it, but a twist that I’m loving. The bathroom light flickered on with her immaculate touch and she threw me against the vanity like a passionate lover. I adored her feel and sensual mannerisms. My back mashed against the firm sink but I didn't mind the hardness, it felt like a precursor to what she had in mind, and it seemed to have some romantic gestures behind it.

Amy raced to me and was face to face, eyeing me like I was her prey to be devoured, and I almost thought she was about to, based on what her eyes looked like. She gripped my waist and held me in place like a tree in the ground. A smack of her succulent lips landed right on mine and the room was filling with energy. She was pecking away like mad, like a banging hammer.

"Can't resist a bit sensual fun like that," she said as she pulled herself from me and her hand reached behind my shoulders toward the circular tower-shaped silver storage container next to the mirror. She carefully laced a tube of lipstick into me as I stood still and silent, happily taking it from her. I felt the coldness of makeup as she moved it across, carefully tracing my lips like my face was a coloring book.

She seemed happy and she moved again back to the makeup storage and pulled a couple of items for me. “Please, don’t stop,” I encouraged her. She glistened in response and pounded my cheeks with something I wasn’t certain about, but I trusted she knew what she was doing. “Looking adorable my beauty," she teased as she flicked my lashes with a container of mascara, the ends of the device being pitch black in tone.

We kissed again and momentarily made out. Her lips were soft and succulent and her warm body felt great, while our hard cocks touching was unbelievably satisfying. The secret she had was a surprisingly welcome one. She sexily pecked on my face and neck like a laser as our bodies clashed. I loved the sensation of my hot pink lips locked into hers. My dolled face was a pride of mine.

She signaled me to her cock with her fingers and I felt a rush of anxiety. My mind was clouded. Was I really about to do this? Take her cock? I popped to my knees and her near-overwhelming musky scent buried itself in my nostrils. Her smell was so enticing. I was shaking and near to passing out, my legs were so brittle I could almost not balance myself.

“Suck it,” she ordered in a sexy tone, whispering slightly. Amy bit her lips and teased her eyebrows for a quick moment. “I thought you love me?" "I… I do," I replied with slight hesitation emitting, feeling a bit shocked at everything. "Well then show me, baby," Amy replied with fierce encouragement, a stern look on his face.

I didn’t want to disappoint someone I loved deeply and have for a long time. I was getting what I wanted from her, just in a slightly different and more kinky way. My fresh take on sexuality was overtaking what I thought I knew as right and modifying me into a different person, totally open to this kind of sexual escapade.

The glistening mushroom head in front of me appealed like nothing else. It was the only thing I wanted and I couldn’t be any more thankful to Amy for what she has done to me. With superhuman gratification, I swiftly curled my lips tightly and wrapped them around her stiff cock. Amy succulently moaned and let out a huge breath, "Oh yeah, that's it, Connor," she delightfully blurted as I sucked her off.

Her delicious and bulbous cock was incredibly refreshing and enjoyable as I vertically swung along her long hairless shaft. Her package was so shiny and appealing, I was in love with her tremendously. “That feels so damn good, my naughty feminine boy,” she dominantly screamed as I surrounded her cock with thick wetness and the vacuum-like grip my mouth possessed.

I slushed and slurped like mad all over her girlcock and she was crazy in love with my obedient eagerness. "You like a big cock, don't you baby?" She teased, a huge smile developing as she deeply stared into my eyes. I spat a massive load of stickiness onto and slugged it all, encasing and enveloping her penis more than thoroughly, it was like a slip n slide as I moved my hand all over the thick shaft.

I masturbated her cock intensely. Her face was pure joy and she licked her lips in deliciousness at the sight of me on my slutty knees being her dirty toy. Sweat dripped from our bodies, her skin was incredibly shiny from it, and I could see a lot of pre-cum drizzling from her fat circumcised penis. I felt so horny and touched I needed to get more of what she would happily give me.

"Amy, I need it, I need you fuck me right now," I desperately urged her, a bit out of breath. Her ears pricked up with my intentions. “I’d love to fuck you, we both want it, let’s make it happen. You’re getting me, which is what you dreamed of.”

Amy grabbed my shoulders firmly and pulled me to my feet. She planted another kiss on my lips but this was a bit more raw, more sloppy, and less loving, an indicator of what she was thinking at the moment. "Turn," she demanded as she felt my hips and spun me like a washing machine. “Get the lube from the drawer.”

I pulled it open and removed the large bottle of lube, handing it to her and she took it happily. She flicked the lid off as I felt her stiffness rest against my left cheek, and then rubbed the lubricant all over my other cheek and in and up my crack. “Ready for it? It’s gonna be tight, but I’ll be gentle and I’m sure you can take it,” said Amy as she squeezed my cheeks briskly. “I am,” I replied with more confidence than nervousness.

“You need to be stretched out.” Amy’s big cock was covered in lube and my backdoor was also, I was ready for the taking. Amy pushed her big head into his tight wet hole. “Oh shit,” he groaned with piercing and sharp sensations burning. “Relax for me baby,” she said reassuringly as she slid in and out slowly, carefully groping his hips.

Amy’s face was covered in lust and horniness she went slightly deeper, her raw cock discovering the tightness and attraction of his smooth back door. My beautiful ass was very tight, but it wasn’t impossible to plunder, the lube and slow stretching was working as intended. The first few inches had been successfully inside.

We both heavily groaned and felt the insane pleasure running through us from her shaft to the depths of my asshole. I was pried and I ached all over, “Amy, shit, this is crazy,” he said, a bit strenuous. “Relax,” she replied, calming him.

She spanked me softly and kept fucking me, this time going deeper than before and I really felt it now. I was getting so much more pleasure than I thought I ever could get, touching buttons I didn’t know existed. Amy was incredibly turned on and obsessed over watching her cock go in and out repeatedly, as deep as she possibly could.

I felt beyond pleasured and was literally burning all over as she worked her big cock. My slutty hole felt incredible and I moaned loudly like a good little plaything for her. Her stiff cocked throbbed in time with her deep, hard thrusts. She was close to cumming and she loved that. “I’m gonna cum soon!” she yelled. “Please do!” I yelled eagerly.

Our pleasure was boiling and off the scale. I remained against the sink, being fucked, while she grabbed my leg and lifted it over the side of the vanity. Amy loved the sight of this, it was very sexy and domineering over me.

The pleasure quantified inside of me, and her raw cock felt the depths of me all over her thick head. Orgasmic pleasure and expression were growing and it was about to blast all over the place and we both knew it. "I'm cumming!" she screamed as her cock throbbed and twitched insanely inside of me and spurts of semen shot out of her like a blasting fire hose.

I felt her thick warmth develop and produce inside of my stretched-out backdoor and the sensation and texture was incredibly rewarding and relaxing. I felt at ease as my best friend, huge crush, and love was using me the way she wanted and the way I discovered I lusted for. My breath slowed down to a halt and we engulfed each other in romantic harmony, she softly wrapped her arms around my body as her head rested on my shoulders.

“So, about that sissy company..” I softly said. “Well, they take videos as well, but I was so excited I forgot to film us. They’d of paid a lot more for this kind of stuff as well,” she replied as she kissed my neck from behind. “After all this, I don’t really mind as much.” I enjoyed this so much the financial gain I missed out on wasn’t anything but a minor worry, I had larger concerns and something else that interested me from now on.

◆◆◆

If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books! Thank you!
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