

HIS HARVEST QUEEN
Feminized for My Best Friend



JANE FUTA



Contents



Copyright
Mailing List
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Want New Stories?
Want More Stories?
About the Author



Copyright




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Text copyright 2026 by Jane Futa.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Published by Jane Futa.


Mailing List




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Chapter One




Our annual Harvest Festival was setting up in town. Back in high school, the guys and I always went to fuck around, ride whatever looked least likely to kill us, and try to pick up girls. Now that we were grown adults, we figured we’d act like adults and see what more we could get away with now that our parents weren’t involved. We had our own cars, our own money, and nobody waiting up to ask where the hell we’d been. Of course, Jake and the guys seemed to have their own ideas of fun that I wasn’t let in on until the last possible moment.

On the first day of the month, Jake and I walked around the recently set-up booths and inspected the rides we both hoped had been inspected properly themselves. Our town was on the smaller side, so the Harvest Festival brought out nearly everyone. For a few weekends, people finally had something to do besides wander around the local market, eat at the same handful of restaurants, or drive somewhere else entirely. Jake and I had never actually managed to pick up any women during our high school years, despite all the time we’d spent pretending that was the plan. This year would already be different because we were bringing girls with us.

I’d met Rachel in one of our shared community college courses. Jake had met Shannon while working his cashier job at the grocery store. Neither of us was exclusive with our girls, but we liked them enough to double-date, which seemed like a pretty decent arrangement for everyone involved. We figured it’d be more fun to have someone to make out with on the rides than spend the whole night wandering around looking for some poor women who weren’t interested in us anyway.

Most of our other friends from high school had scattered around the country for college. A few came back for a weekend of Harvest Fest every year, but most stayed away, apparently happy to have escaped our do-nothing town. Jake was a little bitter about that, though I knew he was glad to still have me around. He liked making cracks about me being in school even though community college wasn’t nearly as impressive as going away to some university. I always reminded him that he could go too, but he brushed it off every time. He usually cited his terrible math skills as proof that he’d never be able to cut it in college.

Despite the constant barrage of cruel humor, I could see the insecurity underneath it. It showed in his eyes sometimes, especially whenever the subject of everyone leaving town came up. I didn’t know exactly why he didn’t think he was good enough, but I let him use me as his punching bag anyway. I knew what it was like to feel insecure about something you couldn’t quite fix. I wasn’t the most masculine guy in town, and I’d always thought I had an effeminate figure. I tried to cover that insecurity by treating women like they were worthless, like wanting them less somehow made me more of a man. Deep down, though, I just wanted somebody who understood me. Jake was the closest thing I had to that. Sometimes I even joked that I wished I was a woman. I figured things had to be easier that way.

Jake, of course, was one of the most physically built guys from our high school. He’d been the typical jock—the quarterback of the football team—but our school was too small for him to land a proper scholarship anywhere. I’d always wondered whether he would’ve gone to college if he had gotten one. Years of playing varsity football had left him with thick, bulging biceps, broad shoulders, and a barrel chest that made most shirts look a little too tight on him. I was always surprised he bothered hanging around anyone who wasn’t another jock, but I guessed that said something about how strong our connection had gotten. We’d met in class and clicked immediately. Most of our friendship involved goofing off, insulting each other, and seeing who could take a joke the farthest, but our sense of humor matched almost perfectly. Somewhere in all that fucking around, we’d bonded.

Walking around the Harvest Festival grounds that afternoon, I knew we were going to have an epic time. I just had no idea exactly how epic Jake was apparently planning on making it. We passed rides and game booths, daring each other to do something stupid or risky at practically every place we encountered. We walked by the large stage where local country musicians performed throughout the festival, the speakers already set up and waiting for the weekend crowds.

The air was crisp and cool even at noon, carrying that dry autumn smell of hay, food stands, and cold pavement. The pathways were lined with hay bales and pumpkins arranged in little displays meant for people to take pictures in front of. There were already hot women posing for selfies beside them. One cute blonde sat cross-legged on a hay bale with her phone held high above her face, angling it until she apparently found whatever shot she wanted. While I knew she was distracted, I let myself stare down the length of her long, slender legs. Her short skirt left enough exposed to make my imagination do the rest.

I could already picture spreading those legs wide and getting my head underneath her skirt, my mouth between her thighs while I pulled her panties down with my teeth. I imagined what she’d taste like, what kind of sounds she’d make once I got my tongue on her, and whether I’d actually know what the hell I was doing once I was down there. I was still a virgin, but that had never stopped me from having a vivid sexual imagination. If anything, it probably made it worse.

“Dude, let’s sign up!” Jake called, yanking me out of my fantasy.

I turned toward him and found him hunched over the counter of a booth, already signing his name to something. I looked up at the placard hanging above it.

Harvest Festival King and Queen.

“You can’t be serious?”

“Why not? Here, I already signed you up.”

I watched him drop a sheet with my name on it into a box. I rolled my eyes, shoved my hands into my pockets, and shrugged like I couldn’t care less.

“I guess there’s no harm in it,” I said. “Is it like a competition?”

“Not at all. It’s a random drawing. So even a loser like you might be Queen,” he said with a wink.

“You mean King, right?” My heart gave an immediate, uncomfortable jump at the thought of him putting my name into the wrong box.

“Yeah, sure,” he said through muffled laughter.

My hands shook inside my pockets, and heat rushed into my cheeks.

Shit. He fucking entered me as Queen.

I didn’t hound Jake too hard about it because I figured the chances of my name actually being picked were tiny. There had to be dozens of people entering, probably more once the festival properly opened. I also figured that once whoever was in charge saw a man’s name on the Queen entry, there was no way they’d actually choose me. At worst, they’d roll their eyes, throw the slip away, and assume some idiot friend had thought he was hilarious.

None of that made me feel much better about Jake’s little prank.

“Come on, man. I’m just fucking around. Let’s go home and invite our girls to come with us next weekend.”

I nodded and followed him toward the car, but I still looked back over my shoulder at the King and Queen booth as it slowly disappeared behind us. The sky had turned gray and ominous above it, thick clouds gathering over the festival grounds. A moment later, they shifted again, catching the last light and reflecting the rainbow colors of the setting sun.


Chapter Two




The next Friday, Jake and I had plans to pick up our girls and take them to the Harvest Festival. We’d always liked the festival best at night. Everything felt a little less innocent after dark, and it was easier to get away with things like grabbing our girls’ asses or shoving our tongues down their throats without feeling like someone’s parents were watching. If we wanted to get a little frisky, we knew there’d be more opportunities to slip away and plenty of places to hide.

Jake and Shannon showed up at my place around the same time as Rachel. Both girls had apparently gotten the same idea about what to wear. They had on their sexiest fitted flannel button-ups over low-cut camisoles that showed enough cleavage to keep both Jake and me distracted. Rachel had small, perky breasts that sat high against her chest, while Shannon’s were large and full, straining a little more obviously against her top. Jake was always looking for the girl with the biggest breasts in the room, so I wasn’t exactly surprised by his choice.

Shannon’s golden hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders. Rachel wore her straight auburn hair in a cut that framed her face and drew attention to her cheekbones. Both girls had bright pink lipstick on and smiles that made it obvious they were looking forward to the night as much as we were. They looked cute, sexy, and just dressed-up enough for a small-town festival without seeming like they’d tried too hard.

I locked my door, wrapped an arm around Rachel, and kissed her cheek. She blushed when I did it, and the reaction immediately had me thinking we were going to have a wild night. I liked knowing I could get that kind of response out of her with something as simple as a kiss. The four of us piled into Jake’s car, and he drove us over to the festival.

By the time we arrived, the night sky was glowing with rainbow-colored fluorescent lights from the rides and booths. The Ferris wheel towered over everything else, its bright spokes slowly turning against the darkness. Around it came the clanking and rattling of rides, bursts of music, and screams from people being whipped around somewhere in the distance. It was louder and more crowded than it had been when Jake and I walked through the grounds the week before.

I kept an arm around Rachel as we moved through the crowd. My hand started at her waist before gradually sliding lower until my palm settled over her denim-covered ass. I gave it a firm squeeze. She didn’t pull away or complain, which was enough encouragement for me to leave my hand there a little longer.

The four of us entered the park with fresh tickets and started wandering around the booths. We hadn’t gotten very far before we passed the King and Queen booth from the other day. I barely paid attention to it at first. As far as I was concerned, Jake’s stupid prank was already over.

Then I heard Rachel laughing.

I followed her gaze toward the booth and immediately felt my stomach tighten. Someone had posted the names of the newly selected King and Queen on the back wall in lettering large enough for anyone passing by to read.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I moaned when I saw my name underneath the Queen section.

“Look, man,” Jake said. “They must’ve thought you were as girly as you’ve been acting lately.”

“Dude. What the fuck?”

I looked at Rachel, hoping my expression alone would make it obvious that this was one of Jake’s dumb jokes and had absolutely nothing to do with me. Instead, she was already eyeing me like I was some kind of weird pervert who’d secretly entered himself in a Harvest Festival queen contest. The amusement on her face had shifted into something harder to read, and embarrassment hit me almost immediately.

My blood boiled beneath my skin. I marched straight up to the booth, determined to have my name taken down before anyone else I knew happened to walk by and see it.

“I thought it was weird that an Eric had been submitted as queen,” the attendant said. “But you know how versatile names and genders are becoming now. I didn’t want to upset anyone by not putting it up.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at my friends. “Just take it down, will you?”

“So your friend pranked you pretty good, huh?”

I raised an eyebrow at him and dug my palms into the waist-high counter. I could still feel Jake and the girls somewhere behind me, which only made the whole thing more humiliating. “Yeah. You could say that. Fucked up my date, though, to be honest.”

“Shit, man. That sucks. You should get back at him somehow.”

I shrugged. “Yeah. He fucking deserves it. I’m not the best at coming up with ideas for that sort of thing, though.”

“Well, if you don’t mind me making a suggestion…”

I glanced back over my shoulder again to make sure Jake and the girls weren’t within earshot. They were far enough away that I couldn’t hear what they were saying, so I figured they couldn’t hear us either. I leaned closer to the counter.

“Sure. What do you got?”

“He’s king, right?”

“Yeah…”

“Why don’t you go back and tell them this was a mistake. It was supposed to say Erica. I’ll even pick a different last name. Then on the big day, show up as Jake’s queen. Get my drift?”

A strange tinge of excitement ran through me before I could stop it. I immediately tried to cover it with disgust, pressing my lips together and furrowing my brow like I was fighting the urge to vomit right there on the counter.

“You mean…dress up like a girl?”

“Oh, like you haven’t ever considered it,” he teased, rolling his eyes at my reaction.

“I haven’t.”

It was the truth. I’d never seriously considered dressing up as a woman. I’d joked about being girly before, and Jake certainly liked reminding me whenever I did anything he considered feminine, but I’d never actually pictured myself putting on women’s clothes and trying to pass as one.

That didn’t mean I was completely against the idea.

The more I thought about it, the more perfect it seemed. Jake had entered me as Queen because he thought embarrassing me would be funny. Fine. I could take his joke and make it much worse for him. Showing up as his queen for the day would turn the whole thing around on him. He wanted to humiliate me, but he’d be the one stuck standing next to me while everyone watched.

I turned the idea over in my head for another moment and felt my first reaction fading quickly.

“Sounds like a plan.”

I thanked him and headed back toward my friends.

“It was a mistake,” I told them. “It was supposed to go to some Erica somebody or other.”

“Yeah right,” Jake said.

“You don’t think they’d really enter a man for queen, do you?”

Jake still looked skeptical, and Rachel didn’t seem completely convinced either, but eventually they both shrugged it off. Shannon seemed indifferent to the entire fiasco. As far as she was concerned, apparently, my accidentally becoming Harvest Festival Queen wasn’t interesting enough to ruin her night.

We spent the rest of the evening at the festival. Jake took out most of his irritation on the carnival games, throwing balls harder than necessary and getting increasingly annoyed every time he lost. Unfortunately for him, aggression didn’t make him any better at winning cheap stuffed animals. I normally would’ve given him shit about it, but my attention was somewhere else entirely.

I couldn’t stop thinking about how I was going to pull off being a woman.

The idea kept creeping back into my head no matter what we were doing. I barely paid attention to Rachel for the rest of the night because I was too busy wondering what I could realistically look like, whether anyone would recognize me, and just how far I could take the joke without completely humiliating myself in the process. What had sounded ridiculous when the attendant first suggested it was already starting to feel strangely possible.

Rachel didn’t seem to mind my distraction one way or the other. Ever since she’d seen my name listed as Queen, she’d stopped seeming particularly interested in me anyway. I noticed the distance between us but didn’t make much effort to fix it.

It was just as well. I’d started losing interest in her too.

My mind was consumed by my new plan.

At the end of the night, I kissed Rachel goodnight on the cheek and told her I’d call her later. She left, and I went inside. The second my door closed behind me, though, Rachel was almost completely forgotten. I pulled out my phone and called an old friend from high school.

“Ashley?”

“Oh my god. Eric? How are you?”

“I’m doing pretty good. I have a favor to ask you, though.”

“Anything!”

I smiled to myself. I’d always been able to count on Ashley, which suddenly made me feel a little guilty for not keeping in touch with her more since starting college. We’d been close enough in high school that calling her after so much time didn’t feel completely strange, but what I was about to ask definitely did.

“I need you to turn me into a woman.”

She laughed. “Wait. Are you serious?”

“Very serious,” I said.

I was surprised by how easily the words came out once I finally said them. There was no stammering or backing out, and hearing myself admit what I wanted somehow made the whole thing feel more real. Ashley agreed to come over the next day with a bag full of girly things.

After we hung up, I was left alone with the knowledge that I was actually going through with it.

I barely slept a wink that night.


Chapter Three




The next day, Ashley came over with an overly pleased expression on her face, like she’d been looking forward to this since the second I called her. “Don’t get too excited,” I warned her. “It’s not permanent.” Ashley had always had a fascination with guys in drag. It wasn’t really sexual or anything like that. She just found the whole thing endlessly interesting and had for as long as I’d known her.

“But maybe you’ll do a few shows or something?”

“It’s funny you say that…”

“You’re doing a drag show?”

“No, no. But I will be onstage. I need to look convincing, though. I can’t look like a guy in drag. I have to look like an actual girl.”

“Well, with that skinny frame of yours, we should have no issue there,” she said, dragging one pointed finger up and down the length of my body as if she were already assessing what she had to work with.

“Don’t make fun. It’s a revenge plot, if you must know.”

“Oh. Oh. How exciting! That’s even better than drag. Who are you seeking revenge on?” She set a suitcase on the living room floor and unzipped it. I leaned over her shoulder to peek at the garments packed inside. Everything seemed to be lacy, frilly, or some combination of the two. The fabrics looked too soft and delicate for me, nothing like anything I’d ever worn before. Looking at the pile of feminine clothes, I couldn’t imagine how I was supposed to put any of it on and somehow come out looking like an actual woman instead of a guy wearing somebody else’s clothes.

“Do you remember Jake?”

“The quarterback?” she asked with astonishment.

I nodded, but she didn’t see me because her attention was already back on the collection of things she’d brought. Either she didn’t care whether I answered or she had some kind of sixth sense because she immediately moved on to the next subject.

“Do you have a good razor? We’ll need to give you a close shave.”

“I have an electric razor.”

“Oh no. That won’t do. Good thing I brought this.”

She held up a Venus razor, and my skin tingled at the sight of the pink-and-purple handle. I knew logically that it probably wasn’t all that different from one of the men’s razors I could’ve bought for myself, but something about it being specifically made and marketed for women made it feel different in my head. Feminine. Deliberate. I pictured that brightly colored razor gliding over my masculine legs and stripping away all the hair I was used to seeing there. The thought of running my hands over completely smooth, silky legs sent a strange chill down my spine.

Ashley turned to face me. “Well? Where’s your bathroom?”

I showed her, and she followed me inside.

“What are you doing?”

“Shaving you, silly. You didn’t think you could handle it all by yourself your first time, did you?”

“Right now? But the ceremony isn’t for another two weeks.”

“I’m just here to show you how everything works. You’re going to have to get ready by yourself for the ceremony.”

“Shit,” I mumbled.

Ashley either didn’t hear me or didn’t care. She already had her hands on my pants, quickly unfastening them before I’d fully processed what was happening. My cock hardened as she tugged my jeans down around my ankles. I stood there feeling suddenly exposed, unable to tell whether I was getting turned on because Ashley was undressing me or because I knew what she was about to do afterward. The fact that I wasn’t sure somehow made it even more embarrassing.

She pulled my boxers down next and smiled when she saw my cock.

“It’s not the biggest, is it?”

“Excuse me?” I looked down at my seemingly average-sized cock and immediately felt heat rush into my face. I’d never thought there was anything wrong with it before. Was it actually smaller than I’d realized?

“It’s not a big deal,” she said with a shrug. “I just always thought you’d be a little bigger.”

“Thanks a lot,” I said, unable to keep the bitterness completely out of my voice.

She shrugged again like she hadn’t just given me a brand-new insecurity and turned on the faucet. Once the water warmed up, she ran a washcloth underneath it and slowly wiped it over my legs. The warmth against my skin was unexpectedly soothing. I leaned my head back and let my eyelids fall, trying to relax instead of thinking too hard about the fact that I was standing naked from the waist down while one of my oldest female friends prepared to shave my legs.

My eyes shot open when something cool spread over my calves.

It was only shaving cream, but even that felt strangely feminine. It smelled sweet and floral instead of like anything I normally used. I turned my head toward the sink and saw the container sitting there. Pink and purple, just like the Venus razor she was holding.

Then she pressed the razor against my skin.

She drew it slowly along my calf, taking a clean strip of hair with it. Stroke by stroke, the familiar masculine hair disappeared and smooth skin took its place. The air-conditioning hit each freshly shaved section with a coolness I’d never noticed before, making goose bumps rise almost instantly. I couldn’t stop watching as more of my bare skin appeared beneath the shaving cream.

Inside, though, I felt almost painfully hot.

Excitement and lust twisted together until I couldn’t tell one from the other. Every slow pass of the razor made the feeling stronger. My cock hardened further while Ashley worked her way over my legs, and there was no way to pretend my body wasn’t reacting to what she was doing. The whole thing should’ve felt ridiculous. Instead, the sensation of becoming smoother and softer beneath her hands was turning me on more with every stroke.

“All done,” she said, wiping my legs clean with the warm cloth. “I assume you know how to give your face a close shave…”

I nodded, but I was barely listening anymore. I was too distracted by how different my legs looked and felt. I ran my palm slowly along one thigh, expecting the missing hair to feel strange. It did, but not in a bad way. My skin felt incredibly smooth beneath my hand, and somehow I felt more naked than I had when Ashley first pulled down my boxers. There was nothing familiar left to cover me.

“It’s fun, hm?” she said, noticing my wandering hands.

“I guess it is,” I admitted with a smile.

“Ready for some more fun?” she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

I nodded, and she took my hand and led me back into the living room. She went from window to window, closing the blinds until the daylight filtering into the room faded into a dull gray. The sudden privacy should’ve made me feel more comfortable. Instead, with the suitcase of feminine clothes still waiting on the floor and my freshly shaved legs feeling completely foreign beneath me, the dim room somehow felt ominous and foreboding.

She moved her suitcase onto the couch and continued digging through it. After a moment, she pulled out several dresses in different jewel tones and spread them across the cushions and the back of the couch. “I like the purple best,” she told me.

I didn’t really know enough about women’s clothes to have an opinion, but the purple one had caught my eye almost immediately. I walked over to where it was draped across the back of the couch and ran my fingers over the fabric. It was softer than I expected. I closed my eyes for a second and imagined how good it would feel sliding over my freshly shaved skin. Just thinking about the fabric brushing against my bare thighs sent another shudder of pleasure through me. I opened my eyes before Ashley could catch me enjoying myself too much.

“The purple is nice.”

Ashley smiled at me like she knew exactly what had been going through my head and went back to digging through the suitcase. Next, she pulled out several pairs of shoes. They were all black with tall heels, but the sizes were obviously different.

“Fortunately there are a few women in my family,” she said when she noticed me cocking my head at the variety of footwear. “I didn’t know what size you were.”

“Do you think the dress will fit?”

Her eyes darted between my slender frame and the purple fabric. “Oh yeah,” she said with more confidence than I’d ever felt about anything.

She dug deeper and pulled out a lingerie set next. At first glance, it looked like nothing but see-through black lace, which made my stomach tighten. When I looked closer, though, I noticed beige fabric beneath the lace, strategically placed where it mattered.

“Clever,” I said, pinching a little of the lace between my thumb and forefinger and rubbing it in slow circles. The texture was delicate against my skin, completely different from anything I owned.

“Isn’t it?” she replied excitedly.

“Is this really necessary?”

“You’re going to need to wear something to keep your cock in place. You’re also going to need something to help give you a small pair of breasts. You can’t go commando and expect to fool anyone.”

I sighed and admitted defeat. She was right. If I was going to do this, I couldn’t exactly put on a dress over my boxers and expect anyone to believe I was a woman.

But women’s lingerie?

A bra? Panties? Black lace?

The thoughts thrilled me in a way I wasn’t comfortable admitting, even to myself. My curiosity had already gotten stronger since she’d shaved my legs, and now I was standing there staring at a lace bra and panties while wondering what they’d feel like against my body.

What if I liked it?

Worse, what if I liked it too much?

“Go on. Strip.”

“Right here?”

“You’re halfway there,” she teased.

I glanced down and realized she had a point. I’d become so comfortable standing around Ashley that I’d almost forgotten my cock was still hanging out. Heat rushed into my face, and I gave an embarrassed shrug. This girl was too stubborn to argue with, and I was slowly learning that when Ashley told me to do something, it was usually easier to just do it.

I reached for the beige-and-black lace panties and pulled them toward me. I stretched the waistband between my hands playfully, inspecting them as though I’d somehow never seen a pair of panties before.

Ashley giggled. “Just put them on already, you queer,” she joked.

I was surprised by how little the insult bothered me coming from her. If Jake had said the same thing, I probably would’ve ripped into him without thinking. I wasn’t sure exactly what made it different, but Jake had a way of making jokes that landed too close to whatever I was already insecure about. With Ashley, it felt more like she was laughing with me than trying to expose something I didn’t want anyone to see.

I swallowed my pride and felt it settle heavily in my stomach. Then I stepped into the lace panties and slowly pulled them up my freshly shaved legs.

The sensation stopped me almost immediately.

The material was soft and thin, sliding easily over skin that still felt unusually sensitive after being shaved. When I pulled the panties the rest of the way up, the lace hugged my hips in a way my boxers never had.

I gasped at the unfamiliar feeling.

“Oh my,” I let out.

“It’s fun, isn’t it?”

Even when Ashley teased me, she somehow managed to seem like a cheerleader. There was no disgust in her expression and no hesitation about what I was doing. She seemed genuinely excited for me, like this strange little experiment was something I should be enjoying instead of something I needed to feel ashamed of. Her enthusiasm helped me stay confident in my decision, even as conflicting emotions kept moving through me.

The soft beige fabric cupped my cock and balls snugly, and I felt the tension in my body ease. I hadn’t expected the panties to feel soothing. They held everything closer against me than my boxers did, and the sensation was strangely comfortable.

I looked down.

The black lace hugged my hips, and for a second, I hardly recognized the lower half of my own body. With the hair gone from my legs and the panties cutting across my waist, I looked far more feminine than I’d expected. I’d never realized how much shape there was to my hips or how slender my legs looked without hair covering them. My thighs seemed smoother, softer, almost delicate.

My heart began to race.

A nervous feeling tightened inside my chest as I stared down at myself. Any masculinity I’d thought I possessed until that moment suddenly seemed a lot less convincing. I was standing in my living room wearing women’s panties, and instead of looking ridiculous, I looked disturbingly natural in them.

It forced me to confront the insecurity I’d spent years trying to bury.

Maybe it’s okay to look feminine, I told myself, even as every instinct I’d developed growing up seemed to pull against the idea. Maybe looking feminine didn’t have to mean there was something wrong with me.

Regardless of what it meant, though, there was one thing I couldn’t deny.

I enjoyed wearing the panties.

That frightened me almost as much as everything else.

“Next,” Ashley said, dangling the black lace bra in front of my face.

She buried her knees into the couch cushion and rested an elbow against the sofa back, propping her head casually in one hand. She watched me with big, doe eyes, like there was absolutely nothing unusual about seeing me standing there in lace panties while she waited for me to put on a bra.

I snatched it from her with more irritation than I’d intended. Immediately feeling like I’d overreacted, I removed my T-shirt much more calmly and tossed it aside. Then I slipped my arms through the bra straps and pulled it into place against my chest.

The cups felt strange sitting against my bare skin. I reached behind myself and fumbled blindly with the clasp.

“How the hell do you fasten this thing?” I asked, twisting my arms awkwardly behind my back.

“Turn around,” said Ashley, spinning her index finger in a circle.

I turned, and she reached behind me and snapped the clasp together with irritating ease.

“There’s a little trick,” she added. “Look at what you’re doing in front first. Or better yet, wait to put the straps on last so you can fasten it in front.”

“Good tips,” I said meekly as I turned to face her again.

The bra felt even stranger than the panties had. The band hugged tightly around my torso, and the empty cups rested against my chest, waiting to be filled. Between the lace around my hips and the matching material stretched across my chest, I was already starting to feel like I was wearing something more complete than a costume.

“You look amazing,” she said, her mouth almost salivating. “I can’t wait to see you in the dress and makeup.”

“Makeup?”

“You have a feminine face and all, but you didn’t really think you’d pass for a girl without a little makeup, did you? Don’t worry. I brought wigs too.”

My stomach dropped.

Shit.

What the hell was I doing?


Chapter Four




The next thing I had to do was try on the dress. I pinched the purple fabric where it lay draped over the back of the couch and lifted it in front of me. At first, I just held it against my slender frame, trying to picture what I’d look like once it was actually on. The soft, cool silk brushed against my stomach, and even that felt amazing. After everything Ashley had already done to me, I was becoming way too aware of how different fabrics felt against my freshly shaved skin.

I pulled the zipper down and stepped carefully into the narrow waist. The silk slid easily over my smooth legs as I pulled the dress up my body, and I couldn’t help enjoying every inch of it. The sensation was cool and soft in a way my normal clothes never were. I worked it over my hips and up my torso before slipping my arms through the straps.

Ashley stepped behind me and helped zip it the rest of the way. She had a huge smile on her face the entire time, obviously enjoying this almost as much as I was. While she returned to her bag to dig around for a wig and makeup, I let my hands wander over the purple dress. My palms moved slowly down my sides and over my hips, feeling how closely the material followed the shape of my body.

I couldn’t believe how perfectly it fit.

It was becoming impossible to hold on to any sense of masculinity while standing there in black lace lingerie and a silky purple dress. Instead of fighting that feeling, I tried to let it go. If I wanted to convince everyone that I was a woman, resisting every feminine thing I felt wasn’t going to help. I needed to relax into it, even if I still wasn’t sure why doing that felt so strangely good.

Ashley climbed onto the couch and leaned over the back so she could reach my face more easily. She started by smoothing creamy foundation over my skin, occasionally mixing different tones together until she came up with something that matched me almost perfectly. I held still while she worked, watching her face tighten with concentration whenever she examined what she’d done.

She brushed pink blush along my cheekbones next, then carefully applied eyeliner and mascara. Before using each product, she explained what she was doing and how I could recreate it myself. I tried my best to memorize every step. There were more of them than I’d expected, but none seemed particularly complicated once she showed me how they worked.

“If you forget anything, just watch a video online.”

“I can do that,” I said.

The realization made the entire thing feel almost too easy. If I could watch a few videos, practice a little, and recreate what Ashley was doing to me, there wasn’t much stopping me from dressing like this whenever I wanted.

I still couldn’t decide whether that was a good thing.

I was starting to genuinely like the womanly feeling, and that scared me more than I wanted Ashley to know. At first, this had been nothing but a ridiculous revenge scheme. Now I was enjoying the clothes, the smoothness of my legs, the lingerie underneath the dress, and even the strange sensation of makeup being carefully applied to my face. Having Ashley there treating the whole thing like it was completely normal made it even easier to stop resisting.

Next, she pulled out a light brown wig with soft curls and carefully fitted it over my head. The hair brushed my cheeks and shoulders as she adjusted it into place. It felt surprisingly real beneath my fingers, and I immediately wondered how much something like that must have cost.

“Where’d you get this?” I asked her.

“I went through a wig collecting phase,” she told me. “I liked the idea of being different people from day to day. This is my best one, though.”

“Thanks for letting me borrow it.”

“Thanks for thinking of me to help you.”

We smiled at each other, and she carefully tucked the last few loose strands of my real hair beneath the wig.

“Ready to check out your hot self?”

I nodded and hurried toward the bathroom mirror.

The second I saw my reflection, I nearly went into shock.

I was unmistakably a woman.

I didn’t have to squint or tilt my head or stand at some particular angle to make the illusion work. I didn’t look like myself wearing a dress. I didn’t even look like some guy Ashley had covered in makeup. The person staring back at me looked so convincingly female that my brain had trouble connecting the reflection with the person standing in front of the mirror.

The purple dress followed my narrow waist and hips perfectly. My shaved legs looked slender and feminine beneath it, and the light brown curls softened my face even more. The makeup hadn’t changed everything about me so much as emphasized features I’d apparently already had. Somehow, that made the transformation more unsettling.

I felt guilty for some reason.

It seemed wrong that switching genders could look this easy on me. All those things I’d spent years feeling insecure about—my slender build, my softer face, the parts of my body that never seemed masculine enough—were suddenly exactly what made me look convincing as a woman.

Even worse was how comfortable I felt.

The lingerie underneath the dress no longer seemed ridiculous. I liked the snug panties against my cock. I liked the bra wrapped around my chest. I liked the silk against my smooth legs. Every feminine thing that should’ve made me desperate to rip the outfit off seemed to be having the opposite effect.

Am I really doing this?

I stared at myself longer.

The more I looked, the more turned on I became by my own reflection. There was something deeply confusing about finding the woman in the mirror attractive while knowing she was me. My thoughts wandered somewhere even more dangerous, and I suddenly pictured myself on my knees with some guy’s cock in my mouth, dressed exactly like this while I sucked him off.

My stomach tightened.

I quickly shook the thought out of my head and went back to Ashley.

“You did an amazing job,” I told her. “How can I repay you?”

“You already have,” she said with a smile. “Maybe I’ll come check on you during the crowning ceremony. I’ve always loved the Harvest Fest.”

“I’d like that,” I told her, knowing her presence at the festival would make me feel a hell of a lot less nervous.

Ashley left her bag of goodies with me and said goodbye. Once she was gone, I looked at everything she’d brought and realized how much of this I was going to have to learn to do on my own. I had two weeks before the ceremony, which meant two weeks to practice shaving, makeup, the wig, the clothes, and everything else until I could make myself look as convincing as Ashley had.

The thought should’ve felt like work.

Instead, part of me was already looking forward to practicing.


Chapter Five




I was a bundle of nerves on the day of the crowning ceremony. Jake and I had hung out a few times since Ashley helped me with the transformation, but being around him felt different somehow. Every time he looked at me, I had to remind myself that in a matter of days I was going to stand in front of him as a woman and somehow convince him I was someone else entirely. I wasn’t sure how he’d take it when he eventually found out.

I kept reminding myself that he deserved it. He’d entered me as Queen because he wanted to embarrass me, so whatever happened was technically his own fault. Still, part of me felt sorry for him. When I found out he and Shannon had broken up, that sympathy turned into something a little more complicated. The whole prank suddenly seemed less simple now that I knew he was single.

What if he’s attracted to me?

The more I wondered whether he’d be attracted to me, the more differently I started looking at him. I couldn’t stop remembering that image I’d had of myself on my knees in front of some guy’s cock, and Jake was the manliest guy I knew. He was big, muscular, confident, and exactly the kind of man who would’ve intimidated the hell out of me if I were actually a woman. Apparently, imagining myself as one changed something in the way I saw him too. I even teased myself with the thought that maybe I’d been meant to be a woman all along, but I wasn’t ready to admit anything that dramatic yet.

Getting ready on the big day was harder than I’d expected. I tried my best to apply the makeup exactly the way Ashley had shown me, but my hands wouldn’t stop shaking. Eyeliner was easily the worst part. Every tiny movement seemed obvious, and I kept worrying that one crooked line would ruin the entire illusion. Once I finally got it right, though, some of the tension started to leave my body.

I put on the lingerie first, then the dress, heels, and wig. By the time I finished, the familiar feeling of the panties snug around my cock and the dress sliding over my smooth legs helped calm me more than I wanted to admit. I stood in front of the mirror and studied myself from several angles. When I saw the same convincing woman Ashley had created staring back at me, I finally breathed a sigh of relief. I grabbed the purse she’d lent me and headed for the door.

I slipped out of my apartment as quietly as possible, hoping none of my neighbors would happen to see me leaving dressed like that. Halfway down the walkway, another thought occurred to me.

What if they thought I just fucked a hot chick?

I chuckled to myself, picturing someone seeing me leave and assuming Eric had some gorgeous woman sneaking out of his apartment. The stupid thought helped loosen the tightness in my chest. By the time I reached my car, I felt a little more like I could actually pull this off.

I drove to the Harvest Festival and checked in for the ceremony. The guy from the booth was there, and the second he saw me, his eyes narrowed. He stared at me intensely, clearly trying to figure out whether the woman standing in front of him was really the same guy who’d agreed to this ridiculous plan a couple weeks earlier. For a moment, I worried that maybe I hadn’t done as good a job as I thought.

Then he winked at me.

I winked back.

His eyes widened, and he actually gasped when he realized it was me. The reaction sent a rush of confidence through my body. If someone who already knew the truth had to stare that hard before recognizing me, Jake didn’t stand a chance. I held one finger to my lips, silently reminding him to keep his mouth shut, and he nodded.

I spotted Jake behind the main stage a few minutes later and forced myself to walk over like I wasn’t terrified.

“I’m Erica,” I said, extending my slender arm for a handshake.

“Shit. You really are a girl,” he said.

My heart dropped into my stomach.

Did he know who it was?

“Excuse me?” I asked in a high-pitched voice, doing my best not to let the panic show.

“Sorry,” he said. “I was trying to play a prank on my friend. I signed him up for the contest as a joke and his name is Eric. When he told me it was supposed to go to an Erica, I thought he was lying.”

Relief hit me so hard I almost laughed.

He didn’t know.

I smiled instead. “Oh,” I said. “What a cruel prank.”

Jake shrugged and lowered his head. For the first time since I’d walked over, some of his usual confidence seemed to disappear. He glanced back up at me through his lashes and said, “Yeah, maybe it was.”

That was when I noticed the way he was looking at me.

His eyes moved slowly over my body, lingering on the feminine shape of the dress before lifting back to my face. Then he wet his lips with his tongue.

My cock hardened beneath the lingerie.

I immediately tightened every muscle I could and tried desperately to get it under control. The last thing I needed was for him to notice something pressing against the front of my dress. His attention had already made my skin feel hot, though, and knowing that Jake—the guy who’d spent years making fun of anything remotely feminine about me—was openly checking me out sent another rush of excitement through my body.

“Why would you play such a mean prank on someone you consider a friend?” I asked him.

“I don’t know,” he said with another shrug. “Everyone left me to go to college. He’s the only one that’s still around. I guess I keep waiting for him to leave too. Maybe it’s my way of preparing for the inevitable split.”

Guilt replaced some of my excitement.

I hadn’t realized how badly any of that bothered him. Jake never talked to me that way. If I’d asked him directly whether he cared that everyone had left town, he probably would’ve made some stupid joke and changed the subject. Of course, that wasn’t the kind of thing he’d willingly admit to another guy.

Apparently, he could admit it to a woman he’d just met.

I wondered how angry he’d be if he found out he’d unknowingly opened himself up to me.

“Maybe he’ll stick around,” I said.

My attempt to reassure him lasted only a few seconds before I found myself distracted again. His thick biceps stretched against his sleeves, and I caught myself biting my lower lip as I stared. He was looking at me differently too. His expression had softened, but his gaze lingered longer than it needed to. I could practically feel him undressing me with his eyes.

The thought made my entire body hotter.

Jake’s gaze settled on mine as though he was searching for something behind my eyes. The longer we stood there, the heavier the tension between us became. I knew exactly who he was, but he thought I was a woman he’d just met. That should’ve made everything feel ridiculous. Instead, it made every look seem more intense.

It was becoming harder not to reach out and touch him.

“Okay, guys,” said a short man carrying a clipboard. “Let’s run over how the ceremony will go. First we’ll announce King, then Queen. You’ll each enter from the opposite stage from one another. A woman will crown you guys once you’ve reached center stage, and then you guys are going to board a float for the evening parade.”

I’d completely forgotten about the parade.

While he continued explaining the ceremony, my mind immediately jumped to the problem I’d been avoiding. I still hadn’t decided when I was going to reveal myself to Jake. Originally, I’d pictured doing it right there onstage, in front of everyone. That had sounded hilarious when the whole thing was nothing more than revenge.

Now I imagined revealing myself and then having to sit beside an enraged Jake on a parade float afterward.

That didn’t sound nearly as funny.

I considered telling him once we were already on the float, but then I pictured him getting pissed enough to shove me right off the side. Knowing Jake, that didn’t seem completely impossible.

Then another thought slipped into my mind.

What if I didn’t tell him at all?

My heart started racing again.

There was something thrilling about the idea of Erica simply remaining my little secret. Jake could spend the entire day believing she was real, and afterward I could go home, strip everything off, and return to being Eric as though nothing had happened.

Except I wasn’t sure I could do that anymore.

My feelings toward him were already shifting, and I had no idea whether I could walk back into our old friendship and act exactly the way I had before. It wasn’t like he’d actually want me as a woman. He didn’t know who I was.

Still, eventually he had to find out.

What if he tries to get my number or something?

I started running through excuses I could give him. I could say I had a boyfriend. I could tell him I wasn’t interested in dating. There were plenty of easy ways to reject him without revealing anything.

Every one of them made me feel guilty.

He’d just admitted that everyone leaving him behind had hurt more than he ever let on. He was lonely, insecure, and apparently already waiting for me to abandon him too.

Could I really give him one more rejection?

While I tried to decide what the hell I was supposed to do, Jake caught me staring at him.

Something in his expression changed immediately. His eyes narrowed slightly, not with suspicion but recognition, like he’d finally figured out what the look on my face meant. My stomach tightened. For one irrational second, I felt like he was staring straight through the makeup, wig, and dress and somehow seeing Eric underneath.

The short man finished going over the ceremony and walked away once we both agreed that we understood what we were supposed to do. That left Jake and me alone again.

He stepped closer until only a few inches separated us.

“You’re really gorgeous, you know that?”

Heat rushed into my face. I brushed a few strands of hair away from my cheek, suddenly grateful I could blame the blush on being flattered rather than terrified.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Are you single?”

My eyes snapped toward him.

There it was.

I had two choices. I could tell him I was taken and shut this down immediately, or I could tell him I was single and find out exactly where this was going.

The question made my pulse pound harder.

What would happen if I told him I was available?

“Yes,” I said, my heart beating so hard it felt desperate to escape my chest.

“How can that be?” he asked.

His big hand settled on my upper arm. His fingers moved slowly along my bicep, and every bit of skin beneath his touch seemed to come alive. I’d been touched by Jake hundreds of times before—shoved, slapped on the shoulder, grabbed while fucking around—but nothing had ever felt like this.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I’m kind of picky.”

“I can tell you like me,” he said confidently. “I’ve seen the way you’ve been looking at me since you arrived.”

“It’s not like that,” I lied, dropping my gaze.

Jake laughed off my denial, then closed both hands around my arms. Before I had time to decide whether I wanted him to stop, he pulled me against him and kissed me.

The shock lasted barely a second.

Then I melted into it.

His mouth pressed firmly against mine, and I relaxed inside his grip as his tongue parted my lips. I let him inside, moaning softly against his mouth as he explored mine. The kiss was nothing like I’d expected kissing Jake would feel like, mostly because I’d never let myself seriously imagine kissing him before.

Now I couldn’t stop.

He pulled me closer, pressing his large body against mine. I could feel how hard he was getting through his slacks, the unmistakable shape of his cock pushing against me.

That made mine stiffen even more.

Panic mixed with the pleasure. I shifted my hips carefully, trying to keep my own erection from pressing against him while still letting him hold me close. The last thing I needed was for Jake to discover my secret because he felt a hard cock underneath my dress.

He finally broke the kiss, leaving me slightly breathless.

“Why don’t you and I go somewhere more private before the ceremony?”

“Where would we go?” I asked, nearly forgetting for a moment that I couldn’t actually follow this through as far as he thought I could. “We’re expected onstage in an hour and a half.”

“Come with me,” he said, taking my hand.

His fingers closed around mine, and I let him lead me away from the stage. We moved through the festival crowds toward the exit, weaving between people as I tried to keep up with him in Ashley’s heels.

I couldn’t stop smiling as we ran out together.


Chapter Six




We walked through the crowds and past the line stretching from the entrance to the festival. The sun had started to disappear behind a few clouds, but it wasn’t anywhere close to setting yet. In previous years, the parade always started just as the sun began sinking toward the horizon. A few of the floats were usually covered in lights, and by the time they made their way through the festival, the sky would be dark enough for them to glow.

Feeling Jake’s hand wrapped around mine as he pulled me away from the festival made my heart skip a beat. I still didn’t understand why my feelings toward him had changed so quickly. Something about being dressed as a woman and getting led somewhere private by a big, strong athlete made me weak in the knees. Maybe it was the way he looked at me or the strange freedom of being someone else for a few hours. Whatever it was, I couldn’t deny how much I liked it.

Maybe I really am supposed to be a girl, I thought.

Finally, Jake led me to his car. I recognized the black sedan instantly, of course, and my jaw nearly dropped.

Did he really expect us to accomplish anything in that thing? In the middle of the festival parking lot?

“I know it’s not much,” he said, looking slightly concerned. “I can pull off behind those trees back there.”

I cocked my head to the side. “That would probably be a good idea.”

He opened the passenger door for me like a true gentleman, and I climbed inside. Being doted on like that still felt strange. I’d known Jake for years, and I couldn’t remember him ever treating me with this kind of care. Now he was opening doors, holding my hand, and looking at me like I was the hottest woman he’d seen all day. My head spun as I tried to figure out how the hell I was supposed to keep my secret once things became more sexual.

Maybe I can just suck him off, I thought.

That seemed simple enough.

Jake climbed into the driver’s seat and started the car. He drove around the edge of the large, crowded parking lot until we reached the trees he’d pointed out. Eventually he found a dirt-road turnoff and pulled behind them, parking where the car was almost completely hidden from the festival. Even then, I twisted around in my seat and checked through the windows to make sure nobody had followed us or could see what we were doing.

Jake looked at me, and I turned back toward him.

My cock was already throbbing beneath my dress. I glanced down quickly and checked the fabric, making sure there wasn’t an obvious bulge giving me away. The panties were doing their job, and once I was confident everything was hidden, the nervousness twisting inside me suddenly gave way to need.

I lunged toward Jake and pressed my lips against his.

His mouth felt warm and familiar in a way that made no sense. I’d only kissed him once, yet the second our lips met again, it felt like they belonged there. Like I’d been waiting to kiss him for much longer than I’d realized.

Our tongues met, and I let one hand travel down his thick, muscular torso until I reached the front of his pants. I unfastened his slacks and slipped my hand inside his briefs. His cock was already hard. I wrapped my palm around the long, thick shaft and stroked him eagerly.

Jake moaned into our kiss and lifted his hips, helping me tug his pants farther down.

I still couldn’t believe I was stroking my best friend’s cock.

I couldn’t believe Jake thought I was some sexy woman he’d met at the Harvest Festival instead of the guy he’d known for years. More than anything, I couldn’t believe the chemistry between us. It felt immediate and natural, enough that I started wondering why I’d never noticed it before.

The more I thought about it, the more questions started creeping into my head. I’d stayed in town for school when nearly everyone else had left. I’d always made excuses for Jake when he acted like a jerk. I put up with his insults when I wouldn’t have taken the same shit from anyone else.

Maybe there had always been something underneath that.

Maybe I’d had deeper feelings for him all along and simply hadn’t known what to call them.

I pulled his shaft free and looked down at it. His cock was thick, with a large, bulbous head that twitched beneath my touch. I licked my lips before lowering my head over him.

I wrapped my lips around the tip, and Jake gasped.

The sound sent a thrill through me.

I dragged my tongue along his shaft, feeling the ridges and veins beneath it before taking him deeper into my mouth. Every time Jake moaned, my body tingled with the knowledge that I was the one making him feel that good. I’d imagined sucking a man’s cock while staring at myself in the mirror, but the fantasy had been faceless then.

Now it was Jake.

My best friend.

And somehow that made it even more exciting.

I sucked him deeper, then pulled my head back, working him with my mouth while my hand reached down to cup his balls. Jake placed one hand against the back of my head and threaded his fingers through the long curls of my wig.

The gesture felt almost tender at first.

Then he pushed deeper.

The thick head of his cock pressed into my throat, making me gag around him. My eyes watered, but the reaction only seemed to excite him more. His hips began moving beneath me, pushing himself in and out of my mouth while his hand remained tangled in my hair.

I loved it.

I loved the feeling of letting him use my mouth, and I loved knowing he had no idea who was really on his knees in front of him. His cock tasted warm and salty against my tongue, and every rough movement made the situation feel more real.

His shaft swelled in my mouth and began twitching harder. I knew enough to realize he was close. I prepared myself to swallow, but before he finished, Jake abruptly pulled out.

“I want to fuck you,” he whispered, lifting my chin until I was looking at him.

Panic cut straight through my arousal.

“Oh, um⁠—”

I searched desperately for some excuse that wouldn’t sound suspicious, but nothing came to me. I’d been perfectly willing to put his cock in my mouth, so suddenly pretending I didn’t want anything else would raise questions I wasn’t prepared to answer.

Instead, I climbed onto his lap.

Jake immediately gripped my shaved thighs.

I clenched my jaw as his large hands moved over my smooth legs. Every inch closer to my dress made me more nervous. He thought he knew exactly what he was going to find underneath it, and I knew that sooner or later his hands were going to discover otherwise.

His fingers slipped beneath my dress and found the lace of my panties.

He started pulling them down.

Then an idea struck me.

“Let me,” I said.

I shifted the panties aside instead, exposing my ass without giving him enough opportunity to see what I was hiding in front. My heart pounded as I spit into my palm and rubbed it against myself. Then I wrapped my hand around Jake’s shaft and guided the thick head toward my hole.

I squeezed my eyes shut and braced myself.

Slowly, I lowered my hips.

The head of his cock pressed against me and began stretching me open. A moan escaped my throat before I could stop it. I looked down at Jake. His head rested against the seat behind him, his mouth hanging open as he watched me struggle to take him.

I can’t believe I’m about to fuck my best friend.

This had started as a stupid prank. I was supposed to embarrass Jake, reveal who I was, and enjoy watching him realize I’d beaten him at his own joke.

Instead, I was dressed as a woman with my best friend’s cock slowly sliding into my ass.

What the hell am I doing?

I wiggled my hips and lowered myself another inch. A sharp sensation made me yelp as he stretched me wider. I planted one hand against the roof of the car so I could control how quickly I lowered myself onto him. A few times I had to stop completely, breathing through the discomfort and letting my body adjust to his thickness before trying again.

Little by little, it became easier.

After several careful attempts, I finally managed to take him all the way inside me.

The sensation left me stunned.

I’d never realized anal could feel that good. The fullness was unlike anything I’d experienced before, his thick cock pressing against places inside me that sent unfamiliar jolts of pleasure through my body. I stayed still for a moment just to absorb the feeling.

Then I glanced down at the front of my dress.

My own cock was throbbing beneath the fabric, but thankfully it was still hidden.

I leaned forward and kissed Jake again.

He immediately placed both hands on my hips. This time, there was no hesitation in the way he touched me. He lifted me slightly off his cock before pulling me firmly back down onto him, sending another hard rush of sensation through my body.

“Oh!” I cried as he pushed inside me. It felt so fucking amazing that I immediately started rocking my hips back and forth over him, trying to take more. The underside of my balls grazed against his pelvis, and my eyes rolled back from the sensation. Having his cock buried in my ass was so intense that it almost overwhelmed me, but somehow it also made me feel much closer to Jake than I ever had before.

I lifted my hips and pushed them back down, riding my best friend’s cock and stretching myself around him. Every time I sank onto him, I felt the thick length of him filling me again. The longer he stayed inside me, the better it felt, and I knew it was going to be a struggle to keep myself from coming and revealing who I really was.

As I rode his cock, Jake suddenly reached for the door handle and opened it. “What are you doing?” I asked, confused as I stopped moving.

“I want to pound that sweet ass of yours,” he whispered. He lifted me off him and climbed out of the car with his cock still hanging out. I climbed out after him, and he immediately spun me around so my stomach pressed hard against the back window. He maneuvered my arms onto the roof of the car, positioning me exactly how he wanted me, then stroked his hands over my body. A second later, he lifted the skirt of my dress, exposing my bare ass to the cool evening air.

I looked over the roof of the car at the trees on the other side, painfully aware of how exposed we were. I imagined someone coming around the corner and catching us in the act, and somehow the thought only turned me on more. I was nearly shaking from the nervousness of being found out, but my cock clearly hadn’t gotten the memo. It throbbed against the side of the car, trapped beneath my clothes and begging to be released and stroked.

Jake ran a slick hand over my ass before sliding one finger back inside me. I moaned as he worked it into me, pushing deeper and wiggling it around my hole. He spanked me, making my body jolt against the car, then used the same hand to reach for my neck. His fingers wrapped around the front of my throat, and he pulled my head back toward him.

“You like to be fucked like a little slut, don’t you?” he moaned in my ear. I nodded, another rush of electricity shooting through me as he dominated me. I loved the contrast of his rough hands against my smooth skin. I loved being his little whore and letting him handle me however he wanted. More than anything, I wanted him deep inside me again, pounding my ass until I couldn’t think straight. I already felt empty without his cock in me.

I quickly got my wish. Jake pulled his fingers from my ass and pressed the head of his cock against my hole. He held my hips firmly in both hands and pushed into me gently at first, letting my body open around him again. I lowered my head against the roof of the car as he eased deeper. I reached up and gripped the edge of the roof above the driver’s side for support while he slid all the way inside me, until his balls pressed against mine.

My eyes shot open. Had he felt them?

He still seemed completely unaware as he pulled almost all the way out of me. Then he thrust back in harder, working himself deep inside me again. He rotated his hips, grinding his thick cock against every sensitive inch of my asshole before settling into a steady rhythm. His hips rocked against me as he pulled out and drove back inside, each thrust making it harder for me to remember why I needed to keep control.

The sun was starting to set, and I knew our time was limited. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to feel Jake’s cock in my ass again and again, and the thought that this might be the only time suddenly felt impossible to accept. I couldn’t imagine going back to the way things had been between us. I couldn’t believe I’d spent so long without ever seeing him this way. Now I craved him. I craved his body and his cock. I felt like a brand-new person, and I had no desire anymore to go backward.

Jake groaned as he pounded my ass, gripping me harder as his thrusts grew more urgent. He pushed deeper and deeper until I felt his cock swell inside me.

He’s going to come, I thought.

The realization sent another wave of heat through me. I was eager to feel his hot load inside me, to feel him finally lose control. Just before he let go, though, he reached one hand around the front of my body.

I panicked, but there was no time to stop him. He wanted to help get me off as a woman, but instead he was about to find out about my cock.

His fingers grazed my hard dick, and his low moan immediately turned into a startled yelp. But he couldn’t stop himself. Even as he realized what he was touching, he came deep inside me. His cock throbbed and pulsed in my ass while his hand remained wrapped around my dick, gripping it as though some part of him had no desire to pull away. I couldn’t control myself, either. The combination of his cock pumping inside me and his hand around mine pushed me over the edge, and I shot a load inside my new panties.

Jake jerked his hand away and quickly pulled his cock out of me. He spun me around and stared at my face. “You’re a fucking dude?” he asked angrily, as if the anger could somehow compensate for the fact that he’d come while touching my dick. Then he reached for my wig and yanked it from my head.

“Holy shit,” he said. I watched his expression change as recognition set in, his eyes growing even more horrified. “Eric? Eric! I should’ve known!”

My heart pounded so hard it seemed to thud against my chest. I stood there speechless, completely exposed now in every possible way. I didn’t know what I could possibly say in that moment.

Jake quickly gathered his clothes, shoved me away from the car, and climbed into the driver’s side. I could only stand there and watch as he drove off, leaving me with a long walk back to the festival. Once his car disappeared, I dropped to the ground and tried to catch my breath, still struggling to process how quickly everything had fallen apart.

“Shit,” I said to myself. “What the fuck do I do now?”


Chapter Seven




I made my way back toward the festival, still unsure whether I could face Jake again. I felt humiliated, exposed, and, strangely enough, heartbroken. I’d known whatever was developing between Jake and me couldn’t possibly last the way it had started. He thought I was someone else. The entire thing had been built on a prank and a lie. Still, I hadn’t been ready for the fantasy to shatter quite that quickly.

I moved through the crowds in a daze, surrounded by happy people who had no idea what had just happened. Couples walked past holding hands. Kids ran between booths with prizes tucked under their arms. Music and laughter drifted through the festival like everything was completely normal. Meanwhile, I could barely think straight.

I reached up and tugged carefully at my wig, making sure it was secure after Jake had ripped it from my head. The last thing I needed was for the entire disguise to fall apart before I even made it back to the stage. Somehow, keeping Erica together felt important, even though Jake already knew the truth.

Beneath the shame, though, there was still a small trace of hope.

I wanted to explain myself to him properly. I wanted to say something better than the stunned silence I’d given him beside his car. I hadn’t meant to hurt him or trick him into anything like what had happened between us. At least, that hadn’t been the plan when this started.

Whether Jake would listen was another question.

I wondered if our friendship was already over.

As I neared the ceremony stage, I spotted Ashley in the crowd. She waved enthusiastically when she saw me. I forced a smile and waved back, hoping she couldn’t tell from my face that something had gone horribly wrong.

It seemed impossible that only a couple weeks earlier she’d been standing in my apartment helping me put on women’s clothes for the first time. Back then, everything had seemed funny and harmless. I’d been worried about whether I could walk in heels or get my eyeliner straight.

Now I was wondering if I’d just destroyed the most important friendship I had.

I made my way around to my side of the stage.

Then I saw Jake standing on the opposite side.

I stopped for half a second.

He hadn’t left.

For some reason, that surprised me almost more than anything else. After the way he’d reacted, I’d expected him to drive straight home and do everything he could to forget what had happened. I’d half imagined him scrubbing himself in the shower like he needed to wash the entire experience off his body.

Instead, he was still there.

He’d actually come back for the ceremony.

Our names were called a few minutes later, his first and then mine. Jake stepped onto the stage from one side while I entered from the other. As we approached the center, I kept waiting for him to avoid looking at me.

He didn’t.

His eyes settled on mine, and I saw that same softness in them that had been there before he discovered who I was. It wasn’t exactly the same now. There was confusion mixed into it, along with something that looked almost like hurt. He seemed like he wanted to say something, but with the crowd watching us, there was no chance to ask what.

An attractive brunette stepped forward and placed a crown on Jake’s head, then moved to me and carefully settled a tiara over my wig. We were instructed to bow to the crowd before heading toward the float.

Before Jake bowed, his hand found mine.

He squeezed it tightly.

My heart leapt.

For a second, I forgot there was an entire crowd in front of us. I squeezed his hand back, and we bowed together before leaving the stage.

Jake kept hold of me as he led me toward the parade float.

Once we were sitting on our ridiculous little thrones and far enough from the crowd that nobody could easily hear us, he leaned closer.

“I’m sorry for my reaction. I was in shock.”

I turned toward him, almost unable to believe he was the one apologizing.

“I understand,” I said. “I never meant for any of this to happen. It was just supposed to be a prank…to get you back for submitting my name.”

He laughed.

“You got me good, Erica.”

The sound of him using the name made something warm settle in my chest. It wasn’t mocking in the way I might’ve expected. If anything, it sounded almost affectionate.

I laughed too, partly from relief.

“So, what do we do now?”

“Right now? We wave to the crowd,” he said as the float started moving. “The rest we can figure out later. But just so you know…I’m open-minded.”

I stared at him for a second, letting the meaning settle in.

Then I smiled.

Whatever happened next, at least he wasn’t running from me.

I followed his cue and turned toward the people lining the parade route. Jake and I lifted our hands and waved as the float carried us through the festival. The sun sank lower behind the booths and rides, and the lights around us became brighter as the sky darkened.

The rest of the night felt strangely magical. Between the parade, the glowing festival lights, and the simple fact that Jake was still sitting beside me, the disaster from earlier didn’t seem quite so final anymore.

There was still a lot we hadn’t talked about. I didn’t know what any of this meant for our friendship or what Jake meant when he said he was open-minded. I didn’t even completely understand what I wanted yet.

But for once, I didn’t feel like I needed an answer immediately.

I only knew I felt closer to Jake than I ever had before.

And judging by the way he kept looking at me, I had a feeling he felt the same.
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