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Dan is a typical eighteen-year-old high school senior. Meaning that, he likes girls a lot. He has a crush on one girl in particular who went by the name of Becky Johnson. Like most high school romances, his crush is a one-sided affair. He’s in love with her and she doesn’t know him from Adam.

All that starts to change when Dan is cleaning out his sister’s closet. That’s when he runs across her old high school clothes. He is supposed to be gathering them up to give away to charity when a strange urge takes over. He tries to dress up just a little. It is sort of naughty fun and he’s all alone so no one will know.

What he didn’t understand was that a little gender role reversal playing can lead to an obsession. He finds out that he can’t find it in himself to throw those clothes away. He’d rather play dress up all the time with them instead. Slowly Dan learns to like being Danielle instead. The odd thing is, once the panties come on and Danielle comes out, Becky starts to notice him. But she can’t see those panties under his everyday clothes, right?

His Sister’s Closet is feminization erotic romance tale about a young man learning how to be the obedient girl he always needed to be.


Chapter 1

When you’re eighteen and in high school there was always that one girl. That one young girl that you’ve watched blossom into a healthy young woman the last few years. That one lady that holds your every fantasy in her hand. The one young woman that you have a wet dream about nearly every night. That one young woman for Dan was named Becky Johnson. He’d known her since the first grade. She didn’t know him at all even after all those years. That was the way the one young woman you have a crush on usually works out. Your high school crush always was someone else’s girlfriend. You thought about her every single day, and she didn’t think about you at all. All you could do was sit in class and silently lust after her. An action that did nothing to improve Dan’s grades.

Today Becky was wearing blue leggings that were basically glued on her. She showed every inch of her cheerleader ass to the world. It was too bad she was sitting down on it. Luckily, though, she was sitting down in front of Dan, so he could admire her flowing strawberry blonde hair. He wanted to touch it. He wanted to stroke it. He wanted to smell it. He wanted Becky Johnson and he would lie to the world that he didn’t.

“And the next one to answer will be Dan.” The teacher had spoken to Dan, but his mind was elsewhere. Class work wasn’t a place a teenage boy’s mind spent much time on when a Becky Johnson sat in front of you.

The classroom went silent. Slowly the kids turned to face him. He didn’t notice. That was how intoxicating Becky’s hair could be to him. At last Becky turned around in her chair to face him. He liked that a lot because she had sharp piercing blue eyes. Dan could get lost daydreaming into those enchanting eyes. ‘Oh, Becky what lovely eyes you have. Eyes that are staring at me,’ he thought. Then he blinked. Becky was staring at him! He began to panic. Why was she staring at him? She never cared if he lived or died until now. Did she like him? No, that was impossible. At last, he realized that they were all staring at him. He’d missed something important going on in the classroom.

The teacher spoke again, “Dan, the hypotenuse of the right triangle I’ve drawn on the board, please, before we all die of old age.”

The kids all laughed. Even Becky laughed at him. He shrank. His mind went blank. Triangles, what the fuck was a triangle? Come on brain don’t fail me now. Give me the answer before they all notice you’ve got major wood happening.

“If you don’t know, just say so,” said the teacher.

Dan said, “I … Ah … five.” Yes, five. The answer was five. His brain kicked in just in time. He couldn’t blame his brain for being slow. A lot of blood had been elsewhere while thinking of Becky. It was a waste of good blood flow because you couldn’t beat your meat in class, at least not without being sent to the counselor.

The teacher was satisfied with his answer. She turned her venom on another student. The kids turned their attention to the next victim. Lovely Becky looked away at last. Shit, he had really impressed her, huh? He had it bad for her, he didn’t doubt it for a second.

The bell rang. Becky got up and rushed over to the classroom door. A tall drink of water named Wes met her there. She kisses him just like that. Then they went off hand in hand. Dan sighed. It must be nice to have a girl like Becky.

He gathered his things. The teacher called out to him. She said, “Dan, if you stay after school one of these days this week, then we can work on that extra credit assignment. You’re so close to turning your B into an A.”

“Oh, when’s the next extra credit day,” he replied.

“If you had been paying attention in class instead of ogling the girls you’d know.”

“I wasn’t ogling a girl.”

“A boy then,” said the teacher. Dan turned beat red. No worse suggestion by your teacher could possibly be made.

He protested, “I hardly . . .”

“I understand teenage boys hardly a lot. Thursday night and I expect you to be there. You’ve got a bright future ahead of you, young man, if you can cool your hormones. Now run along to your next class like an obedient student.”

“Yes, Miss Walker.”

Dan left the classroom. He was kicking his heels in frustration. Boys! The nerve of her to even suggest it, it was so … So annoying. I don’t like boys at all! Oh, Becky if only you were interested in me, then I’d show Miss Walker how wrong she was.

He hurried to study hall. He wanted to get his homework done before the weekend. If he could finish it all then he could clear time to play that new video game this weekend. Women let a young man down in life, but video games never did. They were a young man’s only salvation.


Chapter 2

“Today is the day!” announced Dan’s mom. Dan barely looked away from his video game. Somewhere in the back of his brain he did acknowledge that his mom was talking to him. She did that at times. Mothers did all types of strange things. Normally he didn’t mind it so much. It was very annoying, though, while he was gaming for her to talk to him, so he did his best to screen out the background noise. He had planned all week to free up time to play this game. He did not want to use his free time to talk to mom. No offense to her, but gaming at his age was a serious business.

His lack of response must have been noticed because his mother walked over to the computer. There was a growing sense of concern in his mind, and it wasn’t totally due to the flaming barrels the monkey was tossing at him in his game. His mother’s finger pressed against the off button. His computer powered down. She announced again, “Today is the day, I said!”

“Awe mom!” he groaned.

“No, awe mom me. You promised you’d do it this week and today is Saturday, the end of the week. It is now or never.”

Promised? What had he promised his mom? Dan searched his brain. He’d taken out the garbage, so it couldn’t be that. The dog had already been walked this morning so it couldn’t be that. His homework was done. Even the book report that was due in two weeks was already completed. He’d done it all. He had even done extra credit. He couldn’t do more of that until next month. He was in the clear. What then? It had to be something awful. Something he didn’t want to do at all. Something his mind had blotted out.

“Your sister’s room, remember,” added mom.

Oh no! He’d forgotten totally he had promised to clean it up. He was supposed to clean out his sister’s room. She’d gone to college four years ago. She’d graduated and moved to Hawaii last summer. Mom had it in her brain to start using that room for her job. It was a great space for a home office. Which meant it needed to be cleaned out first. That task, as he remembered it, was his. He looked at his computer sadly. Goodbye video games for today. He could always make a play to get out of it. He started to ask the obvious things.

“Why doesn’t Sally do it?” he asked.

“Because she’s not coming back until Christmas, and I want my home office now.”

“How do I know I won’t throw out something she wanted to keep?” he asked.

“She told me she took everything she wanted already.”

“But mom!”

“No but mom me, mister. I want a new home office and her room is perfect for it. I need you to sort her stuff out and most importantly move it. Toss the crap in the bin and make piles for charities to pick up; furniture, clothes, toys etc...”

“Are you helping me?” he asked.

“No, I’m going to shop for office furniture.”

“But I don’t know what girlie stuff to keep and what to toss.”

“Just move it!”

He took a deep breath. He’d run low on excuses. He dreaded going into his sister’s room. If only he had had a brother instead. An older brother would have tons of things an eighteen-year-old younger brother could use. But a sister, she’d have nothing but girlie girl junk. She’d have girlie posters, girlie albums, girlie toys left from her younger days. Any comic she had would be girlie. And she’d have zero video games worth playing. It would be a total waste of effort sorting through it. Unless, of course, she left a few twenties rolled up in a drawer. His eyes perked up. Maybe he’d make a little money out of it.

He looked at his mom. He knew how much she wanted a new home office. She’d been working out of her closet for years. She’d supported the family doing accounting on the cheap at home after dad left the family. She’d done alright by him. She deserved an office. Well, he’d give her one. Yes, the idea of helping mom and the hope of acquiring a little loose change brightened his mood.

He stood up. He said, “I remember now promising you to clean it up, so I’ll get the plastic bags and get started.”

Mom rubbed the hair on his head. She tickled his chin. “You were always mommy’s obedient little boy.”


Chapter 3

Dan’s handle paused on the doorknob to his sister’s room. A few years ago he’d have been read the riot act if he dared to even touch it. To adventure inside meant certain death from a thousand cuts from his sister’s razor-sharp nails. Teenage girls get all bossy when they transform into young women. Suddenly everything is off limits to younger brothers. What did she think he’d want in there anyways? All that didn’t matter now because she was gone and didn’t care about any of this once sacred stuff inside now. It went from being the holy grail of young womanhood, to garbage your brother was tasked to toss out.

He shrugged and turned the handle. He immediately noticed a difference in her room to his. Now normally, if you closed his bedroom door and left it closed a few months then you’d likely need a gas mask to go inside. Even one day without air flow was risking it. His sister’s bedroom smelled surprisingly fresh. It smelled just like springtime blossoming in comparison to his room. He took in a deep lung full in.

He walked inside. Luckily, his mom was correct in that the room had been mostly cleared out already. That was a bummer if he hoped to find something of value to make this effort feel worth it. His eyes immediately fell on her dresser. That was the heaviest thing to move. He’d need to take the drawers out. He went for the top drawer. He opened it. A guy naturally used his top drawer to hold his most precious stuff. You know; those condoms that he never got to use, but he never knew when he would need them, so he had them, bits of string, headphones that no longer worked, sunglasses, loose change, and a lot of dead batteries. However, none of this good stuff was inside his sister’s top drawer. It just contained headbands, and other girlie accessories.

He frowned and dumped them in a plastic bag. He opened the next drawer. It contained winter gear. Not clothing either, it was just mittens, scarfs, and hats. No wonder she left them all since Hawaii was the last place you’d need it. Dan had one pair of mittens, one scarf he didn’t use, and no winter hats. Meanwhile his sister had ten of each. Women, they always had too many choices for clothing. No wonder they never could get out of the house. He tossed them all into the trash bag. He moved to the last drawer. It contained just one thing. It had in it an old dust covered shoe box. He pulled it out and opened it. He giggled in delight. There was something big inside. Maybe a gold bar . . . He laughed. His sister wouldn’t have one of those. But he was sure treasure was inside. He popped it open in anticipation. It had a vibrator and a dildo inside. That was better than real treasure. He put the top back on. He just had to save this. He’d find an ideal time to embarrass his sister with it later.

He started a pile of items to keep. He could get a lot of milage out of that box someday. He wasn’t planning on scoring so quickly cleaning out the room. Finding money would be nice, but an item you can get your sister’s goat with time and time again was actually priceless.

Now for the hard work. He pulled the covers off the bed. He put them in a bag for charity. Then he pulled the mattress off. He carried it down to the garage. Back upstairs he went. The box spring was next, followed by the cheap metal bed frame. Next, he carried two small wooden end tables covered in unicorn stickers downstairs after carefully searching them for loose change. They were empty. Last went the dresser. He loaded it up on a dolly and rolled it to the garage. The hard part of the job was done. The furniture was all moved. Tomorrow he’d call a charity and have it all picked up.

He headed back into the room. He started tearing down the boy band posters from the wall. She didn’t have many music CDs since she streamed mostly online. She didn’t have any record albums at all. Apparently only Dan had caught the retro bug in the family. So far, he wasn’t exactly scoring any bonuses that he could use financially. He was almost done too. He’d still have time to game at this rate. That thought brightened his mood.

He eyed the empty spot where the dresser stood. He kept his clothes in his dresser. His sister hadn’t. Where were they? He eyed the closet door. He walked over to it. He felt an ominous feeling as he opened the closet door. He opened it and immediately was crestfallen. So much for gaming, the closet was packed to the gills. It was packed mostly with clothes. Jeepers, why did a woman need so many outfits. This was stuff she didn’t want to keep too! Imagine what she wanted to keep. It was all going to a secondhand store now. After he packed it all into bags, that is.

He started with the shoe tree. He grabbed a garbage bag and started stuffing shoes into it. It took two bags. He moved the bags out into her now empty room. Next, he pulled shirts and tops down. He had to remove them from the hanger to avoid ripping the plastic bag. Ugh, this was going to take ages.

After digging through half the collection, he found a full-length mirror had been hidden behind the tops. That was an odd place to keep it. It was totally unusable there. Then he noticed the lipstick on it. Ah, he remembered. There were a few years early teen years when mom wouldn’t let his sister wear makeup to school, but she wanted to wear it. She wore it, anyway, putting it on while riding in the bus to school. This must be where she practiced using it in secret. He searched the right shelving and then the left. He found an old teenage beginners makeup kit there. Yup, there it was. He confirmed it. First the sex aids and now this. He was learning a lot of his sister’s dirty little secrets. This one, though, he figured he couldn’t use. There were some things a brother didn’t rat out his sister to their parents. The code of the siblings was real.

He’d need a screwdriver to get the mirror off the wall. That could wait. He dove back into the task at hand. He was tired of removing hangers, so he decided to take a break and tackle an easier project. He started in on the plastic roller bins. He opened the first bin. It was filled with training bras. His sister was filled out now, so these would be of no use to her. He pulled the drawer out. He would dump the whole thing at once into a plastic bag. He didn’t do it, though, because the contents of the drawer underneath caught his eye.

In that drawer was filled to the brim with panties. Piles and piles of them. They weren’t boring adult panties either. They were the type sold to young girls in the bins of places like Victoria’s Secret. To a man like Dan, there is nothing so enchanting than the sight of teenage panties. Dan was a normal guy, so he couldn’t get enough of them. Just the flash of a bright colored panty in the school hallway from a girl was enough to daydream about all day. He had about a dozen alternative models he followed on social media. They didn’t do nudes. He didn’t need them too. He enjoyed seeing them in their underwear. If a friend caught him looking at the pages, he got embarrassed, though. He’d get embarrassed just walking by the lingerie department in a store. It was silly because only a dummy was wearing them, but still he liked to look at them. Their cut, their lace, their soft shear inviting appearance, yes, panties were a thing for him. He once saw Becky Johnson’s panties when she didn’t cross her legs in English class. He stared at that wonderous sight the whole class. He couldn’t help himself. He was a panty man. Weren’t all men?

He ran his hands through the panty drawer. They were cool and crisp to the touch. He snatched a pair of yellow panties up. He held them out and read them. They said, ‘do not enter’ right where the naughty bits would be under if his sister were wearing them. He giggled. He never knew his sister had a sense of dirty humor.

Well, he should pack this stuff into a garbage bag. He turned to grab the drawer of bras and felt it. His cock was rock hard. It was pressing into his trousers. Damn, he didn’t realize how excited he was to be holding those panties. His mother was out, and his sister was thousands of miles away, so it wouldn’t hurt to act on his excitement, right? It was a little weird, since they were his sister’s. Not anymore, though. She’d abandoned them. They were nobody’s panties now. He imagined they were Becky’s. How incredible it would be to roll them down Becky’s long cheerleader legs and reveal her prize beneath. He squeezed them in his greedy hands.

He popped the button on his trousers. He pulled them down. His penis begged to be free. He released it from his jockey shorts. He lifted his shirt. He rubbed those fabulous panties on his chest. The touch of those panties made him tingle with joy. Then he stroked his cock with his free hand. If the touch of those sinful panties on his chest felt so good, how’d they feel down lower. He longed to know.

He stroked his cock with those panties. That was better. Oh yeah, that was so much better. Almost instinctively he stepped out of his fallen pants and underwear. What happened next, he couldn’t explain. It just felt right to do it, so he did it. He stepped into those panties and pulled them up. He peered at his reflection in the mirror. He watched his aching cock as it raged in those pretty yellow panties. He went to touch it, but the message on his bulging package read, ‘do not enter’.

“None for you, Danny boy,” he said to his reflection. Then he laughed. It occurred to him dressed in those panties that he didn’t look half bad. As a woman, he’d probably be pretty passable. He checked out his ass in those panties. Oh yeah, he had the right curves. Ha, half the girls at school would be jealous of his popping bottom. Not that he wanted to know or anything, but suddenly knowing interested him. He was in the right place to know. If panties felt this good, how’d the rest of the outfit feel to wear.

Then his eyes fell on that drawer of training bras. Training bras were more girlie girl than adult bras. The one he held was pink with unicorns where the nipples would be. He tugged his shirt off. He picked up a bra. He put it around his torso. He latched it and pulled it around his body, and then shimmied it up his chest.

“Don’t you wish you could get at me all you dirty boys,” he said to his reflection. He struck a pose. He wasn’t that bad looking, but not really feminine enough, though. Luckily that was easily solved. He took out a pair of pink leggings. His sister was skinnier than him, but only just a touch. With effort he could shimmy into those leggings. After all, the tighter the leggings, the better they looked on you. He squeezed in. His bulge was crushed inside those leggings. But that was sort of a bigger turn on. Next came a white half shirt. There was something about showing off a toned midriff that was such a turn on. They said tits and ass were a man’s best friends, but really shapely thighs and midriffs attracted the male eyes as well. That exposed mid-rift meant as man’s hands could ride a shirt up so easily to expose that which mother would object a girl to exposing.

He faced the mirror again. He had to smile at his reflection. He blew himself a kiss. Then he did a half turn to look at his ass. Those tights really showed it off better than ever. If not for the rod of steel in those leggings, he wasn’t half bad looking dressed as a girl. Women were so lucky to have such fun things to wear. Men’s clothes were boring. But these clothes were everyday women’s stuff, and they felt so erotic to wear. Women were so lucky in that way. Jerking off was about the only thing a guy could do, but women could dress in so many erotic styles. It was somehow like masturbation for the mind. He couldn’t explain it. But he liked it. Yes, he liked the girl he saw in the mirror.

“Are you coming onto me,” he asked his reflection. “I can see that you are. Naughty boy . . . naughty girl! Yes, she was a girl in the reflection. The boys were only after one thing from her.” He slapped his hard ass. “You’re not going to get inside it.” He shook his head and laughed.

It was a lie. He was going to get it and he knew it. He’d done all this as a turn on. He was turned on. Mental masturbation by dressing was awesome. He was beyond turned on. He walked up to the mirror. He stared at himself. Really, Becky Johnson could eat her heart out. He was hot too. With a touch of makeup, he’d be a lady-killer. Leave it to his sister to have the perfect tramp clothes. Perfectly wonderful that is.

He shook his head. Danny boy, what are you doing? You just dressed yourself up as a girl. Why? Because these clothes excited you, he heard his inner voice say. There was no denying it. But it was weird, wasn’t it? Mom was gone for the day. No one would ever know. It was just him and that beautiful reflection. Weird was okay to do when alone.

He was overcome with erotic desire. He kissed his reflection. Then he pressed up hard against the mirror. Those tightly packed leggings rubbed those delicate panties against his throbbing member. He slid ever so slightly up and down against the mirror surface. He ground his package against its own reflection. He was tribbing himself and those panties made it feel so good.

“Oh, you dirty girl!” he exclaimed.

Then he popped. He stepped away from the mirror. There was a wet spot all over the front of his leggings. Wow, he never popped with that type of volume before. He must have unloaded his whole balls into those panties. Well, that’s what he wanted to happen, right? That is what every girl really wanted. Only they didn’t want it from him.

He came down from his momentary lapse of reason. Why was he crossdressing? The panties were fun, but this had gone too far. What was he, a fag?

He started to tear the clothing off him. I’m not a fag. He was in a panic now. This went too far. No, he liked Becky Johnson. He liked women. He lusted for them. Oh, but he had looked better than most of them when dressed up. He had looked so good. He looked at the cum stained pile of lovely clothes on the floor. He trembled. He had liked it. It had turned him on. Now he was afraid of knowing how they made him feel.

“Throw them away, Danny boy,” he said out loud. “We are never ever doing that again; throw them all away.”


Chapter 4

Dan was heading for his home room. He was in a bit of a panic. Last night he heard those clothes he had hidden in his closet calling out to him in his sleep. He swore they were begging him to take them out and wear them again. It was a dream, obviously. But a weird one. He didn’t give in to those begging desires, though. He vowed he wouldn’t ever do that again and he meant it. The fact he had put all his sister’s stuff inside his closet was . . . Was not important at all. Yes, not important at all.

He reached behind to his butt crack and pulled the thong panty out of his ass. How could women stand flossing their asshole all day? Not that it wasn’t slightly enjoyable, but he didn’t want anyone to notice he had panties on. Okay, he woke up last night and put a pair of panties on. It wasn’t a big thing. One pair of underpants was very much like another. It didn’t matter if you labeled it a pair of chicks or guys underwear. It was just underwear. It was just a lacy white thong that barely contained him. Sure, he’d gotten hard instantly in those pretty panties, but he’d worked that problem out last night. Still, after enjoying the panties last night to their fullest, he couldn’t take them off this morning. They felt too right on him to remove. He didn’t have gym class today, so no one would know, right? A pair of invisible panties were the perfect scratch for his new itch. No panty line, he was safe even at school and most important of all, that wasn’t crossdressing. He was normal. Just a normal guy going to class dressed in white lace panties.

“Excuse me,” said a voice.

It was a pleasant soft voice. It barely registered with Dan. He was too worried about his new panty complex. He stood there contemplating if he was under some sort of madness. To wear panties to school, he had to be mad.

“Excuse me,” said the voice again. This time with more authority. Dan always responded to authority. He was a natural teacher’s pet. That turned off the other kids to him.

He shook himself out of his daze. He turned around and there was Becky Johnson standing next to him. She was dressed in her cheerleader uniform. The theme colors were red and white. He knew under her short-short skirt were red matching Spanks. The ass of those Spanks had lettering, Titans. The team’s name for the school. How lucky of her to wear those pretty tight form fitting Spanks. He bet they felt incredible to wear. His eyes tried to catch a sight of them.

“I think he’s stupid,” said the cheerleader next to Becky.

Becky grabbed his hand, “Dan, we need to put up this poster on the bulletin board behind you.”

Now he was completely shaken out of his haze. He noticed the impatient look on the two girls’ faces. He looked behind him at the board. He shrugged. Then said, “Sorry, I was thinking about … Ah … A test. I have a big test today. Lost in thought about a big test, was I. I wasn’t thinking about . . . Other stuff.” He offered a weak smile to Becky. She had spoken to him. She knew his name! He didn’t expect that. It worried him and yet he sort of needed to move now.

“No harm,” said Becky.

He stepped aside and the two girls went to work. He admired their uniforms. His sister was never a cheerleader. A pity. Not that he’d wear a uniform if she had one. Oh, but they looked so pretty, so fun to wear. He would rock that uniform better than Becky’s friend. Better than Becky! Okay, maybe not better than that. Becky had God given curves. She was a work of art. Yeah, she was the school’s Mona Lisa. And Dan wanted to be the guy that made her moan.

“All done,” said Becky. “What do you think?”

He blinked. She asked for his opinion. He quickly scanned the poster. He replied, “Looks straight.”

“Not from where I’m standing,” said Becky’s friend. The friend giggled.

“Hush, Sue,” said Becky.

Becky said, “I meant, what do you think about the dance. Next month we’re having the Basketball ball, get it?”

“Oh, yeah. Very amusing,” he replied.

“Do you like balls,” asked Sue.

Dan answered, “I guess.”

“I knew it,” replied Sue. Becky elbowed her in the ribs.

Then Becky asked the question he dreaded, “Will you be going then?”

“Nah, I don’t…” He stopped himself. He couldn’t say the truth. He was a loser and had no one to go to a dance with. He’d rather play video games at home than show up solo at a school dance. He quickly added, “I have to check my schedule.”

The girls both seemed disinterested. She was just being polite. She dated the captain of the basketball team, so it’s not like she was asking him for a reason. It was not like she was probing him for a date to the ball, right? The girls started to leave. Sue whispered in Becky’s ear. They both turned and stared at Dan. They giggled. Then they walked away.

He felt self-conscious. Could they tell he had panties on? He patted himself. He was confident they couldn’t. He was worried over nothing. He was safe. He lingered watching those girls dressed in those desirable uniforms walk away. He said under his breath, “I want one of those.” He wasn’t sure if he meant a cheerleader or their uniform. Nah, he knew. It was both. He liked both now. That worried him a lot. He should never have listened to mom and cleaned out his sister’s room. He needed to throw that stuff away. Yes, he needed to save himself before it was too late. Too late for what, though?

The bell rang and he rushed to his home room.


Chapter 5

The rest of the week rolled by quickly. He’d survived it without another lapse in his desire to cross-dress. He was getting convinced that it had been just a weird thing that had happened. It was the until next Saturday, Saturday night to be specific, that he had another episode. Dan was getting ready to game online. To do that, first he needed mom to leave home.

“Is he here yet?” asked Mom.

Dan peered out the window. He hadn’t heard a car pull into the driveway. Still, he looked out there to satisfy his nervous mother. There wasn’t a car outside and it was now confirmed with a visual check. Mom had a date tonight. Mom never had much luck replacing dad. It was probably Dan’s fault. Guys never wanted to date women with kids, two kids made it worse. She was older now, though. Her kids were nearly grown, so hopefully her luck would improve. After all, neither Dan nor his sister needed a new dad. The pressure was totally off now.

“Nothing there yet …” he stopped himself mid-sentence because a car arrived in the driveway. It was a Bentley! “Never mind, he’s here and he is loaded.”

“Load, please Dan be serious.”

His mother checked herself in the hallway mirror and then rushed out of the living room. Dan shrugged. Women never want to look too eager for a date. His sister would do the same thing to him. He’d have to answer the door and humor the poor chap until the woman deemed it time to make an appearance.

There was a knock at the door. Then the bell rang. Two notifications of his arrival, the guy was taking no chances. He was probably a desperate man. He hated the idea of his mom having to resort to dating a desperate man. That wasn’t his problem. Dan opened the door.  He looked tall, dark, and way too young for his mom. He must be two thirds her age! The one thing he wasn’t was desperate looking. Indeed, he looked completely calm. His eyes brightened up upon seeing Dan. He grasped Dan under his chin and moved his face close. He said, “You must be Carol, how delightful to meet you.”

Dan got flustered. He replied, “I’m … I’m Dan, her son … Carol’s, my mom. I’m a guy… Dan the son, totally a guy.”

The man let go of Dan’s chin. He said, “I am so sorry, I feel so silly now.”

He had a Mediterranean accent that was smooth. The guy felt silly! He thought Dan was a woman! A much older woman! That was beyond silly. Why, the idea shook Dan right down to his panties. Okay, Dan was still wearing panties nearly every day. He had been for a week. On days when he didn’t have gym class that is. It was just a thing for him now. It was just a phase he was going through. He wasn’t enjoying it. It wasn’t crossdressing, not at all. It’s just that the panties helped prevent him from wearing any more of his sister’s things he had stashed in his closet. As long as it was just panties, it wasn’t weird, right? He had vowed to never wear anything more than just panties ever again and if wearing panties helped prevent that, then that was okay, right?

Dan backed away from the man. He felt the man staring at him. Could he tell he was wearing panties? Is that why he made the mistake? Dan started to tremble. He didn’t want anyone to know. He’d been safe at school so far, but to be caught at home somehow felt worse.

The man helped himself in. He put out a hand. “I’m Dave, Dave Wayne. And you are?”

Wayne, the last name didn’t fit the accent. A lot of people take neutral last names to sound more American. It didn’t mean anything. Dan paused before remembering his manners. He took up the hand. He said, “I’m Dan.”

“Yes, Dan the son. You said that already. You have a very smooth delicate hands, Dan the son. I bet you get your delicate hands from your mother,” said Dave.

Dan replied, “Ah …”

“You are a true momma’s boy. I like that in a son.”

Their hands lingered too long touching each other. He thought he could feel Dave’s thumb pressing gently into his palm. Dan looked up into Dave’s dark brown eyes. They were dreamy eyes. He closed his eyes and looked away. Was Dave coming on to him! He was disgusted because the answer appeared to be yes. But he was also excited. He liked the way Dave was looking at him. He was looking at Dan the way Dan looked at Becky. Yeah, there could be no mistake, Dan was Dave’s type of . . . Type of what? Woman. The answer scared Dan. Had that one moment changed him so outwardly?

Dan shouted, “Dave is here, mom!”

That broke the contact with Dave. They stood in awkward silence waiting. Dan’s heart was racing. His mothing finally came into the room.

“Ah, lovely to meet you, my lady,” said Dave. Dave took her up in her arms.

She said, “I hope you two got along while waiting for me.”

Dave said, “Your son was delightfully entertaining me. Such a nice firm young lad. It shows he has a good mother to train him.”

Mom was flush from the compliment. No doubt she was even more keen based on Dave’s rather handsome youthful appearance. “Dan’s a good obedient girl … Boy,” she replied. She covered her mouth at the faux pas.

Dan was furious at her, but then she couldn’t know about the panties or Dave’s actions a minute ago, right? Oh no, Dan’s feminization appeared to be obvious to everyone. That one day in the closet, it was a thing, if he had the clothing on or not. It was a real thing.

She kissed Dan on his forehead. She said to him, “Be a good boy while I’m out with Dave.”

She took Dave by his strong hands, and they left. Dan shouted out after them, “I’m going to play video games!” as if there would be any doubt.

Neither took notice. They were headed toward Dave’s Bentley. Well, mom looked happy. He bet she was surprised about Dave’s age. That was online dating for you. You never knew who you’d get. Was Dave a fruit? Well, it didn’t matter. It was only dinner and a movie. At worse he was bi, right? He was dating a woman after all. He came on to Dan, but Dan was in no way gay. Yah, about that.

Dan was alone. That’s what mattered. There was only one thing to do now and that was to game. He hurried to his room and fired up his computer quickly. The load time drove him nuts. Finally, he had all the time in the world to do what he loved most. The computer was done booting. His mouse wavered over the app to his game. He pushed it. He was soon lost inside his game.

He gamed only about an hour before the thrill wanned. He was playing poorly tonight. He just couldn’t get focused. The problem was mom. No, that wasn’t it.  It was her date. He was dreamy. Well, if you were a girl. Dave had thought Dan was a girl. The nerve of him. Only Dan could be a girl. He had all the time in the world right now to do what he wanted to do most. That wasn’t gaming. That was the old Dan. The new Dan had better desires. His eyes looked over to his closet. He had stashed his sister’s clothes in there. He meant to take them to the charity. Only he hadn’t yet because his feminine lust was his favorite charity these days. He could hear those lovely clothes calling to him now. Why had he saved them if not to wear them? It had been a whole week of only panties. All those outfits, the leggings, the yoga pants, the sports shorts, the tops, the dress the . . . Women, they were so lucky. They had so many lovely things they could wear. Dan looked what he had on now. Men’s clothes were so boring. His sister’s clothes, they were getting lonely. He could feel them needing him.

No, he wouldn’t do it! “I’m wearing panties and that is enough.” The declaration was to no one. He was all alone, all alone. He turned off his game.

He needed something else to get his mind off this horrible obsession. Porn! That was the ticket. A little porn would cure what ails you, Dan. He loaded up one of those free porn sites. What would he watch, though? Normally he was into girls his age. He typed teens into the search engine. He didn’t hit enter. He looked back at the closet. He looked back at the computer. He typed the added word, crossdressers. He hit enter. If he watched it, he wouldn’t want to do it. It seemed logical. Once he knew that he wasn’t into crossdressing porn, he’d be cured.

There were a lot of hits. Apparently, a lot of teenagers needed reassurance just like he did. He started scrolling through them eagerly. These girls were hot. But were they really girls? He was only watching so it didn’t matter. He found a fun one. A real pretty girl called Diana. The title was called Diana plays dress up. He clicked it. The video started with Don. Don wasn’t much to look at. He was just a thin eighteen-year-old lad. But Don had a secret. He had a wardrobe of clothes just like Dan did now. Don undressed. That did nothing for Dan. A naked femmie guy did nothing for him. Yeah, Dan wasn’t into emo. Don started talking through his clothing selection. He put on crisp white panties and then white pantyhose, very sheer. Next went on a matching lace bra. Don slid pads into it to fill himself out a touch.

The camera followed Don into a closet. There were a lot of clothes. So many of them, and most looked so much nicer than Dan’s. They were clothes for a woman not a teenage girl. Don picked out a black dress. It hugged Don’s feminine frame. It was short to show off those white pantyhose. Then he slipped on black high heel shoes. They made Don’s ass and posture much more feminine.

Dan looked down at his batch. No action down below. He knew it. It had just been a phase, a passing fancy. He wasn’t into crossdressing. He sighed in relief. He’d toss the clothes tomorrow in the charity bin outside the store. No one would ever know he kept them a week.

He looked up at the screen. He had missed a little action. Not that much was going on. Don was just putting on makeup. It was boring, and yet … And yet Dan was also engrossed. The more Don applied it just right, the more he moved from being a guy dressed as a girl to looking just like a girl. The long lashes, the high cheekbones, the ruby red lips waiting, begging to be kissed. Then came a strawberry blonde wig. Don was now Diana. You’d never know she wasn’t all woman.

Don was finished. He kissed the screen leaving a red lip shaped mark. Dan knew he was now stirring down below. He liked women, he liked women like Don. Only Don wasn’t Don anymore. She was Diana. Beautiful, enchanting Diana. What a woman!

As fun as that was to watch, it was weird to find a video like that on a porn site. Dan was a touch attracted at the end, but he’d not given in. He was aroused, but he’d not acted on it. He passed the test. Right?

The video was still playing. And then a tall handsome man walked into the video. Diana went to him. They embraced. Dan got uncomfortable. He should have known the video wasn’t over. He should stop the video. He should look away. They were going to do it. But Diana was so pretty. She deserved what she was going to get. Dan deserved to watch. Yeah, Diana was such a good girl, she deserved every inch this man was displaying to the cameras.

Dan popped the button on his jeans. He reached his left hand down below. He stroked his cock. He pressed his lovely powder blue panties with a tiny pink bow at the seam into his hungry erection. He began to rub his panty covered bulge. Panties made everything feel better.

The man pulled Diana’s dress up to reveal her apple bottom. He tore her pantyhose. It felt like such a waste. Oh, but lust will do that. He could see the man’s lust raging. It was a big one. Dan knew what he was going to do with it. He never watched gay porn before. But look at that ass on the screen. No straight man wouldn’t want that feminine bottom. Dan wondered, did he want to be that man, or did he want to be that bottom. Maybe both, maybe both at the same time. Was that okay? He was only watching, so he could dream about being both.

Diana groaned as she was taken. That groan tipped the scales. He wished he was Diana. Oh, to be a woman. To drive a man into that lustful desire, it must be fun. But Dan wasn’t gay. He liked women. He liked women. He liked being a woman more though. Dan popped. He climaxed into his panties. Damn, he wanted to last until the moment arrived on screen. Maybe it was a blessing. He shouldn’t see more. It might make him want to go further. He looked toward his closet. He wanted to go further anyway.

He stood up. He took Kleenex and cleaned himself. Then he went toward the closet. He signed. He wasn’t strong enough not to. He needed to. He needed to. He opened the door. Look how much fun Diana had. Dan you could be Danielle. No one would know. You’re all alone. He went inside. He picked up a box. There wasn’t clothing inside it. No, he knew now he wasn’t ready for that. It was his sister’s beginner’s makeup box. He would need a lot of practice to get where he wanted to be. It was more than clothes that made the woman. It was the total package. It was more than that too. You had to want it. Dan suddenly knew, he wanted it. Yes, he couldn’t fight it because it was in him. It was what he wanted. What he needed.

“It looks like I’m going to become a woman,” he said. No one heard him, but he felt the need to say it out loud. The question was, did she need to say it out loud? “Am I a she or a he?” He didn’t know the answer. This was all new to him.


Chapter 6

Dan never had many friends in high school. He wasn’t friendless in the sense that he had lots of acquaintances, but that wasn’t the same thing as a true best friend. Normally at lunch time he’d hang around the backend of a table full of guys his age. They were always better friends with each other than with Dan. He would just sort of blend in with the crowd. They accepted him and that was enough for him. He’d laugh at the jokes and spoke at the right times. He never pushed to get to know them more.

Lately, though, he found himself sitting apart from his usual crowd. If any of them noticed his absence, they hadn’t told him. He found being alone outside on the picnic tables in a quiet corner more comforting. It wasn’t that he feared any of the crowd learning about his new secret life. It was more that he could sit alone without attracting attention and that allowed him time to think about who he was. It allowed him a small break in the day to think about being Danielle. Maybe not in appearance, but in mentality. The lunchroom was full, but no one really bothered him, so he could just sit and file his nails, look up fashion tips online, or fantasize about shopping.

Indeed, shopping was growing into a near obsession. How easy women had it. They could walk into a mall filled with clothing stores. There were scrumptious outfits for every occasion; weddings, working out, swimming, or even just lunch out with the girls. Danielle wished she could stroll through the mall browsing, trying things on, and getting makeup tips at the makeover store without drawing looks. It was pure fantasy, though. Danielle was to be hidden away. She was not for public consumption. She had to do her shopping online. Still, she daydreamed about doing such things during lunch time. It made the time pass by.

“Mind if I sit with you?” a voice asked Dan. It was a familiar voice. A female voice.

Danielle hated to be interrupted. She had so little time to be her. Every second counted. She tore herself away. Away went Danielle and in came plain old Dan. Dan was back to deal with reality. He looked up and saw Becky Johnson. She wore a baby blue stretch shirt with a matching ribbon in her hair. It would be nice to have real hair like hers. To have to not pull her hair out from a box, but sleep with it, brush it, and braid it whenever she wanted.

Just then it occurred to Dan the strange reality of the situation, Becky Johnson asked if she could sit with him. That woke him from staring at her hair. He straightened up in more ways than one. He replied, “Oh, yeah. Of course, you can.”

“Plenty of room, right?”

“Right.”

She sat down with her lunch tray. She was eating a salad today, no dressing. Like she needed to lose any weight. Girls like her were so lucky, but guys were vicious. They wanted a stick insect with big knockers. Every woman felt the pressure, even ones with perfect figures like Becky. Danielle felt the pressure. She had lost five pounds in the last month. She needed that banging body. It made the clothing that much more fun to play with.

They sat there in silence a few minutes with neither of them talking. Dan was silent because he didn’t know what to say and loved to watch a real woman. He studied how she did her makeup, her hairstyle, and her choice in accessories. She had earrings. Dan hadn’t been brave enough to pierce his ears. It would make his conversion obvious.

Dan slowly came out of studying Becky and began to wonder about her. Why was she here when she could sit anywhere? The obvious thing to do was ask, why are you here. But that was not a polite thing to do. Thus, he sat wondering in silence while returning to admiring at her hair.

Becky chewed on a carrot. A few weeks ago, the sight of a young woman like Becky gnawing on an orange stick would have aroused Dan to no end. Right now, it made him wish he had a carrot of his own to gnaw on too. Two on a carrot, was that a thing?

“I guess, I should say something,” Becky said at last.

“Oh, you don’t have to if you don’t want to. I like the silence.”

“No, it took a lot of courage from me to sit here. I need to say what I need to say.”

Courage? Dan didn’t bite. Women were all a bit over dramatic. If he sat next to Becky, that took courage, but a hot girl sitting next to a plain guy, that didn’t take courage at all, right? He shrugged. “Okay, then you better say it.”

“You know Wes Rodman, right?”

“The star of the basketball team and your boyfriend, yah, I know him. I guess more to the point, I know of him. We’re not friends or anything.”

She giggled. “Of course not. I never thought Wes would be friends with you. I think . . . It is just, what do you think about him?”

That was an odd thing to ask. He never thought about Wes. Dan was in AP classes and Wes was in remedial everything. If not for sports, Wes would probably be still in kindergarten gluing and painting.

“He’s alright, I guess,” replied Dan. There was no point badmouthing Wes to his girlfriend.

“Do you think he’s ... Gay?” she asked.

Gay! What a stupid question. He tried hard not to roll his eyes. He replied, “I don’t know.”

“But you people got the sixth gay sense, right? You’d know if he was.”

That perked Dan’s ears up. You people? She thought he was gay. Gay? Him? Did other people think he was gay? It felt uncomfortable to be lusting after a young woman that was sitting next to you, while she acts like you liked guys. He did sort of like guys now, but not when Becky Johnson was talking to him. He still had a sense of his old self. Sure, now it was a mix of lusting after her hair and her ass at the same time. Indeed, she was nice to look at all over. Dan didn’t like guys. He’d pop one in Becky in a heartbeat. Their two panties mashing together might be pure heaven. Oh, the panties thing. Dan gulped. Dan wasn’t gay, but those porn videos he was watching. There was a fact Danielle liked watching them. Yeah, she got all dressed up, makeup and wig on and watched the dirtiest thing men did to woman like Danielle. How could he explain that, though? He couldn’t.

“I’m not gay,” he insisted.

“Oh, you’re in the closet then. But it’s okay you can trust me not to tell. I need to know about Wes, though.”

“I’m not in the closet. I’m not …” He stopped himself. He was in the closet. Just not in the way she meant. All his lovely clothes for Danielle were in the closet. Jeepers, if Becky thought he was gay, how many others did? Was that why no one was too close to him before? More than that, was that why he liked those videos. No, he wasn’t gay. Danielle was, maybe. The thing was, even Danielle was turned on by Becky. Becky was so close to him. Yet she might as well be a million miles away if she thought he was gay. He was, what, bisexuality, maybe. That was totally different.

“You’re what?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t know.” He began to cry. It was embarrassing to do in front of Becky. In front of the whole lunchroom as well. It’s just when bluntly confronted with the truth, it suddenly hit him. The truth hurt. He did have homosexual thoughts at times now. He did. He was Danielle. They were the same person. He loved being Danielle more than anything. Dan was more the costume he put on. The person he pretended to be. Danielle was the real him . . . Her. It was confusing and pronouns didn’t solve a thing.

Becky put her arm around him. “I’m so sorry. It is just I thought you could help me with my problem. I didn’t realize you were so sensitive. I’m so stupid at times.”

He couldn’t be mad at Becky. She didn’t understand what it is like to have a secret like his. How could she? He replied, “No, I’m just me being silly. I don’t know what got into me, really.”

“We’ll keep this conversation between us. Look, no one is looking. It will be just between us.”

Dan noticed she was right. They were tucked away in a place no one cared to watch. He’d gotten away with his little emotional outburst. Only Becky knew. Becky got up to leave. Dan asked, “Is Wes really gay?” He didn’t know why he asked that. It just came out of him.

“I don’t know. I was hoping you could tell me.”

“Why?” She froze. He could see a tear well up in her eye. He hadn’t expected that. Suddenly curiosity overcame him. He needed to know. Why’d she come to sit with him? Why did she need to know his advice? Why? He said it again, “Why?”

“It was a mistake to come here and sit down.”

"No, Becky, tell me why?"

“I can’t. I can’t.”

She ran off. Dan watched her leave. She looked as pretty leaving in distress as ever. She was so lucky. To be that pretty, even Danielle was jealous. Oh, but Becky wasn’t lucky. There was something wrong with her. See Danielle, you’re not the only girl with problems. It must be being eighteen that causes the outbursts. All eighteen-year-old girls have problems.


Chapter 7

Dan opened the front door. Dave was on the other side. His mom had been seeing a lot of Dave this past month. She was as happy as Dan could remember seeing her in a long time. Finally, she’d found a man that was into her. If she noticed Dave’s bisexual nature, she kept it to herself. Dan had noticed plenty since Dave barely kept his hands to himself when they were alone. To date, Dan had never given in to Dave, but Dan’s will power was wavering. Dave was attractive. If Danielle was out of the closet and Dave met her, things would happen. Things Dan couldn’t control. But it was silly to worry about that. Danielle and Dave would never meet. No one would ever know about Danielle, no one.

Dave greeted Dan by rubbing his hand on Dan’s head and then slapping his ass. Dave was a little too touchy-feely for Dan’s taste, but if mom was happy and out of the house every Friday night with Dave, then Dan was happy too because each Friday night Danielle could come out and be herself.

“Is she still getting ready?” asked Dave.

Dan nodded. They knew the routine. Mom was ready, but she’d never let him know it too soon. Dan hated to have small talk with Dave. Dave had a way of saying the wrong thing and making Dan uncomfortable.

Dave asked, “Are you going to the high school basketball game tonight?”

“Not really.”

“Weird, I heard it’s a big game. In my day, big sports days were great ways to pick up a date or two.” Dave gave Dan a wink and a shot with his elbow.

“Yeah, I guess. Girls aren’t too into me, though.”

“Maybe a guy then.” I tried to fake laugh, but it felt too forced so I gave up. “Just kidding.” He added another pat to Dan’s round bottom after saying that. Then Dave asked, “You have other plans for the evening then?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Like what?”

“I have a lot of video games to play.”

“All by yourself?”

“Yeah, I like solo playing games. People act like dicks on those group games. I can’t handle dicks.”

“It just takes a little practice,” said Dave.

“No thanks.”

“I’m telling you this because I like you. Kid, you have to handle dicks your whole life, so might as well learn to start now while you’re still young.”

“I will take that under advisement.”

“I’m telling you that maybe it’s time you tried playing with someone else.” He winked.

“Maybe.”

“You know, Dan, you remind me a lot of your mom. Look how much better she is since she tried Dave’s brand of fun. You should take my advice.”

“I will, I will,” Dan said, he was willing to say anything to have Dave changed the subject.

“Good, I love giving it to young men like you.”

“Ah …”

“Advise,” Dave added.

Mom arrived. Dan exhaled. That conversation was getting worrying and fast. Dave was a touch of a creep. But mom liked him so what could Dan do. Dave whisked up mom in his ripped arms. He said, “Carol, you look lovelier than ever.”

Mom got a little flushed. “Oh, you charmer.”

Dave said to Dan, “You don’t game too hard while we’re out. You might go blind.”

Dan shrunk. Mom laughed, though. “Oh Dave, you are a card.”

They left. Dan was never so glad to see them go. What did mom see in that guy? Sure, he had money, youth, and good looks, but there was more to life than that. There was love. Did mom love him? Dan got flustered. Maybe she did. How horrible a thought was that. About the only thing Dave had going for his was that wood he carried in his pants. Dan noticed it every time Dave was near him. But Dan was tempted by it. Dan liked women. Danielle . . . Luckily, she was never around when Dave was here.

Yeah, Dave made mom happy and that was what was important. Dan had to be happy for her even if her happiness came from a creep like Dave. He said out loud, “His Dave.” He paused. “Her Dave.” He corrected himself. He spoke like he was jealous or something. He rubbed his own ass. It was nice to have it touched. Oh, but he liked girls. Indeed, he was about to meet his favorite girl in the world now that mom was out of sight.

He checked the window. The car was gone. Dan dashed to his mother’s room. Practice makeup kits only went so far, Mom had the good expensive stuff. If she had noticed Dan dipping into her supply, she had kept it to herself. Dan sat on her makeup chair. He’d really gotten quite efficient at applying it. In thirty minutes, he’d be done with the basics. He started with a shave. He did his legs and other lower regions in his bath this morning. He redid his face right now. He liked being extra smooth all over. He put down baby oil all over his smooth skin. It felt oh so good to rub in. He’d let it soak into his pores as he applied makeup to his face.

He started with the eyes. The eyes were critical to a woman’s appearance. The poets all said that they were the doorway to a girl’s soul. When you became certain you had a woman’s soul, the eyes thus became essential to you. Not everything on Danielle were as feminine as the biology textbooks claimed a woman had, but souls were more important than bodies. They lived eternally every after. Your eyes revealed everything inside you. He plucked his eyebrows into a more suitable shape and then added pencil to accent the shape. Then came the dark eyeliner, a little sparkle blue on the lid, and long lush lashes. He blinked. Then he watched his eyes in a mirror. He liked what he saw. He’d come a long way in just one month. He closed his eyes. He opened them. She was staring back at him. He blinked over and over. He/she, he/she, they were the same inside and out now. The pronouns didn’t matter to a woman’s soul. Her soul knew who she was no matter what you called her.

Dan put on foundation. He was good at shaping Danielle’s face now. Giving himself the illusion of higher cheekbones and fuller lips made a difference to Danielle. He smiled in the makeup mirror, and she smiled back at him. The whitening teeth polish he bought was working just fine. His smile was as white as newly fallen snow.  He gave herself a kiss in the mirror. She was the hottest girl that ever kissed him. Finally, he put on the hair net.

He left his mother’s room. He went into his own room. He laid out Danielle’s outfit for the night on his bed. He fantasized about her outfit all week. Her coming up to play was the highlight of his week. It was the only night he felt like he was himself/herself. Herself was the correct way to think. Danielle had violet silk stocking that went thigh high. They matched a pair of thong purple panties. Next came denim short-shorts. They ended way before shorts were supposed to and that meant her two ivory white bottom cheeks peeked out of them in inviting fashion. The collection showed off her fleshy thigh gap perfectly. She’d been working on it for a month now. Diet and exercise paid off. Danielle was smoking by now. She could ask Becky Johnson for a spot on the cheerleading squad no problem at all.

Next came the top. Danielle was going with a black bra, with pads to fill her out a touch. She had a lovely stretch white cotton top with violet trim. She could see the black bra ever so slightly through it. It was very yummy. Just the sort of slutty touch that drove the boys wild. Danielle loved driving the boys wild, sadly there were never boys around when she was allowed out to play.

Danielle’s wardrobe still had one weakness. She had slim selection for shoes. Her sister had taken most of the best pairs with her. She settled for pink running shoes. At least she had cute ankle high socks to match them. On the ankles were little unicorns. They added a hint of girlie-girlie innocence. Men loved girlie-girlie innocence right until they took it away from girls. Men, they were such pigs. Yeah, Dave wasn’t alone in that regard, all men were pigs. Danielle wondered why women liked men so much given how they were. Women, their clothes were so nice, their appearance was so nice, to be with one, it would be so nice.

The last piece to her outfit waited in the closet. Daniele had used most of this year’s monthly allowance on it. She’d been saving for a car. But this was better than driving. Dressing up was the ultimate high now. A car wouldn’t let Danielle out, but this would. She had waited all week to do it. Six days a week Dan was a fraud, but Friday night Danielle was herself. She had Dan order them online as the final piece. It was a full back length strawberry blonde wig. It was intimidating to wear. Danielle checked herself out in his sister’s full-length mirror. She’d installed it in her room now.

She was in the mirror. Dan was gone. Danielle was now there replacing him. Dan loved her.

“You’ve come a long way baby,” Danielle said. Then she gazed at her groin region. It was pulsating with excitement. Were girls like Danielle better than other girls? That was a matter of opinion. Danielle like herself just the way she was. Her little friend had waited all week for tonight. She couldn’t get it up anymore unless she was Danielle. Being Dan didn’t arouse her one bit.

She said to the refection in the mirror, “Dave, eat your heart out. Want to slap my ass now?”

Pity, there was only Danielle here to enjoy the moment. She was beautiful, the boys would enjoy her, but would she enjoy boys? It felt doubtful as she was not allowed near them. That mean ole Dan wouldn’t let her out to play when others were around. She wished she’d stay out forever. And yet. In a few moments she’d be spent and then she’d be locked up in the closet again waiting for another week to come out. An hour to prepare, fifteen minutes to work out her lust filled desires, and then she was over. She hated seeing her go away, but she had to go. Dan couldn’t keep her out where people might see. Only her panties locked safely under his jeans where they were safely out of sight could he risk. That Dan was such a beta. He was so mean to her.

“Oh Danielle, stay with me for a little while. You’re the perfect Friday night date. You know just what I want. Just where I want it,” Danielle said to her reflection.

She popped the button on her denim shorts. She eased then down to expose the purple panties below. Her girl cock was throbbing underneath. The thong couldn’t contain her excitement any longer. She needed to let it out. She loved to be played with.

She stroked her painted fingernails over it. She was bored of the touch, though. She wanted to touch it, she wanted to touch it badly. And yet, she didn’t want to be touched. She didn’t want to be stroked. What did she want? There could only be one answer. She wanted to be taken. Yes, real women don’t jacked-off like a man does. Real women are taken. But she was alone. How could anyone take her? How could she scratch that final itch and erase the last bit of manhood that prevented Danielle from being the girl she needed to be?

His sister stuff was the answer! Oh, his sister had all the answers, didn’t she? He went into his closet. Danielle wanted to be taken and so she’d take herself. She took out that cardboard box. She removed the dildo that lay inside it. It was ten inches of molded black polymeric delight. It had a suction cup on one the end and a penis head on the other.

“Danielle, I want you to meet my favorite penis,” Dan said.

“Oh, I think it is too big!” exclaimed Danielle.

“Thank you,” said Dan.

“I think I might try it,” said Danielle.

“It would be for the best,” assured Dan.

“Yes, it would be for the best. You were never a real man Dan. But I can be a real woman for the both of us. Put it into me,” insisted Danielle.

Dan knew she was ready for it. Those bulging panties didn’t lie. Those panties showed the world Danielle was desperate for it. Dan lubed up his perfect cock with baby oil. A girl like Danielle could suck it, but there were better ways to take her. Dan pulled down her shorts and panties. He stood there bare assed in front of the mirror. He licked the suction cup and stuck it on the mirror.

“It’s waiting for you Danielle. Fuck me out of you forever,” said Dan.

“Will you miss yourself?” asked Danielle.

“No, I was always you. I just didn’t realize it until recently. We’re lucky, so many souls find out too late or worse reject themselves. We’re the lucky ones. We’re so lucky.”

“I’m afraid. I’m a … I’m a virgin.”

“Trust me.”

“Okay, I will.”

She eased her backside into the dildo. Danielle grimaced as that magic stick eased inside her. She was fighting it. She was afraid. But she wanted it. She wanted that big fat dick. Her ass was slowly relinquishing. She knew she’d win. She wanted to be fucked like a woman. She wanted to be taken by a man. She gave in. Her ass yielded to that rod. It sank down until the cool mirror kissed her spread ass cheeks.

“Oh, pound me, pound me with that rod!” shouted Danielle.

She started rocking back and forth on the plastic cock. The mirror vibrated on the wall. That dildo was hitting deep down inside her where she discovered much to her delight a newfound pleasure spot. It was hidden away deep in her ass. There was a spot she never knew existed. To massage it with that magic rode was ecstasy. Why was this spot a secret? How could they keep such delights a secret from her? She massaged it harder and harder. That mirror vibrated on the wall in rhythmic harmony. She needed release. She knew she would cum. Only guys came. A good girl climaxed. Yes, she would arrive without touching her cock. She’d arrive the way a woman did. The compression on her anal G-spot enhanced the orgasm to heights she could only dream about. She ejaculation erupted with a force she’d never felt before. She lingered on that magic stick a moment wanting it to last forever. It never did. She was so happy in the moment, though. And then she slowly slid off. Her ass gaped in satisfaction. She’d lost her anal virginity and knew she’d never want to be taken any other way again. She was a woman now.

Danielle started at her spent climax on the closet floor. She had to go away now. She looked in the mirror. There was a truth that needed to be voiced. She was real and Dan was the dress up. He was just a costume for displaying to the public. But after tonight there could be no denying it; Danielle was the real thing. Soon she’d never be allowed to go away again. She was here forever, and Dan needed to go. Dan was starting to get comfortable with that fact.


Chapter 8

Nothing rained on your parade like actual rain. Dan stood under the awning of the gym roof waiting for his mom to pick him up from school. If he had his own car, then he could drive himself home from school. He didn’t because Danielle just had to have her things. They were more important things than cars after all. Still, right now it felt silly to own a wig rather than your own set of wheels.

He reached his hand into his waistband and scratched. He had gym class today so that meant no panties. Danielle was practically dying in these jockeys. He normally would be home and dressed back into something comfortable by now, but he had to stay after school to do extra credit work for math class. He wanted an A and needed five more credits to push his grade up. Well, he was done with that and that satisfied the good grade desiring part of him. Now he wanted, needed to satisfy the Danielle part of himself. Come on Mom, give a bitch a break and show up.

“Are you waiting for a ride?” asked a female voice.

He knew that voice. It was Becky! He turned around to face her. She must have cheerleader practice because she was dressed in her uniform. Thoughts of Danielle needing to get home in a hurry ebbed away. Thoughts of Becky holding Danielle’s hand replaced them. Oh, to just be one of the girls, it was Danielle’s dream now. If she was just one of the girls, she’d never have to hide.

He kicked the ground. Dan replied, “Yeah, just waiting on a ride.”

“You know the big dance is tomorrow.”

“Yeah, know.”

“Are you going?”

“Of course not.”

“Still no date?”

He did have a date. A very special one that night. She was waiting in his closet to come out on Friday night. Only that wasn’t something you boast to Becky Johnson about, right? Oh, but she wanted to be one of the girls. Maybe a girl would understand. Only Dan was too scared to tell her about it. No one must know. He could be Dan or Danielle, but the fact remained, the truth was scary. It wasn’t scary to Danielle, but to reveal herself to others, the fear of rejection was the worst fear in the world.

He replied, “Not really.”

“Do you want to go?” she asked.

What’s with all the questions, he wondered. The last time they talked she was crying. Now she was all calm and inquisitive. Women, he barely understood them. Even Danielle, he barely understood. He shrugged, “Maybe.” It didn’t hurt to play it noncommittal.

“Maybe we could go together.”

She was twirling a strand of her strawberry locks as she said it. Danielle was practically drooling to feel locks like that on her head again. He had to blink. Did she just sort of ask Dan out on a date? Not you Danielle, but you Dan? He didn’t believe it. It seemed unbelievable.

“What about Wes?”

“The players lost last week. The head coach is mad at them. He told them to stay home and rest before Saturday’s big game. Something about sex weakening game day legs. So, now I need a date. How about it?”

“Okay,” he blurted it out. He said it so fast he didn’t realize he said it.

She rushed up and embraced him. He swore she felt up his ass.

“No panties today,” she said.

His heart skipped a beat. He replied, “I don’t know what you mean.”

She laughed and kissed him gently on the cheek. Then she backed away. She added, “Pick me up at 7:30 tomorrow.”

“I don’t have a car.”

“Borrow one!”

“I don’t know where you live.”

“505 Maple Ave. Got that?” He slowly nodded his head. “Repeat it.”

“505 Maple Ave.”

“You know what to wear for me, right?” she asked.

“Dress up,” he replied.

“Exactly.”

She giggled and ran off into the rain. She got in her car and drove away. Did that just happen? It did! He had a date tomorrow. That was … Bad, bad for Danielle. She wouldn’t get a chance to come out. He stared into a puddle. He saw Danielle staring back at him. Poor girl, she’d be denied this week. Would she forgive him? Of course she would. They had a date with Becky Johnson and a request like that couldn’t be said no to. It was their chance to be one of the girls! And with every date came a chance at S E X. Okay, that was too much to ask for. But a long lingering kiss, that would do. And just one kiss can make more happen. The chance to get into Becky Johnson’s dress was too rare an opportunity to not jump at. She wore such lovely and expensive clothing. To play dress up with her, that would be fun too. Yes, Becky Johnson was fun if Dan was taking her clothes off, or Danielle was putting her clothes on. A date like this was a winner on all sides.

The reflection in the puddle on the ground spoke to Dan. It said to him, “Silly boy, we’re going to need a car. Something nice for Becky. How about a Bentley? I bet that would get her in the mood.”

A Bentley? Of course, Dave had a car the girls creamed their panties just to ride in! Dan said back to the reflection in the puddle, “How could we get Dave to allow us to borrow it?”

The reflection smiled a wicked smile. Dave was all touchy-feely. Could Dan get him to … No, Dan couldn’t. Dan liked women. But could Danielle get Dave to agree? Dan nodded his head. He bet she could. To get something you really wanted, you have to give something back. Dave boasted about being good at giving all the time. It was time to see if he was up to the task.


Chapter 9

Dan crept past his mother’s room. She was still putting on her makeup. He was about to play a huge gamble, but the reward would be worth it. He’d do anything for a chance to get into Becky Johnson’s dress in more ways than one. Dave’s Bentley pulled into the driveway. Dan shouted out, “He’s here, mom!”

“Give me fifteen minutes,” she called back.

Dan checked the clock on the wall. The dance started at eight. It was six thirty. He had time if everything went smoothly. Fifteen minutes was plenty of time to work with right now. He waited patiently by the door. Dave rang the bell and knocked per usual. Dan looked into the room mirror. He gave himself one last adjustment of the wig. Then Dan was gone. Danielle was there. She was dressed in a sheer white cotton top, black bra, matching panties, tucked in a pair of tight yoga pants. No man could resist her. Particularly a dog like Dave. Danielle popped the door open. She greeted Dave, “Hello there sailor.” She added a little raised eyebrows with that remark.

Dave replied, “Carol didn’t tell me her daughter was home.” Dave swooped right in. His hands were all over Danielle’s apple bottom. Dave then took her by the hand. He bent down and kissed the back of it.

Danielle replied, “Dan wants to borrow your Bentley tonight.”

Dave took a step back. He adjusted his tie. He replied, “You . . . You’re Dan!”

“Danielle and I need your car to hit it out of the park tonight with Becky Johnson.”

“I thought when I patted your ass before that you were wearing panties, but I didn’t know you were this delightful fully dressed.”

“Clever boy, car or no car?” Danielle batted her eyes.

“I can’t give you my Bentley. No way.”

“Just for the night. I have a date. She is so hot that I’d do anything to go to the dance with her. I mean anything.” Danielle unzipped his trousers. She pressed her tongue to her cheek.

Dave swallowed hard. “I … Maybe I . . . Could … Just a little . . .” Dave looked in the direction where mom was changing still. “Honey, I am here!” shouted Dave.

“Fifteen minutes!” mom shouted back.

“More than enough time,” Danielle whispered to Dave.

“Your ass or no car,” he replied.

“Broom, broom,” Danielle replied.

Danielle got on her knees. She reached into his black jockey shorts. Dave wasn’t all talk. There was a lot of action in those underpants. Dave was clearly coming around nicely to her advances. The way Dave was all over Dan, there was no way he didn’t swing both ways. Danielle unleashed his beast. She held his cock in her hands. Funny, she’d watched a lot of videos of girls just like her getting a little cock. She’d played around with her sister’s toys too. But it didn’t really prepare her for a real one. Was she really into cock? She liked Becky, right? Could you like both? There was one way to find out and it would be a really fun way.

Dave shoved the back of her head. Clearly her delay in sucking his love pump wasn’t his thing. He pushed her head right next to it. “Are you going to pay for my car or not, bitch?” he asked.

She opened wide. He inserted his dick. He was an impatient big fucker. He went hard at her mouth. Holding the back of her head with two firm hands, he face-fucked her. Danielle could hear mom walking around upstairs. She’d be down soon. The thrill of the moment, the thrill of maybe getting caught heightened the moment. Danielle was getting a little excited. Oh, but she’d not touch herself. She’d save it for Becky.

“I’m slick and raging, turn that ass around,” he ordered.

Danielle turned around. She bent over and placed her hands on the back of the sofa. Then she arched her back and presented her goods for Dave. He yanked her bottom down fast. He needed to be in and out of her in a hurry. That beast of his wasn’t waiting. It rammed full speed ahead into her pink treats. If it wasn’t slick enough from her saliva didn’t matter, as Dave force himself into her. The real thing, it felt so much better. Dave thrust into her with all his might. She yielded surprisingly fast. She liked it. Yes, she liked men, at least, she like their business end.

“Come on, hurry she’s coming,” ordered Dave.

He plowed her bottom like a death row inmate with one last conjugal visit. Danielle shoved her bottom back at him as good as he gave. Her first cock and she thought she was handling him fine. All that practice on the dildo in the closet was paying off. That car was nearly hers.

Dave groaned. She could feel his flow pumping. Then it arrived. He came inside Danielle’s bottom. He warm seed felt so fresh inside her. He made sure to leave every last drop in there. It was quite the load. Dave released her and backed away.

He ordered, “Lick it clean, or no car.”

The things women had to do for men. It was Danielle’s first load. She had no intention of wasting it. She worked his member into her mouth building up a good lather. Then she swallowed it whole sucking out every last unspent drop.

She put Dave’s junk away. She pulled his jockeys up. Then she grabbed his trousers. She dipped into his pocket and removed his keys. She took his wallet as well. Then she pulled his pants up.

Danielle stood up. Dave said, “All kidding aside, give me back my wallet.” Danielle took out three-hundred-dollar bills. Being a girl cost a lot of money. If guys wanted tail, they needed to put out cash. That was the rule of relationships and Danielle was a good enough girl by now to understand it. She shoved his wallet into his pants.

He protested, “Hey, you just wanted the car.”

She kissed him and tucked the bills into her bra. She whispered, “Down payment on our next time.”

“Oh, ah … Right.”

Danielle heard mom’s feet on the stairs. There was no more time. She whisked herself inside the closet by the front door just in time before her mother arrived.

“I can’t find Dan. Have you seen him?” asked mother of Dave.

Dave replied, “No … I mean, yes.”

“Which is it.”

“Ah . . .”

“I’ll have a word with him when we get back. Shall we head to your Bentley?”

“Yeah, about that. Could we take your car tonight. I promised Dan the Bentley.”

“Why?”

Dave was stone silent. Finally, he said, “Date?”

“He didn’t say anything about a date to me.”

“You know young men,” replied Dave. “They need a strong male figure in their life to talk to. They need a guy to tell things to that they’d never tell mom.”

“Dan is lucky to have you then,” she kissed Dave.

“I was definitely lucky to have her … him, Dan. I think we’re growing very close.”

“Good,” replied mother.

The front door opened. Danielle could hear them leaving. She clutched her keys like a trophy.

She could hear her mom in the distance say, “Dave, zip up your fly.”

Could a daughter and her mother share the same boyfriend? Danielle didn’t care about that answer. Dave was nothing more to her than a means to impress Becky. Yes, Becky was her everything. She wanted to be one of the girls. Well, here goes.


Chapter 10

Dan went up to the front door. He paused his hand by the doorbell. He wasn’t afraid to ring it. He was over eager to ring it, in fact. The thing is, he didn’t want to appear to be another Dave. Dave was too eager, knocking, and ringing all at the same time. Of course, Dave was also very grab ass. Dave got what he wanted too. Dan slapped his ass, well, maybe Danielle got a little of what she wanted too. Still, Dan was no Dave. He couldn’t play this that aggressive alpha male style the way Dave could. Dan needed to be himself. He laughed after he thought about that. The last thing he could be was himself. Poor Danielle was not coming out again tonight. Just stay cool and calm, he told himself. He took a deep breath, and he rang the bell.

The door opened almost immediately. Becky’s father was on the other side of the door. Dan knew that would be the case. Women always made a man wait. Her dad was a towering fellow. He put out a hand toward Dan, “You must be Dan.”

Dan took it. He replied, “I am, it’s nice to meet you, Sir.”

“You can call me Guy.” Her father didn’t let go of a hand once he had it. He had a strong handshake. It was like Guy was testing Dan out. After he seemed satisfied that he had shown male dominance, and he had proven his physical superiority to Dan, he let go. Her dad said, “Won’t you come in?”

“Thank you.”

Her dad nodded his head in the direction of the stairs. “Becky is getting ready. Women, they take a long time to get ready. My daughter has a lot of things to put in the right places. That takes time.”

“I know.” Her dad raised an eyebrow. Dan quickly added, “I have a sister. I know how she makes a guy wait.”

Her dad sniffed. Her dad then replied, “I like Wes. You know, her boyfriend Wes. He’s a real man. I don’t like the idea of her dating someone else.”

Dan reassured him. He replied, “It’s just a …” He paused. Just a what? He was lost for words.

“Friendship date, dad. As you can see, Dan is harmless. Wes is grounded by his coach, and I simply can’t miss a dance. I must be seen.” It was Becky she arrived just in time. She was wearing a tight strapless pink prom dress. It was low cut to show off more than the hint of cleavage. It was high cut too. Her long legs were covered in red pantyhose with pink sparkles. Her strawberry blonde hair was put up, with a long red ribbon holding it in place. Dan took a long look at her and knew Danielle would be jealous. Danielle tonight only got to wear red cotton panties hidden under Dan’s suit to the dance.

Her dad grunted. “Yeah, I suppose he’s harmless. He’s probably a fruit!”

“Dad!” Protested Becky.

“I don’t mind them fruits being with you. They won’t try anything. Just so long as you’re still dating Wes.”

Dan could see Becky sigh. She looked away from her father. Dan sensed that perhaps he understood Becky better in that instant than ever before. She was dating Wes not for herself, but for dad or at least to get her dad’s approval. Wes wasn’t her type. She had asked him if he thought Wes was gay. Did she ask that because he really was or . . . Did the idea excite her? Only that idea was silly, right?

Becky kissed her father’s forehead. She assured him. “I’ll never leave Wes, dad. It’s just the team can’t go to the dance. Coach’s orders. So, Dan is my platonic partner tonight.”

“Stupid to cock block a real man like that. Not that I want you to see any . . . You know,” replied her dad.

“Oh, dad, you know I’m a virgin until the day I marry,” assured Becky.

Her dad walked away on that note. He didn’t believe that statement any more than Dan did. Danielle understood, though. A girl must pretend for dad. Dads are fragile about those things.

Becky came up to Dan now and sized him up. She explained, “You’ll have to excuse my father. He says what’s on his mind at all times.”

“It’s okay,” replied Dan. He dug in his pocket and handed her a small box.

She took it. She said, “You shouldn’t have bought me anything.”

“I wanted to.”

She opened the box. She pulled out the three-hundred-dollar gold chain necklace he bought on a credit card that would be paid for generously by Dave’s salty load. She gasped. “It’s very nice, but it is too much.”

“I don’t think so,” assured Dan.

“Wes never buys me pretty things. I guess girls know what girls want.”

“And some boys too,” Dan assured.

Becky shrugged. “Put it on me." Dan undid the clasp and placed it around her neck. She turned around and thrusted out her chest. The pendant on the chain dangled among her ample cleavage. She asked, “What do you think?”

“They’re beautiful… It’s, ah prefect for you. It brings out your eyes, both of them.”

“I know what you mean. Shall we go?”

“Yeah.”

She took him by the hand and went out the door. She had a firm grip just like her father. She tugged him out into the driveway and stopped. “Where’s your car?”

He hit the clicker on the remote. The Bentley beeped. He said, “Right here.”

“You have a Bentley! I don’t believe it.”

“I’m borrowing it from a friend. He’s a really good friend of the family.”

She laughed. “He must be. What did you do, blow him for the keys?” she asked.

“Oh, he is. I know him like the back of my side . . . Hand, back of my hand.”

She hit him on the backside. “Don’t look like that. I was only kidding. A girl had to put out now and then. I guess, a boy does too.” Dan returned a weak smile. He opened the car’s passenger door. She didn’t get inside. She explained, “I think I’ll ride in the backseat.”

“Like you’re my queen?”

“Something like that, yes,” said Becky.

“Oh, okay.” He closed the door and opened the backseat door. She elegantly climbed inside. He closed the door and circled around to the driver’s seat. He felt more like her chauffeur than her date. Yet to be her anything, it was enough.

They headed off. She started talking right away. “Now we need to get a few things perfectly clear. Tonight, you must do what I tell you to do at the dance. If my friends ask me about you, I will tell them you’re super gay, so Wes won’t get jealous. You will stay silent at all times. If any of your friends try to talk to you, you are not to reply.”

“Ah, won’t that be rude?”

She ordered, “I’m the boss, remember. I am your queen tonight and the queen has ultimate power. You will keep your eyes on the road and your mouth shut. Second, when we dance, I lead. Third, there is to be no ass grabbing during our dancing. Fourth, you are to be at my side at all times. Fifth, if you are very good to me, I might kiss you goodnight. I stress might and only if you have been very obedient to me.”

“I can do everything you want. I think you will find that I can be super obedient.”

“If you were a very obedient boy, I would never have let you take me out,” she replied.

“Becky, I’ll try my best to make you happy.”

“You’re not totally gay, right?”

“Not tonight.”

“You are wearing panties, right?”

I didn’t know how to reply. I had a feeling she wanted the truth. I went for it. “A really nice girlie girl pair.”

“Excellent. Dan, we are going to get along on this date. I just feel we have a connection. My father couldn’t feel it, but he doesn’t know what girls really want.”

I swallowed hard. This night was sounding better and better.


Chapter 11

“I didn’t know I could dance until tonight,” said Dan. It was the first words he’d spoken in hours. He’d played his part tonight. They were almost back to her house. It was now or never to see if she was pleased with him, so he took a chance and spoke.

Becky replied, “It is amazing what you can do with my lead, huh?”

It had been. With her lead, the night had been wonderful. He’d done his part. He’d kept quiet, did what Becky said, and no one seemed to comment about his presence. Her friends simply ignored him. His acquaintances were too intimidated to approach. None of that sounded wonderful, but just to be with Becky was a thrill. That was mostly due to the entire team being down for the night, so her friends had all gone to the dance with each other. Indeed, he was the only boy in the group. Boy in appearance, not in spirit. Danielle got a kick out of being just one of the girls if only for one night. They had listened to them gossip about the boys, talking about celebrity fashion, which K-pop band was the best, and such things as that. And the clothes, he got so many dressing ideas from watching what they had worn, Danielle would have weeks and weeks’ worth of dressing ideas to explore.

Dan pulled the Bentley into her driveway.

Becky ordered, “Curb park it instead, please.”

“Why?”

“No questions, only obedience.”

He did as he was told. Becky said, “Did you see how envious the other girls were of my ride to the dance?”

“They were jealous of the Bentley?”

“Snooty mean girls, the lot of them. They’re my friends and I love them. But they are also all bitches same as me. Yes, they were green with envy, and I loved seeing it.”

“I thought they were all perfectly lovely toward us.”

“Dan, you really need to spend more time around women to understand the signals.”

“I guess.”

“Never mind that. I’m home. Come open my car door.”

The car came to a stop. He got out. The night was over. Wes would be free from coach’s orders tomorrow and that would be that. He checked his watch; tomorrow was today already. Had the time passed by so quickly? He went and opened Becky’s door. She got out. Well, this was the moment he waited for all night. He readied himself hoping for a kiss. She flicked her hair in his face. Then she said, “Walk me to my front door.” She didn’t wait. She grabbed his hand and tugged him toward the steps. Up they went. She dug into her hand clutch for a key. She handed it to him. “Unlock it.”

He unlocked the door. He handed her back the key.

She ordered, “Open it.”

He did. She took a step inside. That seemed to settle it. No kiss. She stopped, though, and turned toward him. Hope returned to his heart. Just a kiss from her would be enough. A kiss could lead to anything. She said, “I hoped for a while now that Wes was gay.”

Wes? He didn’t want to talk about Wes. He wanted a kiss. Dan didn’t know what to say to that. Not that he didn’t like the direction of the conversation. He had to know the answer. Did he like gay men? He replied, “Why?”

“Dan, do you know why I wanted to go to the dance with you tonight?”

“Something to do with the fact I wear panties?”

“Hmm . . .”

She placed her finger over his lips. She moved toward him. She puckered her lips. She inched toward his face, but she didn’t kiss him. “How’d it start?” she asked.

“How did what start?”

Her hand slid across his pelvic region. She felt up his panty covered batch. “The panties.”

“I … I don’t know. They sort of just happened. I’m not gay, I’m sort of . . .”

“My girlfriend spotted them on you the day we were putting up the poster. I couldn’t believe it. You see, I have these urges. I’ve been thinking of giving Wes one for a while. But he doesn’t seem gay enough. I couldn’t ask him to. Then suddenly you came into my life. You’re just what I need.”

“But I’m not real. You see Danielle is the real me. She wears panties, a wig, and loves . . .”

“You are perfect for me. I wanted Wes to be what I wanted, but it isn’t to be. It’s you that are the one for me. I really like boys a lot, but I like them better if they’re girls.”

She pressed into his pelvic. She was rubbing his tucked member to life. He was barely containing himself. Dan asked, “What do you want from me?”

“Like I said, I have a secret desire to give a man one.”

“I’m not a man anymore. Like I said . . .”

“I don’t care. The more female you are, the more I want you. I like being the man. I have a nice hard penis to give you,” she replied.

“But you’re a girl.”

“In appearance. And you’re a boy in appearance. Go on tell me, when did it start for you?”

Dan swallowed. He said, “About a month or so ago. I was in my sister’s closet. I was sorting her things for charity, and it sort of just happened. I dressed up. It was so fun. I was so freeing. I can’t describe it. In an instant I suddenly saw that it was me.”

"”I think I understand. A few months back I was cleaning away my kid toys including all my Barbie dolls. I picked up Ken and suddenly for fun started ordering him about. I got a kick out of it. Then I dressed him up in her clothes and it was so much more fun I touched myself to just the thought of doing that to Wes. The thing is, I don’t think he’s man enough to let me try. Then I saw you and I knew that you might just have enough guts to do it.”

“Because I wear panties?”

“And you know how to obey.”

“Becky, I’d wear anything you wanted me too. You have incredible taste in clothes, makeup, and accessories. Danielle would love dressing up in pretty clothes of your desire. She is so into more than panties. Would like to put on my long wig hair, and makeup?”

“You do more than just the panties!”

He nodded. “I do it all. I’m a complete girl inside now.”

She grabbed him by the hand. “Come with me.”

“Where?”

“To my bedroom.”

“But your parents.”

“Should not be woken up. Thus, a good girl does what Becky demands as quietly as possible.”

“My lips are sealed.”

They climbed a carpeted staircase and crept past the door to her parents’ room. They snuck into her room with no problems. She sat him on her bed next to her stuffed animals. Then she went into her closet. She was gone a long while. The wait was worth it, though.  She returned holding wonderful things.

Becky said, “I found my old JV cheerleader uniform. It was before I filled out completely so it should fit you. Put it on for me.”

The sight of that uniform ended the disguise of Dan for night. He was gone and forgotten as he should be. Danielle clutched that dress with both hands. She held it tight to her body. She was so excited she nearly creamed in her panties right then and there. She didn’t need to ask twice. She took her trousers, tie, blazer, and shirt off. She placed a pink training bra on Danielle. Then gave her the Spanks. Off went the panties, and on went the Spanks. The cold night air meant those Spanks were crisp and cool on Danielle’s bottom. They were just the thing to help put out the fire below after Dave’s little workout. Next, she put on the tight-fitting sweater and short-skirt. Then she guided the thigh high tube socks on. She wished there was a mirror to enjoy watching her fleshy thigh gap between the socks and those Spanks. It must have been a nice sight because Becky slapped Danielle’s bottom.

“Yummy, you wear that better than some of the squad,” Becky added.

“Thank you,” he whispered back.

“I should have a name. Miss Becky, Mistress Becky. Yes, call me mistress.”

“Call me Danielle, Mistress.”

“Beg me too.”

“Please, call me Danielle.”

She caressed Danielle’s face. She asked, “Does my pretty Danielle want some makeup?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Beg me for it.”

“Please, mistress, make me pretty. Paint me up. I need to live. Help me live. Don’t let me ever go back into the closet again. I need to be Danielle all the time. Give me the strength to be your girl now and forever,” begged Danielle.

“Your wish is granted. You are now my main bitch.”

Becky left. She returned with a small makeup kit. Danielle sat on a vanity chair as Becky painted her up. Danielle was getting impatient, but she didn’t dare not show it. She wanted to know how pretty her Becky was making her. A good girl was an obedient one and Danielle would do anything to be Becky’s good little girl.

When she was done, Becky asked, “Does Danielle want a hand mirror?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Beg me for it.”

“Please, may I have a mirror so that I can see how pretty you’ve made me?”

“Granted, my bitch.”

Becky handed her a mirror. She loved how a woman made her up. Women know just how to bring Danielle to life.

“I look delicious, mistress.”

“I know, bitch.”

Becky returned to the closet. She came back with a hairband with pink cat ears. “I wish I had a wig for my girl, but this will work for now.”

Danielle agreed. “It would do for now.”

She placed it on Danielle’s head. Becky combed Danielle’s hair. Teasing it to give it a touch more body. “Stand up and let me see you, Danielle.” Danielle stood up. She ordered “Twirl for me.” Danielle twirled. “Faster, I want to see those Spanks sing for their audience.” Danielle gave it one hard twirl. “I see you’re excited down below.”

Danielle knew it was true. She was rock hard. Her nipples were hard too. This was the most erotic thing Danielle had ever done. Men like Dave couldn’t really please a good girl the way another girl could. They just weren’t man enough for the tast.

“We need something to stimulate you.” She took out a pen knife. She picked up a pink teddy bear with a violet heart on his tummy from the bed. She split the bear’s seam at a naughty place. She handed it to her. “You can fuck this bit of fluff instead of mine.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

Becky tugged down Danielle’s Spanks. She eased the fluffy bear onto Danielle’s engorged rod. “Lay face down on the bed with my fluffy bear keeping your home fires warm.” Danielle obeyed. She loved the soft fluff of that bear tickling her little girl rod. “From this angle I’m seeing a lot of your pink. Girls that show their pink to boys, usually get sunk deep.”

“Please, sink me, mistress.”

Danielle heard the buzz of a vibrator. She knew right where it was going. Warm lube spattered on Danielle’s bottom. Becky worked it in with a finger.

“My, your ass is so loose. Too many penises in there before me?”

“My ass is yours from now on.”

“Too much fun to possibly hope for. So, much better than dominating Ken dolls. They aren’t anatomically correct.”

Danielle felt the vibrator go in. It was on full vibrate. She’d never been vibrated before. The fluff in the bear vibrated along. It tickled and teased her shaft.

“Is my teddy bear getting a good fuck?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Is my stuffed bear the best piece of ass you ever had?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you going to climax?”

“I’m going to, mistress.”

“Not yet, bitch, you have to hold it in.”

“I’ll try, mistress.”

“There is no question in trying, do it.”

“It’s so hard too. It feels so good, mistress.”

Danielle let out a groan. She couldn’t hold it in. The anal vibrating stimulus was too much for her. Danielle let go. She pumped that fluffy bear full of warm jizz.

Becky must have known Danielle climaxed. She pulled out the vibrator. She grabbed Danielle by the hair and pulled her to her feet. “You’re a bad girl. You climaxed too soon.”

“Sorry, mistress.”

“Show me how sorry you are.”

“I’ll do anything to please you again, mistress.”

“Lay on your back.” Danielle obeyed. “Stick out your tongue.” Danielle obeyed. Danielle felt the bed shake as Becky climbed on. Becky straddled Danielle’s face. Becky lifted the hem of her prom dress. Her panties underneath were soaked with girl juices. There could be no mistaking how ready she was.

Becky pressed her moist panties onto Danielle’s waiting tongue. Becky straddled Danielle’s head. She ground down on her head. Harder and harder she ground those moist panties in. Danielle knew behind Becky’s moist panties were Becky’s secret treasures. The panties grew wetter as both girls released juices. Becky shuddered. Then she leased Danielle’s head from the thigh grip it was in.

“I can see you’re excited again.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Does that little girl cock of yours want more fluff?”

“She wants it, mistress. She wants it so bad.”

She dropped her damp panties. Her strawberry blonde fluff was inviting. “Run your hand through my fluff.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Do you feel how wet it is?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Sit on the bed.”

Danielle sat like she was told. Becky turned around. She eased onto Danielle’s solid shaft. That fluffy bear had nothing on the real thing. If only that vibrator was still up her ass. Well, a girl couldn’t have everything. She had to take what she got, and she was into taking Becky right now.

“Squeeze me like you’re afraid to lose me,” Becky ordered.

Danielle wrapped her arms around Becky. Danielle loved the feel of that prom dress squeezed up against her. That dress wriggled against Danielle as Becky ground on her lap. Danielle didn’t know who enjoyed this more. If this was how good girls had sex, she was so glad she had become a good girl.

Becky said, “I’m going to climax in one, two, three …”

Danielle felt Becky melt onto her girl-rod. That warming box was too much for her teenage cock. She pumped Becky full of warm sticky load like a good girl does. Becky must have wanted her girl juice because she ground every last drop out of her.

“Is my Danielle satisfied?” Becky asked.

“So satisfied, mistress.”

Becky climbed off of Danielle. She started to remove her dress. “That was good for a first time together. I really enjoyed it. Girls are so much better than boys.”

“Yes, so much better,” agreed Danielle.

Becky smiled. “We better take a shower and wash up now.”

“Shower together, mistress?”

“Danielle, you can stop the foreplay. The moment has passed. And you get undressed. We have a lot of love to wash off.”

“But…”

“There’s nothing wrong about two girls showering together, right? When we’re done, we’ll put on fresh panties and oversized shirts and have a regular girl sleepover.”

“What about your parents?”

“My parents don’t mind girls sleeping over. The Bentley is curb parked, so they don’t know Dan hasn’t gone home. Just be careful to not be alone with dad. so dad doesn’t make a pass at you.”

“Okay, but what about Wes?”

“Wes?”

“Your boyfriend.”

“Let him find his own new girlfriend to play with.”
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