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  Frank Mitchell couldn’t believe how much the air changed as he drove over the state line into Michigan, his former home before becoming a somewhat major actor in Los Angeles. He was on a show that was popular for two seasons a few years back before taking a nosedive during the third. He starred in other productions, but they never cut through the noise.


  People had stopped noticing him as much. His bank account was dwindling and couldn’t handle the steep Californian prices, so he’d packed up his bags and hit the road to his home state. The only person he talked to on a regular basis was his mother, Sylvia. She was rather lonely after his father left with a younger woman for Cincinnati. He also chatted randomly with his old best friend, Kenneth, but those messages were few and far between.


  Everyone he used to know in Michigan must have moved on with their lives, like he had in Los Angeles. All those times he thought he was on top of the world, rubbing elbows with stars who grace the covers of magazines. Not like they would answer his calls now. They were busy maintaining their statuses, and Frank was no longer good enough.


  Frank stopped at a gas station. He chuckled when he saw the tabloids, reminding himself that the vast majority of those shots were staged. Stars called photographers just to see their names on the newsstands. He was guilty of doing it himself, until the paparazzi didn’t even want to shoot his pictures. 


  “Anything else?”


  “Just the drink.” Frank paid for the fountain soda and went back outside, remembering that the locals preferred to say ‘pop’.  He groaned, wondering why he ever thought it was a good idea to return home. Sure, the rent would be a lot less, but at what cost?


  Frank got back into his sedan. It wasn’t anything fancy. He’d downgraded last year after his former car had become much too expensive. After a tough review of his finances, he’d decided he could either go broke out west in a few years or stretch his money for at least a decade back in his hometown while he figured out what to do.


  The drive across the state was long, but Frank could smell the air of Lake Huron as he approached Crossville. His mother lived near the water, but last he’d heard, his friend Kenneth was living in a mobile home on the outskirts of town. Not far from where Frank had found a cheap apartment himself.


  Fuck, he was getting depressed. So far from Los Angeles on his map. He wanted to see his mother, but maybe seeing his old pal first would make it better. He stopped at a liquor store several exits before Crossville to pick up a six-pack of local beers. It was a brew he’d missed while in the big city, but beer hardly made up for the life he had when he was a star.


  Frank turned in to the mobile-home community, feeling his heart race. It’d been at least five years since he came to his hometown. His mother had visited Los Angeles twice, but Frank hadn’t seen his friend Kenneth in ages. Maybe coming was a bad idea, but Frank saw Kenneth’s car in his driveway just as he was about to turn around.


  There was no use in running. He and Kenneth always had the best times. He pulled into the driveway and took a deep breath, hoping he and Kenneth could pick up where they’d left off as easily as others made it sound.


  Frank got out of his car and climbed the steps. He heard movement inside the home as he approached the door. He lifted his fist to knock, wondering what Kenneth might be doing on the other side. Frank hoped he hadn’t come at a bad time, but what was the harm in knocking?


  Frank’s heavy fist pounded against the door. More commotion, yet nobody said anything.


  “Kenneth, you there? It’s your pal, Frank. I didn’t tell anyone, but I’m moving back to town. Got some beers for us.”


  There were no sounds for a few moments, and Frank figured he’d caught Kenneth at a bad time. He was about to say something until a feminine voice permeated through the wooden door.


  “Kenneth’s in the shower. Should I tell him to give you a call?”


  Frank grinned. Kenneth had never been the biggest ladies’ man, but he was happy he’d found him a woman.


  “No worries, miss. I’ll stop by another time.”


  “Frank, right?”


  “Yep. Tell Kenneth I stopped by. He’ll know who you’re talking about.”


  “Yes, he’s mentioned you before. I’ll let him know!”


  “Bye, Miss.” Frank chuckled to himself and turned to go back to his car. Maybe he’d find a lady of his own after he got settled. Frank turned on his car and drove to his new place, where there was plenty to unpack. He had everything shipped from California, and it’d arrived before him. Frank sighed and got to work unpacking his new apartment until his mother rang to ask if he wanted to meet for cake and decaf coffee.


  “I’ll be right there, mom. It’s weird being back home.”


  “I know, but everything happens for a reason. Nobody can take your past away from you. Nobody can deny that you chased after your dreams.”


  Frank couldn’t argue with his mother. He had a taste of fame, and nothing except memory loss could take that from him. “Yeah,” Frank said with a hint of doubt. “I’ll see you in a bit for cake.”


  “We can talk more at the diner, but don’t forget, your best days could still be ahead of you.”


  Frank chuckled, highly doubting that was possible, but he was friendly when he said goodbye and hung up the phone. If he didn’t, they’d end up talking until it was far too late to leave the house, and he’d have to go to bed hungry.
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  Kenneth fell against the door and cursed under his breath. His heart was racing. He felt like he might vomit. What was Frank doing at his place, and why in the world hadn’t he called? Kenneth ran over to the window.


  He peeked through the cracks of his blinds, careful not to reveal his eyes. Frank might recognize them. Maybe he would find out that the girl behind the door wasn’t a girl at all.


  Kenneth watched as Frank got in his car and pulled away. What would he think if he found out the truth? Kenneth didn’t want his old best friend knowing about his secret life. He didn’t want anyone to find out really, but especially not Frank.


  What would Kenneth say though when Frank called? What would Kenneth say the next time they got together? There was no woman in his life. None apart from the ones he worshipped in his favorite videos. Kenneth led a lonely life, and his closet of women’s clothing was the best part about it.


  Kenneth could spend hours changing his wigs, dresses, and panties. He loved dolling up his face with thick layers of makeup, rendering himself unrecognizable. Sometimes he was Tracey. Charlotte. Becky. Tonya. He was whoever he wanted to be. Men all around his area had gotten random bathroom blowjobs, but they never knew his true identity. They’d never recognize him around town. Kenneth was a master of changing his look so drastically that he could be a hundred different women without anyone knowing the difference.


  Everyone except maybe Frank. Frank had seen Kenneth and stared into his eyes a million times. Frank knew the real Kenneth.


  Kenneth backed away from the window before glancing down at himself. He was wearing a pink minidress with platform heels. He had on a blonde wig that he’d pressed with his straightener. His makeup looked slutty, just like this pretty girl he was obsessed with on the internet.


  Kenneth would give anything to be a sexy, natural-born girl for a day. He wanted men to stare at him when he walked down the street. He wanted them to check out his ass. Dream about it when they went home. Kenneth wished he never had to dress in frumpy boy clothing, but what would everyone in town say?


  Kenneth ran to his bedroom and slammed the door. His heart was racing. He’d been living in his little world for so long that he’d almost forgotten what it was like to have a friend just drop by as Frank used to do so often. He drank beers with guys from town at the bar and watched games and did all that, but none of them were showing up unannounced.


  There was so much to consider. Kenneth had a closet filled to the brim with girly clothes and toys that would probably make Frank’s jaw drop. Kenneth had become a bit of a hermit, but he was never bored. He never tired of trying on different outfit combinations or talking to himself in the mirror.


  Even more thrilling were Kenneth’s chats with random men online. Or his trips to the city. He’d gone dancing on more than one occasion, and there was nothing he loved more than men at the club watching him as though he were just any other girl. His girly voice wasn’t perfect, so he hardly ever spoke when he was out, but it was surprising how many dicks a woman could get into her mouth without saying more than a few words.


  Kenneth wasn’t overly attracted to men, but he loved having random dicks in his mouth when he was all dolled up and feeling slutty. He hadn’t let any guys fuck him, even though several had tried. Kenneth wasn’t sure he’d ever want to get fucked, but he’d keep sucking dicks as long as he could get away with it.


  His room seemed to get smaller as he thought about everything he’d been up to while Frank lived in Los Angeles. They used to spend all their time together, long before Kenneth discovered his love of women’s lingerie. Long before he discovered how much he loved the feeling of hair brushing against his shoulders, hanging halfway down his back.


  Kenneth lay on his bed and stared at the ceiling, ignoring the growing curiosity within him of what it might be like to dress up and seduce Frank, as he’d done to so many men before.


  Kenneth was still wearing his pink minidress. He hadn’t bothered kicking off his platform heels, either. Kenneth couldn’t ignore the growing stiffness in his panties. He hiked up his minidress and reached into the shadows between his thighs.


  Frank was on Kenneth’s mind as he moved the fabric of his panties to the side to pull out his swollen member. Some days Kenneth so desperately wished he’d been born with a hole between his legs instead of the thick member he had, but the desire never lasted long enough for him to consider it seriously.


  Kenneth was as fluid as water spilling from a tipped glass. As he lay in bed, he was all woman. He’d stuffed his chest and used his free hand to squeeze his breast as he slowly stroked his girly rod. His toes curled and popped as he imagined himself on his knees in front of Frank, unzipping his friend’s zipper and pulling out his manhood.


  Kenneth wondered how big Frank was. How thick was he? Kenneth didn’t much care, but all he could think about was seeing Frank’s manhood. Touching it. Kissing it and swallowing it. Kenneth wanted to feel Frank’s warm cream cover his tongue and slide down his throat.


  Kenneth gasped as he touched himself, transported to another reality. He was in a world that wouldn’t judge Kenneth for dressing as a woman or Frank for fornicating with his best friend. 


  It wasn’t fair that Kenneth had to suppress his natural desires. He wanted to answer his door and surprise Frank, but it would probably ruin their friendship. Kenneth wasn’t willing to take that risk.


  Kenneth rubbed the fabric of the pink minidress against his legs and breasts as he edged himself, not yet ready to release his load. He was savoring the images passing through his head. Frank was behind him and eating his ass. Then he slipped his cock into Kenneth’s virgin hole.


  Anal wasn’t something Kenneth had tried in real life, but the idea of Frank fucking him felt so right. It felt so natural. Frank pounded his hole, and Kenneth breasts swayed.


  Kenneth had been doing so well without cumming, but he was too close to the edge. Frank was also getting close in his vision, and he so desperately wanted to shoot his load as Frank filled him up from behind. They were moving in sync. One stroke for one hump.


  Kenneth hollered when he couldn’t hold his load another second. He came all over his thighs and panties and the edge of his minidress. Kenneth’s body shook as the last few strands of cum left his dick. He exhaled as he wiped his hand along his thigh before rolling out of bed.


  There was a bathroom right outside the bedroom door. Kenneth stumbled there and fell against the sink, barely catching himself. He turned on the hot water and washed up, lifting his eyes only after he was clean.


  Kenneth saw a woman when he looked in the mirror, but what would Frank see if he told him the truth? Kenneth knew it was silly to fantasize when the fantasy was so far from possible, but at least nobody could police his head. Frank would never know Kenneth had touched himself while daydreaming of their possible love affair.
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  Frank was waiting for Kenneth at a bar near the town’s square. The downtown area was rather quaint and almost reminded Frank of a movie set. Maybe if he hadn’t spent his childhood running down the street right outside the window. He didn’t know if he should feel nostalgic or depressed.


  He didn’t have much time to ponder his emotions before Kenneth walked through the door. It was the first time he’d seen his old friend in years. Kenneth hadn’t yet met his eye, but he looked much the same as always. Maybe a few years older, but Frank could tell Kenneth took great care of himself.


  Frank waved to catch Kenneth’s attention. He smiled and made his way to Frank.


  “Hey there, man. How’s it going?” Kenneth asked when he got within earshot.


  Frank shrugged and glanced at his half-empty pint of beer. “Can’t complain. Drinking my favorite brew.”


  “They don’t have good beer out West?” Kenneth sat on the stool next to Frank after giving him a brief hug.


  “The beer is fine, but it’s not the same.”


  Kenneth nodded and averted his eyes before picking up the menu. He was nervous that Frank could read his mind, even though Kenneth knew that was ludicrous. Kenneth ignored Frank’s gaze as he ordered a beer, wishing he hadn’t spent an evening touching himself while thinking of his old best friend. Wishing he hadn’t put on a thong before leaving the house. The thin strip of fabric grinding between his ass cheeks only reminded him of how much he wanted to play with his friend’s manhood.


  “So, how have you been? Who was that chick at your house? A girlfriend?”


  Kenneth flushed at Frank’s question. He knew it’d been coming but hadn’t even prepared an answer.


  “Oh, it was just this chick,” Kenneth said with a stutter in his voice.


  “She sounded hot,” said Frank.


  The bartender slid Kenneth’s beer in front of him, breaking up the tension descending between them. Kenneth felt awkward and exposed, like he shouldn’t have come to the bar at all. He should have stayed at home with his fantasies. It was safer behind his closed doors or out with a complete stranger. Someone who wouldn’t recognize the man beneath his womanly exterior.


  “Yeah, she’s hot, but it’s not serious. What about you, Frank? Are you seeing anyone?”


  Frank shook his head and picked up his beer, taking a sip. “Nope. Nobody since I moved, but I didn’t have anyone serious in Los Angeles either.”


  “Why did you come back? I thought you never wanted to leave California.”


  “I was riding pretty high the last time you saw me, but it hasn’t been the same recently. Basically, I’m broke.”


  Kenneth couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Shit,” he said.


  Frank chuckled. “Don’t worry. I’ll figure it out. I guess I’m not super broke, but I couldn’t keep paying for the lifestyle I was living, and there’s nothing worse than being a washed-up former sitcom star in Los Angeles.”


  “Damn, I’m sorry man. You couldn’t find another role or something?”


  “It’s hard after starring in a show. Nobody wants to cast you for minor roles, and I couldn’t keep living off what I’d made.”


  “What will you do here?”


  Frank shrugged. “Drink beer? Maybe I’ll start a microbrewery or something. Get fat and happy.”


  Kenneth made an awkward noise and folded his lips. He wasn’t sure if he wanted Frank to become a bear or not, but it was sounding more appealing the more he thought about it. Frank had a chiseled body now, but maybe it wouldn’t kill him to get a little soft around the edges.


  “What was that?”


  “What?”


  “The noise you made. Are you okay?” asked Frank.


  Kenneth flushed with embarrassment. He hated how obvious he was. He stood from his stool, tipping his beer. Kenneth rushed to grab it before he embarrassed himself even more, setting the glass upright. He shook his head as he stumbled away from the bar.


  “Where are you going?” asked Frank.


  “Bathroom,” hollered Kenneth as he rushed away.


  Frank watched, glancing down at Kenneth’s ass for no real reason. He wanted to look away, but something caught Frank’s attention. There was an outline beneath Kenneth’s pants, but it was one Frank had only seen on his girlfriends. A thin strand bunched up beneath the waistline. Frank’s eyes widened when he finally registered what he was seeing.


  Kenneth was wearing a thong beneath his jeans.


  Why? 


  Frank pondered the question as he sipped his beer and waited for his friend to return. Did Kenneth do more than wear lingerie? Did the girl Kenneth was dating know? Was it something they did together? Frank had met couples like that out in Los Angeles, but he never thought his friend would wear women’s clothing.


  Kenneth returned a few minutes later, and their conversation felt less forced. Frank had missed his friend, and it was nice catching up, but all he could think about was Kenneth’s thong beneath his jeans when they left the bar.
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  Seeing Kenneth with a thong beneath his jeans sent Frank on an internet adventure later that evening. He was two brandies in when he finally had the courage to move from the discussion boards about girly boys to the videos. Frank couldn’t believe how passable most of them were. Their hair. Their voices. The makeup. Everything about them was utterly feminine except the dicks hanging between their legs.


  Frank was in his living room with the blinds closed. He pushed off his pants, no longer able to ignore his erection. He wrapped his hand around his member and stroked it lightly as he watched a video of two adorable girly boys doll up their faces while wearing stuffed bras and crotchless panties.


  They were petite and dainty and easily some of the sexiest women Frank had ever seen. He was getting stiffer the more he watched. The girls were having a bubbly conversation about how much they loved different celebrities and discussing which ones they wanted deep in their girly asses.


  Pick me!


  Frank so desperately wished he could jump through the screen and join the girls. He’d suck their dicks. Fuck them. He’d drop to his knees and worship their beauty if they’d let him. Frank had learned about the full range of girly boys. From the ones who just dabbled in lingerie to the ones who crossdressed to become passable women. Then there were trans women, who had made the switch full time to satisfy their inner spirits.


  Frank couldn’t believe how sexy he found all the ladies, but he especially loved the girls in the videos with their crotchless panties and soft dicks. Talking about all the hard dicks they wanted in their mouths and assholes.


  Did Kenneth dress up like this with his girlfriend? The one who wasn’t even that serious? Frank wanted Kenneth to dress up like these girls for him. He wanted to see what his friend looked like fully transformed. Could he pass like these girly boys? Frank grabbed his phone but stopped short of calling Kenneth to find out.


  Frank closed his eyes as he rubbed his manhood. He listened to the girls in the video, and they were clearly moving to the bed. Then he heard the springs. The giggles. All of it led to slurping sounds, which got Frank’s attention.


  He opened his eyes and watched as the blonde sucked the brunette’s hardening dick. She was getting long and thick and looked so fucking delicious that Frank almost closed the laptop because he so badly wanted to be there with them. Why did he have to be stuck here in his living room? Why hadn’t he found a cute girly boy when he lived in Los Angeles? 


  It’d never even crossed his mind when he was living in California, but now all he could see were missed opportunities. Images of all those cute girly boys he’d passed in the city came rushing back to him, causing more anguish than pleasure.


  Frank watched as the girls in the video gave each other blowjobs. They stroked each other. Then one was fucking the other, and Frank couldn’t hold his load another second. It was too sexy. It was way hotter than watching some guy fuck a random girl.


  These girly boys were majestic. Otherworldly. They giggled and shook their breasts to make them sway. One girl had her hand on her cock as the other fucked her from behind. Their balls were slapping, and Frank’s were tightening.


  Frank hollered as his body thrashed. Cum shot halfway across the room from his dick. He cursed as more left his rod. He was a mess by the time he’d finished, but the girls were still going. Frank didn’t bother cleaning himself up as he watched the ladies take turns fucking each other.


  The film cut to a link to purchase the full video right before they were about to cum, but Frank had seen enough. He was spent and satisfied and becoming more obsessed with Kenneth’s thong by the second.


  Frank wanted to find out exactly where Kenneth lay on the spectrum of ‘man’ to ‘woman’. Did Kenneth only like wearing lingerie, or was he willing to go all the way? Frank knew it was wrong, but he was already thinking about all the ways he could find out without Kenneth knowing.
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  Kenneth was finally feeling more at ease about Frank being back in town. They’d hung out at the bar a couple more times. It was almost as though time hadn’t passed. They were certainly different people than before, but they could finally have a conversation without all the awkward silences. They could talk about sports, the countryside, food, and anything else that popped into their heads.


  They weren’t hanging out tonight though, and Kenneth had the day off, which meant dressing up. He didn’t use to spend all his free time dressing up as a woman, but there was something so comforting about transforming.


  Kenneth had been a bit lost before he discovered his womanly desires, but then it was as though all the pieces had clicked together the first time he slipped on a pair of panties. He’ll never forget them. They were sky blue and had ended up in his purchases by accident. Someone had tucked them into a coat he bought at the thrift store.


  Kenneth couldn’t believe it when he found them. He washed them and slipped them on the second after he pulled them out of the dryer. He’d always wondered what it would be like to wear lingerie, and it was as though the universe made his dreams come true. Kenneth only had to stroke his dick twice that evening, and then he had to throw those panties right back into the washing machine.


  Now he was years down the road and much more in tune with himself than he’d ever been when Frank still lived in town. He wasn’t necessarily gay, but anything could happen when he put on the lingerie. There was nothing that he loved more than seducing an unsuspecting man.


  Frank was different, though. Kenneth couldn’t seduce him without Frank recognizing him beneath the makeup and wig and jewelry. That didn’t stop Kenneth from imagining what they could have every time he closed his eyes. Every time he touched himself in the shower.


  Kenneth went to his closet after he stopped thinking about Frank long enough to clear his mind, but then he found himself wondering which dress Frank would choose for him to wear. Would he want Kenneth dressed up in a virginal white, or would he prefer the slutty pink minidress? Maybe he’d rather have Kenneth’s bitchy millionaire persona who wore black dresses with fake pearls.


  Kenneth ran his fingertips over all his choices. He bought most of his clothes online or at thrift stores in the city. If anyone asked at the thrift stores, he always told them he was a reseller. Not that they ever asked many questions. Most of Kenneth’s doubts sprouted from his own mind.


  Would it be the same with Frank if Kenneth told him the truth? Kenneth knew it didn’t matter because he would never have the courage to share his deepest thoughts or chase what he most wanted. He’d spend his life hiding in the dark and dressing up behind closed doors in the privacy of his home.


  Kenneth decided on the white dress. He wished he could transform into a woman and meet Frank on different terms. He wanted Frank to notice him from across the room and approach him, just as they did in the movies. Then Frank would steal a kiss, and they would spend their lives together. They could enjoy their amazing friendship with all the fun benefits of being married.


   


  His fantasies were running wild. Kenneth let them flow as he stood in his bathroom. He stripped naked, wishing Frank were there to touch his body. Part of him was tired of all the strangers. It would be so amazing to have someone who cared about him touch his body. He wanted to feel love in the fingertips of his conquest, which he had yet to experience.


  Men used him. Smacked him around. Shoved their dicks into the back of his throat. They even came all over his dolled-up face and ruined his makeup. Kenneth took it all except up the butt, even though his body felt willing to expand its horizons for Frank.


  Kenneth slipped on a white thong. He followed that with white stockings that had a lace trim. He put on his white dress, which was short and stopped right above the stockings. Kenneth had turned more than a few heads wearing the dress. He’d also gotten plenty of glares from women who found their boyfriends distracted by Kenneth’s womanly energy.


  Kenneth had on a bra under his dress. He balled up tissue and stuffed it, evening out the lumps to finish. He still needed his wig and fake diamonds. All of his jewels were fake, but that didn’t make them any less entertaining. He could spend hours perfecting his makeup or switching out jewelry without even realizing time had passed.


  Kenneth finished his makeup in the mirror and then went to his living room. He pulled out his phone and opened a video of a crossdressing guy getting pounded by a stud. He normally watched straight porn and pretended he was the girl, but this time he was pretending Frank was the hunky man, and he was the girly boy.


  Kenneth reached up his dress and pulled his dick out the side of his panties. He spat on his hand and stroked his cock. He was very much in the moment until he heard a floorboard squeak on his front porch. Kenneth’s heart raced. His body broke into a cold sweat.


  He flipped his phone over and hopped up from the sofa. He pushed down his dress and ran to the door. Kenneth peeked out of the peephole, but nobody was there. There were more footsteps, though. Kenneth hadn’t been hallucinating!


  He ran over to his window that gave him a view of the street. Kenneth covered his mouth when he glanced through the closed blinds. There was a man with a hood pulled over his head, and he was running away from Kenneth’s house!


  Kenneth almost cried. Did he have a stalker? Was someone going to blackmail him about his secret? He was still half-hard and couldn’t even get off now. The hooded man had ruined his moment. Maybe ruined his life.


  How would Kenneth ever feel comfortable again now that he knew someone was watching him?


  Kenneth ran to the bathroom and slammed the door shut, glancing at every corner of the room, afraid whoever had been on his porch had planted cameras. Kenneth sat on the floor and hugged his legs, rocking gently, telling himself it would be okay.


  It had to be okay.


  Right?


  ***


  The night air was cool as Frank’s shoes pounded the ground as he ran toward his car. He couldn’t believe what he’d witness nor how hard it had made his cock. Frank had been rubbing his member through the outline of his pants when he lost balance and caused the floorboard to squeak, which made Kenneth realize someone was watching him.


  Frank couldn’t believe how sexy he found his old best friend. How was it possible Frank wanted to slide between Kenneth’s cheeks more than he’d ever wanted to fuck a pussy? It seemed so new and exhilarating. Frank wanted to hear Kenneth moan when he took his dick. He wanted Kenneth to sit on his hands and knees to take Frank’s cock.


  Frank was panting by the time he reached his car, and his dick was still rock hard. He slid into the driver’s seat. It was dark outside, and he was far from Kenneth’s place, so he felt safe enough to pull out his manhood.


  His member was thick and veiny and begging for touch. Frank wrapped his hand around it, pretending girly Kenneth was there to touch him. Pretending girly Kenneth was there to bend his body over the center console to wrap his lips around Frank’s stiffness.


  Frank rubbed his cock, grunting as he got ever closer to an orgasm. He wished Kenneth were there to swallow his load, but Frank was patient. He wouldn’t be finding any girls in town. Not until he exhausted every possible resource to get the girl he really wanted.


  Kenneth.


  All dressed in white. So pretty and so innocent looking, yet Frank had a feeling Kenneth would be anything but innocent if they stripped naked together.


  Frank gasped as his load shot from his tip, covering his fist with his white cream. His cum kept flying out and making a mess, but Frank didn’t care. He had been too horny and turned on by his best friend, but now that he’d cum, he was only getting more confused.


  Kenneth was so sexy as a girl, and Frank knew he’d do everything he could to get a taste of girly Kenneth, even if it risked their friendship.


  Frank had to have him.
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  Kenneth hadn’t dressed up since he saw that creep running away from his home. Having a stalker shattered every sense of safety Kenneth once felt. How could he ever feel comfortable, even behind a closed door?


  Kenneth was meeting Frank for a drink at the bar. He wanted to confide in his friend about the stalker situation, but how could he say anything without revealing his womanly tendencies? Kenneth was on the fence about saying anything when he walked through the door.


  Frank was sitting in a booth. He waved from across the room, looking far too handsome for his own good. Had he been working out more since returning to Michigan? There was something different about him. A glow Kenneth couldn’t quite put his finger on, but damn, he wanted to put his fingers all over Frank’s body.


  “Hey,” Kenneth said when he approached the table.


  “Hey.” Frank slid out of the booth to shake Kenneth’s hand, but all he could think about was how beautiful Kenneth looked dressed in white. He’d gone by a few times since to watch Kenneth through the window, but Kenneth hadn’t changed into a girl since that night Frank made noise on the front porch.


  Kenneth noticed something different about Frank’s energy, but he didn’t know Frank had been the one stalking him. He didn’t know Frank was secretly picturing Kenneth all dressed up in white, looking like one of the sexiest women that Frank had ever seen.


  They were standing and staring at each other a few seconds too long, both thinking about the other in the naughtiest of ways.


  Kenneth blushed and cleared his throat. “Should we sit?”


  Frank chuckled and took a step away from Kenneth. “Yeah, that’s a good idea.”


  They slid into the booth, tension brimming between them. A server came over. They ordered some beers and appetizers. Frank asked Kenneth about his week. Kenneth gave a generic answer, recounting some events from work. Frank had yet to take a job, so he’d been spending most of his time watching girly boys on the internet, when he wasn’t watching through Kenneth’s window from the bushes.


  “When will you get a job?”


  “I don’t know. I’m in no rush. Maybe I’ll go to the community college and pick up a new skill. Plumbing or something.”


  “You? A plumber?” asked Kenneth.


  Frank smirked and held Kenneth’s gaze. “Would it be so bad if I learned how to clean pipes?”


  Kenneth coughed. His body flushed, but he couldn’t look away. Frank was holding his attention with the intensity of his stare. What did Frank mean? Was he talking about regular pipes or his pipes?


  Kenneth’s member twitched beneath the panties he was wearing. If only he knew how stiff Frank had grown on the other side of the booth. Too bad he couldn’t tell Frank was rubbing the outline of his member as he imagined plunging it between Kenneth’s parted lips.


  “Uh, I guess not.”


  Frank cracked his knuckles under the table and then took a sip of his beer. The server dropped off some food seconds later, which broke the tension. Frank wanted to tell Kenneth about his budding desires but was afraid it might ruin their friendship.


  They drank their beers and ate the appetizers, ignoring the obvious tension between them. It was so thick that the other patrons could feel it and kept stealing glances of Frank and Kenneth.


  “Can I tell you a secret?” Kenneth asked after they’d paid the bill.


  “Anything,” Frank said. He had to fold his lips to stop himself from shouting that he wanted Kenneth to dress up for him. He had to stop himself from confessing the singular thought in his head.


  “I think I have a stalker. I saw this guy running away from my house the other night.”


  “Shit,” said Frank. He played up the concern, doing his best not to reveal himself. “That’s scary. How do you know he was at your house?”


  “I heard him on my porch.”


  “You think he was trying to break in and got scared?”


  Kenneth considered Frank’s idea. “Maybe, but I could swear he was staring in through the window, and—”


  “What?” Frank asked, hoping Kenneth would say what he didn’t have the strength to say.


  “Nothing. I should get going.”


  Frank tried to stop Kenneth, but he was too fast, and Frank wouldn’t chase after Kenneth. Not yet. He wasn’t ready, and Frank didn’t know if he was strong enough to reveal his desires, but the day would come.


  Either that, or Frank would have to leave town because he was going crazy fantasizing about everything he could do with girly Kenneth.
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  Weeks had passed since Kenneth heard the man on his porch. There hadn’t been another incident since, and not dressing up was driving him crazy. 


  Putting on those dresses, jewels, and makeup calmed Kenneth. They eased his anxieties and made his life so much more meaningful than he ever thought possible before he’d tried on that first pair of blue panties. Kenneth had discovered parts of himself he always knew were simmering beneath the surface but never had the courage to explore.


  Kenneth couldn’t go back to those dark days. He couldn’t let a creepy stranger stop him from living. Dressing as a woman gave Kenneth energy. It gave him a sense of freedom. It gave him a power that was greater than any he’d ever felt.


  Kenneth closed all the blinds as he walked toward his bedroom. His dick was growing as he neared the closet. Kenneth stopped before he opened the door, listening closely to make sure nobody was standing on his porch. He didn’t see anyone, but eyes could deceive.


  If only Kenneth knew that his secret admirer was lurking in the shadows, watching his every move.


  Kenneth took a deep breath and opened the closet door. He stepped inside, savoring the sight of the clothes he’d been avoiding. He ran his fingertips along the different fabrics, which made him painfully hard. There was no questioning his love of womanly clothes. No questioning how in awe he was of his own feminine side, and she was hungry to come out.


  Tonight, Kenneth would become Brittany.


  Brittany was a sassy banker who didn’t take shit from anyone. She had dirty blonde hair, huge boobs, and loved showing her legs. Kenneth picked out a miniskirt. He got his biggest bra and several gel pads. It’d been weeks since he last dressed up, and he was feeling the urge to go all out.


  He went to the bathroom after picking out his outfit and some fake diamonds. He even had the wig ready, along with everything else, but Kenneth hadn’t shaved his legs, and hairy legs just wasn’t something Brittany would tolerate.


  Kenneth turned on the hot water and filled an inch of his tub. He perched on the edge of the tub, dipping his feet into the water. Kenneth lathered his legs with shaving cream, gently pulling the blade along his skin. There was nothing more he loved than seeing hair disappear from his body.


  Soft music was playing in the background as Kenneth worked to make himself as smooth as coconut cream. He showered after he finished, using an ultra-feminine beauty bar to cleanse his skin.


  Kenneth was feeling refreshed and girly when he stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his body, tucking it beneath his shoulders. He loved how the towel ended right past his package, which was hairless and smelled of the soap he’d used to wash himself.


  Kenneth grabbed a bottle of lotion and took it to his bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed and lathered himself with the lotion, adding layer after layer until he was sure that not a single razor bump would appear.


  Kenneth was about ready to become Brittany, but he still had to pick out a pretty pair of panties and some stockings.


  There was a seemingly endless selection of lingerie in Kenneth’s drawer of womanly undergarments, but a pair of crotchless black panties was calling his name. He was desperate to put on his skirt and watch some porn. Touch himself and release all over his crotchless panties.


  Kenneth pulled the black lingerie up his legs. His bra was also black. He put it on and them stuffed it with the gel pads. Then he pulled the miniskirt up his legs and put on a white blouse that did nothing to hide his bra.


  Brittany wasn’t afraid to show what she had.


  Kenneth could feel Brittany coming alive within him. His old self was slowly fading to the background. It was as though he became a different person every time he put on an outfit. He’d lived as hundreds of different women over the years, but Brittany felt right for tonight.


  Kenneth sat in front of the mirror. He grabbed his wig of dirty blonde hair and placed it atop his head, adjusting it until the bangs hung perfectly. Kenneth grabbed his makeup bag next and got to work, making Brittany come to life on his face.


  Every stroke represented the countless hours of practice Kenneth had. He could make his manly half disappear within a few minutes. He could also transform himself into a completely different person in just a bit more time. Kenneth loved how powerful makeup and clothing were. He loved how much he could change.


  Why had he given all this up just because he’d heard someone on his porch?


  They were probably just trying to prank him. Or rob him. Either way, they probably hadn’t seen him wearing women’s clothing. Kenneth had overreacted and stripped himself of time he could never recuperate.


  Kenneth sighed as he finished his makeup and grabbed the fake diamonds. He put them on and told himself nobody cared about his crossdressing. They didn’t care that he became a woman behind closed doors, or at least Kenneth told himself that he shouldn’t care what others thought.


  Becoming Brittany made him happier than any bonus at work ever had. It made him happier than new furniture or even showing up to find a box on his porch from the internet. Nothing completed Kenneth more than transforming into a gorgeous and seductive woman.


  Brittany had come to life, and she was hungry. Hungry to touch her dick. Maybe suck on someone else’s cock.


  Brittany opened her laptop and reached under her skirt. She browsed some videos of girls getting plowed by hunky men. Her girly dick was rock hard and dripping just watching the previews. She hadn’t touched herself in weeks and was hungry to shoot her load, but then a strange noise caused all the buildup in her head to fall crashing to the floor.


  Brittany pulled the hand from beneath her skirt. She slammed the laptop shut. Her heart was racing, but her dick was still rock hard. She was about to stand, but then she heard another noise.


  There was someone on her porch!


  Brittany held her cock down and ran to the door.


  “I’ll call the cops, you creep!” Brittany hollered in a way that made her voice crack. She heard another squeak. She swallowed and prepared herself to use a girly voice. “Go away! I’ll scream!”


  The person on the other side of the door cleared their throat. “It’s me, Kenneth. It’s Frank.”


  Brittany covered her mouth, cursing to herself. “Kenneth isn’t home right now.” Brittany’s cock twitched as she supported herself with the door. She wished she could open it to let Frank inside, but it would risk their friendship.


  “Come on, Kenneth. I know it’s you, and I know what you do. I just want to talk.”


  Brittany swallowed, but she found herself placing her hand on the doorknob. “Promise not to laugh?”


  “I promise,” said Frank.


  Brittany took a deep breath and opened the door, taking the single biggest risk of her life.
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  Frank couldn’t believe what he saw when Kenneth opened the door. He knew the woman standing in front of him was Kenneth because they had the same eyes, but that was all they had in common. Kenneth had transformed his face. His body. Even his legs looked feminine because of how smooth they were.


  “Wow,” said Frank. No other word could express how he felt.


  “You hate me, don’t you?”


  Frank frowned. He placed his hands on Kenneth’s shoulders as he stepped inside, shutting the door behind him. Frank turned Kenneth and pushed him against the door, cupping his hands under Kenneth’s ample breasts.


  “I will never hate you. In fact, I might be falling in love with you.”


  Kenneth flushed. He was no longer holding down his hard cock, which made a tent beneath his skirt. Frank had Kenneth’s arms above his head, kissing his neck. His lips.


  “You taste incredible. How is it that you look exactly like a woman? If I saw you walking down the street, I wouldn’t know the difference. Hell, I’d probably stop to stare.”


  Kenneth blushed. He loved hearing Frank tell him that he looked like a woman. “It takes a lot of practice,” said Kenneth.


  “I’d say you’re a master by this point because you’re fucking gorgeous, Kenneth.”


  “Call me Brittany.”


  “Is that your name when you’re dressed up like this?”


  “I change names a lot, but I had decided on Brittany for tonight.”


  “It’s nice to meet you, Brittany. I’m Frank, in case you didn’t know.”


  Brittany giggled and shook her head. Frank released her hand. She ran her fingertips along Frank’s muscular back. He kept himself in tip-top shape in case a role ever came up, but Brittany hoped he would let himself go a bit after they fell in love and became a couple.


  She could be whatever woman he wanted, but only if they were a couple. Brittany didn’t want tonight to become a one-time thing, and her body became motionless as the dark thoughts passed through her mind.


  Frank stopped kissing when he noticed the shift. “What’s wrong?” he asked.


  Brittany shook herself free and stepped away from Frank. He followed after her, but she put up her hand.


  “What is it?” he asked. “Did I do something wrong?”


  “How did you know about me?” asked Brittany. “How did you know I was here and dressed like this?”


  Frank went silent and turned to hide his face, telling Brittany all she needed to know.


  “It was you! You were the one on my porch!”


  “Brittany, please. Let me explain.”


  “Let you explain what? How you’ve been stalking me?”


  Frank panicked. He couldn’t deny Brittany’s accusations. He’d become obsessed with girly boys ever since seeing Kenneth all dressed in white. It was easily one of the hottest moments of his life. A second of time he’d never forget. One that had changed him completely.


  “You’re an angel, Kenneth. When you’re dressed as a woman, I see a goddess more than my friend. Nothing about you says man except that tent beneath your skirt, but I’m interested in that too. This isn’t easy for me, Kenneth, but why can’t we give this a shot?”


  Kenneth took a step back when Frank moved toward him, but he didn’t have much room to spare. Frank would close the gap, and Kenneth would have nowhere to go. His back would be pressed up against the wall.


  “It would ruin our friendship,” said Kenneth.


  “Isn’t it worth the risk? Don’t you want to experience what life could be like with someone who knows both your girly and manly sides?”


  It was a fantasy Kenneth had dreamed of for ages, but Frank was his best friend. One of the few friendships he’d maintained throughout the years.


  “We can’t risk our friendship, Frank. I shouldn’t have let you inside. You should go.”


  “No,” said Frank.


  “No?”


  “You’re pushing me away even though I’m telling you I want you. What if I promise to stay your friend no matter what happens?”


  “You can’t make a promise like that, Frank. Nobody can predict the future. You could change your mind in a second after we do something. Why did you even have to come back from California? I was doing just fine before you came home and made everything about what I do more confusing.”


  Frank hated how his friend Kenneth was on the verge of tears when he looked so stunning. Frank wished more than anything that Kenneth could see himself through his eyes. He wished Kenneth could read his mind.


  “Our friendship means a lot to me, but what if I was meant to find you dressed in white that one night? What if it was destiny presenting itself?”


  “I don’t believe in destiny or fate or any of that,” Kenneth said and crossed his arms over his chest. He hated how incredible his breasts felt beneath his arms. Their softness was disarming, but Kenneth had to remain strong. Frank had lost his mind if he thought Kenneth would cross the line and ruin their friendship.


  Kenneth stepped forward and tried to walk past Frank, but Frank pulled him against his body.


  Frank pushed his fingers into Kenneth’s dirty blonde hair. “You want me to call you Brittany, beautiful?”


  Kenneth swallowed. He’d been waiting to hear something like that his entire life. He normally had to act like a bimbo slut with guys to avoid using his voice, but his voice could crack with Frank, and it wouldn’t matter. There were no secrets between them.


  “Please,” Kenneth said in a breath.


  “I’ll call you whatever you want, Brittany. You tell me who you want to be for the night, and I’ll go along with it. Don’t you want a partner who’ll understand you? All of you?”


  “Yes,” Brittany said. Her knees buckled a bit, but Frank held her by the small of her back.


  “I can be that man for you, Brittany. Open your heart and give me a chance.”


  “Oh, Frank. Don’t tease me.”


  Frank shook his head as he held Brittany’s sides. “I’m not teasing you, Brittany. How about I show you how serious I am?”


  Brittany swallowed as Frank sank to his knees in front of her, kissing her body as he fell. Frank touched Brittany’s exposed thighs, tracing his fingertips along the spot where her stockings ended. The tent beneath Brittany’s skirt grew, and Frank had a front-row view.


  He moaned as he reached up and wrapped his hand around Brittany’s thick dick.


  “These crotchless panties are so sexy. I love how girly they make your dick look.”


  “Yeah?” Brittany asked.


  “Yeah,” Frank said as he moved his lips to her tip. Frank opened his mouth and savored the moan that left Brittany’s lips when he closed his around her shaft.


  “Fuck,” said Brittany. “That feels so good.”


  Frank bobbed his head along Brittany’s shaft. He loved how it smelled of flowers and fruit. He loved how Brittany had shaved it and made it as girly looking as possible. Frank had never sucked a dick, but he could suck Brittany’s cock for the rest of his life.


  Frank smacked his lips when he pulled off Brittany’s throbbing womanhood. Precum bubbled at her tip. Frank pushed his thumb against it before licking it clean.


  “I’m getting close. You want me to blow you?”


  Frank shook his head. “This is about you, beautiful. I want to show you I’m serious.”


  Brittany moaned. She ran her fingers across the top of Frank’s head, feeling overwhelmed that he knew the truth. He was on his knees and seconds from making her cum, but something about the moment made her more accepting to the possibility of dating him. Frank wouldn’t have sucked her if he wasn’t serious.


  Brittany grabbed the base of her cock and wagged it in Frank’s face, making him chuckle, but he didn’t waste any time wrapping his lips around her cock.


  Frank moved his mouth up and down Brittany’s shaft until she was moaning and trying to push away his head, but he wouldn’t allow it. He wanted to taste her girly seed. He wanted to feel it sliding down his throat. Frank held the back of Brittany’s legs and pushed his mouth all the way to the base of her cock.


  “Fuck, Frank. I can’t—”


  Frank knew what was coming, but he didn’t stop. He sucked Brittany’s cock even more intensely. He moaned as he felt her balls tightening, promising to fill his mouth with her hot, thick cream.


  Brittany hollered when she couldn’t hold her load a second longer. She dropped her head back and emptied her cock into Frank’s mouth. He swallowed every drop, insanely hard in his pants, but he hadn’t even touched himself.


  Brittany stepped back. Her cock fell out of Frank’s mouth. She shook her shoulders and took a deep breath as a few giggles spilled from her lips.


  “Wow. Shit. That was hot,” she said.


  Frank wiped his lips with a hand. “It was the hottest. You drive me fucking crazy, Brittany. Don’t toss me out.”


  “Why would I do that?” 


  “So, you’re willing to give us a chance?” asked Frank.


  Brittany nodded. Frank had his hand on the small of her back and was holding her close. She could feel his erection pressing against his jeans, trying to break free. Brittany rubbed the back of her hand against it.


  “Want me to take care of you?”


  “Not yet,” said Frank.


  “What? Why not?”


  “I have a surprise for us.”


  “You do?”


  “Yeah,” Frank said with a wicked grin. “Pack some cute stuff into a bag, and then we’re leaving.”


  “What about work?”


  “I’ll pay you whatever you miss.”


  Brittany beamed and ran to her room, throwing her favorite outfits, jewels, makeup, and lingerie into a suitcase. She added a few extras and raced back to the door, where Frank was waiting to take her somewhere.


  Anywhere.


  It didn’t matter as long as they were together.
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  It wasn’t until they were in the city limits that Brittany had an idea of where Frank was taking her. She radiated as she stared at the skyline in the distance. Detroit wasn’t the most put together city in the country, but there was something so gorgeous about it.


  Historic buildings mixed with newer ones all along the riverfront. They drove past them as they made their way to a hotel overlooking the water. It was near a ton of different restaurants and shops.


  “Is this where we’re staying?”


  “I thought we could use a night in the city. Don’t you like dancing?”


  Brittany grinned. “I love it. I should put on some different panties though. Wouldn’t want to get a tent on the dance floor.”


  “Yeah, good idea. We can park the car in the garage too.”


  Frank pulled up to the hotel. A valet worker took his car to the garage, and they made their way inside with the bags. The hotel had old-world charms. People had clearly taken their time carving out the trim work. They had also placed the tiles with an incredible attention to detail, creating a piece of artwork upon which people walked.


  The room was even nicer. It had views of the water and tall buildings. Brittany didn’t even want to know how much Frank had paid. Not that he would tell her. He’d had her wait on the sofa in the lobby while he paid.


  “This is incredible,” Brittany said as she stared out the window.


  Frank came up behind her and placed his hands on her hips, pressing his manhood into the skirt covering her ass. She was still wearing her crotchless panties, so he reached around and wrapped his hand around her stiff member.


  “Are you sure you want to go dancing?”


  Brittany moaned and pressed her bottom into the outline of Frank’s manhood, desperately wanting to take it, even though she was still nervous about the idea of taking a cock. There was something about the hotel overlooking the water. The familiarity of Frank’s touch. Brittany had never felt ready to give herself to a man, but getting rammed suddenly sounded better than moving her hips on the dance floor.


  “How far is the club?”


  “Oh, it isn’t very far at all.”


  Brittany sighed. “We can go for a bit.”


  Frank still had his hand on Brittany’s thick member, stroking it gently. He didn’t want to let go. He didn’t want the moment to end.


  “You’d better put on those other panties, or I’ll end up sucking your girly dick on the dance floor.”


  “Don’t tease me, Frank.”


  Frank lifted Brittany’s skirt and slapped her ass, telling her to change her panties before he stripped her naked to take advantage. Brittany came back a few minutes later wearing a pair of pretty pink panties that kept her package tight against her body. She took Frank’s hand and pulled him out of the door before they went too far.


  ***


  The music was thumping. Sweat dripped down Brittany’s body as Frank held her hips and rubbed his hardened member along the backside of her skirt. Her pretty pink panties were doing their job of keeping Brittany’s girly cock contained, but just barely. All Frank would have to do was move the fabric to the side, and her thickness would fall out, but Frank could wait until they got back to the hotel.


  “You are so fucking sexy, Brittany. I want to dance with you forever,” Frank said into Brittany’s ear using a sultry whisper.


  “We can dance all you want, but I might not be Brittany every time.”


  “You can be whoever you want to be, baby. All that matters is getting to taste that girly cock in my mouth.”


  Brittany moaned and lifted her arms, wrapping them around the back of Frank’s neck. She wished he could bend her over right there and plow into her, but she’d be a good girl and wait until they got back to their hotel room with city and water views.


  “What about my girly ass?


  “I’ll taste that too,” Frank said. He was growing hard as Brittany rubbed her backside against his member.


  “I want you to do more than taste it,” said Brittany.


  Frank grabbed a handful of her ass and slipped his finger past her pink panties. Brittany gasped when his finger touched her hole, but it felt just right. They’d already had two drinks and had been at the club for nearly an hour, and all Brittany wanted was to get back to the hotel to give Frank what she’d never given anyone else.


  “You like that?” Frank asked.


  “Yes,” Brittany said in a breath. “I’ve never been fucked before, but I want you to be the first.”


  Frank’s mouth nearly fell open. He didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed Brittany’s hand and led her toward the exit.


  “I’ll happily be your first,” Frank said when they got outside and away from the blaring music.


  “Please, Frank! I want nothing more.”


  Frank nodded and noticed there was a taxi sitting at the corner. They took it because he couldn’t wait a second longer than necessary to have Brittany. 
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  Frank kissed Brittany with a passion so intense she had to push him away to take a breath. No man had treated her so tenderly before, and she never wanted it to end. Frank’s touch looked better than melted butter on golden toast.


  She couldn’t wait to feel his manhood slide into her tiny cave. She couldn’t wait for his cream to drip between her cheeks. Coat her balls before running down her thighs. Having a man use her had been a fantasy for ages, and it was finally about to come true.


  “I want you as more than a friend, Kenneth.”


  Brittany’s eyes widened at Frank’s use of her boy name. She stiffened in his arms.


  Frank didn’t care. He still kissed her. “Before we do this, I wanted to let you know. You can be Brittany or Veronica or Tanya or whoever else, but I’ll always know you’re Kenneth, and I don’t care. We’re friends and now we can be lovers too.”


  Brittany fell against Frank’s chest before kissing him gently on the lips. “Oh, Frank. Thank you for saying that. If you change your mind in—”


  “I won’t change my mind. I’m serious about you, Kenneth. Brittany. We can make this work.”


  Brittany was tired of fighting what she most wanted. Maybe falling in love with her best friend was unconventional, but his return to their hometown was fate. What else could it be?


  “Okay, Frank. Let’s give this a chance.”


  Frank went back to kissing Brittany all over, unable to control himself. He stripped her naked until she was wearing nothing but her stuffed bra and pink panties. The panties were too restrictive though, and Frank wanted nothing more than to taste Brittany in his mouth.


  Brittany moaned when Frank started sucking her dick. She was wearing nothing but her bra and was rock hard. She was also much too close to cumming.


  “Fuck me before I cum.”


  Frank didn’t need to be told twice. He’d been dreaming about fucking Kenneth since he saw him all dressed in white. Frank slapped his friend’s ass as he unbuttoned his pants.


  “Get on the bed, Brittany, and put your thick ass in the air.”


  Brittany did as Frank commanded, sitting on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed. She glanced over her shoulder.


  “I just got tested a few weeks ago and everything came back okay. Are you clean?”


  Frank growled as he rubbed his manhood, feeling even more turned on than he’d been just a few seconds before.


  “I’m clean. You want me to fuck that ass bare?”


  “Please, Frank! Claim my ass! Make it yours!”


  Frank stepped forward and slapped his hand hard against Brittany’s backside. Her hole was perfectly hairless and puckered up tight like it had never been used. 


  “This might hurt a little,” Frank said as he got in position. He had some lube and lathered his dick with it.


  “It’s okay. I’m ready for whatever you give me, Frank.”


  “Fuck, you’re the sexiest woman ever, Brittany. I’m so glad I moved back and found you.”


  Brittany knew Frank was telling the truth judging by how hard his cock was as he guided it to her hole. He slapped his member against her puckered entrance before squirting a bunch of lube at the spot where his dick met her hole.


  Brittany was nervous as Frank pressed his tip against her opening, but she was ready to lose her anal virginity. Frank was big, but her walls would adjust to his size with time, and she would learn to love his cock.


  “Ready?”


  “Yes,” Brittany said in a sultry voice.


  Frank held Brittany’s cheeks apart as he pushed his tip into her tight opening, making her yelp. Brittany fell forward, but she was back to her knees in a second.


  “You okay?”


  “Yeah, I can take it. I need to take it.”


  Frank added more lube to his cock before pushing back into Brittany, but she was ready for him the second time. His cock still felt mind-shatteringly big inside her, but she took deep breaths to relax her hole. After a minute of adjusting to Frank’s size, his cock suddenly felt magical.


  Frank moaned as he slid around more easily inside Brittany. He loved how smooth she felt. How tight her hole was around the base of his manhood. Sex with Brittany felt better than any he’d had before, and he couldn’t wait to spend the rest of his life fucking all the different women his friend would become.


  “Oh, fuck. Your ass feels so good.”


  Brittany reached between her legs and grabbed her dangling cock, which was rock hard and begging to be touched. Her balls were tighter than she’d ever felt, and getting fucked was no longer scary. It was majestic.


  Frank had fucked her and sucked her dick. He’d opened another world of sex up to her because he knew her inside and out. Frank was the man Brittany was meant to love.


  “Me too, Frank.” Brittany moaned as she rubbed her cock. She could cum at any second but wanted Frank to fill her first.


  “Shit,” Frank hollered as he squeezed Brittany’s cheeks. She glanced over her shoulder, and the look on his face told her everything. Brittany grabbed her cock and started rubbing it frantically.


  “I’m about to cum too,” said Brittany.


  Frank pushed deep and hollered at the top of his lungs. Brittany pushed her ass all the way down Frank’s cock to capture every drop of his seed as she stroked her girly dick. Frank squeezed Brittany’s ass just as she roared. Her walls contracted around Frank’s member as she let out her load.


  They stared out to the glistening water beneath them as they came down from their orgasms, feeling like everything was perfect in the world.


  Frank pulled out of Brittany a second later and then wrapped his arms and legs around her, holding her close. They watched the city lights dance on the water as they drifted off to sleep, not caring at all about how sticky their bodies were because they were together, and nothing else mattered.
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  Six Months Later


  “You almost ready?” Frank hollered. He was reading a newspaper in their living room, which had a view of Lake Huron. Kenneth was upstairs putting on an outfit. Frank wouldn’t know what girl was getting until Kenneth came down the stairs, but he always loved whoever Kenneth became.


  “Almost,” Kenneth hollered in his girly voice. He was no longer living in a mobile home, and Frank had left his single-guy apartment. They got a cute house not too far from the downtown area, so they could walk to cafes and shops and all the stuff their small town offered.


  “Let’s go. We’ll be late for our reservation in Detroit.”


  Kenneth emerged a second later. He was wearing a white dress with a red wig and looked utterly amazing. Frank hopped to his feet and ran over to her.


  “Who are you tonight?”


  “Scarlett,” she said in a seductive voice.


  “All right, Scarlett. You ready to hit the town?”


  “As long as you’re paying. Scarlett doesn’t date cheap guys, and she’s not easy to get in bed.”


  “Guess I’ll have to work extra hard tonight.”


  “That you will,” Scarlett said with a smirk as she walked away from Frank with a tiny purse dangling at her side. He smiled and shook his head as he ran after her, loving how hot she looked from behind with that fitted dress and those high heels.


  Frank just knew it was going to be a magical night.
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