

Panties For Sale

A First Time Transgender Crossdressing Novella

Keary Hayes


Copyright © 2024 Keary Hayes

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Background Image and cover by Keary Hayes.

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

To stay up to date with news and new releases by signing up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. Or you can follow me on twitter or Instagram for news, chat, and fun @Keary_Writes!


Contents

Title Page

Dedication

PANTIES FOR SALE

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

A Thank You From Keary

Also By Keary Hayes…

About the Author


Dedication

Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


PANTIES FOR SALE

Pete and Dale, best friends since high school, have just started college and are aspiring photographers trying to build a reputation for themselves, only… they’re short on cash.

But then Dale has an idea. With all their photography equipment maybe there’s a way to make fast cash. Only it’s a little unconventional, and it involves panties...

Pete and Dale dream of being artists, fine art photographers. Their hope was to start a photography studio while studying at college to get started early, only… its more expensive than they had thought and now they’re struggling for rent.

But then Dale has an idea. He knows a girl who makes good money selling her used panties. Maybe they could try that. Only… the market for a boy’s worn underwear is a lot less lucrative.

So, the pair come up with a wild scheme. Maybe they can fake it? All they need are some panties. Right? But when they do their market research they realise there’s a problem.

To get a good price for worn panties they need photographic proof that they were worn, they need images of the owner wearing them, and there’s no easy way to fake that...

Or is there? The best friends have a lot of photography equipment, and they know how to take excellent photos and how to edit them. They can wear panties for a simple photoshoot, right?

Yet, when the boys start getting fans things quickly get out of hand. They get offers of even more money in exchange for more panties, more photos. So begins a journey of self-discovery, feminization, and romance that changes everything, and that promises to solve the pair’s cash problem for good.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, hypnosis novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

“I’ve got nothing.” I said, a note of defeat in my voice.

I looked to Dale, hopeful. He looked back at me, shaking his head.

“Sorry Pete.” He said, sounding even more hopeless than me. “I’m tapped out too.”

We stared at each other, both hoping the other one would speak, offer some shred of hope, an idea, an avenue we hadn’t tried, but… we were both empty. We’d used up all our ‘lifelines’.

We’d borrowed money from friends, family, had sold everything of value we owned, and we were finally out of chances. We were finally done.

“Fuck.” I said.
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We were going to lose our apartment. We were going to lose our dream.

Pete and I had been friends since we were kids and for almost as long as we’d known each other we’d both shared the same dream. We wanted to be photographers. We both wanted to take photos, make art, create pictures that moved people, that would stir emotion, that would make people think.

We’d met in our first year of high school, aptly enough in the photography club, and we’d soon hit it off since we were the only two members. We’d both also been keen on analogue photography, on capturing images on film and the process of developing negatives and printing them, rather than just focussing on digital—though we both still took plenty of digital photos—and we’d bonded as we discovered we both had similar tastes in styles and artists, though with enough differences that we both discovered new sources of inspiration, new artists to admire, new techniques to try out.

Over the years we’d grown closer, mostly because we were both obsessed with photography and developing our art so it was hard for us to make other friends. When it came to picking colleges we made the decision to go to the same college, to study photography and grow as artists, and while there we decided… why not start a studio?

It made sense. It was what our ultimate plan was all along. We wanted to graduate and start a photography studio together, working on becoming artists, so why not get an early start? If we began in college we’d be ahead of our peers, and by the time we graduated, we’d have already established ourselves.

So, during the last two years of high school, we worked as hard as we could to make it happen. We slaved in school to get the grades we needed to get into the college we wanted to attend, worked hard to develop our skills as photographers, and even worked as many jobs as we could to earn and save as much as possible, not going out, eschewing any form of social life so we could build up the grades and skills and cash necessary to begin our dream.

Not that we really had a social life to begin with. The pair of us were, to put it mildly, misfits. If not for each other we knew we’d have been pretty lonely, but we didn’t care. Maybe that was the reason we’d bonded so closely, and not just our shared love of old film cameras? Maybe the fact we had no other friends brought us closer together?

Whatever, it didn’t matter. The rest of the kids at school didn’t matter. We were focused, committed, and… we made it.

We got the grades we needed to get into our dream college, we’d developed plenty of skills to set us apart from the others on our course. We’d even got enough cash together to get an apartment for the two of us, one big enough to set up a studio and darkroom space, and we’d had enough left over to buy us quite a bit of equipment so we could begin working.

But… we’d made a mistake. We’d figured that by setting up a studio we’d be able to find work, to earn cash while studying. Only no one wanted to hire two young, unknown photographers who were still in college.

We’d managed to snag a few jobs, taking promo images for some college bands, a couple of portrait sessions, and a wedding that we did as a favour for a relative of Dale’s mostly for the experience, but they’d given us a small tip on top of paying for our travel and accommodation, but none of that was anywhere near enough to cover our rent.

We’d burned through our savings, we’d borrowed from family, friends, and now… we were out of options.

We had just over a month left to find a way to pay the rent or we were done.
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“I’ve… I’ve got an idea.” Dale said.

I felt a swell of hope. An idea wouldn’t pay the rent, but it was more than I had, and maybe the idea would pan out.

“It’s a weird one though.” Dale added.

“Weird is better than losing the apartment and the studio.” I said. “If we don’t come up with anything soon we’re going to have to start selling the equipment to make rent, and we’re not going to get anywhere near what we paid for it and without it, we can’t work”

True, most of the work we did was for ourselves, unpaid, but still I hated the thought of losing the studio and all the useful equipment we’d managed to build up. It was what we’d worked so hard for, I was not going to let weird stand between me and a way of saving it.

“Well… I have a friend, more of a friend of my sister actually, and she… well… she… she makes quite a bit of cash selling her underwear. Her worn underwear.” Dale said.

I stared at him, blinked. I’d heard of it, women selling worn underwear online. It was, apparently, lucrative, but…

“How does that help us?” I asked.

“Well… what if we sold ours? I mean… we’d probably not get as much as she does, but… we might get something. There are people into men’s underwear too, right?”

I stared at Dale, chuckled, shaking my head.

“I’ve no idea.” I said. “But… it’s worth a shot.”

Neither of us knew if buying men's worn underwear was a thing, but we were intent on finding out. We opened up my laptop and we searched.

We found numerous sites selling worn women’s underwear, dirty panties and stockings, pantyhose, even socks and shoes—from high heels to trainers—but there was only one site that had a section for men’s underwear and…

“The prices are so low.” I said, looking at the screen.

There were plenty of men selling, but clearly not that many people buying. True, we could make some money selling our underwear, but it’d never be enough to pay the rent.

As we sat and scrolled I couldn’t help but feel a subtle thrill at the number of women selling their panties and pantyhose. There were dozens of them, and the prices they charged were very lucrative, with sexier underwear selling for more, and factors like duration worn affecting price too.

Seeing how much some of the women on the sites were selling dirty underwear for it was obvious that we could have easily paid the rent had one of us had dirty panties to sell. The problem was though that we didn’t.

And then an idea occurred to me.

“What if… what if we just bought some panties and tried to fake it.” I said.

Dale looked at me.

“Fake it how?” He asked.

I shrugged.

“No idea, but… we can work something out, right? And it’s got to be worth a shot. I mean… we don’t need to charge as much as some of these and we’d still be able to earn enough that we can make rent.”

“Yeah, but… we don’t have any panties.” Dale said.

I smiled.

“That’s the easy bit to fix.” I replied.

And with that, I switched from the worn panties site to a shopping site, and I began to browse.
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I opted for simple, cheap, but cute panties, and paid a little extra for overnight shipping. Ten pairs. Enough to get us started but not so many I’d wasted a fortune if it didn’t pan out. It stung, spending a chunk of what little cash I had left to buy panties, but you needed to spend money to make money so they said.

When the box arrived Dale and I both gathered in the kitchen to open it. The panties, laid out on the counter, looked surprisingly innocuous but also out of place. Neither of us had ever even kissed a girl, let alone handled panties before. Seeing them, touching them, was oddly thrilling and exciting.

“The fabric is softer than I expected.” I said.

Dale nodded.

“It’s a different cotton to shorts. Not as coarse. I mean… why can’t they make our underwear out of this stuff?” He said, chuckling.

I nodded. I was quiet.

“How do you think… how do you think we get them to smell and look worn?” I asked.

Dale was staring at the panties. I wondered if they were having the same effect on him that they were having on me.

I’d never dated in high school, had not dated so far in college, so the closest I’d been to panties was seeing them in adverts or in shops. I’d never handled them, and I’d certainly never had a set of ten, cute, pretty panties laid out before me.

The thought that I technically owned ten pairs of girl’s panties made my heart beat faster, a fluttering in my gut. Part of me wanted to touch them, feel them, and I could almost see why someone might buy used panties. What would they smell like?

It was going to be hard to fade a smell I’d never experienced before.

“I guess… I mean… there’s one obvious way.” Dale said.

I looked at him. I could see his cheeks were pink, flush.

“You could… you could wear them?” He said.

My eyes went wide, my mouth dry. I wanted to object. That was a ridiculous suggestion. I could never…

“I mean… I’m guessing the kind of people buying used panties won’t really be that familiar with the smell of a girl compared to the smell of a boy, and… do people really smell that different? Surely it’s mostly sweat and stuff, so if you wore them for a few days and then sold them people would just believe what they wanted to. You’re selling them the fantasy of a girl’s used underwear, and the rest is just doing enough to make sure the fantasy is believable for them.”

I was quiet.

What he said made sense. I mean, how different did worn underwear smell from person to person? It was about doing just enough so that their imagination could fill in the blanks. It was about selling a fantasy experience.

But then… I thought about what they’d be doing with the panties. They’d sniff them, sniff me, and use them for… I felt a rush of emotions, shame and humiliation at it all.

Not only would I be wearing girl’s panties, selling them, but the people who bought them would be sniffing them and using them. I couldn’t, could I?

Yet the alternative was worse. If we couldn’t pay rent we’d lose everything we’d worked for. It was just a stop-measure until our photography worked out. That was all. Just a bit of extra cash to make ends meet. That was all.

“I mean, I could I guess.” I said.

I felt my heart skip. My cheeks were burning.

“But… if I’m doing it, then… maybe you should too. Wear panties I mean.”

Dale’s cheeks went scarlet. He opened his mouth to speak but I cut him off before he could reply and object.

“I mean… if you do it too we’ll earn twice as much. It makes sense really. We have ten pairs. I take five, you take five. We wear them for a couple of days each and then within two weeks we’ll have ten pairs of used panties to sell. Even if we can’t get a premium price for them we’ll still make enough that we’ll be able to make up the shortfall in the rent this month, and if we keep doing it we might even be able to earn enough to pay all of our rent and start paying back what we owe to our friends and our family.”

Dale just stared at me. Yet, I knew it made sense. We had panties as we wanted to sell them as used, which meant wearing them. I figured I could put up with that for money—they were just underwear after all—but why did I have to do it alone? If we both wore them we’d be generating worn panties at twice the rate, and that meant twice the money. It just made logical sense.

“We need all the money we can get, right?” I said. “If we both do it, both wear them, we’ll make more, right? It’s easy money and we’ll be the only ones who know.”

Dale was still quiet. I laughed.

“Oh, so it’s okay for me to wear panties for money, but not for you?” I said.

That snapped Dale out of it. He forced a laugh.

“No, I mean… that’s not what I meant. I just… when I suggested it I didn’t think. I just wasn’t… wearing panties seemed weird. Right?”

I shrugged.

“Not that weird, and not as weird as selling them.” I said, laughing again. “And even if it is weird it beats losing everything.”

It was Dale’s turn to laugh, shaking his head.

“Tell you what, how about we each take one pair, wear them for a couple of days to make them used, and while we wear them we try to work out how much they’ll be worth. If we can’t sell them it’s only a couple of days of moderate discomfort, and hopefully, we’ll still have enough time to come up with a better plan.”

Dale was still.

“I mean… this was your idea.” I said.

He laughed, finally.

“Okay. Fine. We each wear a pair for a couple of days, but… this stays our secret right? We never tell anyone about this?”

I nodded.

“Mutually assured destruction.” I said.

Dale chuckled at that. He turned to look at the panties laid out.

“I guess… you paid for them so you pick first.” He said.

I looked over the array of underwear. They were all pretty plain and innocent, almost like briefs, only a little smaller and skimpier. They were nowhere near as racy as some of the panties I’d seen women selling on the sites we’d researched.

I looked over the colours and patterns. Pinks, whites, blues, pastel shades, some with hearts or flowers on. They were almost… girly in a way, and that almost made it worse. Maybe I should have bought sexy panties?

But they’d been too expensive. I’d had to buy cheap, plain panties in bulk to make as much return as possible. And… at least they looked sort of comfortable.

“These ones.” I said, picking my pair, blushing.

I snatched up a pair of soft pink panties with a delicate pattern of flowers. I’d wanted to pick the plain white one, but...

“I figure pink with flowers will sell better, look a little prettier on the listing.” I said.

Dale nodded at the wisdom of that.

“Good point.” He said. “With that in mind, I’ll take these.”

I watched as he picked up a pair patterned with pink and white stripes. For a split second, I couldn’t help picturing my best friend in them and I felt a rush of feelings, emotions.

I shook my head to get rid of the image, blushing a deeper shade of crimson.

“Guess all we’ve got to do now is wear them?” I said.

Dale nodded. With that, we both headed off to get changed.


Two

The next day or so was strange, to say the least.

Dale and I both had classes and were busy with college work and projects, so we didn’t have that much free time to hang out, but since we had the same classes, lived in the same apartment, and shared the studio space it was almost impossible to get away from each other. That was fine, normally, but things weren’t normal.

I was wearing panties, snug, pink panties decorated with flowers. Panties Dale had seen. Panties Dale knew I was wearing.

The panties themselves were comfortable. Really comfortable. Annoyingly comfortable, the material sensual and delicate, the fit snug—when I’d put them on I’d not been able to help but admire how I looked in them, the way they showed off my legs, my ass, making me look almost hot in a strange, flustering, embarrassing way.

Wearing them felt good in a way underwear wasn’t supposed to feel good and they changed how my body felt meaning even mundane acts made me self-conscious, aware of the smooth material smug on my butt and cock. It was hard to act normally in them, constantly aware that under my clothes I had girly panties on, an exhilarating rush of shame and embarrassment and excitement running through me, but it was even harder knowing that Dale knew.

Was he watching me? Could he tell how much I was struggling in them?

Walking in them made it feel like my ass was larger, wiggling, like my body was somehow different, and there was a constant heat in my chest and cheeks, a racing in my heart that wasn’t normally there. I was constantly hyper-aware, and I was paranoid that Dale could tell.

At the same time, I couldn’t stop watching him either, trying to work out if I could spot any change or difference in him. Was he wearing the panties he’d picked out? Why could I not get that question, the image of those panties out of my head?

I watched him to try to work out if the change was obvious, hoping to console myself that the change in me was in my head and that no one could really tell. Yet, the more I watched him the more I began to notice things. He was moving differently, fidgeting more, blushing too quickly, struggling to maintain eye contact.

I realised that the changes I noticed in him were in me too. I was moving differently, the panties altering how I walked, stood, even sat, and I was blushing all the time, was struggling to look my best friend in the eye. It was like we were both nervous and shy suddenly, awkward and on edge, while at the same time… there was something exciting about it.

So it was that we were both awkward and flustered when we finally got a chance to sit down and think about how to list our panties on the site for sale. I opened my laptop and flicked to the best site I’d found, opened it, and began to look for similar listings to ours. It didn’t take long.

“These look a lot like the ones I… the ones I took.” I said, quickly shifting away from saying ‘the ones I’m wearing’.

They were almost identical to the panties I had on, with the exception that they were plain pink, with no flowers. I opened the link and had a look at the listing.

They were going for a good price. If I could make that I’d be happy. Five pairs of panties, or rather ten if I included the five Dale would be wearing, would make us enough to cover our shortfall in rent with cash to spare. If we kept doing this we’d have money to begin paying back relatives, maybe even buy some more equipment so we could try to get proper paying work that we’d not been able to land due to just not having the gear for the job.

I scanned the text, making notes so I knew what to put for my listing. I could already feel my hope rising. It all seemed almost too easy.

“There’s a problem.” Dale said.

His words caught my attention and I looked up from my screen. I turned to face him.

“What is it?”

He pointed to the screen.

“You’ve not seen it. Look.”

I turned back, scanned the listing, wondering what it was, and then…

“Fuck.” I said.

“I know.” Dale said.

“What do we do?” I asked.

There was quiet.

“We really need the money.” Dale said. “I mean… we could sell them for less, or we could adapt.”

“By adapt you mean…”

I didn’t put it into words.

“I think we can.” He said. “I mean… we have plenty of gear to take high-quality photos and with the right lighting and editing we could make something really special, maybe even sell them for more than this listing.”

I nodded.

“Yeah, but… if we need photos of us in the panties to include in the sale, then…”

My head was spinning. The listing made it very clear that included in each sale was a photo of the girl wearing the panties, to prove it was real, which would be personalised to the buyer.

If we wanted to sell our worn panties for the same price as the listing as the one in front of me—and we really did need the money—then we’d need photos of us wearing the panties. We’d have to take photos of us in the panties we were wearing.

True, we could angle the camera to get away with it, not showing our faces, taking them from the waist down, and we could make the photos look amazing, but… it was bad enough thinking about what people were going to do with my worn panties, how they were going to enjoy them. The thought that they’d enjoy a picture of me wearing them in the same way was almost too much.

Yet… it was more than just horror, more than just shame and embarrassment and humiliation. There was a tightness in my chest too, a fluttering, a sense of nervous excitement at the thought.

I’d never really been attractive. In high school, we’d both been overlooked and unpopular, had kept to ourselves, had been almost invisible, and nothing had changed in college. So, the thought that some anonymous person might get turned on by my panties, a photo of me wearing them, might use them, made me feel almost good in a strange way.

I shook my head, dismissing the thoughts, trying to focus on the problem at hand.

“If we’re going to take photos of us then we’re going to need to look the part, yeah.” Dale said.

I was silent for a moment.

“What does that mean?” I asked, already fearing the answer.

Dale chuckled without humour.

“If we want the money that this listing is asking for, we’re going to need photos, and if we’re going to take photos, we’re going to need to shave so we look smooth, like girls.” Dale said.

I laughed, shaking my head, amused by how absurd it all sounded. Yet I knew I didn’t really have much of a choice.

“We need to shave…” I repeated.

I knew he was right.
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Since I’d bought the panties Dale bought the stuff we needed for the next phase of our unexpectedly complicated plan, but though he paid, we went shopping together, grabbing a few groceries at the same time to make it seem like our purchases were a bit less weird.

Still, I wondered how it looked to the cashier with two male friends buying vegetables, bread, milk, shaving foam, and pink razors together. I tried not to worry about that though, since I already had more than enough to worry about.

We were going to have to shave. We were going to have to take photos of ourselves in panties, made smooth, sexy photos to send to the people who bought our panties.

And if we wanted to get the best photos possible it would mean we’d each need to take the images of each other. We’d have to pose for each other in our panties. I’d have to shave my body and pose for Dale in panties while he took pictures of me, and I’d have to take pictures of him, smooth, in panties. My head was buzzing.

“Who wants to go first?” Dale said as we got home.

We each looked at the other.

“I… I guess I can.” I said. “I can go, then you, we can each busy ourselves getting the studio set up with lighting and stuff to make the most of our time.”

Dale nodded.

“Makes sense.” He said. “And… I had a look, on the side, at the kind of listings that sell well, what kind of photos seem to work. As a word of advice, you should probably shave everywhere so we can get good images. I… I know I’m going to shave everywhere.”

I stared at him, blinking. It was such an odd conversation to be having.

“When you say everywhere you mean…”

“Everywhere.” He said, making it clear what he meant.

I felt my cheeks flare, but nodded again, and headed off to the bathroom to leave Dale to get the studio ready. Once the door was locked I began stripping and looked down at myself.

I chuckled, shaking my head at the situation.

The truth was shaving really wasn’t going to be that difficult. I’d never been that hairy, had never had that much in the way of body hair, but still, the thought of shaving myself like a girl so I could get sexy images of myself so I could sell my panties was wild. But it was better than losing our apartment and having to sell all the equipment we’d acquired.

As I finally slipped out of my panties I looked at myself in the mirror, taking a deep breath. I could feel a tingling at the back of my skull.

I suppose I should have been worried that I was going to look silly in the photos, that I was going to look like a man who’d shaved and put on panties, but I wasn’t. Not really.

I was more concerned with looking good.

It was true Dale and I had bonded in high school because we were both photography nerds, and we’d gotten closer because we’d not really had many other friends, but there was another cause too. In high school, we’d both been the odd ones out.

High school had been hard on both of us. We’d fit in awkwardly at the start, but as the weeks turned into months and the months into years it had become increasingly obvious that we weren’t like the other boys in our class.

While they’d all got bigger over the years, taller and broader, more muscular, more handsome, becoming men, hairy and smelly and masculine, we hadn’t. While the boys around us had blossomed, we had remained stuck.

We’d never sprouted. We’d never gotten taller, broader, hairier, more muscular. It was like we were stuck. While it was true we had grown, had aged, it wasn’t like the other boys around us. We’d both stayed slim, slight, and too short.

Neither of us had grown bulky muscles. Neither of us had sprouted body hair. We’d never gone to parties, never made friends, never hung out with girls because we were both too awkward.

We had each other, we had our cameras, had thrown ourselves into our studies and our part-time jobs, and while it was true we’d done that with a goal in mind, I knew we’d also done that because we were both avoiding the truth. We weren’t very good as men and we were awkward about it.

So then… the thought of suddenly posing as a girl, a woman, left me with a lot of emotions.

I was slim, slight, and short, had what could be described as a petite figure, and almost no body hair. Once I was shaved, in panties, how would I look? What if I looked… good?

I felt a fluttering in my chest at the thought, a tightness in my gut. I couldn’t worry about that though. I just needed to get it over with. I was doing it for the money, that was all, right?

I just needed to look good for the photos. That was all. And if I did look good that would just mean more money. I should be happy.

But… I just felt confused.


Three

Shaving did not take as long as I thought it would. Maybe it was because I lacked much body hair, to begin with, or because I was small, which meant less surface area to shave, but whatever, I was just glad to have it over with and that I’d done a good job and hadn’t cut myself.

As I stepped out of the shower, clean and sparkling, I couldn’t help but pause to look at myself. I looked… different.

I smiled without thinking about it. I looked good. As I stared at my reflection I reached down and touched my smooth, wet body, shivering from more than cold.

Even the lightest caress felt intense, a spark of pleasure and joy radiating out. Without hair, my body was a lot more sensitive to pleasure to touch. I could see my blush spreading across my face and chest. I felt my cock throb, so I stopped touching myself.

An erection was the last thing I needed.

On a whim, grinning, I turned to pick up my panties, and pulled them on, sliding the smooth material up my shaved legs, a sensual caress that made me shudder and bite my bottom lip. I pulled them up over my butt and cock, wiggling to get them snug in place, then turned to look at myself.

I froze.

“Fuck.” I whispered.

I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but what I saw wasn’t it.

I knew I’d look okay in the panties. Having shaved, showered, I’d not been able to deny how different my body looked, smooth and soft and delicate, and I knew I was pretty small, petite, androgynous, but with just the addition of a pair of panties, it was like something had changed.

I stared at my reflection and I giggled. I giggled.

“I’m kinda cute.” I said, whispering to myself.

I was cute. I was really cute. In just the panties, shaved, I looked lean and almost girlish. My legs were long, my waist trim, my belly flat, and my ass was perky and peachy. Even my chest, as flat as it was, looked different, the addition of panties and the lack of body hair made me look like a slim girl with no real breasts.

Even my face looked subtly different, my smile altered, and my features somehow softer. It was like… a spell had been cast, an illusion, turning me from a drab, forgettable, lacklustre man into a cute, pretty girl. And part of me liked it.

I’d never been cute before. I’d never been pretty. Never been hot. But in the panties, shaved, I was. It was just not in the way a man was supposed to be hot.

Yet I didn’t mind how unconventional or weird it was. In that moment all I could feel was joy at being so attractive, at feeling attractive for the first time in my life. I smiled, beamed.

I thought of the photos that Dale was going to take of me, the photos I was going to take of him, and I giggled again. I thought of what people were going to do with my dirty panties and the photos I was going to send them and part of me felt a strange thrill at the knowledge they were going to use them.

I turned, watching my reflection, examining myself. My smile widened. I was still nervous, still anxious, but there was a part of me that was excited too.

Finally, I turned away from the mirror, almost reluctant to break away from my reflection, and I began to dress. It was Dale’s turn with the bathroom, Dale’s turn to shave. I had a studio to help set up. After that, we’d be photographing each other in our panties.

The thought sent a shiver along my spine.
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“All done.”

Dale’s voice was quiet, almost nervous. I looked up from the lighting I was setting up and turned to the door, saw him standing there looking almost bashful, blushing.

“Feels weird doesn’t it?” I said.

He just nodded, then laughed.

“Yeah I… I never would have thought being shaved would feel so…”

“Sensitive?”

He nodded again.

“Yeah. Sensitive. That’s it. It’s like everything is more intense. Even wearing clothes feels more intense.”

There was a catch in his voice, and he wasn’t looking me in the eye. I couldn’t help but remember the panties he’d picked out, pink and white striped. I wondered how he’d look in them and for just a moment I was curious if he was as cute in them as I thought he’d be.

I blushed as I realised I was going to find out.

“So, do you want to go first?” I said, trying not to sound too keen.

But… I was keen. Part of me was excited to have my picture taken, to have a memory of this whole wild misadventure, and part of me was curious about how Dale looked in panties with a shaved body.

Dale, like me, was short and slim, lacking the classical features of masculinity, yet I’d never viewed him as unattractive. His face was symmetrical, with fine cheekbones and full lips, but it was his eyes that I’d always considered his best feature. His big green eyes set off his chin-length red hair perfectly.

How would he look shaved, smooth, posing in just panties?

“I… yeah, sure. Why not.” He said, chuckling.

With that he moved to stand in front of the backdrop I’d set up. I moved to stand behind the camera. Then… he began to strip.

I tried not to stare as he took off his t-shirt and jeans but I couldn’t help it. I was too curious. His body, shaved, looked so different, and the way he blushed, the way he looked so shy was almost intoxicating.

Slowly Dale stripped down to just his panties and he looked…

“Wow.” I said. “You look… good. Really good. These photos are going to be amazing.”

He laughed, giggled. His blush deepened.

“Thanks, I think.” He said. “I’m not sure I should be flattered by being told I look good in panties, posing as a girl to sell used underwear, but… I’ll take it.”

I smiled, realising how silly my compliment must have sounded, but it had been genuine. He did look good.

“Are you just going to stare at me or are you going to take the photos. It’s kind of cold in here.” Dale said, chuckling.

I shook my head as I realised I had been staring. Worse, I realised I’d been staring at Dale’s legs, and his ass. In the panties it looked peachy, firm, feminine, and… kinda hot.

“I… yeah, sorry.” I said. “But… you want to pose first?” I said.

Dale nodded. We’d both spent time studying the kind of poses girls used to sell their dirty panties, so we had an idea of what to go for.

He shifted, turning slightly, pressing his thighs together and curving his back. I focussed the camera, keeping just his lower body—his waist down to his feet—in frame, and then began to shoot.

Dale shifted through poses, and I took dozens of shots. With the set-up we had it was easy to get the lighting perfect, and the illusion of my best friend as a cute girl posing in her panties was so absolute that as I looked through the camera I almost forgot it was him. It was almost like I was in the studio with a hot girl, and I couldn’t help but get a little flustered.

Pose after pose, we both worked, and when I was done I let Dale know so he could get dressed. He was blushing, flush, and he giggled as he pulled his jeans and his t-shirt back on.

“That was kinda fun actually. Nowhere near as bad as I feared. And… it was cool seeing the photos come up on the screen as you took them.” Dale said.

I looked at the monitor screen we had, attached to the digital camera were using, showing the photos we took as we took them and they were saved to the desktop system we had set up. I’d angled it deliberately so whoever was posing could see themselves and adapt accordingly.

The photo I saw made my belly flutter. It was… it was a girl, her long smooth legs, clad in pink and white striped panties, showing off her butt. Yet I knew it was Dale, my best friend.

“With photos like that we’ll sell the panties with no problem, and for a good price. And… while wearing panties and selling them online isn’t my preference, it definitely beats losing the apartment and all this equipment.”

I nodded, agreed. Yet, in the back of my mind, there was a quiet voice that seemed almost… glad for the chance to have worn panties, to have had that fleeting moment in the bathroom where I felt hot.

“But now… your turn.” Dale said.

I laughed, blushing, and hoped he couldn’t tell how nervous and excited I was.
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I stood in front of the camera, in front of Dale, and began to strip. I watched the monitor, the live feed from the camera, rather than looking at my best friend, and I could see my lower body in frame, my waist, legs, feet. As I stripped down to just my panties I couldn’t help but smile at what I saw.

The image was of a cute girl, in her underwear, long legs, trim waist, subtle hips, and a cute butt. Yet… it was me. Those were my smooth legs, those were my hips, that was my butt in the pink panties patterned with flowers. I felt my heart race.

“Fuck… you’re going to be able to charge a fortune for those looking like you do.” Dale said. “You look hot.”

From the tone of his voice, I knew he meant it and that he wasn’t being sarcastic, wasn’t teasing. I blushed, feeling oddly flustered by his compliment.

“Shit… that’s weird, isn’t it? Saying you look hot in panties. I just meant… I meant the photos were going to be hot. I don’t want this to get weird.”

I laughed, blushing. Part of me was flattered at what Dale had said. Did he really think I looked hot?

It was one thing to see myself and think I looked good, but to hear my best friend say it, to hear him say I looked hot, was something else. I could feel my heart beating harder, faster. I felt flattered and… excited, in a way I’d never felt before.

No one had ever told me I was hot before, and now my best friend, the person I cared about most in the world, was telling me I was hot, that I looked hot with a shaved body and with panties on. I felt a throb run through me and I did my best to hide how flustered I was.

“I mean… I’m not sure it can get any weirder. We’re both wearing panties so we can sell them online, and we’re taking racy photos of each other, all so we can make rent. Giving me a compliment is hardly going to make this weirder.” I said.

Dale laughed.

“I suppose you’re right. Well, in that case, I think you’re hot. Now, ready to pose so you can make some money with those dirty panties of yours.”

His tone was jovial, light-hearted, but there was something else there too. I decided not to worry about it though. I had other things to concern myself with… like how to pose in panties.

I struck my first pose, turned slightly to the side, legs together, bending slightly to make my ass stick out. The shutter clicked and I watched the photos come up on the screen.

I adjusted my pose slightly as the camera clicked. I looked… I looked hot. I felt a thrill run through me. I was really hot.

Compared to most of the photos on the site where we were going to sell our panties, the ones Dale was capturing of me were amazing. I knew the biggest factor there was our set-up and our experience, but… I also knew I looked good.

I was cute and pretty and hot, and with my long smooth legs, my cute panties, posing, I looked… sexy. As the camera clicked I adjusted my pose, changing how I stood again and again, and each set of photos was better than the last, with an almost sensual and erotic tension to the images Dale was capturing.

I’d always known he was an excellent photographer, but I’d never known I was such a charismatic model. Seeing myself on screen, my waist, legs, hips, ass, panties, I felt my heart race and my belly flutter. I posed, wiggling, showing off for the camera. I was like a cute, girly underwear model. I felt… I felt good.

“Shit these are amazing.” Dale said. “We can use a few of these, sell the panties for more by offering a set of photos instead of just one.”

I blushed at that idea. It was one thing to see dirty panties pretending I was a girl. It was another thing entirely to sell dirty panties bundled with multiple photos of me wearing them while I was pretending to be a pretty girl. Yet… we needed the money, and I knew the photos would mean I could sell my worn panties for more.

“Same for yours too. I mean… I think the bundles of photos are a great idea. We can sign them too, to the buyers, add personal messages.” I said.

“That’s a great idea.” Dale said.

He sounded almost excited, a note in his voice.

“And given we’ve got four more pairs to wear and sell we should be able to make rent easily. I wasn’t sure this would work, but… I think we might be okay.”

I smiled. I was watching the monitor, the pictures of me posing, the pretty girl in pink panties.

“I think we might be okay too.” I said.

As I said it I could feel something… something new. Was it hope, or excitement? No… that wasn’t it. It felt different, unfamiliar.

I didn’t have time to worry over it though. I was too busy posing and having fun.
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“I can’t believe it!” I said.

“What, what’s wrong?”

Dale came dashing into my room. I was sat on my bed with a cup of coffee with my laptop open. I wanted to check the status of the listings we’d put up the previous night.

Two pairs of dirty, worn panties, mine and Dale’s. I’d put the listings up after we’d taken the photos and edited them, making it clear the buyer would get a set of five photos to go with each pair of panties—five photos of me chosen by Dale, and five photos of Dale chosen by me. We’d listed them for around the average price on the site, which wasn’t much, but if we sold ten pairs at that price we’d have enough to make up the shortfall in our rent with a little to spare.

I’d expected them to take a while to sell, but…

“They’ve sold.” I said. “In fact, they sold within an hour of going up. Both of them. They’ve gone, and… we’ve got fan mail. There are people messaging both of us to ask when we’re going to list more. People are even offering us money, more money than we listed them for if we’re willing to sell to them privately.”

“You… what?” Dale was grinning, laughing.

I’d opened us both accounts on the site and had listed our panties under our pseudonyms—Delilah and Paige—and we both had fan mail, a few from the same people. We had numerous offers for people wanting to buy our panties at more than triple what we’d listed them for if we sold to them directly.

“And you know what’s even weirder.” I said, chuckling.

Dale stared at me, waiting for me to continue.

“Our panties sold to the same buyer.” I said.

Dale stared at me for a moment longer.

“Really?” He said.

I nodded.

“Yup. The same guy bought both our panties.” I said.

Dale laughed.

“What a pervert.” He said, grinning. “But… he’s got good taste. Guess we need to package them up and send them out.”

I nodded.

“And start wearing in the next pair.” I said.

Dale stared at me, his blush deepening.

“Want to know something wild? I… I’m already wearing mine.” He said.

I laughed, blushing.

“Want to hear something even wilder? I am too.” I said.

And with that, we both laughed.


Four

It was a couple of days after sending the package of our first set of panties out that we got the message. The same message had been sent to both accounts.

It was from the buyer of our initial listing. When I first saw it I panicked, worrying that he’d worked out we were fakes, that we were boys, men, and that he wanted a refund. But then I opened the mail and I felt my head spin.

“Dale…” I called out.

Within moments my best friend was in the door to my room, looking worried. I looked up at him and smiled, slightly awkward—we’d both grown slightly awkward with each other over the last few days, the memory of our photoshoot lingering, the knowledge that we were both wearing panties, and the fact that soon we were going to have to do another photo-shoot to sell the panties we were wearing once they were dirty. Plus… there was something different about Dale.

I couldn’t put my finger on it but he was behaving differently. I knew him better than I knew anyone, knew him better than I knew myself, so I could feel it, yet it was so subtle I couldn’t describe it. Worse, I knew I was acting differently too. I was almost shy around him, flustered that he knew I was smooth under my clothes, in panties, that he’d seen me posing.

And, on top of all of that, I could feel the panties affecting me. Being smooth, wearing panties all day, was affecting me. I was moving differently, more wiggle in my hips, my ass, a constant tingling sense of enjoyment, a flustered excitement, and I was always slightly nervous that someone was going to discover my secret, our secret.

I could see it in Dale too, the way he walked subtly different, his gait more feminine, a sway in his hips and ass. Or… was I imagining all of it? Were the panties not affecting my body, but rather corrupting my mind.

Or was it both?

“What’s up?” Dale said, a slight pinkness to his cheeks.

He was blushing a lot more recently. But then I was too.

“That guy, the one who bought our panties, he… he’s messaged us.”

“Fuck. Has he worked it out, that we’re fakes? Does he want a refund?” Dale said.

I smiled, shook my head.

“No. That’s what I worried about at first, but it’s… he’s worked out that we know each other. Or he suspects. He said he could tell from the packages and the photos. He’s asking us to confirm we know each other, that we’re working together. That’s all.”

Dale stared at me.

“We can just lie, right, tell him we don’t, that he’s mistaken, and then block him so he doesn’t buy from us again. I mean… we don’t need creeps trying to spy on us. Right?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, we can, but… he’s offering us extra if we know each other.” I said. “He… he’s saying if we do know each other, and we’re willing to fulfil a request for him, he’ll pay us both for photos and panties.”

Dale smiled.

“Cool. I mean… that’s cool, right? I can put up with creeps for extra cash. How much extra?”

I was silent for a moment, then I giggled.

“It’s a lot. Like… a lot.” I said.

“Well… cool. Right?” Dale said.

“Yeah, cool. But… the request is pretty out there. I’m not sure…”

“What is it?” Dale asked. “For the right amount we can do out there, can’t we?”

I smiled, amused by his confidence and surety.

“He wants us to pose together for the photos, and… he wants full body, including face.” I said.

Dale was silent.

“Like I said, pretty out there. And it’s not like we can…”

“How much?” He asked.

“Enough to pay what we need for this month's rent and a large chunk of next month's.” I said. “But we can’t…”

“We can try.” Dale said.

I stared at him for a moment. I blinked.

“What… are you losing your mind? He wants both of us posing together, full bodies, with faces. We can’t do that. We…”

“We can get wigs, and make-up, and bras. We can pull it off. I know it. For that amount of money, we’ve got to at least try, right?”

I was silent. Dale stared at me.

“Please.” He said. “If this works we can make rent, pay back what we own, and maybe even expand the studio. Plus… last time was kinda fun, right?”

He chuckled. I chuckled.

“Yeah, I suppose it was kinda fun. Fine, if you think we can do it we’ll try, but if the photos don’t look any good then we’re not sending them and we give up on the idea, right?”

Dale nodded.

“Deal.” He said.
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We ordered the wigs and make-up online, along with some extra underwear, more panties, and some bras for each of us, paying extra for overnight shipping. It was a lot of money, but if Dale’s plan worked then we’d make it back and more in just this one sale.

I just had to hope it worked. But then… if it worked we’d be sending photos of us dressed up as girls to some creep who was buying our used panties.

Yet, the thought of being a pretty girl left me flustered and excited. The thought of being a pretty girl left me flustered. I wouldn’t work though, would it?

It was one thing to get away with legs and butt and belly when carefully selecting angles with a camera, it was another thing to change my face and hair and still look like a cute girl.

Still, I was committed to the idea. Dale had sold me on it, and I’d spent a lot of money on supplies. So I had to at least try, right?

It was with that in mind that we both sat down once everything had arrived and began to get ready for our joint photoshoot. We’d done our research, watching make-up tutorials online, watching guides on how to style wigs and how to make the most of your features, what colours would work with our complexions and eye colours, what styles would suit us.

Still, it was not as easy as the videos made it look. It took each of us over an hour to manage even a basic glamour look—eyeshadows, mascara, eyeliner, shadows and highlights, lipstick.

“It’ll get easier with practice.” Dale said as we worked side by side.

I knew he was right, but the thought that we were going to be doing this enough to get good at it made my head spin. We needed the money, so if it worked it would make sense to do it again, but… it was more than that. It was like I was excited by the idea of getting good with make-up, like being pretty meant more to me than money.

It must just be the panties affecting me though. That was all. Right?

As I finished I looked up at the mirror to inspect myself. I smiled.

It wasn’t perfect but it was good enough. No, it was better than good enough. It was good.

I’d picked colours to go with my blue eyes, going for a soft pink and a dark purple eyeshadow, black mascara and black eyeliner, adding fake lashes to make my eyes look big and bright and glamorous. I used highlights and shadows to make my cheekbones pop, and to make my nose and jaw look even more delicate—though my features were pretty far from masculine to begin with—and as a final touch I added lipstick, a soft pink, along with a final coat of glittering gloss to make my lips look wet and plump.

My smile widened. I looked… I looked pretty. I looked like a girl. A cute, pretty, attractive girl. Maybe Dale’s plan was going to work?

After the makeup I added my wig, fitting it to my natural hair with a series of clips, then taking a moment to style it.

I’d gone for a blonde wig in the same colour as my natural hair, only lighter, with soft waves, coming down to past my shoulders, while Dale had gone for a red wig with full curls that were just slightly shorter than mine.

With my wig on and styled, I looked myself over. It was amazing and I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing. It was like I was gone, and in my place was a girl. A cute girl. I giggled, blushing.

Pete had been replaced with Paige. I knew I should have felt a sense of shame, seeing myself as a girl, a pretty girl, far more attractive as a woman than I’d ever be as a man, but I didn’t. I just felt joy and pride. I felt happy. I felt happier than I’d felt in a long time.

“Let me see.” Dale said.

It turned to face him, looking away from the mirror for the first time, reluctant, as though fearful that I might break whatever spell had occurred. What I saw surprised me.

It wasn’t Dale, my best friend, yet at the same time it was. I could see him, his face, his eyes, but… he wasn’t Dale, he was Delilah. My best friend was gone, replaced with a pretty girl, a cute redhead who was grinning at me.

His eyes were bright, dazzling, the green shimmering, with long fake lashes, dark mascara and eyeliner, lids heavily dusted with eyeshadows—purples and pinks and blacks—that gave him a glamorous pin-up look.

His lips were a darker pink than mine, full, wet, glossy, and his features were so delicate that it was impossible not to see him as feminine, as a beautiful woman. Had he always been so pretty? How had I not seen it before?

“Fuck.” Dale said. “You’re really cute.”

I blushed, and then I saw Dale blush.

“Shit. I mean… you look good. Sorry. I’m just surprised. I mean… I knew you’d look good but I didn’t expect you to look that good. You’re stunning.”

I smiled.

“Thanks. I… it’s nice to be complimented so don’t apologise. You… you look good too. You’re kinda hot.”

I giggled, blushing as I said it. He really did look hot.

We were both dressed in just the underwear we’d be wearing for the shoot, our panties and our bras. Our underwear didn’t match, since we were wearing the dirty panties we’d be selling, but our bras were quite pretty and definitely feminine, mine pink, Dale’s white, each of them filled with a little padding to give us subtle curves to sell our femininity, decorated with lace and silk.

I hadn’t thought his plan would work, but looking at him I was unable to deny the truth. We both looked good. We were cute, hot girls.

We were going to do a photoshoot together to sell our dirty underwear to a pervert online. The thought made my belly flutter, shame, embarrassment, but… there was more than just that. There was excitement too. And joy.
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We had the studio already set up with the backdrop and the lighting and the cameras arranged as we wanted them—we’d decided to use multiple cameras this time, all on remote, to capture the shoot from multiple angles so we would get the best photos possible—so it didn’t take us long to get started once we were ready.

Dale and I took our positions, standing together, and we took a few test images to check the lighting, posing close together. The images flicked up on the monitor facing us and I stared at it with wide eyes.

We had to shift the studio around and change lenses on the camera in order to capture both of us entirely in frame, face, body, legs, so I had no idea what the photos were going to look like compared to the first ones we took. In my head, I’d been worried we were going to look silly, that we’d look like men dressed up in girly underwear wearing wigs and make-up.

It was one thing to sell the lie of us being girls by showing our lower bodies shaved smooth, dressed in panties, but it was another thing entirely to sell the lie of us being girls while being completely exposed to the camera in just a bra and panties, with only a wig and some make-up to help the illusion. But what I saw shocked me.

We weren’t two men dressed up. We were two girls. Two hot, pretty, nervous girls posing for the camera.

If someone had shown me the picture and had told me that the two girls in it were men dressed up I’d have called them a liar. I’d not have believed it. Yet… I was one of the girls, and I knew I was a man. I was a man yet… I made a far more convincing girl than a man.

As a man, I’d always been boring, easily overlooked, plain, unexceptional. Yet as a girl, a woman, I was… I was undeniably hot. We were both undeniably hot. So hot some pervert on the internet wanted to pay us a lot of money to sell him our dirty panties along with photos of us posing together.

Photos and panties that we both knew he was going to use. The thought made me blush, made my belly flutter, a sense of shame, embarrassment, but also excitement and… a fluttering hot tightness. I’d never felt attractive before, never felt wanted, desired, but now… now I couldn’t get enough of the feeling.

I shifted, posing with a little more poise, and the camera clicked again. The photos were good but there was something missing, something…

“I think we need to work together more.” I said. “It’s like… it’s like we’re taking photos of both of us, but it's just two separate people in the same shot. What we want is more…”

“Two people interacting in the same shot?” Dale said.

I nodded, smiling.

“Exactly. He’s paying extra because it's two of us, so we need to work together more.”

Dale smiled at me, I could see the nervousness in his eyes, the pinkness in his cheeks.

“That means we’re going to have to get closer.” He said. “That means… we’re gonna need to touch. Are you okay with that?”

There was a note to his question, a catch in his voice. He was my best friend. We’d been close before, had played as kids, seen each other in the showers after gym. We’d been close many times over the years, so his question confused me for a moment, but then I felt it.

It was different now. We were different now. We were two girls, two hot girls, and… we’d never been hot before. Dale, as Delilah, was cute, exactly the kind of girl I’d want to be close to. Would it be weird for me to touch him, to touch her? Is that how he felt? Was that what he meant?

I looked at Delilah and smiled. It’d be kind of fun to get close to her, to touch her, and… she was my best friend, so it was fine, right? And it was just because we were being paid.

I nodded.

“Yeah, I’m fine with that.” I said a catch in my voice. “If you are?”

Delilah blushed a deeper pink.

“Yeah, I’m fine too. I just… I wanted to check.”

We stared at each other for a moment, two cute, shy girls. I could feel my heart racing, my belly fluttering. I was excited, more excited than I should have been. Slowly I moved towards my best friend, and the camera clicked.


Five

As we moved closer together the camera clicked, working on a remote timer to capture images every few seconds. We’d sort through all the pictures later, when we were done, since we’d figured it was best we both focus on posing, looking our best, rather than trying to do that and work the remote at the same time, fretting about lighting and exposure and other technical details.

I was suddenly glad we’d made that decision. Turning to face Delilah, my best friend, the hot, pretty, sexy redhead.

My head spun. My heart skipped. My belly fluttered. The camera clicked.

I moved closer, and she moved closer to me. I could see the rise and fall of her chest, the blush in her cheeks.

I knew in my head it was Dale, that I was Pete, but… that wasn’t what I felt, wasn’t what I saw. I was Paige, a cute blonde, and in front of me was Delilah, the soft, smooth, pretty redhead.

My whole body felt hot, light, head fuzzy. I’d never even been on a date with a girl, let alone touched one but now… I was expected to pose with one, post with a cute girl in her underwear, while I was also a cute girl in just her underwear.

I’d never touched a girl, never had a girl touch me. I was nervous, anxious, but also excited.

Delilah moved closer to me and she shifted, turned slightly to look at the camera and pose. I heard the click of the shutter. I could feel the blood in my cheeks as I blushed.

I did my best to replicate Delilah’s pose, turned to look into the camera, posing with her. I could feel the heat of her body.

On the screen, the image of us came up, and I felt my heart leap. We were so hot, two cute girls, two pretty girls, looking nervous, shy, but also… sexy. That was me, and my best friend. I felt a surge of joy and also… arousal.

Fuck.

I was getting turned on. I could feel it. I could feel my body heating up. I knew it was Dale, but that wasn’t what I saw or felt. In front of me was a cute girl, on the screen were two cute girls. It was a cocktail of emotions and feelings that made my head spin and my heart race.

“I think we need to get closer.” Delilah said. “I mean… we look stiff. We look scared. You can see we’re trying not to touch each other. We just need to get over it and…”

I turned to look at her as she went quiet and she smiled at me. I was so nervous I was almost shaking. She was so pretty, so hot.

I knew I shouldn’t be having such thoughts about my best friend but I couldn’t help it. It was the closest I’d ever been to a girl, and Delilah was one of the prettiest girls I’d ever seen. Plus… she was almost naked. She was just in her underwear, panties, bra, and her face… she was beautiful, with sensual, brazen make-up, full wet lips.

She moved, closer, and I froze, then I felt a hand on my waist.

“Is that okay?” She asked.

I nodded.

“You can touch me too.” She said.

I smiled, giggling, realising I’d been standing still like a statue. I felt the warm softness of Delilah’s hand on my waist, pulling me towards her. A shiver ran up my spine, my body throbbing.

I reached out and I put my hand on her waist. Her body was soft, delicate, smooth, and warm. I’d never touched another person like that before. A bolt of pleasure ran up my spine.

I knew we were just doing it for photos, for money, to sell our dirty panties, so we could keep the apartment and the studio, but still… part of me was enjoying it. Part of me was enjoying it a lot.
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The noise of the camera seemed almost to fade into silence as Delilah pulled me in towards her, staring into my eyes. I pulled her towards me too.

We collided, our bodies pressing close, and the warmth and softness of her belly against mine, her legs entwined with mine, made me shudder. Our chests pressed close, her thigh between my thighs, my thigh between hers.

Delilah wrapped her arms around me, one hand on each hip, and I did the same. In the back of my head, I could still, barely, remember what we were doing, so I did my best to pose. I did my best to look sexy, hot, wiggling and exposing myself to the camera that kept clicking. I could see and feel Delilah doing the same, and as I put both my hands on her body, our bodies pressed together, the feeling of her wiggling began to stimulate me.

Her thigh, between my thighs, pressed hard against my cock, my cock throbbing, getting harder. Could she feel that? But then I realised…

She was getting hard too. I could feel her cock throbbing against my thigh, swelling, getting fatter and longer and harder. My mind raced.

I should have pulled away, should have been horrified, but… I wasn’t. It just excited me more. The thought that I was turning her on, that she thought I was hot, that I was getting her aroused.

And then I realised… if I could feel her, she could probably feel me too. She could feel me getting hard, my cock throbbing against her, and… she wasn’t pulling away. She was staying exactly where she was, close, staring into my eyes as I stared into hers.

If anything she was pressing into me harder, pressing closer. Was I getting turned on by turning her on too? I could feel her arousal exciting me so maybe it was the same for her, both of us exciting the other, two hot girls, two best friends, flirting, teasing, getting excited.

I giggled, blushing.

“You feel good.” I said.

Delilah smiled, biting her bottom lip.

“You feel good too. Really good.”

Her voice was soft and sweet, seductive. Feeling bold I pressed into her harder and let my hand roam, down, to her ass, grabbing her, squeezing, pulling her close, grinding my cock against her thigh, grinding my thigh against her cock.

I heard her inhale, sharply, a heavy breath, a quiet whimper, and then her hands shifted too, to my ass, squeezing, groping. It felt good, hot. I felt attractive, sexy, wanted.

I never knew being touched, being close to someone else would feel so good. Maybe it was because Delilah was so cute, or maybe it was because she was my best friend, the person I trusted most in the world, or maybe it was because, for the first time in my life, I felt attractive, sexy, wanted.

In the end, though it didn’t matter. The reason didn’t matter. What mattered was how it felt, how I felt.

And I felt amazing.

As the camera clicked I squeezed Delilah's ass and she squeezed mine, each of us grinding, bodies throbbing. She was hard, and I was hard, both of us turned on, thighs entangled, faces close. I was staring into her eyes, breathing hard, hearing her rasping breath, the beating of her heart felt against the bones of my ribcage, a rapid vibration, drumming.

Could she feel my heartbeat? Did she know how nervous I was, how excited?

I felt fuzzy, warm, and then…

I smiled, leaned forward slowly, towards Delilah. She stared at me, big green eyes, watching me as my face got closer, closer. She didn’t move away, didn’t blink, smiled.

And then I kissed her.
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Our lips met, gently at first, soft, wet, warm, but quickly it grew more intense.

I’d never been kissed before, and I knew Delilah hadn’t either. This was our first.

My heart leapt. I kissed her deeply, pulling her close, tight, and she kissed me back, lips parting, teeth, tongue.

It was clumsy, inexperienced, but amazing. My passion flared and I could feel her want for me, her fire, her lust. The kiss deepened and I pressed my tongue into her mouth, tasting her. She pressed her tongue back, wet, slippery, eager.

The camera clicked, I began to let my hands roam.

One hand stayed on her ass, squeezing, the other roamed up to her back, around to her chest. I felt her begin to grope me too, her touch electric, teasing over my skin.

I was so sensitive now, shaved smooth for the photoshoot, and the feeling of her long hair in my face, her soft body, make my cock throb so hard it hurt, my panties becoming wet with precum.

I squirmed, wiggling against my best friend, feeling her squirm and wiggle. I moaned, and the noise of her moans, her whimpers, excited me.

I broke the kiss, pulling back. I looked into her eyes, the deep radiant green, more beautiful than I remembered. I pressed my thigh against her cock, watched her expression become a mask of pleasure and lust, and I smiled.

“I can stop if you want?” I said. “We can stop if you want. I think… I think we have enough photos now.”

Delilah looked at me.

“Do you want to stop?” She asked.

I smiled at her, shook my head. Slowly I moved away, creating a gap between our bodies, and then… I reached down between us, reached down to her panties, and wrapped my fingers around the girth of her cock.

“I don’t want to stop.” I said. “I want more.”

As I said that I stroked, teasing, and Delilah moaned, loudly, thrusting her cock into my hand. I began to stroke, the thick length of her cock throbbing, the smooth cloth of her panties damp. She was so hard, hard because of me, hard because I was hot, because she found me sexy, because she wanted me, because I turned her on.

That thought excited me, made me hot, flustered, eager. I stroked her cock faster, squeezing gently. I watched her face, the mask of her pleasure and lust, enjoyed how she thrust into my grip, as though fucking my hand. I could feel her cock throbbing, getting harder, thicker, longer.

“You’re so hot.” I whispered.

Delilah stared at me, almost blank.

“Fuck… you feel so good. You… if you keep going you’re going to make me cum. You’re… fuck…”

“Cum then.” I said. “Cum for me. Let me make you cum. I want to see how pretty you are when you cum.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying, what I was doing, how good it felt. It was like someone else had control of my body, someone else was in charge. But maybe that’s what was happening. Maybe Paige was in control.

Maybe Pete was gone, and instead I was Paige. But who was Paige? What did she want? What was she like?

I giggled as I realised I wanted to find out, and I blushed as I realised she really, really wanted to make Delilah cum.

“Fuck… yes… don’t stop.”

Her voice was hoarse with pleasure, her hips thrusting, cock working into my grip. I released my hold and she pouted, whined, but I wasn’t stopping. I moved my hand, slipped it into her panties, and wrapped my fingers around her cock, skin on skin.

She was so warm, hard, skin soft. I began to wank her shaft, loving how it throbbed, how it felt. Her moans became more urgent, her thrusting more desperate.

“Cum for me.” I said. “Show me what a pretty slut you are.”

I don’t know what made me say it, but clearly, I’d chosen the right words. I felt Delilah’s cock throb hard, swelling and then… she moaned and she came.

Her cock pulsed, hard, erupting as I stroked, and I felt the warm sticky goo of her cum coat my hand, jet after jet as she thrust, cumming, cumming into her panties as I stroked her. I smiled, my heart racing, my belly fluttering.

I’d made my best friend cum. I’d made the pretty redhead cum. On a whim I leaned in close, kissed her on the lips, the kiss lingering as I milked the last drop of pleasure from her. She moaned, and I only let go as her cock started to soften.

I broke the kiss, stared into her eyes.

“That was fun.” I said.

Delilah blushed.

“Yeah… it was, but… I think you’re forgetting something.”

She stared at me. Then she shifted, pulling away slightly, my hand slipping out of her panties. I watched as, slowly, my best friend sank to her knees, looking up at me. My head spun and my heart skipped and my cock throbbed at the sight of the pretty redhead knelt in front of me.

“You’ve still not cum.” She said, grinning.

I giggled, nervous, and watched as Delilah reached out to wrap her fingers around my cock, teasing my panties down.
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Delilah pulled my panties down, tugged them off and over my hard cock, and then she wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking, skin on skin. Her hand was so warm and soft, her touch so gentle.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, what I was feeling. My best friend was on her knees in front of me touching my cock. Her hand was stroking my hard cock.

She was so hot, so pretty and sexy and sensual, a stunning redhead, big green eyes. I almost forgot there was a camera clicking in the background, snapping image after image of what we were doing.

I blushed as I realised there were photos of us kissing, groping each other, photos of me touching Delilah’s cock, photos of me making her cum, and now… now there were going to be photos of her on her knees in front of me, touching me. I moaned, whimpered, and watched as she stared up at me.

“Do you want me to stop?” She asked.

I was dizzy, so turned on I couldn’t think. I could barely speak.

“No. Please.” Was all I could manage.

Delilah smiled and moved forwards, slowly. I felt her breath on my cock. She looked down, stroking, and then her lips kissed the tip of my dick.

The contact was electric, her wet, soft lips on my cock, kissing. I moaned, and without thinking I thrust my hips forward, wanting to feel more, wanting to feel her mouth.

Delilah pursed her lips together, a tight seal, and I could feel the tightness of them as my cock penetrated her mouth. I moaned, thrust deeper, my body taking over, craving pleasure. Delilah sucked, moaned, the sound causing vibrations to run up my shaft, tingles running up my spine.

I looked down at her, so pretty, so hot. It was the first time another person had ever touched my cock and she was sucking it, my cock was in my best friend’s mouth, the hot redhead was sucking my cock.

I reached out and put my hand on the back of her head, a gentle pressure to encourage her. Delilah moaned, sucked harder, and worked her mouth back up my cock until just the tip was inside her hot, wet, eager mouth. I felt her tongue working, teasing, my shaft wet and glistening with her spit, and then she took my cock back into her mouth, working her lips down further, taking more of my cock.

And she sucked.

The suction made me moan, made my cock throb. I watched as Delilah began to bob her head up and down, working my cock in and out, sucking, lips and tongue, spit.

I’ve never seen anything so erotic, never felt anything so sensual, pleasurable.

I pressed on the back of Delilah’s head, encouraging her to take more. She sucked harder, swallowing my cock between her lips. Her mouth was wet, hot, tight, her tongue lapping, teasing.

My cock throbbed, so hard it hurt, and I moaned as I felt my pleasure peak.

“Fuck… I’m close… I’m going to cum… I…”

Delilah heard my words and reacted. But she didn’t react how I expected. I expected her to pull my cock out of her mouth but instead… she sucked harder, eager, almost feverish.

My cock swelled, throbbing, engorging, and then I was cumming. I was cumming into my best friend's mouth. I was cumming so hard that my mind went blank for a moment.

I came, over and over, filling Delilah’s mouth with my spunk, and I felt her swallowing. I felt her swallowing my cum as she moaned as though in pleasure.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, the hottest thing I’d ever felt. I came over and over and over and Delilah swallowed every last drop.

As my climax subsided I shivered, the suction intense. Delilah pulled back and my cock popped out of her mouth with a wet noise that made me giggle. I watched as she swallowed and licked her lips.

“Fuck that was hot.” She said. “And… it tastes better than I thought it would.”

I stared at her, lost for words. We were both blushing, heads spinning with what we’d done.

Then the camera clicked, and we both laughed.

“I don’t think we’re going to be able to send most of those photos.” I said.

Delilah smiled at me.

“Or maybe we can just charge extra for them.” She said.

And I wondered if she was being serious.


Six

We didn’t check the photos right away, instead, we decided to shower and clean up and get something to eat.

There was an awkwardness as we left the room, both of us basking in the dizzy fugue state of post-climax, yet our minds clearing slowly to the realisation of what we’d done in our horniness.

I’d been so horny I’d made out with my best friend while we were both dressed as girls, while we’d been posing for photos to sell along with our used panties. I made out with him, with her, while we were both made up, looking hot and smooth and sexy, and… it had felt good. It had felt right.

The memory of Delilah’s lips on mine lingered, the heat and softness, and as we headed off to shower and get changed I found I couldn’t look my best friend in the eye.

Worse, I’d made her cum. I touched his cock, her cock.

I was so confused. What had made me do it? And… why had I enjoyed it? I blushed as the answer to those questions rose up unbidden.

I’d done it because I was horny, because I was turned on, because I felt sexy and because Delilah was hot. I’d done it because it was fun.

Even thinking about it I couldn’t deny that part of me already wanted to do it again. Part of me was even thinking about how much fun Delilah had looked to be having while she sucked my cock. What would that be like? How would it feel to have her cock in my mouth, sucking, teasing, throbbing, cumming? What would her cum taste like?

She’d said mine wasn’t as bad as she had expected. I wondered what it had tasted like. What would it have been like to kiss her while my cum was in her mouth? What would her cum taste like?

Part of me wanted it. Part of me craved it.

Yet, I could feel a sense of shame creeping in, a sense of embarrassment. My mind was clearing now I’d cum. I could feel my panic and anxiety rising.

Did Dale hate me now? Why had I done it? We were best friends. Had I ruined that?

How did we go back to normal after what we’d done? What even was normal now?

My mind raced, and I couldn’t help but fret over what Dale was thinking, what he was feeling. I’d cum in his mouth, made him swallow it. How could he ever forgive me? I’d kissed him, touched him.

And worse, part of me wanted to do it again. Already I could feel a sense of loss and sadness as I headed to get undressed, to change out of Paige and return to Pete. I liked feeling cute. I liked feeling pretty. I liked feeling sexy.

I wanted more of it. But then I smiled as I realised we still had more panties we needed to sell. As long as we needed the money there was still a chance to enjoy this brief chance for exploration.

And that’s all it was, right? A brief exploration...
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“Oh my god! We have to include that one.” Dale said.

We were sat together going through the photos after we’d both showered, changed back to our ordinary selves. My old clothes felt so drab and dull compared to the pretty underwear, and I missed the long hair of my wig, the way the makeup had made me feel. I missed being Paige.

I hadn’t properly looked at Dale since I’d come out of the shower. I was too shy and flustered and embarrassed. I had no idea if he felt the same way.

Neither of us had mentioned what had happened. Neither of us had broached anything but the subject of the photos.

I could feel Dale next to me, close, but not touching. We were both looking over the photos, staring at the screen with a hard intensity, flicking through image after image, keeping the best, deleting the rest.

They were hot. They were really hot. I couldn’t get over how good I looked, how good Dale, Delilah, looked, how good we looked together.

Paige and Delilah looked like two hot girls having fun. There was something about them, a chemistry in the images, that even having just cum made my body throb. I could almost feel Delilah’s touch as I looked at the photos of us getting close, kissing, feeling each other. I could feel my cock throbbing, my face so flush it was almost burning.

Dale was talking about one of the images of us kissing, my hands on his ass, his look of surprise, Delilah melting into my touch.

“I think… maybe we should just keep it tame?” I said, voice unsure.

I felt Dale shift, turn to face me. I was still for a moment, then turned to look at him.

I’d not looked him in the eyes since he’d been on his knees in front of me, since Delilah had been on her knees in front of me.

I was so confused. Who was he? Dale or Delilah? And who was I?

Yet, as I looked at him I could see the same pretty green eyes, the same soft lips, the person I cared most about in the whole world.

I felt my heart swell, my body throb. Even as Dale he was still so beautiful. How had I never seen it before? How had I never seen how cute he was.

I felt my cheeks turn pink and I bit my bottom lip, shifting in my seat.

Dale smiled. He looked almost nervous.

“Yeah but… given how much he’s paid, I think we should give him something. I’m not… I’m not saying we give him any of the other ones…”

Dale’s cheeks turned scarlet, and I felt my blush spread over my throat, down over my chest. We’d skipped past the photos towards the end of the shoot, the ones of me making Delilah cum, the ones of Delilah on her knees with my cock in her mouth, but we’d both seen them, looked at them sat side by side in silence.

I could still see them in my mind, the memory of the experience still bright.

“I… I guess.”

“Maybe he’ll tip us extra?” Dale said. “I mean… we took them, and no one will know it's us, so… what’s the .”

There was a note in his voice. My head spun.

The thought of sending some pervert on the internet my dirty panties was bad enough, sending him photos of me, and Delilah was bad enough, knowing what he was going to use them for, but sending him a photo of us kissing, making out, touching each other…

They were so charged, so much chemistry. I could feel myself getting turned on just looking at them.

Would he get turned on? Would he cum while looking at them? And… why did I find that though oddly exciting.

“Let’s try it just once. See what reaction we get. I mean… we can always block him and refuse to sell to him again if he gets weird, but… why not use the photos. They’re good photos and we look hot together, right?” Dale said.

I nodded, unable to deny the truth of his words. We did look hot in the photos.

“Fine. But… just one of us making out.” I said, giggling at how strange the words sounded spoken out loud.

Dale smiled at me and there was an awkward moment, a tension. I stared at him as he stared at me. There was silence, and then…

I looked away, unable to bear the tension. Why was he looking at me like that?

My heart was racing.

“We should finish editing them so we can send them out today.” I said. “And then… do we want to keep wearing panties. I mean… the payment for this…”

“We have three more pairs each.” Dale said. “So I thought… I mean… I’m already wearing panties.”

He giggled, and I felt my belly flutter. I laughed with him.

“I am too.” I said.
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If wearing panties before had been awkward it was even worse after our joint photoshoot.

I couldn’t bear to look at Dale or be around him too long. I was so nervous and flustered, and I couldn’t stop thinking about his lips, his mouth on my cock. I couldn’t stop thinking about Delilah.

He too seemed awkward, struggling to know how to act, what to say, and we both just skirted around each other, flustered and nervous and shy. I wanted to reach out to him, to reassure him, but I was too scared, too unsure.

I’d kissed my best friend, had made out with him, had groped him, let him grope me, and we’d made each other cum. My best friend had sucked my cock and swallowed my cum.

What did that mean?

And worse, I couldn’t stop thinking about how good it had felt to be pretty, how good it had felt to be sexy, hot, to be wanted, the way Delilah had looked at me, the way her cock had throbbed in my hand, getting harder, fatter, cumming, the way she had looked up at me from her knees with my cock in her mouth.

I wanted more of it. It was like… it was like I was addicted. It was like the panties were corrupting me, and still, I kept wearing them.

I kept wearing them, and I was beginning to enjoy it, the softer material, the way they made me feel different, hidden under my clothes. I had only three pairs left. Would I buy more? Would I sell more? Would I get to wear more?

I was just doing it for the money, so… why did the thought of no more panties make me feel sad, deflated?

It was with all those thoughts and feelings running through me that I went online to check the panty-selling site. The first thing I noticed was a message in my inbox, waiting for me.

I clicked it, read it, and then laughed, a tide of feelings, thoughts.

“Dale?” I called out. “You’re going to want to read this.”
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Dale sat next to me and read over the message. We both read over it several times.

“We have to say no, right? This is where we block him and move on, just sell our panties like we said in the beginning, right?” I said.

Dale was silent for a moment reading the message for the umpteenth time.

“I mean… it is a lot of money.” He said. “We could pay rent with this and use the extra to buy some new equipment. There’s that lens I was looking at and maybe some new gear for the darkroom, so we can do more actual work with film.”

I was silent. I wasn’t sure he was serious.

Then he turned to look at me and I knew he was serious.

“I mean, with this kind of money we could pay rent, pay back what we own, and still have some to spare.” Dale said. “We wouldn’t have to keep struggling. We could maybe even find time to focus on something creative, instead of trying to hustle for paying gigs.”

“Yeah but…”

“No buts. It’s good money. And… last time was fun, right?”

I stared at him, saw him smile, a sparkle in his eyes and a pinkness in his cheeks. I giggled, blushed.

It was the first time either of us had spoken about that moment, the photoshoot. It had been fun. It had been a lot of fun and I’d not been able to stop thinking about it.

To hear Dale say it had been fun though made me flustered, hot, excited.

“I… yeah, it was fun.” I said.

I smiled. We looked at each other, quiet.

“So… maybe we just look at it like us having fun again, and getting paid.” Dale said.

I was quiet. Could we really do what he was asking? Could we really just fulfil his request and take his money?

Part of me was excited by the idea, thrilled by it, drawn to it. But… it was so much more than just selling used panties. This was…

“Where do we get the outfits from though?” I asked.

Dale smiled, chuckled.

“I’ve no idea, but pretty sure we can find somewhere online.” He said. “And… I think you’d look kinda cute dressed up like a schoolgirl.”

I blushed, cheeks hot. His words made me flustered and shy.

He thought I’d look hot dressed up like a schoolgirl, like out of a porno movie.

That was what he was requesting. The man who’d bought all our dirty panties. He was requesting we wear lingerie, dress up like school girls, and pose for photos for him, and then send him our dirty underwear along with photos of us making out and a video of us touching each other.

It wasn’t porn but… it was close.

It was a lot of money though and it really did sound like fun. We just had to dress up like slutty, sexy schoolgirls in racy lingerie and poses, make out, touch each other a little, and send him photos and a video and some dirty panties.

He was offering more than enough to buy the outfits we’d need with enough left over that we’d be able to pay rent and pay back some of what we owed to friends and family and maybe even buy some new equipment.

It would be a lot easier than trying to find paying gigs as student photographers, shooting promo images for student bands or cheesy portraits, and it’d mean we could spend the extra time we had working on the stuff we wanted to work on. Plus… it was, in a way, still photography, we’d have to set the studio up, working lighting, editing, even doing video, which was something we rarely did. It was a kind of photography we’d never done before too, so it’d be good experience, learning how to do sensual, boudoir photoshoots.

I took a deep breath, calming the nerves that I felt. I smiled, chuckled.

“Thanks.” I said. “And… I think you’re gonna make a cute schoolgirl too.”

Dale stared at me.

“That means you’ll do it?” He asked.

I nodded.

“For that amount of money, we’d be fools not to, right? Plus, like you said, maybe it’ll be fun.”

“It will be fun.” Dale said. “Now, I guess we need to find what to wear.”

I nodded. With that, he turned back to the computer, and we began to browse. As we did I felt my excitement rise, along with my arousal.

How would it feel to wear those outfits? What would I look like? What would Delilah look like? How would she feel?

I couldn’t help but think about her cock, her mouth, and part of me, a large part, wondered if maybe I’d get to make her cum again, if she’d make me cum again. I felt my body getting hot.


Seven

The outfits arrived quickly, since we’d again paid for overnight shipping, and I could barely wait to open them all. It was almost like a birthday or Christmas, and I couldn’t help but feel giddy.

Dale and I sat down together to tear open the many boxes and bags, tipping everything out, and once it was all in a pile we began to separate out what was Delilah’s and what was Paige’s. By the time we’re done we both had a small pile of things. I stared at mine with wide eyes, my heart racing.

“When do we do it?” I said.

Dale was looking at his pile.

“I guess… the sooner the better, right, so we can send it all off. I mean, he’s paid, but we should still try for reasonably quick delivery. Plus… I’m kinda curious now.” He said.

I giggled.

“Me too.” I said. “So… how about we shower and shave and… we do it today?”

I was trying not to sound too keen, too excited, but I knew I wasn’t doing a very good job, mostly because I was very keen, very excited. Dale smiled, and I could tell from the gleam in his eyes that he was keen too.

“Yeah, that sounds… that sounds good.”

We looked back to our piles, both of us buzzing. There was so much stuff.

We’d ordered lingerie, of course—stockings, suspenders, silky lace panties that were little more than string, along with matching padded bras—and two school girl uniforms—white cropped blouses, low cut, and pleated skirts that were so short they were little more than belts.

Mine was pink and white plaid, while Delilah’s was red and black plaid. Wearing them would do nothing to hide our panties, and any movement would show off our bare asses, our tiny panties, our suspender straps and our stocking tops, our smooth, soft thighs.

Finally, there were the heels. Two pairs of black high heels. Just thinking about it all made me blush, made my cock throb.

I couldn’t wait to see how it felt to wear such a brazen, sexy outfit. I couldn't wait to see how I looked.

I couldn't wait to see how Delilah would look. I couldn’t wait to find out how Delilah would feel. The thought of her thighs, her ass, touching her, her lips on mine, made my body throb and ache and tingle.

But first…

“I guess we need to go get changed then.” I said.

Dale smiled, nodded. Together we headed off to get ready.
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I showered and shaved first, then let Dale have the bathroom. As I passed him in the hall I could barely meet his gaze. I was smooth under my towel, soft, delicate, feminine, and I knew he was heading off to make himself the same.

The thought of my hands on his body made my heart race. What was wrong with me?

While Dale began to shave and shower I began to get ready.

With a robe on I did my make-up, not wanting to get any on my lingerie or clothes. I put on eyeshadows—shades of pink and black—mascara, eyeliner—both in black, heavy outlines and flicks to make my eyes pop and look larger, brighter, with dense false lashes too. After that, I added lipstick, pink gloss, some shadows and highlights to my face. The final touch was a pair of clip-on hoop earrings, in rose gold, along with a set of fake, stick-on nails, in the same pink shade as my lip gloss, and my wig—clipping it into place, styling it, the blonde waves falling down around my shoulders, framing my pretty face.

After my make-up and accessories, I turned to get dressed. I picked up my stockings from the bed and bunched the first one up almost like a sock before slipping my foot into it, pulling it up. The material clung to me, soft and sensual, like a caress, and my body shuddered at the sensation as I pulled it up higher, over my knee, over my thigh.

I pulled it snugly into place, and then slipped on the second, trying not to get distracted, but it was difficult given how sensitive my body felt and how good the stockings felt on my legs. With the second one on I paused to look myself over, to feel my legs. They were so smooth and delicate, feminine, sensual. I pressed my thighs together and the sensation of stocking silk rubbing against stocking silk was electric. Would that be what it felt like to rub my legs against Delilah’s?

I giggled and blushed as that thought lingered, but soon turned my attention to the suspender belt. I slipped it on and took a moment to fiddle with the straps, attaching them to the top of my stockings before adjusting them. After that, I slipped on my panties, tugged them up and into place.

The front of them was a small triangle of fabric, but the sides and back were little more than bits of string, leaving my cock barely contained, my thighs, hips, ass fully exposed. The feeling of the string nestling into the crack of my ass made me shift, wiggling.

The last part of my lingerie was my bra, skimpy and lacy, with just enough padding that it could give me small tits under my blouse. It was lacy, soft, and matched the panties, a complete set of sexy white lingerie. I was going to look amazing next to Delilah all in black lingerie. I couldn’t wait to see what we looked like next to each other.

With my lingerie on and my make-up done, there was one thing left to do. Get dressed.

That was easy enough. Slip on the tiny, tiny skirt and then the blouse. I was again delighted by how soft and sensual the material was. The way it hugged my body really did show off how slim and petite I was.

Lastly, I slipped on my heels. I was precarious in them, but they were not crazy high—a deliberate choice with a mind to safety—so I managed to totter about in them by being careful. I found it strange, the way they changed how I moved, the wiggle they gave me in my hips and ass, and how they made my butt and tits stick out.

Finished, I turned to look at myself in the mirror. I froze.

I was…

“Fuck.” I whispered.

I didn’t recognise myself. Pete was gone. I was Paige.

I was Paige and I was sexy. I was really sexy. I looked like a hot girl from a porno movie, like a slut, and the sight made my body grow hot, my cock aching.

I’d never felt attractive as Pete, but as Paige I was beautiful.

My face was stunning, made-up, full lips, delicate features, dazzling eyes, with long blonde hair framing it perfectly. My eyes looked sultry and sexy, with long dark fake lashes. My big hoop earrings and my long fake nails make me look glamorous and slutty.

My legs were long, smooth, and looked even longer as I stood in my heels, posing, showing off in the mirror. My stocking tops and suspender straps were clearly on display, along with my bare thighs and my ass.

The skirt did nothing to hide my underwear or to cover me. Any movement made it flare out, and if anything the pleats and the colour just drew more attention to my butt, making it seem rounder, fatter, and my hips wider. Yet… I quite liked the effect.

And the blouse… cut off to show my belly, with short sleeves, low cut, just made me look cute and petite, trim, with perky tits. I giggled. I was hot. I was really, really hot.

The photos were going to be amazing. With that thought buoying me up I went off to set up the studio, the click of my heels making me dizzy, the sway of my ass and hips, the sensual caress of my stocking-clad thighs rubbing together, the sway of my tiny skirt. Even the string of my panties, snug in my ass crack, felt good.
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I was just finishing setting up the lighting when I heard the click of heels that were not mine, getting closer and then stopping. I was bent over, adjusting some wires, and I knew my ass was on full display.

On a whim I wiggled my hips, wondering if Delilah could see.

“Fuck that is one hot view.” She said. “This pervert is definitely getting their money's worth.”

I giggled, blushed, stood up straight, then turned around to the door.

Delilah was standing there, staring at me, a look of desire in her eyes that made my heart skip. I stared at her with what I imagined was the same look. How could I not look at her with desire?

She was breathtaking. She was the perfect porno schoolgirl, dressed in matching lingerie to mine, only black instead of white, with the same outfit, only her skirt was red and black while mine was pink and white.

Her legs were long, smooth, and seemed even longer in her heels. She wiggled her hips as I stared at her, showing off, posing, even going so far as to turn slightly and bend, showing off her butt. Her butt that was on full display in her tiny panties.

Her body was beyond brazen. She was the hottest, sexiest woman I’d ever seen and… she was my best friend.

“Fuck you look hot.” I said.

I meant it. Her body was hot. Yet it was her face that was the most alluring. Her face… I could still see my best friend in there, the same kind, intelligent eyes, but she was prettier, the make-up making her features delicate and soft, feminine, with big, dazzling, seductive green eyes, her lips… her big, pouty, wet, painted lips.

The memory of how it felt to kiss her sprang up, bold and bright, the memory of how her mouth felt on my cock. I shivered.

Delilah, my best friend, was the hottest, sexiest woman I’d ever seen. A sexy schoolgirl out of my wildest fantasies. And… I was a sexy schoolgirl too. I felt so hot, so attractive. It was liberating, like I’d been set free from a cage I never even known I’d been trapped in.

I felt free, full of joy and hope. The way Delilah looked at me made my head fuzzy, made my belly flutter, and made my cock twitch.

“You do too.” She said.

We stared at each other, both of us wiggling, posing, slightly shy, nervous, but clearly excited.

“Shall we get started?” I asked.

Delilah nodded, blushing. Slowly she walked towards me, and watching her strut in her heels was enough to make me slightly weak at the knees.


Eight

The click of the camera sent shivers down my spine, the timer going off again and again taking image after image of the two of us. I could see the images on one of the screens and what I saw made my head spin, my heart flutter, and my cock throb.

Yet, worse than the images, was the video I could see on the other monitor. The video we were recording for the pervert on the internet who wanted us to make out with each other for his amusement, who wanted our dirty panties. We both knew why he was willing to pay so much for the video, the images, the panties, but we didn’t care.

Or rather, that wasn’t entirely true. We did care, but rather than being put off by the idea we were almost flattered. Some anonymous stranger on the internet wanted to pay us a lot of money to see us make out, dressed like schoolgirls, wanted to pay us for photos and videos and our used panties, because we were hot and he was into us.

As boys, we’d never been hot. As Pete and Dale we’d never been hot, never been chased or lusted after, but as Paige and Delilah we were wanted. We were hot and sexy, pretty, beautiful. As girls we were attractive.

And, more than that, we were attracted to each other. The way Delilah looked at me sent a shiver along my spine. The way I felt about her when I looked at her, the way my body responded, was like electricity running through me.

She was so fucking hot and sexy and pretty. I wanted her, wet lips, her body, wanted her to touch me, and seeing her looking at me I knew she felt the same.

At the same time though I knew it was still my best friend. There was a feeling almost like vertigo, an awareness of the cliff edge I was about to step over, the cliff edge we were about to step over together. If we did this things would never be the same again.

But I wanted to step over the edge, I wanted to step over the edge with Delilah.

As I stared at her, looking between her dazzling green eyes and her pink pouty lips, I smiled. I glanced at the screens, the images of the two of us, two hot, porny schoolgirls. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and… I was in it. I was one of those hot girls. And I was about to make out with the other one.

I smiled, blushing.

“Ready?” I asked.

Delilah asked.

“Let's put on a show.” She said.

And so… we did.
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As the camera clicked, the video playing out on the screen as it was recorded, we stared at each other. I could see the rise and fall of Delilah’s chest, the pinkness in her cheeks. I knew she was as excited and nervous as I was.

I moved towards her, one step. She moved towards me.

We moved close. I could feel her breath on my face. I could feel the heat of her. My cock twitched in my panties.

We looked so hot, bodies exposed, bared, tiny skirts, thong panties, stockings, suspenders, heels. We were so pretty, so sexy, so…slutty.

And then we kissed.

The kiss was hot, deep, wanton, eager, and this time it was different. This time it was very intentional, planned. It was no accident. No spur-of-the-moment thing. It was both of us coming together intentionally, and not just because of the money, to show off for the video, but because we wanted it. We wanted each other. We wanted to have fun.

I kissed Delilah deeply, my tongue exploring her mouth. The taste of her spit made me moan, and I felt her tongue press into my mouth, wanting to explore me, taste me.

I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into me. I felt her hands on my ass, bare skin on bare skin, gripping, squeezing, groping, molesting. It felt good.

I whimpered, wiggled my hips, pressing my ass back into her grip, and reached down to grope her ass in turn. Her butt was firm, perky, juicy.

We kissed deeply, fondling each other, and I felt my cock begin to swell even as I felt Delilah’s cock hardening. We put on a show for the cameras, but, more than that, we put on a show for each other, exploring and feeling each other, falling into each other, our lust rising, our desires feeding off of each other, spiralling to higher and higher heights.

I felt my body getting hotter, my cock getting harder. I felt Delilah’s cock getting harder.

As I kissed her I remembered how her cock had felt in my hand, remembered how my cock had felt in her mouth. My head spun.

We were being paid for photos and a video of us making out, being hot together, and for our dirty panties. I knew that we had enough footage to meet the requirements, which meant we were, technically done. Yet, neither of us was stopping.

I could stop if I wanted, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted… I wanted more.

Moaning into the kiss, groping Delilah’s ass hard, making her moan in turn. I felt my cock pulse and I ground into my best friend, feeling her cock pulse. I pulled back and looked into her eyes, smiling as she stared back at me.

“You… you want to stop?” She asked, almost breathless.

I shook my head.

“No.” I said. “I want… I want more.”

And with that, I slowly sank down to my knees.
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In the short skirt, in the tiny panties, Delilah’s hardness was obvious. In her stockings and suspenders, the smoothness of her thighs was accentuated. I looked up at her as she looked down at me and we smiled at each other.

“What are you…”

“I’m doing what you did.” I said. “I mean… you made it look so much fun, and I enjoyed it too, so now… it’s your turn.”

With that I let my hands roam up Delilah’s stocking-clad legs, feeling the silk over her skin, feeling the lacy tops, feeling her bare, smooth thighs. I let my hands roam up to the bulge of her cock and then I groped her, feeling her hardness, the throbbing heat of her prick.

Delilah moaned, thrust into my hand, and I stroked.

“Fuck…”

Her voice was soft, full of lust. I felt hot, powerful, sexy, knowing I had that effect on her. Slowly I peeled her panties down and took her cock out. The sight of it made my lips tingle and my mouth water.

As Delilah watched I leaned forward, our eyes locked, then… I kissed the tip of her prick, tasting her precum. Her cock pulsed, hard, warm, and… I sucked, gently, kissing the tip, my lips tight, wet, soft.

I felt Delilah press forwards, pushing her cock into my mouth, and I let her cock force my lips open, pressing it into the hot, wet, tight confines of my mouth. I pressed my head down to take more of her and I began to suck.

I was sucking my best friend's cock. I was sucking her fat, hard cock, and… it felt good. No, it felt better than good. It felt amazing.

I worked my mouth down as Delilah thrust, then began to work my lips up again until just the tip was in my mouth. I worked my head up and down, letting my best friend fuck her cock into my mouth. I looked up at her, watching her face as she watched me sucking her cock.

I felt her hand on the back of my head, encouraging me to take more, and I let her work her cock in and out of my mouth, fucking my face, drooling, messy, head spinning. I sucked, working my tongue, feeling her cock getting harder, fatter. My whole body was alive with pleasure, an intense need.

In the background, I could hear the camera clicking and I knew the video was still rolling, recording everything we were doing. I was sucking my best friend’s cock, both of us dressed as slutty schoolgirls, and it was being photographed and filmed. My whole body shuddered in delight at how brazen I was being.

I sucked harder, faster, getting Delilah’s cock wet with my spit. I felt a buzzing in my chest, a fluttering in my belly, my cock so hard it hurt. I was a pretty girl. A slutty girl.

I felt… free. I felt like the bars to my cage had been ripped open.

More than that though, I felt really fucking horny. I was so turned on that it was like my brain was melting. I let Delilah fuck my face, working her cock in and out.

She was fucking me, her hand on the back of my head, fucking my face, and she was fucking my mouth. It felt so good. My mind wandered, her cock throbbing.

What would it feel like to really get fucked? To get fucked like a girl, to get fucked in the ass? I felt a need blossom, a curiosity I’d not known before.

I could feel Delilah’s cock, hard, wet, and… I knew what I wanted.

As Delilah pulled her cock out of my mouth I pulled my head back, letting the seal of my lips leave the tip of her prick with an audible pop.

Delilah whined, wanting more, but I just smiled, watching her cock, throb, glistening with my spit.

“Fuck… why did you stop?” She asked.

I giggled.

“Because I have something better in mind.” I said.

And with that, I grabbed Delilah’s hand and I began to pull her down towards me, and the ground.
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I pulled Delilah down on top of me, both of us tumbling down, me falling onto my back and Delilah lying on top of me. I kissed her, pulling her into me even as I spread my legs so she lay between them, her cock pressing against my cock.

On instinct, we both began to grind, craving sensation, pleasure. I could feel a knot of need inside me, a desire for my best friend, the need to get fucked.

I reached down to grip Delilah’s ass, pulling her hard into me. I worked my hips, grinding the hardness of my cock against hers. It felt amazing.

But… I needed more. I broke the kiss and looked up at her, blushing, hot with excitement and lust.

“Take my panties off.” I said. “I… I want to feel you. I want to feel you inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

As the words left my mouth I giggled again, so excited and flustered. I couldn’t believe I was saying it but… it was the truth. I wanted it. I needed it. I wanted Delilah’s cock inside me. I wanted her to fuck me. I needed her to fuck me.

“Are you… are you sure?”

I just nodded.

“Certain. Just… hurry, because I’m really, really fucking horny for you.”

I could feel my blush spreading across my face. What was I saying? Who was I?

And then I smiled as I realised… I was Paige, and apparently Paige was a bit of an eager slut.

Delilah shifted, lifted herself up, and moved to grip the waist of my panties, tugging them down. They caught for a moment on the hardness of my cock but she was not to be denied. She pulled harder and I wiggled my hips to help her.

My cock popped free, hard, waving, and she pulled my panties down and off, leaving me exposed. I spread my legs wider.

“Fuck you’re so hot.” Delilah said. “I can’t believe… I can’t believe I get to fuck you.”

I giggled.

“And after this maybe… maybe I can fuck you?” I asked.

Without hesitation, Delilah nodded.

“I’d like that.” She said, smiling.

“First though… you need to take care of me.” I said.

I reached up, grabbed Delilah’s hips, and pulled her back down on top of me. I felt her spit-wetted cock press against me, slipping into my crack, and I whimpered. I kissed her, hard, and worked my hips even as she thrust.

The tip of her cock pressed between my ass cheeks, teasing. The touch of it was hot, wet, searching for my entrance.

I shifted as I kissed her, working my hips and ass, trying to help her cock find its mark, and then… the head pressed at my hole, my ass, my virgin entrance. I moaned into the kiss, a bright surge of pleasure.

Delilah, sensing the willing embrace of my ass, thrust, and I ground my hips down, spreading my legs as wide as they would go. There was pressure, her cock forcing my hole wide, and then… I felt her cock sink deep into my ass as she fucked me.

My grip on her ass tightened, pleasure, pain, bliss. I fucked my hips down hard even as she forced every last inch of her cock into my ass.

Her tongue entered my mouth and we began to fuck. I felt Delilah pull her hips back, her cock slipping out of my ass until just the tip was inside me, tugging at the tightness of my hole.

I squeezed her ass, wrapping my legs around her, and pulled her into me, wanting to feel her cock filling me. She thrust, fucking me, and I moaned into the kiss.

We began to fuck. We began to really fuck. Delilah’s cock worked in and out of my ass, fucking harder, faster, teasing a knot of pleasure inside me. I worked my hips, grinding down onto Delilah’s throbbing cock, chasing a newfound pleasure that was more intense than anything I’d known before.

We fucked, Delilah working her cock in and out of my ass, me grinding, pulling her into me, wanting all of her, delighting in how her prick filled me, throbbing, hot, pressing on a deep knot of joy. We kissed, lips and tongue, and I felt a sense of bliss and delight I’d never known before.

It was beyond physical. My best friend was fucking me and… I was hot. I was sexy. We were two hot girls, fucking, two best friends sharing their first times.

It was perfect.

Delilah broke the kiss, looked down at me.

“Fuck I’m close.” She said.

“Don’t stop.” I whispered. “Keep fucking me. Cum in me. Breed me. Make me your slut.”

I had no idea where the words came from but I meant them. I wanted, needed, her to cum in me.

I worked my ass, clenching, almost milking Delilah’s cock. I felt it throbbing, getting fatter, harder, thicker, longer. I knew what that meant.

“Fuck…”

The single word was one long exhale of pleasure. She thrust, hard, and I felt her clench. I squeezed my ass tight around her cock and I felt it pulse, throb, and then…

I could feel her cumming, rutting her hips as I held her tight and deep, cumming inside my ass, her spunk filling me, hot and thick and creamy.

As Delilah thrust her hips hard, forcing her cock as deep as it could go, I clenched down and then… I felt the knot of pleasure inside me unravel.

Maybe it was the thrusting, my grinding, the clenching of my tight hole, or maybe it was the feeling of her cumming inside me, the knowledge that I was so hot my best friend hadn’t been able to resist cumming inside me… whatever it was it was enough to push me over the edge.

As Delilah fucked me, hard, cumming in me, I felt something inside me unlock, unfurl, and my cock, hard, pressed between us, throbbed, swelling, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming, hard, harder than I’d ever cum before.

I was cumming from getting fucked in my ass by my best friend. I was cumming, waves of pleasure so intense it was like my brain was being rewritten.

“FUCK!” I moaned.

I ground my hips down, wanting all of Delilah’s cum inside me. She thrust deep, desperate to breed me.

We came, together, two slutty schoolgirls fucking as they were photographed, filmed, and it was more pleasure than I had ever thought possible. We worked our hips in time, Delilah working her cock deep, me clenching my hole, gripping her ass, legs wrapped around her waist.

And then, as our shared climax subsided, we giggled, both of us bursting into fits of laughter, staring at each other, our bodies entangled, joined, Delilah’s slowly softening cock still inside my ass. I felt… amazing.

“Fuck that was hot.” Delilah said.

I smiled up at her.

“You are amazing.” I said.

I reached up to grab the back of her head, pulled her down to kiss her. Our tongues met, and I felt the warmth of her cum inside me, my hole stretched and well-fucked.

Delilah kissed me, deeply, and I felt a swell of warmth and love in my heart as she broke the kiss.

“You are amazing.” She said back to me. “But… next time it’s my turn. You made that look fun.”

I giggled again.

“It was.” I said. “It was a lot of fun.”

Delilah smiled.

“Well, I look forward to you fucking me then.” She said.

I was looking forward to it too. And I told her.

THE END
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FEMBOY CAFE
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Aaron and his best friend Owen have headed off to college together, hoping to enjoy the newfound freedom. Only… they’re struggling for money. Or rather Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has plenty of free cash.

Curious, and worried about his best friend, Aaron enquires about Owen’s new job, wondering out loud if maybe there are any vacancies. When Owen finally shows Aaron where he works Aaron is shocked. And he’s even more shocked when he lands a job… at the femboy cafe.

Aaron and Owen have long dreamed of heading off to college together, starting their adult life together. They saved for it all through high school, working part-time jobs, rarely going out, spending as little as possible, but… they soon discovered that their savings are not quite enough.

The pair are struggling for cash. Or rather, Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has cash to spare, despite only working a few shifts each week.

That surplus of cash, plus how secretive Owen is about the job, piques Aaron’s interest. He’s worried about his best friend getting caught up in something unsavoury. He wants to make sure his friend is safe. Plus… maybe they’d let him work there too.

Only, when Aaron finally convinces Owen to show him where he works, it’s nothing like he expected.

Owen works a members-only cafe, pretty maids serving tea and coffee and cake. Aaron is slightly confused by it all, but when Owen introduces him to the owner he’s delighted when he’s offered a job—though given his lack of experience she makes Owen responsible for his performance.

It’s only then that Aaron discovers what Owen does, and what he’s expected to do.

Owen is a femboy maid. All the maids in the cafe are femboys and if Aaron is going to work there he’ll need to become a femboy too. Aaron is left bewildered and unsure, but Owen is confident his friend has it in him to become an incredible femboy.

And thus begins a journey of feminization, self-discovery, romance, and desire that binds the friends closer than ever before...


THE PAGEANT
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Pete can’t believe what he’s hearing—his sister, Gina is entering a beauty pageant. Unable to contain his amusement he can’t help but mock her. Gina though, is having none of it.

She thinks Pete is just jealous of her good looks, and, to shut him up, dares him to enter the contest with the offer of her car if he beats her. Pete wants to refuse, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete could win, and seems very enthusiastic about the idea…

When Pete finds out his sister is entering a local beauty pageant he’s shocked. He always figured she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she had more brains than that, and her tells her so to her face.

Gina, offended that Pete thinks a woman can’t be both beautiful and smart calls him out, and challenges him on his opinion. She thinks he’s just jealous, because he’s terminally single while she has plenty of dates. Pete insists jealousy is no part of it but Gina is not convinced. Mocking her brother, she even goes so far as to challenge him to enter, wanting to prove to him that she really is the hotter sibling, offering her car as the prize should he beat her.

Pete scoffs at the challenge, but his best friend, Morgan, thinks Pete should reconsider. The pageant has nothing in its rules about gender, instead specifying that it’s a contest of beauty, and Morgan thinks with a bit of work Pete really could beat his sister in a contest of beauty.

Plus… there’s the car and the prize money…

Pete, reluctant, agrees. Yet all too soon the two friends are in over their heads. They’ve spent all their savings on clothes and underwear and makeup and beauty products. Morgan considers it an investment though, because he’s sure Pete can win, he just needs to embrace the process.

So begins a slow journey of feminization and transformation as Pete discovers just how beautiful he can be, but when he starts to uncover new feelings and emotions he begins to wonder if maybe he’s gotten too deep.

Yet, it’s too late to back out. He’s got a pageant to enter, and he just has to hope he can win...


MOMMY ISSUES
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Steven is feeling sorry for himself after another relationship has fallen apart. He just doesn’t know what he’s doing wrong, but then he spots an advert for Doctor Santos, a beautiful therapist specialising in relationship issues.

Fortunately for Steven, Doctor Santos is quick to realise his issue. He has Mommy Issues, and that’s resulted in a lack of attachment to his feminine side. Even luckier, she knows just how to help him. What follows is a journey deep into Steven’s femininity that promises to change everything...

Steven just can’t make a relationship work!

When Lucy, his current girlfriend who he thought was the love of his life, leaves him with just a note to explain why, he’s left devastated. He has no idea what he’s doing wrong.

But then he sees an advert for the stunningly beautiful Doctor Santos, a therapist specialising in relationship issues and personal improvement and Steven figures it can’t hurt, can it?

When Doctor Santos tells Steven he has Mommy Issues, he feels shocked. He’d never realised he was so detached from the feminine within, but it makes sense. With the problem identified, he wants to do his best to fix it, to grow, to be better. Fortunately for him, Doctor Santos knows just how to help him get in touch with his inner femininity.

And so begins Steven’s journey to heal his Mommy Issues and get in touch with his femininity. Only the journey goes a lot deeper than he was expecting, but in the end, who better to go deep than your hot, older therapist?


SELF LOVE
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Glen’s feeling sorry for himself. His life is not what he wanted it to be and the love of his life has just left him. Not sure what to do to make things better he stumbles across a self-help forum advocating self love.

As he reads more it starts to click. Glen’s never been particularly kind to himself or attached to himself, but… where to start? It all seems like so much work. Glen begins to lose hope only to stumble across a series of self-help audio files that promise to help him unlock and love his true self.

It sounds perfect, so Glen downloads the first file and listens to it while he sleeps.

What happens next is a lesson in why loving yourself is the key to lasting happiness...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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