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 Chris has been friends with Annabelle since they were kids. When Chris is feeling down on his luck he knows he can always go to his friend to be cheered up. Today he's feeling down. His dream prom date Samantha has turned him down. Hoping to get cheered up, he goes over to Annabelle's house knowing she'll be there for him. Indeed, she's already got a plan in the works for him that she guarantees will win Samantha's heart. She knows how to save his prom experience and have him end high school the way he's always dreamed it would end. All he has to do is play along with her plans. Chris agrees to follow her prom arranging plans without knowing all the details, or in fact any of them. Annabelle’s plans start off simple enough and nothing seems weird about them, until the panties come out. It turns out even though their best friends, there's a few things about Annabelle that Chris never knew about. In order to cheer him up, save his prom, and land Samantha's heart, Annabelle begins to transform Chris's world in ways he would never have expected.
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Chapter 1

Chris stared blankly at the front door of his best friend’s house. He should have rung the front bell by now, but there was the feeling of failure in the air that was making him lethargic. This feeling had been following him around like a storm cloud hovering just out of reach overhead since this morning. He took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. It only took a few seconds for Annabelle to open the door. She was dressed in a white blouse and denim short-shorts that young women were wearing as fashion these days. Chris didn’t come here to fawn over his friend’s appearance. He came here for Annabelle’s help. He was feeling down and so he needed her to help lift those ominous clouds away.

Chris had known Annabelle practically his whole life. They’d been best friends ever since they met in pre-school. She was like the sister he never had. She was more than a sister; she was nearly his twin in appearance. They had the same auburn hair, slightly curly at the ends. Of course, her hair went all the way down her back, while Chris’s hair was cut short, so the curls didn’t really show. They were also the same height and nearly the same weight. Being five feet six inches tall was no hardship on Annabelle, but it meant Chris was slightly below average in height. If you coupled that fact with his slight frame, that failed to improve no matter how intense he tried to work out, then you could understand why things with women always turned out negatively for Chris. At least, that was how he saw it. Being slightly below average was not exactly a great way to attract the opposite sex.

Chris came over to Annabelle’s house whenever he felt down on his luck, because he knew Annabelle would always be ready to try and cheer him up. She just had that type of take-charge personality. Nothing needed to be explained to a friend like her. She’d be there for him, no matter the news. Today he needed that type of cheering up without strings attached. Some guys dreaded being friend-zoned but being “just friends” had its advantages. For starters, Annabelle spoke to him, which was more than most girls at school did. For another, he needed someone to help him blow away that cloud of failure surrounding him in the most desperate of ways and just seeing her on the other side of the door happy to see him was a welcomed relief. That was what being in the friend-zone was all about.

Annabelle, like the true friend that she was, read his gloomy mood with no questions asked. She could always read him cover to cover like a book. She greeted him, “I take it that things didn’t go off as planned today.”

Chris sighed. He replied, “Oh Anna, it was a total disaster. I had finally worked up the courage to ask Samantha to the prom . . .”

Annabelle interrupted him, “That’s great! You’ve been pining for her to me since the eighth grade. Had you wasted any number of words telling her how much you liked her instead of telling me those words, then you’d be going to the prom with her already. Not that I don’t mind the conversations, it is just that it’s a relief to finally be free of them all the same. You’ve finally told her how you truly feel. Sam and I are such buds too. It will be good for her to date someone decent for a change. I hate seeing her dating that Terry Guy fellow when there’s much higher quality men like you around that are so totally available. She’s going to be so much better off with you taking her to the prom. I told you the time was right to ask her.”

The name Terry struck a chord deep in Chris’s heart. Terry was everything Chris was not. He was tall, he was athletic, he was popular with the girls. He was the captain of the football team, the star striker on the soccer team, and the ace pitcher on the baseball team. He won at every sport he played. He was also Chris’s main rival standing in the way of Samantha’s affections. When it came to Samantha it was easy to say that Terry was on the winning side again. Indeed, it would be an understatement.

Chris explained things to Annabelle, “It’s funny that you should mention Terry just now. After your pep talk yesterday, I was determined to finally ask Sam to the prom today. I was going to do it right before homeroom started. As I walked up to Samantha while she was standing by her locker alone. I nearly opened my mouth when Terry showed up. He beat me to the chase. He asked her to the prom, and she said yes. He was just that blunt. He just blurted it out like asking her was nothing at all to him. Guys like Terry have it so easy. I felt like an idiot to be standing there with nothing to say to her any longer. I mean, I couldn’t ask her after she just said yes to Terry, now, could I? In the end, I asked her for a pencil just to save face. She didn’t even have one on her either. Face it, Anna, I’m a complete failure.” He paused and then added, “Now’s the time you’re supposed to start cheering me up.”

Annabelle gave him a friendship embrace and a quick peck on the cheek.  She said to him, “That’s hardly a failure. You shouldn’t get so down about it all. Bad timing in your attempt to ask her out is much different than you failing to ask at all. The fact remains, she hasn’t turned you down flat after asking. Can’t you see that it still means she might have said yes to you had things worked out differently timing wise. There’s always a chance of success next time she’s available.”

Chris sighed. He lamented, “But I’m eighteen with only two months left of high school and my best, last chance to . . . Well, you know, with Samantha is gone. I’m going to end up entering college an incel. I might as well move into my mother’s basement and start writing Warcraft fan fiction and complete my incel transformation.”

She laughed. “Don’t be such a drama queen, Chris. Things happen when they happen.”

“It’s easy for you to say that since they’ve already happened for you. You’ve been dating Charlie for two years now. You even went to his senior prom last year. Let’s face it, Anna, I’m pretty much out of time when it comes to the woman of my dreams and the prom.”

Annabelle put her finger to Chris's lips. She said, “Shhh. I don’t want to hear anymore negativity. It’s our last few months of high school and it should be a happy occasion. It will be too, I guarantee it.”

Chris asked, “How can you do a thing like that?”

“It just so happens that Samantha told me your prom news already. She was so excited to be asked by Terry, she spammed it all over social media. Since this morning, I’ve been working up a plan to solve your problems and win Sam’s heart at the same time. Actually, I’ve done more than been working on it. I’ve started enacting it. The first thing I did was that I told her you were taking me to the prom. By the way, you’re taking me to the prom. Don’t protest, it’s already a done deal. Charlie can’t get out of his college exams, so it was the perfect excuse.”

“Excuse for what?”

“For my plan to unfold. I’ve been thinking about this plan for a while now. You’ve finally worked up the courage to ask Sam out. I know Sam well enough to know you’re not quite her type of guy. Still, you didn’t fail with her today because of the type of guy you are, but because of the type of guy Terry is. All that news has made up my mind to have the courage to help you win Sam away from Terry.”

“And you’re doing that, how?”

“We need to transform the type of guy you are and fast. It’s a good thing, sort of, that it’s all worked out this way. You’ve been needing a little transformation for a while. As your friend, your best one, I can see that it’s up to me to do it. After a makeover, then all that’s needed is a cunning plan to win her over. Part of that plan is that we’re getting a limo and double dating with Samantha on prom night.”

Chris exclaimed, “We’re what?”

Annabelle waved him off. “It’s all been arranged so it’s too late to stop it. I told Samantha you’re taking me, Terry, and her. You’re paying for the car, our dresses, and the rest. That financial news cemented the deal for the double date. Terry’s a cheap guy at heart and Sam knows it.”

“I can't afford . . .”

Annabelle interrupted him, “To squabble over little details. Do you want to give your end away to Samantha on prom night or not?”

“Obviously, but everything you told me makes it sound like all I’m doing is paying for Terry to give his end away.”

Annabelle grabbed Chris by the hand. She said, Come on along upstairs. I’ll walk you through my plan. I’m your besty. I won’t let you down. After you hear my plan, then you’ll have no doubts, on its possibilities for success. I’m an expert at this type of thing, sort of.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

Annabelle replied, “In truth, I’ve dreamed of doing this for you for a while now but it’s only now that I’ve decided it must be done. It’s more a theory than a practice . . . Well, when it comes to boys. I’ve never tried it on a boy. I know it works on girls, though. I think it will work on you all the same.”

Chris asked, “Tried what?”

“My planning to win Sam’s heart of course.”

“That didn’t really tell me anything. I need to know your plan.”

Annabelle waved him off. She ordered, “You may ask me no more questions. Upstairs with you. I’m arranging a little play for us this afternoon, playacting that is, and we’ve each got roles in it.”

Chris shrugged, “I guess I can’t say no to a matchmaking besty like you. Things could hardly go worse for me when it comes to women than they already are.”

“That’s the spirit!” she replied.


Chapter 2

Annabelle led Chris up to her bedroom. It wasn’t exactly a scandalous thing for him to be up there. He’d been in her bedroom countless times before. As kids, they’d played with toys up there for hours on end. She always liked to roleplay school room where he’d be the disobedient student and she’d be the stern teacher. Childhood felt like a long time ago now. The toys were all gone from her room. The wallpaper duckies were covered up with posters of her favorite boy bands. Chris liked those bands as well, but he only listened to them when with Anna because no young man like Chris wanted his schoolmates to know he listened to them. The only remnants left of early childhood were Annabelle’s stuffed animal collection which she kept on her bed.

Upon entering the bedroom, Chris walked past her bed and headed on over to her computer desk. Chris said, “I might as well inspect that new gaming system you’ve been beating me with while I’m here.”

She said, “There’s no time for games today. We came up here to work on you. Wait right here.”

She moved him to a spot on the floor. Then she went inside her walk-in closet. He stood there a minute before it occurred to him that there would be plenty of time to examine her gaming system. She could spend hours searching through the mess in her closet before she found whatever it was she was searching for. Chris studied the spot on the floor that she’d left him. There was nothing special about it. He left it and moved to her computer. Chris wiggled the computer mouse, and her screen came alive. She had a new computer with all the works built-in just for online gaming. They played online games together every Saturday night when both of them didn’t have a date. With Charlie away at college, that was most Saturday nights these days. Chris would be in his room back home and she’d be up here. It’s too bad Anna spent all this money on this new computer system, or she’d be able to chip in for this prom scheme of hers. Chris’s finances were extremely tight at the moment which was a kind way to say he was broke.

Finally, she came back from her walk-in closet carrying a yellow cotton sundress with spaghetti straps. She gave Chris a hard stare. He obediently moved back to that spot on the floor. Once he was back in his place, she held the dress up to Chris and said, “This should work fine. Luckily, we’re the exact same size.” She flexed her ripped arm muscle and added, “Although I’m a little more filled out than you.”

“Sure, rub it in.”

She ignored him. She said, “Yes, that will do nicely.” She then placed the sundress down on the bed. She headed back toward the closet.

Chris called back to her, “The dress will do nicely for what?”

Chris’s question remained unanswered and thoughts of checking out Anna’s new computer system slipped out of his mind, because new questions were gaining momentum in his mind as Annabelle returned with a pair of white nylon tights, yellow boy short panties, and a bra.

Chris asked, “Are you getting ready for me to take you out somewhere?”

“No,” she replied.

“What then?”

She explained to him, “I hope you don’t mind but I went with a black bra. I always think that a black bra is a little slutty. Particularly if it shows through your dress. Since you’ll be playing the role of Samantha in our playacting, we want your character to be a little slutty on prom night, right?”

Chris asked, “I’m doing what?”

“You’re going into my bathroom and getting dressed. The sooner you’re dressed for the part, the sooner I can demonstrate to you how to win Samantha’s heart. We used to play up here all the time as kids. This is just one more case of playacting.”

Chris protested, “I get that, but I can’t wear a dress. The thing is that I’m not queer . . . Not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

Annabelle put her finger over his lips. She said, “Shh, don’t be so uptight, and get dressed. Don’t worry there is nothing gay about this. It’s just like wearing any old costume on Halloween. It doesn’t mean you’re anything, but a character in a play. Now get in that bathroom and do it quickly. I spent a good deal of time planning this and you’re not going to spoil it.”

Chris replied, “You’re worse than my mother when it comes to ordering me around. The thing is, come on, are the clothes really necessary?”

“Only if you want to give your end away on prom night. It’s your choice. It’s your end. I’m just a friend trying to help you out. You can remain a virgin forever if you choose or you could take a chance and land Sam.”

Chris sighed. Just about anything was worth a try, right? Chris started to gather up the clothes. He carried them to the bathroom and stopped short of the bathroom door. He asked Annabelle, “You’re not going to tell anyone about this, right?”

Annabelle replied, “Who’d I want to tell this too? It's not like I’m going to enjoy seeing you prance around in my yellow flower panties. This is strictly a clinical operation. You’re the love crazed patient and I’m the doctor with the cure for what ails you.”

Chris sighed again. He said, “It feels to me like you’re the crazy one.”

“Just you march off into that bathroom,” she ordered. She pointed with an arm the direction to the bathroom as if he didn’t know where it was already.

Chris took in a deep breath and looked over his bundle of woman’s clothing with a forlorn sense of what was to come. Still, they’d been best friends too long to doubt Annabelle’s judgment. She was, after all, way more experienced than him in these love matters so maybe she could teach him a thing or two. At the very least he’d make his best friend feel helpful. Sometimes you needed to humor your besty. Annabelle was his besty and that was for sure.

He carried his lode into her bathroom. Luckily Annabelle had an attached master bathroom. It must be nice to have parents that could afford the finer things in life. Not that Annabelle was good at saving the money her parents gave her. The thought of Annabelle’s parents floated through his mind. The last thing he wanted was her mother catching him running around the house in yellow boy panties. She’d be on the phone so fast to his mother and then . . . He didn’t want to think about that subject any further.


Chapter 3

Chris peeked out of the bathroom window. He was on the second floor, so he hadn’t expected to see anyone out there looking in on him. Still, he wasn’t taking any chances. He had a reputation to maintain. Well, technically he had no reputation at all, and he’d be happy to keep it that way. He closed the blinds on the window. He unbuttoned his blue jeans and started to undress. He folded up his clothes and put them on the counter next to the sink. He gazed at his reflection in the bathroom mirror. He was too skinny, too smooth, and too short. In other words, his reflection in the mirror hadn’t changed since this morning. He was being too hard on himself over this prom thing, and he knew it. He turned his attention to Annabelle’s clothing she’d given him to wear. They were resting in a pile on top of the hamper. He giggled. Good old Annabelle was going to try and pick up his spirits by making him do the ridiculous. It was probably a good idea. He shouldn’t be so down. After all he had a prom date now. He picked out the yellow panties from the pile of women’s clothing. He looked back into the bathroom mirror and said to his reflection, “Well, here I go.”

He inched the panties up. Luckily, Annabelle gave him boy shorts instead of a thong. He had room to tuck it all in. He admired his bulge in the mirror to make sure it was all packed in tight. The last thing he wanted was a wardrobe malfunction in front of Annabelle. The flower decor on the front of the panties was stretched right over the top of his bulge. He thought to himself that under that little flower was the goal. Well, not that flower, but the flower on the real Samantha’s panties. Today’s flower was just playacting. When doing something crazy it was important to remember your goals.

He breathed a sigh of relief. Mission accomplished; he was wearing women’s underwear. It was time to try on the rest of his costume. He put his leg up on the bathtub and pulled one of the white nylon stockings up his left leg. His legs were smooth and hairless like his chest. He’d always wanted chest hair, but it never grew in. Heck, he could go a day or two without shaving the way his body hair decided not to grow. He pulled up the second nylon. He ran his hands up and down both legs trying to straighten the tights out. His legs felt extra smooth to the touch in those nylons. Even after he was satisfied with the thigh-high nylons positioning, he continued gently running his hands up and down his legs. He liked how they felt on his hands, and he like how rubbing them felt on his legs. It was a double pleasure. He could understand why women liked to wear tights. He thought about what it might feel like to be wearing a pair of full tights. There would be a silky-smooth material covering over his entire package. It would probably be a rather nice experience too. Man, he thought, if I wore these to school, I wouldn’t make it through homeroom without creaming in my pants or panties as the case was. I wonder how women manage it. Well, he wouldn’t have to worry about accidentally doing that. He’d only be dressed this way for a few minutes at most and then Annabelle’s playacting would be over and done with.

He picked up the bra and accidentally dropped it to the ground. He bent over to retrieve the bra and caught sight of himself in the bathroom mirror. The thigh-high nylons and yellow panties accented his bare upper thighs. He thought, man I never noticed before, but I got a thigh gap most girls at school would kill for. He stood up and shook his head. What was he thinking about? All this playing dress up was messing with his mind.

He tried three attempts to latch the bra with the latch behind his back before giving up and latching it from the front. He then twisted it around his body. He struggled to get the arms through the straps. Man, this thing was a torture device. He complained to Anna all the time about how much he wanted to date Sam. Annabelle complained to him all the time that she was only a B cup. Her bra, however, fixed that problem for her more easily than Chris could fix his problems with women. Chris’s breasts were filling each cup and showing a tad bit of cleavage overflow out of the top of Anna’s bra. It was all an illusion, though. The bra was a padded push-up. He checked himself out in the mirror again. He didn’t look flat chested at all in this device. He cupped each breast with his hands and gave his breasts a slight squeeze. After finishing the adjustment of his bosom, He laughed at his reflection in the mirror. He appeared stacked thanks to Annabelle’s magic bra. It must be a trick of the trade. Women have a lot of them. You add a little padding in the correct location, add in some up-lift and pushing, and even an A cup can become a C so easily. That is as long as you keep the bra on. But when it came to sex appeal, illusion was most of reality.

He grabbed the sundress and studied it. He couldn’t figure out if it was designed to shimmy up his legs like a skirt or be pulled over his head like a t-shirt. Well, there was a fifty-fifty chance of being correct. He stuck his head through it and pulled it down. He had to tug on it in order to get it all the way down over his hips. It was just like Annabelle to pick out something so form fitting for him to wear. The dress clung to him and was the kind of thing you wouldn’t like to wear out in the sun despite the name. Even in the artificial light of the bathroom you could partially see through it. You could certainly see the outline of his underwear through it which Chris assumed was on purpose by the dressmaker.

Chris studied himself in the mirror again. He fully expected to see a total idiot staring back at him, but truth be told, he didn’t look half bad dressed this way. He could imagine himself dressed up this way and going to another high school where they didn’t know him. He’d certainly land a few passes from the other boys. He twirled in the short-skirted sundress to show off his legs. Then he half turned and flashed the mirror with a little butt shot of his panties. He’d been flashed once or twice at school the same way. Not because the flasher wanted his advances, no, because the flasher just wanted the satisfaction of knowing he was going to rub one out that night while thinking about the girl that flashed him. Girls seemed to get off thinking about all the cum spilled in vain by boys masturbating to the thought of them. Women acted in disgust when they knew you had lurid thoughts about them, and they acted depressed if they knew for sure you didn’t. A guy like Chris was damned if he did, damned if he didn’t. Meanwhile the cure for a girl’s depression over you not having lurid thoughts of them was for them to flash a little leg in a short and tight sundress and give a guy a quick peek at their panties “by accident.” Guys were pretty easy to induce to have lurid thoughts.

Chris’s dick began to stir under his panties. His face turned bright red. He turned away from the mirror. He said to himself out loud, “What are you doing man? You’re turning yourself on like one of those self-centered girls at school.” Those yellow boy shorts wouldn’t hold it in if he got too much more stimulated. He decided to leave the safety of the bathroom before he did something foolish. You could rub one out at home, but you couldn’t leave your jizz splattered all over your besty’s bathroom tile. The embarrassment of the situation would be too great or at least it would be for Chris. A guy like Terry would do it without a second thought over it being wrong. No doubt whatever further embarrassing situations Annabelle had in mind would knock the edge off his current arousal once he heard about them. It was time to let Annabelle do her little playacting. At the very least, it would cure Chris of having an accident.


Chapter 4

Chris reentered the bedroom and made a rather disturbing discovery. The bedroom was empty. Annabelle’s too-short half denim shorts and white blouse were left haphazardly draped on the floor. That was messy Annabelle for you. Chris picked them up and brought them over to the bathroom hamper. He then went back into the bedroom. He checked out her closet, but she wasn’t in there. She’d legged it and left him wearing a dress. Wasn’t that just like Annabelle to leave him in a lurch during one of her crazy schemes. Perhaps, Charlie called, and she had to go out with him. Romance waited for no one, even a besty. Well, there was no reason to stand around dressed like this. He turned to reenter the bathroom so he could change back into his normal clothes. He had only taken one step when the bedroom door opened. Annabelle had returned. She had her long hair tucked up under a baseball cap. She was wearing a sports bra to hold her breasts tight to her body. Over the bra she had on her brother’s mesh half-jersey on and a pair of tight blue jeans.

Chris asked her, “I’m going to make a wild guess here and ask you, are you being me right now?”

“In a word, yes,” she replied.

Chris said, “Not to complain, but I’m a little more endowed than you’re portraying. If we have to role play out this plan of yours then at least make me feel better about the character that represents me in this play. It will take the edge off being the one wearing the dress.”

She rolled her eyes. “Men, we are so vain about what is up front.” She walked over to her dresser and pulled out a roll up pair of black socks. She shoved them down her pants. She gave herself two adjustments before she was satisfied with the sock’s location in her panties and then she admired her artificial bulge in the floor length bedroom mirror. She said to Chris, “If I didn’t know better, I’d mistake myself for a man.”

Chris laughed and then added, “You look more like a sissy than a man.” He pointed to her face. He explained, “You’re still wearing your makeup. Only rock singers and clowns get away with that.”

She laughed too and then replied, “You know, Chris, with a little less makeup on me and a little more makeup on you then we’d appear exactly like twins. Chris, didn’t anyone ever tell you that you’ve got a feminine body many girls would die for.”

“Thanks a lot. Consider my confidence boosted to optimum levels. You’ve boosted my spirits after today’s failure. I think I’m cured so are we done now?”

“Oh, don’t take it like that. I know you’d rather be six-foot-tall and built like a linebacker. Well, I’d like to have size double D’s instead of these B’s. We’re just who we are, and we are not a bad looking pair at that. Nope, the fact is you’re cute enough to land Samantha. We just need a little prep-work to pull it off, so we’re not done until that prep-work is complete.”

“Pull what off exactly? What is the scene that we’re getting all dressed up to play act our way through?”

Annabelle explained, “Okay picture this, you’re alone in the limo with Sam on prom night.”

“How?”

“Shut up and let me finish.”

“Consider me shut up.”

“Fine, you’re alone on prom night.”

“In the back of the limo,” interrupted Chris.

“That’s not shutting up!”

“Oh sorry.”

She continued, “Where was I, oh yes. Something, something, alone, prom night, Samantha is there, limo backseat . . . I think I’ve covered all the basics. We can begin.”

“Okay, what now?” asked Chris.

“Now we kiss.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that,” Annabelle echoed.

“No offense, but if it was that easy for me to kiss Samantha then I’d hardly be in need of your help.”

Annabelle explained, “Kissing is easier to do than you think. I got it all set up to get you alone with Samantha in the back of our limo on prom night.”

“And you will get rid of the man taking her to the prom, how exactly?”

“There is a method to my madness, that is all you need to know. All you need to do is take hold of the opportunity I will give you. Once you’re alone you just need to do exactly what I’m going to walk you through doing so you know how to seduce her. You trust me, right?”

“I guess. You’re my besty and I know you mean well.”

“Then we should begin. I’m you. Your Sam. Just remember to focus on what I’m doing so you can do it when the time is right.”

Chris replied, “Fine, I’m focused. I’m also dressed as a girl and would love not to be so let’s start this before someone sees me in your clothes.”

Annabelle sprang upon him. She pressed her lips to his. Her kiss was no peck on the cheek this time, it had force behind it. She slid her hand down his back. As she did that, she slightly rose up on to her toes to gain leverage over him. She placed her free hand on his shoulder and gently guided him backward. He was entranced by her kiss. She had given him dozens of pecks before but never any kiss with this much passion behind it. He was so focused on the kiss that he easily moved to her forceful touch. He backed all the way to the edge of the bed. That didn’t cause her to stop pushing him back. She gave him one last hard shove. He went down backward onto the top of the bed. He landed between two pink stuffed bears. He could swear those bears were looking queerly at him like they were as surprised by the situation as he was. He was now flat on his back with Annabelle directly on top of him still grinding her lips with his. Her tongue was dangerously deep in his mouth, not that he minded that part of the situation so much. She managed to slide her hand off his back as they fell and it moved all the way down to his right buttock. She slid her hand up his dress to expose those yellow boy shorts.

She let off on his lips. She said to him, “See how easy it all was? You don’t need to waste time on words and games when it comes to the right woman. Just a little bit of gentle touching and careful maneuvering and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

Chris wasn’t exactly listening to Annabelle’s lesson. His problem wasn’t with his ears but with his pants. More to the point, he had problems going on with what was in his pants or panties as the case currently was. The main problem was that his penis wasn’t turning into putty in Annabelle’s expert hands. He could feel those yellow boy shorts growing tighter as they struggled to keep all seven of his erect inches in. Chris tightened his ass cheeks and thrusted his pelvis upward. He started to slowly circle his hips. He didn’t want to grind on his best friend, but those yellow panties rubbing on his cock felt too good to stop. He had to do it. He felt a little guilty about it all, but he had to continue to feel this pleasure.

Samantha didn’t seem to notice anything going on below the waist. She was too busy talking. She said, “Now that you’ve grabbed a little booty, it’s time to get to second base. Keep the kissing up, while you subtly grab a boob with the left hand. She pulled the strap of the sundress off his shoulder. She shimmied it down until she had exposed his black bra. She slid her left hand under the bra cup to release his left nipple. She began to lick his nipple and rub her saliva onto his areola.

This did nothing to discourage him from grinding his waist against hers. Indeed, he pressed his waist harder into her. Oh God, he thought, what the hell am I doing. She must feel it. She must feel me grinding away on her. The yellow boy shorts had inched up his ass and the head of his penis had escaped through the waistline of the panty.  He could feel that roll of socks tucked into her panties relentlessly grinding away on the head of his exposed dick. He thought about yelling at her to stop, but he was too close to climaxing now. Cumming, girls climaxed, he reminded himself. He wanted to orgasm. He needed it.

Just as he was about to cum Annabelle rose off him, spoiling the mood. She said to him, “By now Samantha will be completely wet. She’ll be ready for you to take her.”

“Oh,” replied Chris, trying hard not to appear as turned on as he actually was.

“Yeah, she’ll be hot for trot for your bones, but you’re not out of the woods yet. Here’s a little inside girl knowledge. Samantha right now, she’s hot, she’s bothered, as I’m sure you know all too well, but if you take too long getting your dick out then forget it. No secret passage for you to the mushroom kingdom. No girl wants to give up the family store on a first romantic encounter. By that I mean, it’s not because she doesn’t want your dick, but because we’re taught to hold off on getting it ever since our first talk about the birds and the bees. If you take too long at this critical step, then she’ll get her lips on that dick of yours and suck the fight out of it. We’re all taught to save our precious virginity with a hail Mary BJ. You don’t want that to happen on prom night, right? You want the whole nine yards. So, remember to get that dick out fast and get it rubbing on her mound as soon as possible. If you delay, then I’m afraid it will be suck city for you.”

Chris was feeling kind of lucky. Annabelle’s lecture on getting off had allowed him enough time to cool off. He was feeling out of danger. He replied, “Great advice.” He started to sit up on the bed thinking the lesson was over. Luckily it ended before he frapped all over his best friend.

Annabelle stood up, unbuttoned her pants, pulled them down, and then reached into her blue boy shorts. She tossed out the roll of socks. She said to him, “See how fast I was.”

Chris saw that. He saw more than that as well. Now he’d seen Annabelle in attractive clothing before. Indeed, he’d seen her a couple of times a week in everything from Lycra yoga apparel to swimwear. Since they were best friends, he never really thought much about it. That was different now. She was standing there bare legged, in her blue boy shorts, and he saw that there was a wet spot formed on her camel toe that was so carefully hidden under her blue panties. She’d been enjoying it every bit as much as him. That changed everything. Now, suddenly, he hoped there was more to her little scene than this.

He asked, “Is our playacting over?”

She didn’t verbally reply. She sprang back on top of him. She shoved him back down on the bed. The action jostled his junk, and it escaped through the side of his panties. His erection ended up passing through Annabelle’s tight thigh gap. She didn’t react like she cared to notice the fact. Mostly she was too busy exposing his other breast. She popped his right nipple out and sucked it hard while she started rhythmically dry humping him.

She stopped sucking and ordered, “Wrap your legs around me, bitch.”

“What?” replied Chris.

She instructed, “I’m talking dirty to you. Now’s a good time for dirty talk. You know how to talk dirty. You know how good it is. You like my dick in you. Beg me for it. Come on, cute trap, beg me for it.”

Chris could talk dirty. It’s not like he didn’t know all the four-letter words. He even knew longer and dirtier words. The thing was all his blood was rushing to another area of his body that didn’t contain his brain. His brain was using all its remaining manpower to enjoy the moment. It didn’t have the reserve power to think of dirty small talk to say. The only thing he could think of to say was, “Oh, it’s so good.”

Anna squeezed his cheeks on his face with her hand. She replied, “It’s only good. Fuck you, whore, it’s fucking great, and you know it.”

Her thighs squeezed together hard. His cock was compressed against her wet panty covered mound. He could feel her panties moisten even more as her up and down dry humping motion smeared his pre-cum with her arousal. That mixture meant that he really was going to blow his load at this rate.

His mind started racing. Jesus, he thought, she must feel it. She must know how turned on I am. Well, duh, of course she must know. She was talking dirty to him indicated in every sense that she knew, but Chris’s brain was still churning out slow thoughts. His erection started to tingle. He locked his legs around her and dug his heels into her thighs. Suddenly a little voice inside him came up with an idea. You can’t cum, not on her, said this little voice of reason. They were best friends and were only supposed to be playacting today. He listened to this voice. He concluded; it was the right thing to do to resist his urges. He thought, you must resist. He knew this little voice inside him had a point. If he came, then their friendship as it stood would be over. He couldn’t afford to lose her, not his besty. Clearly, she just didn’t know what she was doing to him. He squeezed on the bedsheets with both hands trying to hold in his orgasm. It was too little effort, too late. He had reached the point of no return. He knew he was going to release it now. There was no doubt anymore. It was going to happen. He released his grip on the bedsheet and then it happened. He pumped his load up through Annabelle’s thigh gap. He could feel his dick delivering several bursts of viscous fluid. The first ejaculation went up in the air and then right back down. It splattered directly on her ass. The rest started to ooze out of Chris’s dick and combine with the dampness of Annabelle’s panties as her dry humping action started to smear it into a ripe mess. Even that didn’t stop her humping. Chris could feel the mixed moistness on her panties start to seep into his panties. The only thought left in his head was, I might cum again if she doesn't stop. That little fact no longer felt like it had any downside. His little voice of reason had split town after he came on his friend like the coward little voices often are.

He didn’t cum again. Finally, Annabelle appeared to have noticed that he had arrived. She stopped dry humping him and climbed off. As she did, she said, “Oh shit.” She walked over to the mirror and examined the sticky mess he’d deposited all over her bum. He focused on watching her wiggle her cum stained ass as she walked over to the mirror. He liked what he saw.

She frowned at her reflection in the mirror. She turned to Chris and raised her voice as she said, “What the fuck was that, bitch! You soiled an expensive pair of my panties.”

Suddenly that little naysaying voice was back in Chris’s head. He’d messed up this time for sure. It really wasn’t his fault. Any man would have done the same thing. He had to try and make it up to Annabelle. Chris sat up. He said, “I’m sorry. It just sort of happened.”

“Sort of happened. You don’t sort of blow a wad on your friend’s ass unless you mean it!”

“Oh, but I didn’t mean it,” replied Chris.

She shouted at him, “You mean you think I’m too ugly to get you off!”

“No, you’re hot enough, you’re way hot enough,” said Chris.

“So, you did mean it, bitch!”

“No, I didn’t. It just sort of happened.”

“Get on your knees and beg for my forgiveness,” she ordered.

“All right, forgive me. It just happened. I didn’t mean it,” stammered Chris. He climbed out of the bed. He came over to Annabelle and kneeled on the floor. He said with a weak voice and tears in his eyes, “Please, Besty, please forgive me. I didn’t know what I was doing. I’m so sorry.”

Annabelle spat on him. She said, “I’m sorry too. I’m sorry for your performance. You need to do better, my little trap, or I’ll give you an F and flunk your ass out of my little play. I was so close to climaxing myself and you got off first and ruined my mood. You’ll need better timing on prom night if you want to get an A out of Samantha. As a matter of fact, you’ll need to work a little harder today to get an A out of me. I want to see that A. We’ve come this far; we’d better finish me off right.”

Chris was taken back. He said, “Is that what this is all about. You’re giving me a pity fuck. No offense, Annabelle, but I don’t want a pity friendship fuck out of you. This has all been a mistake.”

She laughed. “Who mentioned a thing like that. My pussy isn’t what this is all about. It’s about your pussy. You’re the girl today, remember?”

She walked over to her dresser. She opened the top drawer. She pulled out a long blue dildo. She licked the length of it. She explained to Chris, “This keeps me company while Charlie’s away doing his thing in college. Do you like it?”

Chris’s mind was blank again. He didn’t respond. Was there a correct friendly way to say, what the fuck is up with you holding a plastic blue dildo and licking it in front of me, to a best friend? His silence wasn’t helping matters because she dropped her cum soaked panties to the floor. Chris could see her downy soft auburn pubic hair. He’d never seen a woman’s pubes before sans in a porn video. There’s nothing quite like experiencing the real thing. Annabelle had a cute little happy trail shaved out. His eyes got lost as they hiked along that trail toward that wonderful destination that she usually kept locked away from sight. Annabelle ran the dildo through her pubes as Chris watched from his knees. She made a few circles with her fantastic plastic lover and then slid it lower. She began to rub her clit with it. She said to the spellbound Chris, “You got me so wet already that I think it’s just going to slide right in without the need for more heavy petting. She thrust it into her vagina. It only went halfway in.

She explained to Chris, “I only buy double-headed dildos so I can get a firm two handed grip on them. However, since you’re with me there’s other games we can play with the second head.”

“Oh,” replied Chris. It occurred to him that he probably should have said more than that, but he was still at a loss for vocabulary. The last sensible thing he said today was turning out to be utterly wrong so it’s not like saying more words just now would have helped matters. Those last sensible words spoken by him were about him not wanting a friendship sympathy fuck out of Annabelle. He can’t believe he ever said such bullshit. Those words were feeling hollower than a discount Easter chocolate bunny. Right about now he wanted to remove that stupid plastic blue dildo and fuck the shit out of Annebelle with his own cock. Oh, how he wanted to do that. He was bursting at the thought of it. He’d worry about the whole matter of where their friendship stood after he unloaded inside her. Friends or not, her pussy lips tight around that blue plastic cock were too enchanting a sight to not want to explore the idea of replacing it with his much better option. Of course, any part of that idea might have been a better thing to say to Annabelle than what he just said. Only it took all this time for his blood deprived brain to come around to understand what it really wanted. He penis got the hint right away, but it didn’t control his mouth.

His dick was not what she asked from him, however. She gripped her dildo firmly with her right hand and pointed it in his direction. She ordered, “Crawl on your knees to me, my trap. Come on, my cute little trap and suck me off.”

“What?” exclaimed Chris.

“Shut up and just suck me. If you’re going to get anywhere with anyone you need to go with the flow and do as you’re told. Today you’re my bitch and I’m training you to be my good little bitch. On your hands and knees and crawl, now! You’re now my bitch and a bitch pleases her master or there’s no rewards later on. You want rewards. You need rewards. Work for them.”

Jesus this was getting out of hand, thought Chris. Still, he wanted rewards. He needed them. Chris reluctantly started to crawl over to her. He owed her right? She got him off. You couldn’t leave a friend hanging like that. He couldn’t just say thanks for the cum shot, and now goodbye. You couldn’t do that to a friend, even a weird friend. He arrived in front of her. He sat up on his silky-smooth nylon covered knees. She inched the dildo toward his mouth. He could see her everything up close now. He could smell her too. He liked that smell.

She slid the dildo in and out of her box a few times and then rubbed her wetness down the entire length of the plastic shaft. She ordered him, “It’s ready now. Taste it, taste what it is like to be a true woman.”

He humored her. He gave the dildo a quick kiss on its plastic head. That wasn’t enough. She shook her head. She said, “You’ve watched porn. You know how a blow job is given. Blow me up, my bitch or I tell Samantha how much you like wearing my clothes.”

“You can’t do that!” exclaimed Chris in a panic.

“Then blow me up bitch!” she ordered. She rubbed the plastic cock against his closed lips. She continued, “Remember my lesson one. A bitch that doesn’t start sucking, ends up getting fucked. You’re not ready for me to enter you that way so open your mouth wide. Be a good girl, you want to be good to me, don’t you?”

Okay, this had now gone into too weird an area for him to handle. He began to panic. He didn’t want Samantha to know any of this. She’d think he was queer or something. The thing was, though, he liked the idea of tasting Annabelle. It was that part of it all that was so weird for him and that scared him. Did he actually enjoy all this? There was really only one way to answer that burning question. He wasn’t sure he needed the answer, however. He was frightened to death of the answer. And yet, he had to know. That little voice was back. It reminded him that you didn’t have to do everything in life that you might like to do. It was that voice that forced him to wait years to even ask Samantha out for a simple date. That voice had let him down time after time. Fuck that little noble voice. The word fuck registered with him now. She was going to fuck him! He didn’t want to imagine the full meaning in that act. He was going to ignore his little doubting inner voice, avoid getting fucked, and taste Annabelle. All it would take is a few minutes of sucking and then he’d know how much he liked it.

He stuck the blue plastic end in his mouth. He sucked a little and moved the dildo back and forth in his mouth. Annabelle reached down and patted the top of his head like he was the family dog. She started to stroke the short auburn hair on his head. She said to him, “Oh, that’s better.” Chris started to get a little bolder. He wiggled the shaft in her vagina as his sucks got a little deeper down the shaft. Annabelle started moaning. He was feeling proud of himself. His first time with a girl and he was getting her off. Granted it wasn’t Samantha, he was wearing the girl’s underwear, and he was sucking her shaft instead of pounding away in her vagina with his, but it still counted, right?

She moved her hand to the back of his head as she continued to stroke his hair. She was clearly into this as much as he was. Chris relaxed. She’d climax pretty soon now, and Chris would have the satisfaction of knowing he had turned a woman on. He’d made the right choice following Annabelle’s command instead of that meek inner voice. It was then that Annabelle pushed on the back of his head with force. She was forcing the plastic dildo down deep into his throat. She forced it so far into his throat that his lips met her pussy lips. He started to gag as he deep throated the plastic cock. He tried to move his head away from her, but Annabelle was too strong for him. Her ripped arms glistened with sweat as she held Chris’s head down on her cock. Chris was struggling for air as Annabelle started grinding her wet mound against Chris’s drooling mouth. Chris was getting woozy from the lack of oxygen, but the sweet taste of Annabelle was keeping him focused on her prize. He loved tasting that prize. Annabelle pinched his nose with her free hand. It forced Chris to suck with all his capacity in a natural reflex. His cheeks puckered in forcing his lips out and against her damp box.

Annabelle said, “Wow, Chris, you make such a good little skank.”

Chris could feel Annabelle’s body shutter and then she relaxed her grip. She pulled her dick out of his mouth. The air rushed into Chris’s lungs and then he crumbled to the floor. Annabelle wouldn’t let him get away with a breather, though. She ordered, “Get up on your feet I want to get a solid look at you.”

Chris looked up at her as she towered over his crumbled body. She pulled her top off exposing her breasts. She worked her erect nipples with fingertips and impatiently tapped her right foot. She was waiting for him. She wanted more. Chris didn’t know if he had more to give. The idea of more got him struggling back up on his feet again, however. His head was still spinning from the lack of oxygen. He said, “I’m not sure I can go on just now. Did you have to choke me like that?”

“Yes, because I knew you’d like it if I did.”

Chris for the first time got angry. He raised his voice to her. He said, “Liked it! I nearly choked to death.”

Annabelle stayed calm. She replied, “Pull your dress off, my little trap. I know lots of things you’ll like just as much as choking on my cock.”             

The anger ebbed out of him. Thankfully she’d suggested something reasonable at last. Chris reached down and grabbed the skirt of the dress. She wanted him to take it off. That was the best news all day. Things had gone too far. They’d gone way past too far. She was gagging him on plastic dicks for fuck sake too far was how too far things had gotten. He pulled the dress over his head in relief to be free of it. As he did that, he caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror. Those white nylons were soiled at the knees, his bra was pulled down exposing both nipples, his lips were smeared with her red lipstick, and his raging erection was bursting out of those fucking yellow panties. He looked down at his raging hard on. Shit, he thought, things just got even more weird. She was right. He liked it. Hell, his dick was so hard, he must have loved her choking him out. He’d been so focused on Annabelle pleasuring herself with his mouth, that he hadn’t noticed how turned on he’d gotten from sucking her off.

Annabelle said to him, “You look like a well spent tramp. But, perhaps, not a completely spent one. Don’t worry, the hard part of the journey is over. The rest is all feel good easy.”

Chris stammered out, “The rest?”

Annabelle picked up her soiled blue panties from the ground and circled around behind him. He could feel her plastic dildo start to press against his ass cheek. She rubbed it up and down the outside of his panties. She massaged his ass crack. Then the dildo slipped under his panties. The head pressed against the bare rim of his anus. He just stood there and let her do it to him.

She whispered in his ear, “Between your saliva and my orgasm this dildo is so wet that I could ram it in you easily. It’s your call, do you want it?” He didn’t answer. He didn’t know the correct answer. It wasn’t a question you prepared for in advance. A situation like this didn’t come up before at school, at home, at . . . Well anywhere. You just don’t imagine a woman is going to ask if you want an ass fuck from her. She rubbed the head around and around his rim. He could feel his sphincter muscles relaxing. Oh wow, he thought, I actually do want it. Yes, I want it.

He said, “Please, Annabelle, fuck me in the ass. I don’t think I could handle it if you didn’t.”

She asked again, “You want me to?”

He nodded his head.

“I thought you didn’t want a pity friendship fuck out of me?” she asked.

“Not . . . Not like I meant. I want Sam’s vagina to be my first,” explained Chris.

“I see. You’re okay being the girl for me. You want to be my girl.”

He replied, “Yes. I’m your girl.”

The head pressed into his asshole. His butt cheeks puckered up tight. They tried with all their might to keep that dildo out. They didn’t have anything personal against Annabelle and her plastic friend, it was just natural biology at work. The ass worked hard to push things in the other direction, so it wasn’t used to things traveling against the grain. She worked it in about half an inch and stopped. Then she started twisting it ever so forcefully. He could feel himself yielding.

“Do you feel it massaging your magic male g-spot?” she asked.

He nodded his head. He felt it. It felt so good. Why did it feel so good?

“I’m going to fuck the rest of the man out of you. When I’m done, you will be my girl. Understood?”

He didn’t want to nod his head. He didn’t want to be her girl. But it felt so good. His head moved on its own out of instinct. He needed to nod. He needed to be her girl.

She laughed. She reached around him and wrapped the pair of soiled blue panties around his rock-hard shaft. She started jerking him off with those panties as the dildo went all the way in. Every time her up stroke reached the edge of his dick’s head she gave the panties a half twist on his staff. His dick was harder than he could ever remember it being. He could feel that dildo rubbing hard against his anal rim. She asked him, “Do you like wearing my panties?”

“Yes.”

“I knew you would. You can take them home with you. Every time you touch yourself from now on, you’ll wear them.”

He replied, “I will.”

“When we game together online, you’ll game while wearing them.”

“I will.”

“Soon you won’t be able to get off without them. Then you won’t be able to leave the house without them. Finally, you won’t ever think about it being unnatural to wear them. You need panties, you breathe panties, your fantasies will all contain panties from now on.”

“They will,” he replied.

“When they get soiled, you’ll come back to me for more.”

“I will.”

“You’re on your way to a transformation. You’re going to be a good little bitch for me. You’re going to be the best little bitch. I know exactly how you feel, Chris. Last year I learned how to be someone’s bitch. It was my birthday. I had a girl’s only sleep over. I invited Becky Johnson, Charlie’s older sister. I got up late and went to the bathroom. Becky walked in on me while I was pissing. She’s queer. She’s bull dyke queer. She turned me that night on the cold tile of my bathroom floor while my friends all slept in this room, and I loved every minute of it. She turned me right out. Charlie is just my beard now. I use his dick to avoid questions. I haven’t thought of boys as love interests since that night. I couldn’t tell anyone, even you, my besty about it. Until now that is. You see, after listening to you pine away for Samantha all this time, I started fancying her myself. I’m Jonesing for the Lunchables in her hot box every bit as much as you are. I’ve tried to get in her pants for six months now. I don’t have what it takes. You don’t either. But together, as lesbians, we can succeed. That’s my real plan Chris. I had to turn you out to help you win Samantha for both of us. That was okay, wasn’t it?”

She picked up the pace, jerking him. He should have cum minutes ago. She wanted to know if what they were doing was okay? It wasn’t just okay, it was fucking amazing. He didn’t want it to end.

She said to him, “If you learn everything that I will teach you, then I guarantee Samantha will be ours. You must trust me on this. I turned two other girls in our class already this year, I can turn you and train you. Just because you started life as a boy doesn’t mean you won’t make a great lesbian. I was afraid to try and train you for the longest time, but now I see it was silly. You’re a natural girl. You’ll be a better girl than I am.”

Chris replied, “I’ll do anything for you. You’re my best friend and I’m your little bitch.”

“I know you are,” she replied. She started to breathe heavy. She rubbed his cock with her soiled panties as she also rubbed her plastic toy against his backside. After a minute of rhythmic jerking and rubbing, she said, “Cum for me now. Let’s cum together. Oh, my cute trap, I’m going to cream.”

She climaxed. She relaxed and the tension in the room eased. Chris blew his load all over the mirror. She squeezed every last drop out of him.

She let go of his cock and whispered in his ear, “Look what you’ve become. A woman, the perfect woman.”

He gazed at his cum covered reflection in the mirror and loved what he saw. Annabelle dropped the soiled blue panties on the floor, yanked that plastic cock from his ass, and hugged him. Her harsh voice turned sweet again. She said, “Chris, you were such a good girl for your first time. I should have done this for you a long time ago. I was afraid I’d lose you as a besty, but you won’t stop being my besty because we’ve fooled around, though, will I?”

“No, you’ll always be my besty.”

She smiled. She said, “Promise me you’ll come back tomorrow, and we’ll begin work on phase two of my plan to land Samantha for us both.”

Chris replied, “After today I’ll never say no to my best friend again.”

She kissed him hard on the lips. Then she grabbed him by the hand and guided him to the bathroom to clean off. He went willingly with her. He was hers now and forever. She’d turned him out.
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