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One

__________________

________

“Whoa Tom, did you see that one? She’s fucking hot, eh?”

“Yeah, guess so,” I said, getting bored with the pub already. Nick and I were here for the last three hours, dinking cold draughts, and looking at girls go by, not speaking to a single one. Nick was supposed to be the real lady killer in our friendship, not me. I was the wingman, pretending to be overwhelmed and admiring his conquests. So far tonight he was zero for zero. I couldn’t help but think that something else was on his mind. Nick and I made an “odd couple.” Nick was tall and muscular; he was an athlete in university and kept up his sculpted appearance by being a gym rat, whereas I was content to be less than average in the masculine department. I don’t know why he tolerated me. Girls simply were not attracted to me, and I never had a steady girlfriend of any sort. I was beginning to think I was “asexual” if anything. I was a terrible wingman. Nick was twenty six years old, and I was twenty five.

“Come on now Tom, let’s blow this place. It really sucks here tonight.”

“If you say so Nick, you’re the boss.”

“Yeah, I got some beers at my place, and I got a new combat game for my ‘X-BOX,’” Nick said as we finished our beers.

“Okay, sounds good, let’s go,” I said, shuffling along with my head down and my hands in my pockets.

Something was different about tonight, aside from the weather. It was a mild March, and now at the end of the month, it felt like May. It could have been just my imagination, but Nick was looking at me differently. We were friends since uni; at least for the past eight years, and mostly we hung around with each other, not part of any big group of guys.

I knew that Nick had feelings for me that went beyond pure friendship. I think that I did too, but neither of us brought it up, maybe because of a sense of embarrassment or a fear of rejection, or a combination of the above. I don’t know. Tonight I was a bit too drunk to care. He was in an unusually good mood considering that neither of us found any women at the bar to talk to. He was the “alpha” of our little duo, and I was content to follow along in his shadow.

He was laughing as we climbed up the two floors to his flat. Nick was a neat freak about his smallish studio. The first thing he did as we went inside was go up to his fridge and bring out two bottles of beer. “Come on Tommy – drink up my man!”

“What are we celebrating, Nick? We didn’t score, and even if we did, your flat is too small for entertaining two girls, anyway, and I live with my parents,” I said, sounding a little downcast.

“I don’t know,” he said, “We’re just celebrating. I’ll get the X-Box out. Told ya’ I got the new “CALL OF DUTY.”

“Oh, sure, get it out.”

The uncomfortability I felt was just below the surface, and I thought playing the game was just a way of delaying the inevitable discussion of feelings, which I knew that were between us, from both sides. As we played the game, which was really good by the way and held our interest, the air of uncomfortability resurfaced. Nick was working on his second beer, and he brought one out for me although I didn’t ask for one. The way he looked at me was a bit unsettling, but I liked it.

The round ended – I won hands down, killing his avatar about seven times, and he put his controller down and shut off the console. He laid back with his head and shoulders against the wall where we were sitting, taking slugs from his bottle.

“Shit,” he said, laughing and slurring his words a bit. “You beat me again you fucker.”

“That might have to do with the fact you had six beers tonight, including the four you had at the pub. I’m glad I drove your car home.”

“I hope I can sober up by the time I have to drive you home Tom. It’s too late to call your mom or dad or your sister,” he said, turning to me with a grin.

The grin turned into a smile which I had never seen on Nick before, and he stood up, a bit wobbly, taking a deep breath. He made his way to the double door closet built into his wall and looked at me laughing. This got my attention, my heart beating faster, and I sat up straight on his bed wondering what was going on.

He opened the double doors, looking behind at me, and pulled out a skimpy black, laced dress with shoulder straps and threw it on the bed.

“What the fuck Nick??” I said, not really angry but totally shocked. He didn’t answer me, just kept his back turned to me and pulled some more items out: A one-piece black bra with wide elastic straps that could pull a chest tighter, sheer black nylon pantyhose with straps, a garter belt, and a black G-String. Last but not least, a pair of black high heeled shoes with straps that went around the ankles. He took all that stuff and threw it on the bed next to me laughing.

He picked up his beer and finished it. I picked mine up too and did the same. He was staring at me, and I became immediately shy, not angry, or curious, just waiting for him to say something.

After about two minutes of staring he said, “Come on Tom, take this stuff into the bathroom and change.”

“What?? Why,” I said realizing that some amount of thought and preparation went into all of this.

He shrugged his shoulders, saying, “I just thought that you’d look like a convincing girl, especially in public. Hey, it’ll be fun! We could go out together and I could watch and see how many guys will come up to you. Come on now, give it a go! – for fun.”

“Oh yeah, and what will you get out of all this?”

He grinned at me, and said matter-of-factly, “Because I want to see you dressed,” and he moved closer to me, and then the unthinkable happened. He kissed me softly on the lips. What shocked me more was that I didn’t pull away or resist. Our lips just touched, no tongue or open mouths, just a slight sliding of our lips back and forth.

I thought I was having an out-of-body experience, and after we broke off, I stood up, gathered the clothes, and went into the bathroom. I suppose by instinct I knew how to put everything on. When I stepped into the G-String, and pulled it up over my legs, I got a giddy feeling, like somehow I was meant to do this, or maybe that I was doing it for Nick and really wanted to please him. I’m not sure, but when I felt the soft, satin material cover my junk it felt great and snug, not too big, nor too small. Also, the soft feel of the G-String in the crack of my ass was wonderful. The bra, I slipped over my head, and the elastic pulled the skin of my chest together and looking in the mirror, I saw breasts.

Finally, I was ready to step out of the bathroom. I turned bright red, maybe in part because a part of me wanted to turn on Nick.

When I did come out, he was on the bed, nursing his seventh beer of the night, and he let out a long, wolfish whistle. “Oh my God Tom, you look so fucking . . . HOT!”

I was wobbly on my feet from a combination of the high heels and the beer, but I managed to stand my ground. Nick was laughing and he stood up close to me, looking at my face.

“Now for the piece de resistance!” he said, drunkenly cackling away. He went back to the closet and pulled out a black bob style wig, cap, and a makeup case. He had the wig on a Styrofoam head, and sat it on the bed next to me, then carefully placed the cap on my head. “Okay Tom, now follow me into the bathroom and I’ll do your makeup.” Nick was particularly good at it, and I had no idea where he picked up his skills, but he was great. I was sitting sideways by the mirror so I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I became very hard feeling the girly clothes on me, and watching him apply the makeup. To be honest, dressed like a woman, I also had a deep, grinding lust for my best friend that embarrassed me greatly, yet I was too terrified to even mention it to him.

He applied deep green eye shadow, which was a close match to my eye color, heavy black mascara, dark eyebrow pencil, dark red lip liner and a deep red lipstick. Lastly, he gently set the wig on top of my head and brushed it out a little. Looking straight ahead at Nick, I could see his cock tenting out from his jeans. It made me stir a little too, but I said nothing at all.

“You know, I’ve been thinking, and ‘Tom’ doesn’t sound right for you anymore,” he said, placing his fist underneath his chin. “I need a girl’s name for you. Uh, let me think a minute . . . Here! I have it – ‘Crystal,’ yes, I love it! Crystal it is then.” He leaned in close to me and burped. “But that’s only for when you’re with me, okay?”

“Sure Nick,” I heard myself say. “I love it.”

“Okay, now look at yourself . . . Crystal.”

I stood up slowly and turned around, steadying myself on the counter so I wouldn’t fall, and Nick grabbed me around the waist in a way that turned me on greatly. I couldn’t believe who was staring back at me from the reflection.

“Wowwwww, I’m lovely Nick,” I said, hypnotized by my own beauty, by this new “power” that I felt welling up inside of me. I was truly more gorgeous than any woman I had ever seen. The fact that no bulge could be seen tenting out of the dress completed the illusion.

“Yes, you certainly ARE!” Nick said, smiling.

❤️❤️❤️


Two

________________

_____

We stood looking at each other, both of us giddy; me with pins and needles running through me, when Nick leaned in and kissed me on the lips. This time, however, he stuck his tongue out and touched my lips which I opened up for him. But what was I doing? This whole thing was surreal. My best friend since college went out to a bar with me, and when we came back to his flat, he dressed me as a girl, and now was putting moves on me. My addled brain was rolling around all kinds of thoughts – I wanted Nick. I can’t remember how long I’ve been this attracted to him. How did he feel about me? NOW, I knew at least about how he felt towards me. He obviously planned this whole thing. Nothing between us would ever be the same. How far would this go? I tried putting all these thoughts out of my mind.

Searching, exploring, our tongues wrapped themselves around each other, and Nick placed his hips against mine, and I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. His arms were firmly wrapped around my shoulders, and we pressed closer. “I love you . . . Crystal,” he whispered slowly to me.

Somewhere from deep inside me, came words I never expected to hear myself say: “I love you too Nick,” and my fingers gently brushed up against his face.

Then, Nick started to sag, mumbling something I couldn’t quite make out, and his eyes rolled up to the back of his head – he passed out. I held him around his chest, and placed him gently on the bed, the alcohol having its way with him. I laid him out and placed a waste can next to the bag for the eruption I knew would come when he woke up.

A threshold had been crossed, and it was a life changer. I was a bit miffed that I was all dressed up now with no place to go. Nick was in no place to take me home, so I went into the bathroom and took all the makeup off. It was amazing that in the state he was in he could even do such a great job at applying it. The clothes I laid out on the bed next to Nick, and I left a kiss on his face leaving a lipstick mark. I called an Uber and left for home.

*****

The next day, Nick called me. “Hey Tom.”

“Hey Nick, how’s the head.”

“Oh God, I’m so sorry Tom, what happened? I mean, you know, I remember putting the, the makeup on you and then everything else was a blur. How’d you get home?”

“An Uber.”

“Yeah, I figured so.”

There was a pause and I asked him: “So what now?”

Nick said, “Come over later this morning and, uh, we’ll go out.” I thought that was odd, but I had nothing to do that was pressing so I said okay. He didn’t tell me anything about any plans and I didn’t really care. I just wanted to see Nick.

So about eleven o’clock, I drove over to Nick’s and rang the buzzer. I looked up at the camera, and the door buzzed open.

I walked up the two flights like always, but it wasn’t like always. He opened the door, smiling and let me in. I didn’t know what to say, or do – he was in charge, and he was the one who passed out wrecked last night. In fact, he looked like shit.

“Oh man, Tom, I’m so freakin’ sorry man. I never drink like that. I, uh, I think, it was the uh, circumstances? Know what I mean,” he said while his fingers ran through his brown hair, and massaged his temples. He laughed. “I was really knackered. I’m waiting for the aspirins to kick in. I can’t look at a beer or I’ll puke.” Speaking of which, the room did have a commanding odor of stale beer-smelling vomit. I walked over and opened a window, letting in a cool breeze. He smiled through the hangover, and said, “That’s the way of it, good.”

“Hey,” he said. “I asked you over here early because I want to take you out as ‘Crystal.’ What do you think? We could go to the seaside, and the arcades and cafes, you know. Are you up for it?” He placed two fingers under my chin and lifted it up, and said; “I want you as my girl,” he said in all seriousness, surprising the hell out of me, “And to be seen with you out and about. No one’s gonna recognise you the way I make you up – whaddya say?”

“Look,” he said. “Just wait, I have a new dress for you, yeah?”

“Nick . . . that sounds wonderful,” I said, as the last fleeting pieces of my male identity, at least around Nick began to disintegrate. I was conscious of the way I spoke. Being around Nick, I noticed that my voice took on an airy, feminine pitch.

Nick practically stumbled as he ran over to his closet and pulled out a white solid, one piece dress with bare shoulders, no straps that was short as fuck. He really wanted to take advantage of my long, slender, feminine legs. He loved taking me into the bathroom and doing the makeup on me. I saw a large bulge in his jeans as he painted me up – really slutty this time; laying the mascara on thick, on top of false eyelashes. This time he presented me with a slim gold chain with a diamond in it which he placed around my neck. He also had a bracelet for me.

“Nick, what’s this?? You must have spent a fortune!”

“Crystal, nothing’s too good for you,” he said, looking me over.

So we left his flat and headed out to the shore. It was only a half hour drive to Brighton from his flat. We parked and he got out of the car first and he came around and opened the car door for me, like a real gentleman. I was still a bit wobbly in my new heels, so he grabbed me through my arm, and we laughed as we walked up to the boardwalk and the shops, and such.

“Hey, there’s a nice little café. Let’s get a table outside, it’s really lovely outside today.”

“Sure,” I said. I looked around and saw tables with other couples, and no one stared at me like oh look, there’s a crossdresser sitting with that handsome chap. I smiled to myself because I blended in. We were lucky because up and down the promenade it was mobbed, due in part to the weather being so nice.

“So what do you fancy Crystal?”

“Just coffee, I said.”

“I can’t eat anything, it wouldn’t stay down,” Nick said, still ashamed about what happened last night.

I laughed. He leaned in and kissed me on the lips, and I could feel a rise, the satin in the G-String rubbing against my cock being delightful. He placed his big hand over mine on the table.

I had a croissant with my coffee, and after we finished, we strolled arm and arm on the boardwalk and came to an arcade. We played the skeeball chute and my heels actually helped me steady myself and I beat Nick three out of five. There was a darts game too, and Nick won me a bear which I thought was cute. So we walked arm and arm along the seaside promenade, me carrying my large, stuffed bear, and Nick close to me.

There was a stand that sold pink candy floss, and Nick and I each got one, sitting down on a bench to finish it, watching everyone pass by. A couple of people walked by us and smiled, a – we made a handsome couple indeed. I felt like going on some rides, so we took a turn on the roundabout, and then the big dipper. We felt like two kids, screaming at all the curves and ups and downs, having a day of it.

At around four o’clock we headed back to Nick’s flat, our first date as a couple outside complete. I don’t know what it is that made him do this with me now, but I knew it was coming sooner or later.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

________________

____

“Well, that was a nice airing we got, what?” He said, moving closer to me.

“Yes,” I said laughing. “Did you happen to catch the way some of the other blokes were looking at me,” I said.

“Naturally. That’s because you’re beautiful. Hey, I’m not sick anymore either, I feel great,” he said. Then he moved into me and placed his arms around my shoulders, and mine were wrapped around his waist.

He kissed me on the lips again like last night, but I didn’t think he’d pass out on me this time. Our tongues swept around each other, and he came off me and kissed my face, grinding his hips into mine. I got charged from that, the pure electricity running throughout my body. He pulled me down on the bed, and we were sitting next to each other, still locked in our little

snoggle which was getting more intense by the moment. I reached for his zipper, slowly pulling it down and opened his belt. There was no thinking involved, it was pure instinct.

Nick moved back farther on the bed towards the wall with his elbows, and I, with my fake, red-painted nails, grabbed for his cock which was enormous – like at least seven or eight inches. I had never seen my friend’s cock before because until today there was no need to. That’s not to say the thought never crossed my mind because it has on many occasions.

I pulled his jeans down and also his trunks, well down past his knees, and I placed my head in his lap, just touching the tip of his cock with my lips. He began to groan, and he grabbed the back of my head and held it firmly in place. He rubbed his tummy against the silky hair of my wig. His girth was so big, I had to open my mouth completely to fit the tip of his cock inside.

I stuck my tongue out and moved it around the head like a paint brush. My mouth was exceptionally wet, and it made my tongue go faster and faster. My mouth took in more and more of him, until I was practically choking when I got about halfway down his shaft. He laughed and pulled back a little giving me some breathing room. Now I took a full breath and got back on it. I took him this time all the way, and got into a good up and down rhythm. Nick bucked his hips up to meet mine, and I tasted a bit of salty pre cum that was coming out. It caused him to moan and hiss through clenched teeth.

“My God Crystal, you are incredible, you know that?” I didn’t answer, I wanted him to cum. I picked up speed and he pressed down firmly on my head, and I felt an explosion of my best friend’s jizz shoot all the way through my mouth, coating it; the sweet/salty mix making my own cock feeling as though it was about to break. He shot about three good loads and as tight as my lips were, some of it still dribbled out the corners of my mouth onto my chin. I kept suckling, wanting to get every drop.

Misty eyed, I came off him and looked into him with my cum-covered face. He wasted no time and kissed me deeply, holding the back of my head, his fingers intertwined with my hair.

Then he licked all of his cum off my face, and kissed my cheeks, catching the stray streaks that he’d missed.

“Now it’s your turn to get off Crystal,” he said with a wild look in his eyes. He flipped me over on the bed, and I screamed and laughed, as he pushed my short skirt up over my bum. “My you’ve got such a beautiful arse,” he said. “I love it in that dress,” he said, pleased with his skill as a women’s fashion designer.

I stuck it up higher, my palms planted firmly on the sheets of his bed. The pink G-String I wore made it easy for him to just nudge it aside to give him access to my cherry, virgin arsehole. “I’m going to go easy on you love,” he said, pulling out a tube of lubricant jelly. “It will hurt a bit and feel full at first, but if you bear with me, you’ll love it,” he said. “Just like a big girl! But first, this . . .”

I trusted Nick, I wanted Nick, deep inside me. I was tingling with excitement as he placed his head under me and licked me all around, even sticking his tongue inside me which made me shiver and moan. He was a real pro, and I loved every second of it. It was just a tease, to whet my appetite so to speak. Then he slowly placed the jelly all over my arsehole and on my ball sack.

He placed some of the jelly on his large, meaty cock, and was as hard as a rock, thinking of what was to come next. I moaned as his tip played around at my entrance, his hands grabbing me around my buttocks, spreading me apart. Then I felt his tip enter me slowly at first, going in and out.

When he came out I felt an uncomfortable fullness, but he was gentle with me, and he continued. I was willing to endure a bit of pain to get to the big bang of an award, which was sure to come. “Now Crystal,” he grunted, “I don’t want you touching your cock.”

He explored deeper and deeper, slowly, slowly, an inch at a time, gently. By reflex, I backed up onto him, meeting each thrust with my own. Gradually the fullness subsided, and I dilated wider, until I could feel him fully inside me, thinking that his cock would come out of my throat. Faster and faster he went, me stiff as a board and wanting more and more. I felt a sensation welling up from deep inside me, almost like a sneeze, an indescribable feeling, unlike any orgasm I’d had in the past.

He was moaning and we were banging, my arse into his ball sack slapping against me. Then he pulled out of me, and it felt like I would have a bowel movement, but he slapped my arse a couple of times, which aroused me even more. Then he placed himself inside me again, going all the way in. I had beads of pre cum leaking out my cock, and was rocketing towards a climax.

Nick let out a scream, and I could feel my insides full of his warm, creamy cum, spurt after spurt. Then I too shot out a load onto his bed sheets, again and again, at a loss to know where all this was coming from. I rocketed into another universe, feeling the most intense pleasure of my life. I was amazed that I had that much inside of me, yet here it was.

I hadn’t even needed to touch myself. Nick was still thrusting and rubbing my arse, saying, “Good girl Crystal, good girl,” trailing off into space. Finally he stopped, and said , “Here, I want you to lick me clean.”

I turned over and he straddled me. I took his slippery monster of a cock in my fist, my fingers barely able to close over it, and placed it in my mouth, licking all of his jizz off it. We just lay there in Nick’s bed in a tight embrace, my head nestled under his arm. We looked at each other, not saying a word, but I’m sure that like me, he was grateful that we’d at least gotten the “white elephant” in the room taken care of. You know, like this whole thing was inevitable.

We dressed, and he asked me if I’d like to go out to dinner with him. It was late, almost eight o’clock. Just then the door buzzer rang. Nick jumped up. “Oh shit, I forgot all about it!”

I looked in the doorbell camera and there was a young woman standing there. I knew Nick was dating. Of course I knew. We were best friends after all, but this one, I didn’t recognize as one of the girls he’d brought around.

“Aren’t you going to let her up Nick? Who is she?” I smiled, a tinge of jealousy creeping inside of me.

“No I’m not,” he said. “Although I suppose I’ll have to call her later.” I didn’t even want to know her name. I didn’t care. We saw her stomp her feet and walk away. I went into the bathroom and straightened myself up, and redid some of my makeup. Funny, it didn’t feel weird anymore, and I realized that I walked into the bathroom without stumbling which was a big improvement.

So we left Nick’s flat and walked arm and arm into his car, both of us dizzy and quite content. As he pulled away, I saw the girl who rang his bell in the rearview mirror standing in the middle of the street, just looking. I could see her fists were balled up in some kind of range. I saw Nick’s eyes on the mirror too as we pulled away from the curb.

“I suppose you have some ‘loose ends’ to tie up Nick, eh?”

“Yes I do, but not many.” When we stopped at the light on the next corner, he turned to me and kissed me on the lips. “You on the other hand, I’m never letting go of.”

“Can I ask you a question Nick?”

“Of course love.”

“When did you know?” I asked.

He smiled and looked at me grinning. “From the moment I met you.”

Nick and I got married five years later, and we’re both settled into our lives. Tom was gone for good, and I underwent HRT, and Nick was amazed as my tits got bigger and bigger. We were very happy, and to think it all started with a bit of “silent lust.”

❤️❤️❤️
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