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THE BACHELOR WEEKEND

A forbidden desire. A secluded cabin. One unforgettable weekend.

Drew was promised a bachelor party. Instead, he got a quiet weekend at a secluded lakehouse—no strippers, no friends, no chaos. Just him and Nathan, his best friend since forever. His fiancée insisted on keeping things clean, and Drew reluctantly agreed.

But the silence only makes the tension louder. Because something’s been simmering between them for years—something they’ve never dared to name.

Then they find a forgotten suitcase filled with lingerie—lace, satin, silk. Temptation wrapped in panties and perfume.

One too many drinks. One confession too honest. Drew admits what he really wanted: a wild night, one last indulgence before saying “I do.”

Nathan makes a daring, impulsive decision. If Drew can’t have the stripper he wanted… maybe Nathan can be her.

What starts as a playful tease quickly ignites into something much deeper. Passion. Longing. A truth neither of them can ignore as desire explodes and boundaries vanish. By the end of the weekend, the only thing they’re certain of is that nothing will ever be the same.

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


One

The drive out to the cabin was long and boring, but I knew it would be worth it. A long weekend with just the two of us, relaxing, hiking, drinking, and catching up before Drew’s big day.

I still couldn’t quite believe it really. Drew, my best friend, the boy I’d known since I was a toddler, was getting married. He was getting married and to celebrate we were headed out to a remote cabin to enjoy one last holiday before he surrendered his freedom.

At least that what we all joked about. The truth was that I was a little sad about losing him. I’d known him for most of my life, thought of him almost like a brother, had gone through school and college with him, had been there beside him during the good times, the bad, and the mediocre, just as he’d been there for me.

This had changed though when he’d met Sara. It was just after college, just after he’d signed up as an intern at a prestigious law firm, and the whole romance had been a whirlwind.

Drew had dated girls before, we’d both dated, but that had never come between our friendship. With Sara though it was different. She was demanding, jealous, and she didn’t like Drew spending time with anyone but her, even his friends, even his best friends. In the six months they’d been dating I’d been seeing less and less of him, so that we hadn’t actually hung out at all in the last three weeks.

The only chance I’d got to see him at all recently was during the shopping trip for suits for the wedding. As his best man, we’d gone to fittings together so I could help him pick his suit and so we could get me one to match.

It’d been nice to see him, to grab lunch after the fitting, but we’d not had long and it had been a slightly melancholy experience. Though we’d laughed, chatted, enjoyed having time together, just the two of us, there was the looming spectre of the wedding and what it meant.

With his job, Drew had less and less time to hang out, and what little time he did have was all claimed by Sara. She didn’t like him going out with friends, didn’t like him wasting time or money. She wanted all his attention and wasn’t shy about making a fuss when she didn’t get it.

Everyone I knew pretty much all agreed that Sara wasn’t a great person. None of my friends or Drew’s friends liked her. Yet, we all agreed that there wasn’t much we could do about it.

Drew was in love, was happy, and we all wanted him to be happy, so… we just pretended like we were happy for him. The truth was although we all had our doubts about the wedding, all had our doubts about Sara, but we weren’t about to do anything that might ruin our friendship.

For me in particular, it hurt. Everyone else was losing a friend, someone they’d known since high school or since college, but for me I was losing my best friend.

For years it had been me and Drew. We were a pair. Nathan and Drew. We came together. Yet… that wasn’t going to be the case any more. It was going to be Sara and Drew, and then just me, Nathan, on my own.

And, more than that. I was losing my flatmate too.

Drew and I had lived together since heading off to college together. We’d even left college and headed to the same city for work, him getting a prestigious internship at a high-profile law firm and me getting a foot in the door at the best architectural firm in the city. We were doing well for ourselves.

After the grind of high school, then college, keeping our heads down to get through exams with good marks, skipping out on many of the more fun things people normally did in high school and college, we’d finally earned our freedom. We were two successful young men in the big city, in the prime of our youth. We had so much to look forward to.

But then, just a few months after getting our apartment, after moving in, after starting our new jobs, Drew had met Sara, and the rest, as they say, was history. It had been a whirlwind romance, intense and tempestuous, and Drew had thrown himself at Sara.

I’d seen first-hand just how stormy their relationship could be, had sat with Drew while he’d tried to work out what he was feeling, what Sara was doing, what her messages would mean when she failed to communicate clearly, what her silences meant when he didn’t behave exactly the way she wanted or expected. I’d seen first-hand just how much he struggled, how hard he found it all emotionally and mentally, how drained he was by it all.

Yet, at the same time, he said he was in love. He was happy. He insisted Sara was the best thing that had ever happened to him, that she was the world to him. Who was I to argue?

I tried gently to get him to see things the way I saw them, to try to communicate my misgivings, but he never heard them. It was like Sara could do no wrong. Whenever their relationship had difficulties Drew always blamed himself, and Sara always blamed him. It was always his fault. He just needed to try harder, be better, then it wouldn’t happen again.

It was why, just a few months into their relationship, I’d been shocked when Drew had told me he’d proposed. I was even more shocked that Sara had said ‘yes’.

I figured it was just a dumb idea at first, that it could blow over and they’d both see sense, but that was not the case. I’d had to watch as my flatmate and best friend had thrown himself into a flurry of wedding preparation, had watched as I’d lost more and more of him to his new fiancée.

Yet, the proposal and the planning of the wedding really did seem to make things better. Drew and Sara were arguing less. With everything they had to organise, there was no time for them to bicker or get into small disagreements, and Sara was being lavished with attention from Drew, her friends, family, even co-workers, so she was left wanting for nothing.

Drew seemed happier than ever and became even more confident that he’d made the right decision, that his plan to marry Sara was the best decision he’d ever made. I wasn’t so sure, but when Drew asked me to be his best man I knew there was little I could say or do to change his mind.

Maybe he was making a mistake, but I hoped he wasn’t. I feared for my best friend, and I knew I was going to miss him, that his marrying Sara was going to change things between us, but first and foremost I wanted him to be happy. I was happy to accept his invitation to be his best man, even with my reservations. I wanted to be there for him.

I wanted to always be there for him. I wanted to be there if things went well, and I wanted to be there if they didn’t. I just had to accept that things were going to change.

It was hard, but at the same time, it hadn’t happened yet.

Drew was planning on moving out of the apartment after the wedding, moving into a new place with Sara, but that was weeks away, and before that happened we had the bachelor weekend. A long weekend in a cabin in the middle of nowhere, just the two of us.

We’d talked about planning something bigger, a week away somewhere lush, a big group of friends but Sara had refused. She didn’t want Drew to be tempted by anything, didn’t want his friends to be a bad influence. Drew had tried to argue but Sara had been adamant.

That she was going to Vegas for a week-long bachelorette party with a big group of her friends was beside the point. In the end, Drew had agreed to Sara’s demands.

We’d planned something smaller, with fewer people. A long weekend just the two of us in the woods. Even then Sara had her reservations but it was the only time I saw Drew stand his ground in the relationship. He wasn’t going to not have a bachelor party, and he wanted to spend time with me, his best friend.

Sara had relented, reluctantly, and we’d got to planning. I’d found the perfect cabin in the middle of the wilderness, surrounded by trees, lakes, mountains. We could hike, drink, play board games, chat, and sit under the stars by an open fire. It would be just like the camping trips we’d taken in high school and college.

I had been looking forward to it for weeks, yet, at the same time, I was dreading it. It would be our last hurrah. Our last trip together.

After the bachelor weekend, I’d be saying goodbye to my best friend in many ways. The relationship we’d had for years was coming to an end, and no matter what, I knew that after he married Sara things would be very different.
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It was mid-afternoon by the time we arrived, later than I’d hoped it would be, but the sun was still high and the day was still warm. The air was heavy with the scent of sap and earth and there was a chorus of insects and songbirds playing.

In the distance, I could hear the sounds of water, waves lapping on the shore. I knew there was a lake nearby.

“Want to stow the bags and head down for a swim before it’s too late?” I said.

Drew, who’d been sat in the passenger seat for the entire journey, stretched as he climbed out of the car and looked around. He’d changed a lot since I’d met him, but we’d both been kids then, and we’d both changed, yet as I looked at him I couldn’t help but smile, everything about him was so familiar and safe.

He was tall, thin, though he’d gained a fair bit of muscle since we’d joined college and he’d discovered a love for the gym, and his sandy blonde hair was grown just a little long, left shaggy and messy as a last act of rebellion before getting it cut neat for the wedding in a style Sara had picked out for him.

I felt a pang at that though. I’d always known him with slightly grown-out messy hair. It’s how he’d worn it since he’d hit adolescence, but Sara had never liked it and wanted him to cut it short, neat. It would be more professional and smart, she said. It would look better and help him get ahead at work.

It was just one more way I was losing my best friend. But… it was his choice.

“A swim sounds good. Wash off the sweat and dirt from the drive and then we can make dinner over a fire maybe, drink and watch the stars come out.” Drew said.

I nodded, agreeing. Together we fetched out swimwear, some towels. After a quick change in the cabin, not even bothering to unload the car, we headed in search of the lake.

We found it easily enough, and, to our delight, it was completely silent. It was still early summer so the school and colleges were not yet on break, and that meant we were pretty much alone out in the woods. A chance for peace, quiet, rest, and fraternal bonding.

“Last one in washes dishes all weekend!” Drew shouted.

Before I could do anything he was dashing past me, heading towards the lake at a full sprint. I just laughed, shaking my head.

I’d already figured I’d be doing the dishes for the weekend. Drew was bad enough doing them at home, having to be reminded constantly, so given it was his bachelor weekend I’d just taken for granted the fact that he’d do his best to avoid them.

Yet it was fun watching him be his old self. I’d gotten so used to seeing him worn down by Sara, the stress of the relationship, that I’d forgotten how fun and free-spirited he could be. I stood and watched as he bolted towards the lake, running full pelt as though he were competing for Olympic gold, and just shook my head.

I didn’t even bother trying. Even in a fair race, I’d have lost, and Drew had made sure he’d gotten a good head start. There was no way I could beat him. He was taller than me, in better shape, and he was faster.

Maybe as kids. I remembered years ago we’d been pretty evenly matched, but once puberty had hit things had changed.

Drew had gotten taller, stronger, faster. He’d blossomed while I… hadn’t really. I’d worried in the beginning that he’d leave me behind, that because I wasn’t developing like the other boys that he’d drop me, run off to play football or basketball or some other sport, but while he changed on the outside, he stayed the same inside. He remained always my best friend.

Over all the years we’d known each other that had been the one constant. Through everything he’d been there as my best friend.

When I’d remained small, thin, slight, and the other boys at school had started to poke fun at me Drew had stood by me. He’d protected me, stood up for me, stuck with me, and it was thanks to him that I had any friends at all.

I’d always been grateful, yet our bond was deeper than that. True I’d made other friends over the years, as had Drew, but we were always there for each other first.

When Drew had got his first girlfriend I’d been the one he told first. I’d been there for him when she broke up with him.

It was Drew who’d set me up with my first girlfriend, and though I’d never had quite as much luck with girls as he had it was thanks to that boost in confidence that I’d had any luck at all. I knew I owed a lot to him, so I was determined to make the weekend something special.

It might not have been the weekend we’d wanted to plan, but I was just thankful for any time I got to spend with him. So it was I stood grinning as Drew threw himself into the take, plunging beneath the surface of the water, sending ripples out across the vast surface.

I walked down to the edge, not even bothering to hurry.

As Drew resurfaced he turned back to shore to see me, waving and grinning.

“Looks like you’re on dishes all weekend!” He called out.

I just nodded.

“Yeah, sure.” I said.

I was going to miss a lot of things about him. Maybe I was even going to miss the mess he always left in the kitchen.

I dropped my towel down next to Drew’s and waded out into the water to join him for a late afternoon swim.

The water was bracing, chill, but the cold was welcome after the long sweaty drive, and I needed to stretch and move to work out the ache in my legs and back.

As the sun began to move across the sky, sinking slowly towards the treeline, we basked and swam and laughed. In that moment it was easy to forget everything that was coming. It was easy to forget Sara, the wedding, the fact that Drew would be moving out soon.

It was just like all the old camping trips we’d been on, the endless summer days laughing and hanging out and bonding. We’d wanted to go somewhere expensive and luxurious, a big group of friends, but maybe… maybe in this one instance Sara was a blessing.

It was due to her that we’d had to downgrade our trip to just a cabin and the two of us. Somewhere remote so Drew couldn’t be tempted or led astray, someone isolated so nothing could happen, and just me, his best man. It was her concession. Her one act of generosity towards Drew as the wedding approached.

Yet maybe there was a silver lining to it. Just the two of us meant more quality time, more bonding. I was going to miss Drew more than anyone once the wedding was done and he was all moved in with Sara. I got the sense that once she had him she wasn’t going to let him go, so I was going to be seeing much less of him.

So, I was determined to make the most of the weekend, three whole days with my best friend. I tried not to think about the fact that it might be our last holiday together, that after this we might just drift apart, and instead, I focused on what was in front of me.

Drew’s bachelor weekend. A weekend I was determined to enjoy, and a weekend I wanted him to remember.


Two

After a long swim, watching the sun go down, we both made our way back to the cabin, dripping wet and shivering in the cooling air. I couldn’t help but smile, glad to be fully present in the moment. I knew it wouldn’t last forever but it was, in many ways, perfect.

“What do you fancy for dinner?” Drew asked.

“I was thinking beans and nachos. We can heat it up on the fire out on the deck and just watch the sunset while we drink beer and relax.” I said.

Drew smiled at that.

“You made your famous beans?” He asked.

I nodded. It was a thing I’d done for years when we’d gone camping. I’d make a batch of refried beans at home and pack them for cooking while we were away so we could eat a homely, simple, easy dinner of nachos and beans.

It had over the years become almost a ritual. Every time we went away, just the two of us, hiking or camping or doing whatever we liked to do, I’d prepare a batch of beans. Sometimes we’d have them with other dishes, salsa, guacamole, cheese dip, hot sauces, salads, but it was always the heart of beans and nachos that made it special, heating my fire-scorched pan over flames, the beans bubbling away as he drank and relaxed.

“Yeah, of course.” I said. “I figured since this might well be our last trip like this I had to make them.” I said.

Drew looked at me and there was a sparkle in his eyes, a sadness to his smile.

“It’s not going to be our last trip. I know I’m getting married but… we’ll still hang out. You're my best friend. We can still go camping and stuff.” He said.

There was something forced in his words, a strain in his tone. I knew he didn’t really believe what he was saying.

We’d talked enough about Sara for me to know how he felt, his fears and worries about the relationship. While it was true he was terrified of losing her, he knew well enough what she was like. The simple fact was that he’d do whatever it took to avoid her leaving him. Even if that meant losing me.

“Yeah, of course.” I said.

I smiled, brightly, a forced sense of cheer, laughing a little too loudly.

“I’m just teasing you.” I said.

Drew laughed, as though he believed me. We both knew what this trip was though. It was his last flight of singledom, his last adventure as a free man before Sara slipped the ring on his finger. After that, she’d have him snared, trapped, caged.

I knew losing my best friend was going to suck, but I just worried about him being happy. If he was happy with Sara then I could be happy for him, even if I was hurting.

“Shall I start the fire then and you can get food and beers going?” Drew said.

I nodded.

“Sounds like a plan.” I said.

We walked the rest of the way back to the cabin in silence. It wasn’t a long walk.

Once we were back we dried off quickly, slipping into a fresh set of clothes before grabbing the basics we needed for dinner. I thought about unpacking while Drew got the fire started but I decided to leave it.

We could drink and watch the flames while the fire came up. Dinner wouldn’t take that long. Unpacking could wait for later.
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“Are you ever going to share the recipe for these?” Drew said.

He scraped a finger over his plate, trying to get the very last traces of his dinner. I just smiled as I watched him, shaking my head.

“Top secret I’m afraid.” I said. “You want my beans you’ve gotta put up with my company.”

I laughed. Drew laughed.

“Sounds like a high price for just some mediocre beans.” He said, chuckling.

“Don’t forget the cheap beer.” I added.

Drew laughed again. I drank deeply from the bottle I was holding, the beer just a little too warm but delightful nonetheless.

I watched as Drew cleaned his plate, then turned to scour the pan for scraps, scraping it out with a finger. It was just like him to eat everything there was and as always I marvelled about how he was able to eat so much and stay in such good shape.

I knew he spent a fair bit of time in the gym, but still, it was always impressive to watch him eat. Plus, there was something flattering about how enthusiastic he was about my cooking. Not just the beans but the various other things I’d make.

I realised that once he moved out I’d be cooking for just me. I wasn’t sure I’d be even half as motivated if I was the only one I was cooking for. The truth was I liked sharing my meals with my best friend, I liked seeing him enjoy what I made. Cooking for just me seemed almost like too much effort. Part of why I cooked was to share it, to give joy and pleasure, and sharing it with Drew always meant a lot.

I turned my attention to the evening’s sky, the blue turning to a bruised purple and ripe gold, stars emerging, the moon a waning crescent. I listened to the sound of the firewood splitting and cracking as it was consumed by flames. The sound soothed me and I relished the scent of smoke that hung like a cloak around me.

I downed the last of my beer and turned to Drew.

“Another?” I asked.

Drew just nodded as he cleaned out the pan.

“And snacks?” I added.

Drew looked up.

“There’s snacks?” He asked.

I laughed. He really could be a bottomless pit at times.

“Snacks and desserts and various other things. What do you fancy?” I asked.

Drew just smiled at me.

“You got any chocolate-covered pretzels?”

I chuckled.

“You’re asking if I, your best friend, your best man, thought to bring any of your favourite snacks along on your bachelor weekend?” I said. “Of course I did. What kind of friend would I be if I hadn’t considered what you might want or enjoy.”

Drew smiled at me. There was a moment of silence.

“Pretzels then.” He said. “Please.”

I rose to my feet and wandered away from the fire, heading back to the cabin and the kitchen. I’d unloaded the food we’d brought, stowed away the things that needed to be chilled or frozen, but had unpacked nothing else so it took me a moment to find the snacks I was looking for.

Thankfully beer was easy to find, stowed away in the refrigerator. I grabbed four, not wanting to keep making repeat trips, then headed back out to the fire.

Drew had made himself comfortable on one of the chairs and I sat down beside him, the breeze blowing the smoke away from us, and I handed him two beers along with the snacks.

He opened the snacks first, eating a handful greedily, then opened his first beer.

“You know, Sara hates these.” He said.

“Beer or snacks?” I said, laughing.

I watched the flames dance. There was something beguiling about the way they moved.

“Both.” Drew said, chuckling. “But I meant these pretzels. She loathes them. Won’t let me keep them in her apartment.”

I turned to look at him, frowning slightly.

“But… what about when you move in with her?” I asked.

The original plan had been for Sara and Drew to find a place together, neutral territory where they could make a nest together, but Sara had soon decided against that. She said she was comfortable in her place, that she didn’t want to leave, and that it would be cheaper and easier for Drew just to move in with her.

Drew nodded. I knew he wasn’t happy with the new plan, but like with everything, he knew there was no point in arguing. Sara had a habit of getting what Sara wanted.

“Yeah, I am, but… we had a talk a few weeks ago. She wanted to explain what it would be like.” Drew said.

His words hung in the air. I waited but no more came.

“And what can you expect?” I asked.

Drew snorted.

“It was just a list of like… demands. Things she expected me to do around the place, how much rent she wants me to pay, since I earn more than her, and just rules and stuff that I need to follow since it’s her place and… just no more pretzels. No more snacks at all really. She said she can’t have the temptation around and it’ll be good for me to stay in shape too.”

I just stared at Drew, not quite believing what I was hearing.

“She showed me a load of articles about how married couples gain weight when they settle into the relationship. She said she doesn’t want to not find me attractive.”

“But… so what if you change how you look? You’re not always going to look the way you do. What if you get an injury, or what about when you get old?”

Drew just shrugged.

“She showed me how much storage she’s cleared for me too.” He said. “I… I know I’m supposed to be moving out but, like… can I store some stuff with you for a bit, until I work out where to put it all, or how to sell it?”

I wanted to laugh but didn’t dare. I wanted to be there for my friend.

“Yeah, sure. Like… what kinda stuff?”

Drew sighed.

“Clothes, books, electronics, and… a lot of stuff really. There’s not that much room. Her place is smaller than ours and she said she would clear out some of her things but she’s decided she doesn’t want to, that she wants to hang onto a lot of it for sentimental reasons, or just in case she needs it, so we decided I can make do with less.”

I was silent. I didn’t know what to say. I knew what I wanted to say, and that was a lot of things, but what I should say was another matter.

“I… yeah you can keep things at mine for a bit, till you work it all out. No worries.” I said.

Drew smiled at me.

“Thanks.” He said.

I smiled back. He looked down, defeated, so I did what any best friend would do, what any best man would do. I changed the subject to something more cheerful.

We talked about plans for the weekend, the hikes I’d mapped out, the food I had planned, even mentioning the board games I’d packed—one of our favourite games from back at college, and a new game we’d been meaning to try.

We talked about the wedding, speeches, Drew’s plans for the honeymoon. We talked about work, friends, but I did my best not to talk directly about Sara. I it was going to be our last weekend then I just wanted it to be one without Sara.

We sat and drank, watching the fire get brighter, hotter, the day growing darker. As we finished up the two beers I’d brought out for each of us I felt myself finally relaxing, the fuzzy head that always came with drinking, a pleasant slowness and softness to my thoughts.

I laughed more easily, and we chatted and joked about nonsense. The fire began to die and I looked at the pile of wood. There was more than enough to keep it going all night but…

“We’ve got a long day of stuff planned tomorrow and I’m kinda tired from the drive. Want to head in to unpack and begin winding down for the day?” I asked.

It wasn’t late, but I knew if I settled into drinking and chatting that we’d end up going for hours, whiling away the hours until we both were struggling to stay away before collapsing into bed in whatever we were wearing.

We’d done it countless times before on trips. It was one of the perks of getting along so well, being so comfortable in each other’s company, but for this weekend I wanted to pack in as much as possible so an early night wouldn’t hurt.

Drew nodded. We both finished our beers, raked out the fire, and headed into the cabin.

“Bags are all by the sofa. You’ve got the biggest room. I’m gonna unpack a bit then have a shower before getting into bed.” I said.

I could feel the effects of the alcohol. My head was woozy and I was smiling, laughing a little too easily, yet it was comfortable. I felt relaxed and light-hearted in a way I hadn’t in a long time.

We each grabbed our bags and headed to our rooms to unpack, but it wasn’t long before I heard Drew calling my name.
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I made my way to Drew’s room, not quite sure what he’d called me, but when I stepped in the cause was obvious. On his bed was a small suitcase I didn’t recognise.

“Where’d that come from?” I asked. “I didn’t pack that and it wasn’t in the car when I unpacked.”

“It was in the wardrobe. Someone must have left it behind.” Drew said. “You have the details for the last people who were here?”

I shook my head.

“No, they don’t give stuff like that out. I can let the host know that we found it though and I’m sure they’ll contact someone.”

“Who leaves a whole suitcase behind?” Drew said.

I shrugged. The suitcase was small and I could maybe see how someone could manage to forget it if they were in a rush and tired after a hectic, gruelling weekend.

“No idea. I say you just put it back though and we can forget about it. I can email the host tomorrow about it and we can let them deal with it. That’s the kinda stuff we pay them for.” I said.

Drew was silent for a moment. He was staring at the case.

“It’s not locked.” He said.

He turned to look at me, grinning.

“We could look inside to see if there’s some ID or anything. Find who owns it and let them know it’s safe.”

I laughed.

“Or we could leave it to the host to sort out?” I said.

“Or… we could look?” Drew said.

I laughed again, shaking my head. This was just like him. Constantly curious and always restless. A locked box was a mystery to him that needed solving.

“You just want to look inside, don’t you?”

Drew nodded, grinning wider.

“Yeah, of course. I mean… don’t you too?”

I was silent for a moment. Part of me was curious. Yet, it wasn’t ours. The polite thing to do was put it back where we found it and leave it alone. That was the sensible thing to do.

“What if there’s something gross inside that could stink up the place.” Drew said. “Or maybe it's something illegal, and if we report it we’ll get a reward. Maybe it's drugs or stolen money or jewels from a burglary?”

He laughed as he said it, aware how ridiculous he sounded but unable to fully contain his excitement. The problem was his excitement was always contagious. His sense of adventure and mischief was one of the things I loved about him.

Sure he’d gotten me into trouble far too many times because of his wild curiosity but more often than not we’d ended up having fun, having a story to tell. If not for my best friend my life would have been very boring. I was the sensible one, without him I’d never have had any fun.

And… it was our last holiday together. Given how small the stakes were, just a forgotten suitcase that might as well have been empty rather than containing anything interesting, I figured why not have a little fun.

“Go on then.” I said. “Open it.”

Drew, grinning like a kid in a candy store being told ‘it’s all free’, turned to the case and began to fumble with the zipper. It flopped open and we both leaned in to get a good look at what was inside.

“Fuck…” Drew said, laughing. “Looks like someone had a wild time here before us.”

I could feel myself blushing.

The suitcase was obviously a woman’s suitcase. A woman who’d been planning on a wild dirty weekend.

It was filled with lingerie. Tiny lace panties, stockings, suspenders, corsets, bras, and other items I didn’t know the name for.

“Looking at this I’m kinda envious of whoever left it here. You don’t bring a suitcase full of racy underwear to a remote cabin to go hiking.” Drew said.

I could feel my heart racing. The suitcase was almost over-flowing with sexy, pretty, feminine underwear. The kind of stuff you only saw in magazines or in porn. It was lurid, brazen, almost… slutty.

“You want to rummage in there for ID?” Drew said, laughing.

I shook my head. It looked all new, clean, but I wasn’t about to touch a strange woman’s underwear. I wondered what she was like. What kind of woman had so much lingerie, brought it away on holiday, wore such sexually provocative items?

She must have been slim since the underwear was all small. In amongst it, I saw other items, a wash bag, heels, even a makeup set.

I’d never dated anyone who’d worn anything like that for me. But then, I’d not really dated that many people to the point where I’d got to see their underwear.

“Imagine someone wanting to wear something like that for you.” Drew said, quietly. “Must be nice, right?”

I looked at him, frowning slightly.

“Does Sara not…”

I let the question drop before I finished it, aware I was overstepping a line. Drew was silent for a moment, then laughed, once, loudly, without humour.

“Sara insisted on waiting for marriage.” Drew said.

I’d never realised. I’d always wondered why their relationship seemed so stormy, so hot and cold. They’d never…

“But even once we’re married I’m not sure… I’m not sure she’s the kind of woman who dresses up to please someone. Just thinking about asking her… I don’t think I could.” Drew spoke quietly, slowly.

I was quiet. There was something almost… melancholy about the way Drew spoke.

“Shit, I thought this would be exciting to open, and… like… it is, right? It’s a load of dirty underwear. But now I’m just depressed.” Drew said. “I think I should put this away and head to bed.”

“Want me to take it?” I said. “I can message the host tomorrow?”

Drew looked at me. His eyes were fuzzy from beer but I knew he wasn’t drunk. Maybe the alcohol had loosened his tongue but he’d meant everything he said.

“Yeah, please.” He said.

He closed the suitcase and then handed it to me. It was a lot lighter than it looked.

“You know… I’m going to miss you, man.” He said to me.

I smiled, feeling almost sad.

“I’m going to miss you too.” I said.

And with that I took the suitcase and left Drew to sleep, stashing the bag in my wardrobe, out of sight and out of mind. Still, I couldn’t forget what I’d seen, and I couldn’t forget what Drew had said.


Three

We woke the next day in the late morning, the sun already high and the day warm. I rose first, made coffee and breakfast—pancakes, Drew’s favourite, with bacon and syrup.

“Fuck that smells good.” Drew said as she stepped out of his room.

I smiled at him as I flipped the first batch of pancakes. His hair was tousled from sleep.

“Coffee is just done brewing so help yourself.” I said. “I’ll be done with pancakes in a second so if you want you can go sit on the deck and I’ll bring them out to you.”

Drew’s smile widened.

“You are an absolute star.” He said.

I smiled back, happy to see him happy. I wanted to make his bachelor weekend memorable so had planned to include many of the things I knew he loved.

Drew poured himself coffee and headed out to the deck. I finished up the pancakes, bacon, served them up onto two plates, ensuring there was plenty of butter and syrup just as I knew Drew liked, and then headed out to join Drew on the deck.

“That looks amazing.” He said. “Thanks.”

I watched as he tucked in, devouring the large breakfast, pausing only to refill his coffee cup halfway through.

“I’m going to have to come visit you for breakfast every now and then. You always make the best pancakes.” Drew said.

I smiled at the compliment.

“I can share the recipe if you want it. It’s just one I found off the internet, though I use golden sugar not white for flavour.” I said. “Maybe Sara can cook them for you?”

Drew chuckled.

“Sara isn’t much for cooking.” He said, his smile wilting.

I nodded but said nothing. There was a moment of awkward silence.

“Up for a hike today?” I asked.

I was eager to change the subject. I didn’t want to spend too much of the weekend dwelling on Sara, the wedding, the problems Drew was feeling. He knew I was there if he needed him, that I was happy to listen, but the last thing I wanted to do was throw more doubts into the mix.

I’d always done my best to be positive about his relationship, had been there to listen, had never wanted my misgivings to be the source of his unhappiness. He was happy with Sara so I wanted to be happy for him, but… I struggled. The more I heard about her, the more I heard the doubt in his voice, the worse I felt.

What could I do but change the subject?

Drew smiled, nodded.

“Yeah, a hike sounds good.” He said. “I’ve been looking forward to getting out in the woods again.”

And the hike was good. We headed out after breakfast, wandering along the trail I’d mapped out. I made sure to pack lunch, water, snacks, even a few beers, and we spent a long four hours walking a circular route around the lake, wading through woodlands and meadows, making our way through ravines and over rivers.

We chatted as we went, intervals of silence when the terrain got tough and we needed to focus or catch our breaths, or when we just wanted to enjoy the peace and solitude, the sound of water, waves, leaves rusting, birds and insects.

“You know, I’m glad we got to come on this trip.” Drew said as the cabin came into view. “Getting away for a long weekend it’s… a nice way to enjoy a holiday as a free man.”

He laughed as he said it, but the laughter was slightly hollow.

“I’m glad you could come along.” I said. “I was worried we wouldn’t get to do anything at all.”

I bit back on the words but they were already spoken. I felt terrible.

“Yeah…” Was all Drew said.

We walked on for a while without speaking.

“You know, I’m still kinda sad though we didn’t get to do the classic bachelor party thing.” Drew said. “Not that I don’t like being here. I mean, if I could pick only one bachelor trip I’d pick this, just chilling in the woods with you like old times, but… it would have nice to have done the other trip we were planning too.”

I was silent. I nodded.

“I guess I’m just a bit resentful that Sara got to have a big week away with all her friends and the only thing she’d sign off on for me was… this.”

“Why was she opposed to the other trip?” I asked.

Drew took a deep breath, hefting his pack on his back, then sighed.

“She said she didn’t want me going wild and doing something I’d regret. That my friend would be a bad influence and I’d just get drunk and get into a mess. But… it’s not like when she goes out with her friends she doesn’t drink. You’ve seen what she’d like, right?”

I had seen what Sara was like. She was, at times, pretty wild, an outgoing party girl. I knew what her friends were like too. I had no doubts that her bachelorette party would be messy.

I’d always figured it was unfair that she could have a wild week-long holiday before the wedding, but the most she would allow Drew was a quiet weekend in a remote cabin with only me. Yet, I wasn’t going to voice that, ever. For one, I didn’t want to upset the upcoming marriage or throw doubt into Drew’s mind. I wanted to support him, not upset him. And for two I didn’t actually mind that the bachelor weekend ended up just being the two of us. In many ways, it was almost better.

“I know what she means though.” Drew said, smirking.

“What’s that?”

He looked at me, a sparkle in his eyes. I knew that sparkle, that sense of adventure and mischief.

“Well, I’d definitely have wanted to go see a strip show if we’d done the traditional bachelor party.” He said. “And I know Sara would never have been okay with that.”

We laughed together. Sara never being okay with it was a vast understatement.

“You ever been to a strip club?” I asked.

I figured I knew the answer, but I was still curious. Drew shook his head.

“No, but… I’ve always been kinda curious, you know? Like, what are they like? I always figured my bachelor party would be the one excuse.”

I nodded to that.

“What about you?”

“No. Never. Like you, I’ve been curious though. I think had we done the trip we tried to plan it could have been fun.”

Drew nodded that time.

“Yeah, it would have been fun. I’m having fun now of course and this weekend is amazing. Like, restful and nourishing, and I’m genuinely grateful for all the effort you’ve gone to, but…”

I chuckled.

“Strippers would have made it better?” I said, joking.

Drew laughed.

“Yeah, strippers would have made it better.” He said.
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After getting back to the cabin Drew headed off to shower while I made a start on dinner. We were both tired and hungry after a long day of walking.

I made a simple meal of pasta with a rich sauce I’d made at home and brought with me, one of Drew's favourites, and served it with bread and a side of vegetables and salad.

We ate it with wine, then relaxed with beer as we watched the sun go down. It was an idyllic day, perfect, quiet and still. I sat and took in all of it, wanting to carve it into my memory in case it was the last time we ever did anything like it. Part of me feared it was the last time.

Part of me feared that after the wedding I’d have lost my best friend. I wanted so badly to make the trip memorable, something special, to show Drew how much he meant to me and how much I was going to miss him.

As we chatted something tickled in the back of my mind. I drank, slowly, enjoying the buzz of alcohol, my head fuzzy, thoughts slow. Something tickled at the back of my head as we passed time, something bugging me. I wasn’t quite able to put my finger on it though, it just lurked there, like an itch, getting worse and worse.

“I think I need to go have a shower.” I said. “Wash up after the hike and cook, then settle down with that other bottle of wine and a few more beers?”

Drew nodded.

“Sounds good. I’ll just sit out here and watch the sunset and enjoy some peace and quiet. Not sure I’m going to be getting much peace and quiet after the wedding.”

He chuckled as he said it and I smiled, as though in on the joke, but part of me knew Drew meant it. I could hear the catch in his voice.

As I headed off to my room and the en-suite the itch in the back of my head got worse. There was something niggling at me, gnawing at me, and I wasn’t sure what. But when I entered the bedroom I realised what it was.

In the corner of my room, left out from the night before, was the suitcase Drew had found. I’d forgotten to report it to the hosts. It was just sat there.

I chuckled as a thought occurred to me, wild and silly but at the same time… I couldn’t push it away.

“I’ve had too much to drink.” I said to myself.

I shook my head as though to dislodge the thought, but it remained, stubborn. I wasn’t even that drunk. I’d had a glass of wine and a beer but nothing more, and I’d had the wine with dinner, the food soaking up the alcohol.

I was just tipsy enough that the wild idea was stuck, but not so drunk that I’d lost my senses. I could feel my heart racing. Face flush.

Drew had said he had always been curious… and it was his bachelor party.

I smiled, giggling. He’d always been the wild one, the adventurous one. I’d always been the sensible one. Maybe just once I could do something stupid and silly, for fun. It would be a laugh, something to remember the trip.

Plus, part of me felt bad that Drew’s bachelor weekend wasn’t quite what he’d always imagined it as. I was glad it was just the two of us, like old times, but at the same time I wanted my best friend to have the weekend he’d always dreamed of. There might be something I couldn’t do, but the sight of the suitcase had me wondering… maybe there were some things I could do?

On a whim I moved to pick the case up, dropping it on the bed, opening it. Inside was the lingerie from before, heels, makeup, toiletries. I stared at it all for a moment, not sure I dared…

But then I remembered it was Drew. I’d had so many wild adventures because of him. My life had been interesting and rich and wonderful because of him. I’d made it through high school and college thanks to him. I could do this one thing, this one silly joke to cheer him up, right?

And that’s all it was. A silly joke. Yet as I stared at all the lingerie, my head fuzzy with alcohol it didn’t feel very funny. It felt… serious.

I reached out to touch the lingerie. It was the first time I’d ever touched underwear as sensual and sexual. It was remarkably soft, sheer, tiny and flimsy and skimpy.

I picked out various items, a pair of black, seamed stockings, black suspenders, and I managed to fish out a pair of black panties and a matching black bra—the bra slightly padded. It was all so… slutty.

The stockings were sheer, with lacy tops, and the suspenders had gold buckles, black silk bows. The panties were tiny, a small triangle of silk and the front held together by little more than string, all of it decorated with more gold buckles, while the bra was low, lacy, with more gold decoration. I’d never seen underwear like it.

It was… it was exactly the kind of thing a stripper would wear.

I fished out a pair of black stiletto heels and the makeup, pulled out the wash bag, and, at the bottom of the case, I found a small case containing various items of gold costume jewellery—rings, necklaces, clip-on earrings, and… even a collar, a thin leather collar, black, with gold buckles. It made me blush just thinking about who it all belonged to, but at the same time…

“No point doing this by halves.” I said.

If I was really going to go ahead with my plan I needed to commit. I needed to go all in. I needed to throw myself at it.

I knew it was just dumb and silly and that Drew would laugh, but… I wanted to make him laugh. I wanted him to enjoy the weekend, to take away memories he’d cherish forever. I wanted him to think back on this weekend fondly, and what better way to make sure he remembered it than to dress up like a stripper for him and give him a cheesy lap dance?

The idea was wild, dumb, and stupid. But it was exactly the kind of idea Drew had all the time, the kind of idea he had that led to our dumb adventures that I remembered so fondly. I wanted to give him some of that energy.

So… I made my decision. Committed, fuzzy, tipsy. I grabbed the wash bag and headed through to the bathroom to get ready.
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I didn’t want to take too long because, while I knew Drew would be content to drink and watch the sunset, I didn’t want him to realise I’d been missing for ages and come to find me only to catch me half-dressed. For the plan to work it needed to be a surprise. I wanted to make him laugh, wanted to shock him, wanted… I wasn’t quite sure what I wanted, but in my drunken state, I knew I wanted a reaction. I wanted to give Drew a good time, wanted him to enjoy himself, wanted him to have the bachelor weekend he deserved.

Maybe he couldn’t have the trip we’d talked about, all of our friends, a big party, drinking, nights out, a strip club, but maybe he could have his own personal stripper. Even if that stripper was just his best friend dressed up.

Part of me knew it was a terrible idea, and even as I undressed I could feel part of me trying to talk me out of it, but I refused to listen. Drew was my best friend. After this weekend and his upcoming marriage, I knew things would be different. I just wanted… to have one last memory together, wanted to give him a weekend he’d never forget.

I’d tried hard to make his bachelor weekend special, planning activities, packing his favourite beer, snacks, food, but given the constraints Sara had given us it was hard. This was something I could never have planned for, so… why not just go with it?

I smiled, clinging to that thought. I was going to have to be more like Drew going forwards, since I wouldn’t have him with me, so why not start right then, in that moment?

I stripped off and fished out the shaving cream from the toiletries bag, a pink razor, then set to work. Thankfully I’d never really been that hairy. I’d never quite matched up to the rest of the boys in high school and college, and over time my hopes of being a late bloomer had faded.

All that meant that shaving didn’t take too long. Still, I did my best to go slow, not wanting to cut myself and wanting to do a good job. Given what I knew I was going to be wearing I made sure to shave not just my legs, but my ass and armpits too, my chest, even my belly and around my cock and balls.

By the time I was finished, I was left utterly smooth and it was strange seeing myself with no body hair. I realised then that I really was quite slim, slight, almost petite. I’d always avoided really seeing myself when naked, avoided mirrors, avoided being undressed, but in that moment I didn’t feel the discomfort I usually felt.

I didn’t dwell though. I didn’t dare. I had too much to do. So, I quickly jumped in the shower to wash and rinse off, then dried off to get dressed.

After the shower, I slipped on the stockings first. I hadn’t considered how it might feel to slip them on, and I found the silk to be oddly sensual over smooth skin, pulling them up over my shaved legs. I shivered as I pulled first on one, then the other, tugging them up so the seams were straight at the back, the lacy tops wrapped around my smooth thighs.

After the stocking came the suspenders, which were a little trickier to fit, but after a moment I managed to fasten the straps to the tops of my stockings and I adjusted the length of the straps. I slipped panties on next, tugging them up over my stocking-clad legs, pulling them into place, the slip of fabric only just able to contain my cock, the back slipping into the crack of my ass.

It’s never even seen anything so tiny, let alone worn something so skimpy, yet there was something exciting about it. They were high cut and revealing, flashing my thighs and ass, and I could feel my belly flutter.

Finally, I slipped on the bra, fastening it around my waist at the front before spinning it around and slipping my arms through the straps. The slight padding almost cupped my chest, making it seem like I had small perky tits. I wiggled, testing out how it all felt, and… there was a subtle thrill. I felt surprisingly good.

“Finishing touches next.” I said to myself.

I spent a few moments doing a crude attempt at basic makeup, eyeliner and mascara only, just to make my eyes look a little brighter, and I added the barest hint of eyeshadow, a dusky purple-pink. I then slipped on some of the jewellery—a gold necklace and some gold hoopy earrings. The last touch was the heels.

As I stood up in the heels I felt myself wobble slightly. I hadn’t figured on how hard it was going to be to stand up in them, let alone walk or dance in them, but I figured it was all just for fun, just dump, silly, light-hearted fun, right? So me tottering around almost falling over would just add to the humour.

Yet, I wanted to look good too. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself. Part of me wanted almost… I wanted to be a good stripper, wanted to look hot, exciting, maybe even kinda sexy.

That thought made my head spin. I felt bad that Drew couldn’t have the bachelor weekend he wanted, that he’d never get to go to a proper strip club, but was I really willing to act like a stripper for him as some kind of… joke?

What was funny about that? Did I really expect him to enjoy seeing his best friend dance in lingerie, did I really want him to think I was hot?

What was wrong with me? I had to be more drunk than I thought. Or maybe the sun had gotten to me. I still had time to change my mind, to get undressed and put on my usual clothes. I could still…

And then there was a knock at the door.

“Nathan? You alright? You’ve been a while.”

I was silent for a moment.

“Yeah, fine.” I said. “Just…”

My heart was racing.

“I’ve just got a surprise for you.” I said.

Could I really…

“Oh cool, what is it?” Drew asked.

I smiled, thinking about his face, him laughing. There was another thought too, one I could barely feel or even glimpse, buried deep.

“I need to… I need to show you. Just go sit on the sofa and close your eyes. I’ll be out in a moment.” I said.

“Cool.” Drew said.

I could hear a slight slurring in his voice. He’d carried on drinking while I’d gotten changed.

“I’ll be waiting. Just… don’t take too long.”

And with that, I heard footsteps moving away.


Four

I took one final look at myself in the lingerie. I couldn’t fully believe what I was seeing.

It was like… the old me was gone. Like Nathan was gone, and in his place was someone else, someone new, someone… feminine.

Shaved, in girly, sexy lingerie, I looked smooth and soft and feminine. There was no other word for it. I’d expected to look silly, had done it all for a joke, hadn’t I?

Yet what I was was no joke. I looked… kinda hot.

My legs were long and full, clad in silk stockings with lacy tops. The suspender straps framed my thighs and hips, making them look fuller, wider, and my panties were… utterly brazen. They were tiny, leaving my ass exposed, high cut to show off my legs, only a small little pouch that neatly contained my cock.

I shifted, squirming, The padded bra was low cut, giving me slight cleavage, the straps making my shoulders seem narrower, my arms thinner.

Even the heels added to it all, making me stand taller, straighter, making my legs seem longer and more shapely. My shoulders were back, making my chest seem fuller, and my face… with the makeup on my face looked oddly beautiful, even my shower-damp, messy hair appeared slightly feminine.

I looked like a girl. Like a pretty girl dressed up slutty. I looked… like a stripper.

The lingerie was so sexual, so slutty, there was no other way to view myself. Even the cheap gold jewellery I’d put on added to it all. I looked cheap and sexy and hot and… I loved it.

I couldn’t stop grinning.

I could have stood there for hours looking at my reflection. I wanted to pose, examine myself, touch myself, explore how it felt to be soft and sensual, but I knew Drew was waiting. He was waiting for his surprise. Only… I was his surprise.

I blushed at that and giggled. Part of me wanted to scrap the plan, but a louder part, the part that wanted Drew to have fun, that wanted to be the wild one for a change, that was sad to be losing him, wanted to make the weekend one that neither of us would forget. I took a deep breath, turned away from the mirror, and headed to the door.

As I stepped out I walked slowly, trying my best to be graceful in the heels.

I’d seen women walk in heels before, had always been slightly mesmerised by it, so I understood the basics of it. I stepped heel to toe, walking one foot in front of the other, and I found as I focused on my movements it began to feel almost natural. I just had to let my body move in the way it wanted to. I had to let my hips sway, let my ass wiggle. There was something so… sexual about it all.

I approached the living room of the cabin and all I could hear was silence. I peeked around the corner to see Drew sitting with his eyes closed, waiting. I smiled at that, taking a moment to watch him. I knew then that I could go through with it.

Drew was my best friend. He’d find it funny, silly, would get the joke, would enjoy it. He’d be amused by it all and he’d laugh with me, but never at me. I knew I could do this because it was him. I wanted to do it for him.

I wasn’t quite sure why, but I could feel how much I wanted to give him something special for the weekend, wanted to make sure he enjoyed it all. I smiled, taking a deep breath, and then, still just out of sight, used my phone to set music playing.

I’d chosen a track that was bassy, sensual and slow. I’d chosen a track that I felt I could dance to, that was sexy but also fun. It took a moment and then… the music began to play.

“Nathan?” Drew said.

“Eyes closed. Almost ready for you.” I said.

I tried to keep the nervousness out of my voice, tried to keep myself calm and confident. As Drew sat still, waiting, I stepped out. The sound of my heels clicking sounded loud and I wondered if Drew could hear it over the music, if he suspected.

I wanted it to be a surprise.

As the music played I moved to stand in front of him, striking what I hoped was an eye-catching pose. I could feel my heart thundering in my chest.

“Ready?” I asked.

Drew nodded. I could see him smirking. Did he suspect? Had he peeked? There was no way to know, but at least if he had he looked pretty happy.

“Then you can look.” I said.

Drew opened his eyes, blinked, then stared at me. His expression shifted, changed. I realised then that he hadn’t suspected or peeked because it was clear he was in utter shock.

“What the fuck.” He said.
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I wasn’t sure how Drew was reacting, or what he was feeling, so I just went with it. I struck a sexy pose and wiggled, grinning, trying my best to look silly and confident and just a little sexy.

“Ta-da!” I said, trying to smile.

Drew just stared at me, eyes wide, jaw slack. He blinked.

“What the fuck.” He said again, quieter this time, almost… awed.

“You said you had regrets you weren’t going to get to go to a strip club so… I figured I’d try to bring the strip club to you.” I said. “Remember that suitcase? I decided to raid it and… surprise you.”

Drew was silent. I wasn’t sure what to say or do. I could feel myself blushing.

“I’m Natalie!” I said. “Your stripper for the night.”

I forced a laugh.

“I figured after what you said you might get a laugh out of this. I mean… obviously, I can’t get you an actual stripper but I can give you a dance if you want?”

I wiggled a little to the music. Drew just stared at me. I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but maybe some kind of reaction.

“Or I can leave?” I said. “I mean… it was just a joke and…”

“Fuck you look hot.” Drew whispered. “I mean… maybe I’m really drunk but… why do you look so hot?”

My blush deepened. I shrugged, not sure what to say.

“That looks… you look… like… you have no right to look so good in all of that. I know it’s been a while for me, like… a while, but still… why do you look so fucking hot?”

I shrugged again.

“I don’t know, but… I’m flattered, I guess.”

I could feel my heart racing.

“I guess… does that mean you want a dance from your stripper?”

I tried to laugh but failed. It all felt suddenly too serious. The way Drew was looking at me, the soft sound of almost awe in his voice, made me feel… flustered.

Drew just nodded. Not sure what to do next I just… went with my plan. I smiled and began to dance.

As the music played I began to wiggle and move. I did my best to dance like the girls I’d seen in porn videos, like strippers I’d seen in movies or on TV, like the dancers in music videos.

I wasn’t sure how I looked, but as I began to move it was like… I stopped caring. It felt good to move, felt good to wiggle and pose. I began to move with more enthusiasm. I began to show off.

It helped that Drew was watching me with obvious desire and enthusiasm, his eyes wide, grinning. I could feel my cheeks burning from the flush of blood as I danced with more and more eagerness.

As the music continued I began to move more, not just wiggling on the spot but moving my feet, letting my hands move over my body. I was smiling, cheeks almost aching, and my heart was skipping, body throbbing.

It felt good. It felt good to dance, to move, dressed as I was. The experience was sensual, liberating, and my hands caressing my smooth body over the silky underwear was exhilarating. Yet the strangest thing was how good it felt to be seen by Drew.

I’d planned the whole thing as a wild joke, something silly and dumb and playful, a last chance to do something daft and make memories, but as I moved, dancing for my best friend on his bachelor weekend, I could feel something more. It was no longer funny, no longer silly or dumb.

It meant something. There was tension. I felt… sexy. I felt hot and feminine and sexy. I was actually trying to be sexy. I was… I was Natalie.

I’d given the name as a joke, in the spur of the moment, but it had come from somewhere within me and the more I moved, the more Drew watched me, the more real it became. I began to strut and dance and I took steps towards my best friend.

I could feel my hips swaying, ass wiggling. I could even feel the padding in my bra bouncing slightly. I put more enthusiasm into my movements, giving them more energy, more fire. I was enjoying it, the sensuality and the excitement of it, but mostly I was enjoying watching Drew, his reaction.

I felt powerful. There was something about the way he watched me that made my heart skip. It was like… like he was enjoying watching me. No one had ever looked at me like that.

In all the years I’d dated, the girls I’d hooked up with, not that there had been many, none of them had looked at me the way Drew was looking at me. It was like… like I was the sun, and he was worshipping the dawn. I felt alive and bright and vibrant in a way I’d never felt before and I wanted more of it. I wanted more of his attention.

My head, fuzzy from more than alcohol in that moment, spun. I wanted more.

“Are you… would you… would you like a lap dance on your bachelor weekend?” I said, voice shaking slightly. “I am your stripper after all, here to entertain you.”

What was I saying? What was I doing? It was just a joke, a dumb silly way to make Drew laugh. I wasn’t actually going to give him a lap dance, was I?

Yet, even as I said I knew that I wanted to. And then… Drew nodded.

“Please.” He said. “Fuck… yes, please.”

The way he said it sent a shiver along my spine. Could I really…

Before I could stop myself I moved. I was climbing onto Drew’s lap.
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It was like someone else was in control of my body. I couldn’t stop myself. I climbed up onto my best friend's lap as the music played and… I continued to dance.

I swayed and wiggled, working my body like a stripper, shaking my ass, swaying my hips. The way Drew was staring at me was nothing like I’d expected but I was enjoying it.

The way he looked at me it was like fire. Shivers ran up and down my spine, my heart thundering. I had figured he’d laugh, that we’d have a good chuckle and that would be it, but now… now I was actually giving him a lap dance like a stripper and I was enjoying it.

And he was enjoying it too.

I could see how much he was enjoying it from his expression, his big dumb smile as I worked my body on his lap, and… I could feel how much he was enjoying it. I could feel his cock throbbing, getting hard, pressing against my inner thigh.

As I realised what I was feeling I froze, but only for a moment. Drew was getting hard, was getting hard because of me, because of how hot he thought I was, how sexy and provocative I was being. But… wasn’t that a compliment for a stripper? I was turning him on.

Grinning I continued to move, and, feeling bold, tipsy and giddy and flush, I made a deliberate effort to tease my body against his swelling hard-on. That in turn just made him harder, his cock large and throbbing beneath me.

“Fuck… when did you… when did you get so hot? I know I’m kinda drunk but I’m not that drunk. You look… really cute.” Drew said.

My blush deepened.

“Thanks. But it’s a stripper's job to look cute, remember? I’m just here to give you a good time, make sure you enjoy your bachelor weekend.”

Drew smiled, his eyes wide, cheeks pink. I felt his cock twitching and he shifted beneath me, his hips working on their own.

My body ached, heart racing, belly fluttering. I felt hot, like I was burning up, my head spinning.

“You can… you can touch me if you like. Benefits of a private dance.” I said.

I had no idea why I said it but I meant it. I wanted Drew to touch me, wanted to feel what it was like. It had felt good to touch myself, the lingerie and smooth skin a potent mix of sensual experience, so how would it feel to have someone else touch me? How would it feel to have someone touch me who wanted me?

I could feel Drew’s want, his lust, his desire. I wanted him to touch me…

I felt fingers along my back, caressing over smooth skin, teasing. I felt his hands, roaming. I pressed into them, closing my eyes, writhing. I let Drew touch me.

His hands explored my body slowly, teasing down my back to my hips, gripping me. His grip was firm, demanding, and I let out a small whimper.

As his hands roamed lower, to my ass, squeezing, groping, my moan became even louder. I liked how he was touching me, liked how it felt, his hunger, the want, his hands on my bare ass.

I opened my eyes and looked into Drew’s face. He was staring at my body, watching me give him a lap dance, hands caressed over my thighs, tenderly, firmly. I could feel his cock hard against my thigh, beneath me, throbbing and twitching. I was turning him on.

I liked that I was turning him on.

I remembered what he had said before. About Sara never wearing lingerie, about how she had been waiting for marriage. No wonder I was turning him on, wearing the sexy underwear, dancing for him, letting him touch me, grope me. He’d not been intimate with someone since he’d started dating Sara.

He must have been desperate. The thought that he was desperate for me made me smile.

I wanted him to remember the weekend, to have a good time. I wanted his bachelor weekend to be something he’d remember forever. I felt something tickle at the back of my head.

As Drew touched me I shifted, not allowing doubt to creep in, acting on a whim, a desire, a hunger that was new. I reached down between my legs and, slowly, carefully, I traced my fingers over Drew’s cock.

Drew moaned, hips working, and I teased with more firmness. His cock was so hard. It was hard because of me.

As I caressed it Drew shifted, looked up at me. He looked me in the eyes and I froze.

There was silence, my heart racing. What was I doing? Why… why didn’t I stop?

My hand kept stroking, teasing, and I felt Drew grope and caress my legs, hips, ass. I smiled

“Maybe… maybe you’d like a special treat to go with your lap dance?” I asked.

What was I doing?

Drew was still for a moment. We’d both been drinking but neither of us was that drunk. I figured he’d laugh and tell me to stop but…

He nodded.

“Please.” He whispered.

I bit my bottom lip. Why did that please make me happy?

I didn’t stop to interrogate the feeling though. I just acted. I shifted my hand and fumbled with my best friend’s belt and zipper, undoing his jeans, reaching to wrap my fingers around his cock. His hot, hard, throbbing cock.

Flesh on flesh.

It felt amazing. I stroked him, teasing, and then pulled his cock out, working my hands up and down and I danced on his lap.

Drew moaned, softly, thrusting his hips, fucking my hand. I felt… amazing. I felt so hot and sexy and pretty, so slutty. Why did it feel so good?

As I worked my hand I could feel my body aching, yearning. Dressed in the lingerie, smooth, I felt so provocative, so brazen. I was Natalie, a slutty stripper giving my best friend a handjob and a lap dance at the same time.

As I stroked I could feel my desire rising, could feel Drew’s lust rising. My body throbbed, aching, and I gripped his cock tighter, stroking.

How long had it been since someone had touched him like this? Sara had been demanding he wait for their wedding night, had refused to let him go on the trip we’d been planning for fear he’d go wild with strippers or something, yet… here we were. She’d thought me mild, safe, tame, but I was proving her wrong.

Something about that excited me. She was taking my best friend from me but first… I was going to make sure he had a weekend he’d never forget.

“Would you like more?” I asked. “You want your dirty stripper to give you an extra special treat?”

Drew nodded.

“Please… fuck… please…” was all he could manage. That was all I needed. I moved, slipping off his lap to fall to my knees in front of him, forcing his knees apart with my elbows so I could get in close. I stroked his cock, staring at it, feeling feral and horny.

I’d never felt like this before. Had never done anything like this. Yet, I knew I didn’t want to stop. For all the doubts in the back of my head, I was not about to stop. I wanted this, and from the way Drew was throbbing, his moans, the way he was thrusting his hips, I knew he wanted it too.

I looked up from his cock to his face, looked into his eyes, saw his desire for me. I waited for a moment, waiting for him to tell me to stop. I knew I would, if he asked me to. I wanted it, but... I wanted him to want it too.

“Please.” Drew said.

I smiled, giggled.

“Since you asked so nicely.” I said.

My head felt like it was fizzing. I looked back to his cock and leaned forward, leaned in close, and then… I licked along the length of his prick, licked from the base to the tip.

I felt his cock twitch, throbbing against my wet tongue. I felt my body respond, tongue lapping around the tip. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been so turned on before.

As my tongue circled I exhaled, breath caressing over Drew’s spit-wetted cock, and then… I leaned in closer, pressing my lips to the tip, kissing.

Drew thrust, pressing his cock against the seal of my mouth and I relaxed, let him penetrate my mouth, sucked gently as his cock slipped into the tight, hot, wet confines of my mouth. I sucked, tongue working, and as Drew pulled back I teased.

“Fuck!”

Drew’s voice was hoarse with pleasure, lust. I wanted more.

I felt his hand on the back of my head, encouraging me. I surrendered to it all.

I let Drew’s cock slip out of my mouth until just the tip was barely against my lips, let him thrust, his cock fucking deep. I began to move with his thrusts, sucking, head bobbing up and down, my hand gripping the base, wetted with my spit.

“Fuck… oh god that feels good. You look so hot.”

Drew thrust deeper and I let him. I let him fuck my mouth, his dirty stripper, dressed sexy, brazen and wanton, wild. In the back of my head, I still couldn’t believe what I was doing, that I was really sucking my best friend’s cock, dressed as a sexy stripper.

I’d given him a lap dance, had let him touch me, had teased his cock, and now… now I was sucking it. Yet I was happy. I felt wild, free, hot. I could hear Drew’s pleasure moans, his ragged breathing. He was thrusting into my mouth, cock throbbing.

His pleasure was like a fire, burning me, but I wanted to be burned.

I sucked harder, more eagerly, working lips and tongue and hand. Drew thrust, fucking my mouth, and I let him. I’d never felt so wanted, so desired, so horny.

I worked, cock fucking in and out of my lips, wet, throbbing, hard. I worked my hand and tongue, eager to pleasure my best friend. I felt my head getting even fuzzier.

“Fuck… I’m going to come. I… I’m going to cum…”

Drew made to take his cock away, made to pull it out of my mouth, but I gripped the base hard and sucked, lips tight. I wanted him to cum. I wanted to make him cum. I wanted to be his dirty stripper, wanted his weekend to be special, wanted the memory of this one moment.

I wasn’t sure what had come over me but I was surrendering to it, taking what I wanted, giving Drew what he wanted. I sucked, teasing, felt his cock throb, and then…

Drew thrust. He thrust deep, hard, and he was cumming. He was cumming over and over and over again.

I swallowed against the torrent of cum, almost drowning. I felt my mouth overflowing and almost struggled to keep up with it. I kept swallowing though, not willing to waste a drop.

I swallowed over and over, Drew’s cum warm and thick and slightly sweet, a sharp tang on my tongue. I felt my body throbbing, so turned on I wasn’t sure what I was feeling, just aware that I wanted more.

But, eventually, Drew’s climax subsided. I swallowed the last of his cum, sucked his cock hard to milk the very last drop, and then I pulled back, letting his cock slip free of my lips with an audible pop. I looked up, grinning, blushing.

I’d just sucked my best friend's cock. Had made him cum, had swallowed. All while dressed up in lingerie, acting like a stripper.

Drew looked down at me, grinning, drunk on beer and wine and pleasure. I felt his cum warm and heavy in my belly.

“Fuck… I’ve not cum that hard in… I’m not sure I’ve ever cum that hard.” He said.

I giggled.

“Thank you.” I said, blushing at the strange compliment. “I guess… I guess that’s what sexy strippers do.”

There was an awkward moment of silence. I was blushing scarlet, still very turned on, the taste of Drew’s cum in my mouth, dressed in lingerie.

“I think though… I’m gonna go get changed.” I said. “Maybe… maybe an early night.”

I felt suddenly shy, nervous. Drew nodded.

“Yeah, I guess… I… bed sounds good.” He said. “I know I’ll be sleeping well.”

We both laughed at that, almost as though nothing had changed, but I knew, deep down, what I had done had changed everything.


Five

I slept in the following morning, tired after the long walk, the cooking, the alcohol, and the… I blushed as I remembered what I had done. I looked around my room and saw the lingerie I’d worn tossed to the side, a stark reminder of how I’d acted.

I still couldn’t quite believe it. It felt like a dream, but it was real. The lingerie proved it, my smooth body proved it, and the makeup on my face proved it.

The makeup… I needed to shower.

I spent a long while in the shower, letting the water wash me clean, scrubbing my face. It felt strange, soapy hands running over smooth flesh, but kinda nice. Part of me wondered if maybe I could stay like that for a while, if I could keep my skin smooth, soft, hairless.

It wouldn’t be too hard, and there was something sensual about it, something almost decadent. Plus, I did kinda like how I looked.

Yet I knew that wasn’t possible. How was I going to go to the gym or out for a run? What would a girl say if I hooked up with her and she discovered my legs were as smooth as hers?

I blushed at that thought. The thought of hooking up with a girl made me think of the lingerie.

No girl had ever worn underwear like that for me. I remembered Drew telling me Sara would never wear anything like that for him. Yet, I’d worn it. I’d worn it over smooth legs, my body soft. I’d worn it and had enjoyed it.

And Drew had enjoyed it. I could remember his cock throbbing, cumming in my mouth. I could remember how he’d touched me. I felt my body get hot, throbbing.

I needed to stop thinking about it though. We’d both been drunk. It had been a silly idea that had gone too far. I’d done it to cheer him up, to make the weekend memorable, had done it to be a little wild, trying to be adventurous and carefree like my best friend, but…

I’d gone too far.

Drew was getting married. He was marrying Sara. Yet, I’d dressed up like a stripper and had seduced him. I’d danced for him, had given him a lap dance, had let him touch me, and then I’d touched him. I’d touched my best friend’s cock, sucked it, had made him cum.

Why? What had I been thinking?

In the cold light of day, it made no sense. I’d never even thought about doing anything like that before, had never even thought about Drew like that, about men like that. I’d never thought about dressing up in lingerie, dressed sexy, yet in the moment it had all just felt right. It was like… like some strange force had overtaken me. Like I’d become someone else.

It was like Natalie had just taken me over. I smiled at that though, a strange swell of emotions.

Yet, at the same time, I just hoped I hadn’t ruined anything. I knew I’d changed things, but then things were already changing.

Drew was going to marry Sara, move out, leave me. In many ways, I was losing my best friend. I just hoped what I’d done hadn’t destroyed our bond, our friendship.

I’d just wanted to make the weekend special, to give Drew the bachelor weekend he wanted. I wanted to do something wild, wanted to give him all the things Sara wouldn’t let him have, wanted to let him know how much he meant to me…

I chuckled.

“I guess I really did that.” I said, blushing. “Just not quite what I was intending.”

I stepped out of the shower and dried off then dressed. My normal clothes felt oddly coarse and almost confining after the lingerie. I couldn't help but stare at the pile almost wistfully, a sense of yearning.

It was just the once though. A dumb idea that went too far.

Drew was marrying Sara. I didn’t want to ruin his happiness. I wanted him to have everything he wanted. I wasn’t about to get in his way.

Turning away from it all I sighed, a sense of heaviness. Still, there was one more day and one more evening left to the weekend. I had plans.

There was food, drink, hiking. The weather was bright and warm. Last night might have gone off track but the rest of the weekend would be perfect.
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Drew was still in bed so I set about cleaning up the kitchen and making coffee, mixing up another batch of pancakes with bacon. It had always been my plan to really spoil my best friend over the weekend.

As I cooked I couldn’t help but smile, realising I’d spoiled him more than I had intended. Memories kept bubbling up, making my belly flutter and my heart skip. I didn’t know how to decipher what it was I was feeling, but I figured it could wait till I was home and the weekend was over.

At the sound of footsteps, I stiffened. I hadn’t faced Drew since the night before. How was I supposed to react?

I heard his door open.

“Morning.”

His voice was quiet, soft. I kept my back to him, suddenly nervous and awkward. I kept telling myself that we’d both been drunk, but… it was more than that. I felt almost shy.

“Morning.” I said.

I took a slow breath, forced myself to turn around and face Drew. He looked… normal. It was like nothing had changed. At once there was a sense of relief.

“There’s coffee.” I said.

“And is that more pancakes and bacon?” He asked.

I nodded, smiling. I could feel myself blushing.

“Fuck yeah.” He said, grinning. “You mind if I take mine out on the deck again? I want to enjoy the sun and the outdoors while we’re still here.”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll bring the food out and join you when I’m done. Just help yourself to coffee.”

Drew nodded and did as I said. He moved slowly through the kitchen, a hint of awkwardness, and I watched as he poured himself coffee and headed out to the deck.

I felt a heaviness in my chest and gut, a weight settling. What was it I was feeling? It was strange and sticky and… unpleasant. I wasn’t sure, and I didn’t want to feel it, so I pushed it away but it was stubborn and the more I fought with it the worse it got.

So I did the only sensible thing I could think of. I ignored it and distracted myself by cooking. That almost worked. The feeling was still there but it was less.

I just needed to ignore my feelings.

I finished off the cooking and plated up, two stacks of pancakes, crispy bacon, syrup, butter. I poured myself a coffee and, slightly awkwardly, carried it all out onto the deck to sit down and enjoy the morning with Drew.

We ate in quiet, content to watch the day get brighter, listening to birds and insects, the distant sound of the lake, waves breaking on the shore. It was almost idyllic.

My head was fuzzy, just the barest hint of a hangover, and I wondered how Drew was feeling. I didn’t dare ask though and he didn’t say. Neither of us spoke about the night before. We barely spoke at all.

After finishing breakfast I paused before heading off to clean up. I was still, heart racing, almost nervous. I’d never been nervous around Drew before.

“You still want to do another hike today?” I asked. “There’s a trail nearby that takes in some pretty mountainous terrain. It looked like fun. Should be able to get some nice views.”

Drew nodded.

“Yeah, a… a hike sounds good. Chance to get out and get some fresh air. Clear our heads.”

There was a catch in his voice. I wanted to stop, ask him if he was okay, if we were okay, but I didn’t dare. I didn’t want to poke at him and I wasn’t sure I’d like the answer.

“Cool, I’ll clear up then and pack up some stuff and we can head out.”

As I tidied up I kept reminding myself that it was just one night, a drunken act of wild excess. It was just one night, a crazy idea to make Drew’s bachelor weekend better.

He was still going to marry Sara, was still going to move out, was still going to continue on with everything as normal and… I wanted him to do that. If that’s what made him happy then that’s what I wanted him to do.

I did it to give him the things he had missed out on. I’d done it as a joke, something silly, and it had just gotten out of hand. It hadn’t been anything profound. It was just… one night.

I cleaned up for breakfast, doing my best not to think about it, but it was difficult. It was like something was gnawing at my insides, chewing on me, demanding my attention.

I didn’t want to dwell on it though. I didn’t want to think about it. So, I distracted myself. I made lunch for the hike then headed out to the deck to let Drew know I was ready.

“Cool. I’ll grab my boots then we can head out.” He said.

That was all he said. As I watched him vanish into his room to grab his boots I wondered what it was I wanted him to say.
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The hike was a hard one, the ground quickly becoming uneven and slightly treacherous in places. I was glad for that.

We both had to work hard and stay focused, so there wasn’t much space for too much chatter. We were both just quiet in each other's presence, enjoying the sun and the day and the surroundings. Yet, it felt like there was something off. Something about how Drew was acting, his long silences, the fact that he was keeping his distance from me.

I feared I’d ruined everything. I feared that my silly idea had ruined our friendship forever.

Was he going to tell me that he couldn’t see me any more? That after last night, marrying Sara meant we could no longer be friends, not after what had happened? I felt a sense of dread creeping up on me.

I tried to convince myself that I was imagining it. I reminded myself how Drew had looked at me, touched me, how he had said please, but that didn’t help. It just added a sense of flustered arousal to the mix of uncomfortable emotions.

Drew had enjoyed it, of that I was certain. I had too. But that just made it all the more complicated. If we’d both enjoyed it that meant there was all the more reason for him to avoid me after marrying Sara.

He’d chosen her, wanted her, was leaving to live with her. He couldn’t be around me after what had happened between us, what we’d done. I could feel it. I could feel him pulling away.

It weighed heavy on me but it was still his choice. If he wanted Sara over our friendship then it was his choice, and I’d respect it. I just wanted him to be happy. That’s all I’d ever wanted.

I would accept his decision gracefully, be grateful for all the years I’d known him. I felt a sense of almost painful anxiety over it all but I wasn’t going to fight, wasn’t going to make a fuss. We could still enjoy what was left of the weekend and there were memories.

So many years of memories.

And then there was last night. Natalie. What I’d done.

I’d not had time to fully process it all yet, what it meant. I’d done it on a whim, to amuse my best friend, as a joke. It had been a snap-moment decision, bubbling up from somewhere deep in my subconscious. I don’t know why I’d done it, but… it hadn’t been that serious. It had been a drunken decision to make my best friend’s bachelor weekend more fun, to give him some fond memories.

Yet, it had ended up as more than that though. So much more.

Being smooth, slipping the lingerie on, seeing myself with makeup and heels on, had awoken something in me. That was the only way to describe it.

It was like it had awoken Natalie. It was her who had danced, who had climbed onto Drew’s lap, touched him, who wanted him to touch her. It was her who had gotten onto her knees to suck his cock, who had been so eager to swallow his cum.

The only problem was she was me. I was her. We were the same person.

Walking in silence might have felt awkward for me and Drew, but the time to think meant I processed a lot of what the night before was. It was an awakening. Something had shifted in me and I realised there was no going back. Not really.

I couldn’t cram it all back into whatever corner of my subconscious it had exploded out of. Yet what did it mean? Was I gay? Was I a woman? Was I… was I attracted to my best friend?

It felt so vast and terrifying and complicated. There was no way I was going to be able to pick it all apart in one afternoon, but I knew I was going to have to face it all at some point. And I was going to have to do it without Drew. That fact was the hardest.

As we reached the summit of our hike we stopped to eat and drink and take in the view. It was spectacular.

We sat in silence as we ate, drinking water to quench our thirst. I stared out, the sky blue, and it reminded me of so many similar moments with Drew, camping, walking, just hanging out the two of us. I realised in that moment how much he meant to me, how much losing him to Sara was going to hurt.

And the worst part was… she didn’t deserve him. She wasn’t good enough for him. I could never say that though. I just couldn’t.

I glanced to the side and caught Drew staring at me. I smiled and… he blushed, looked away quickly.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Drew shook his head.

“Nothing.” He said.

I knew that tone though. Part of me wanted to leave it, let it drop, scared of what he might say, but another part… I’d seen the way he blushed, the way he’d been staring at me.

The part of me that was Natalie wanted to press.

“What is it?” I said, softly. “You can tell me. You can tell me anything.”

Drew looked back at me and he was no longer smiling.

“I just… I’ve enjoyed this break, spending time with you. I’m going to miss this.” He said.

I smiled, a swell of emotions.

“I’m going to miss it too.” I said. “But… there’s still today, tonight. I’ve got plans for food and drinks. It’s not over yet.”

I watched as Drew’s cheeks turned even pinker. The way he was staring at me made me squirm.

“I’ve not been able to get last night out of my head.” He said. “I’ve tried and I just can’t. I know you don’t want to talk about it, that I went too far, but… I can’t help it. You looked so hot and felt so good. Fuck… why am I even saying this. I know you want to just forget about it and I’m sorry but… I just had to tell you.”

I was stunned.

“Why do you think you went too far?” I asked.

Drew stared at me.

“I just… things have been awkward all day and… I figured it was… that I…”

“I enjoyed it.” I said. “I… I wanted to do that. It was a wild idea and stupid I know but… it was my idea. You didn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to. I wanted you to have fun. I wanted to do something special for you and that suitcase… I just… it was my idea. You don’t need to feel bad?”

“Then you don’t hate me now?” Drew asked.

I laughed, shook my head.

“I figured you were the one who wanted to forget about it, that you were avoiding talking about it.”

Drew laughed then. I blushed, shifting, feeling nervous and shy.

“No, I… I can’t stop thinking about it. It was… yeah, I had a fun time.”

Drew was beaming. I felt a tightness in my chest, a fluttering. After everything I’d been feeling that day hearing those words was a relief.

At the same time though I felt something else bubbling up. I smiled, shifting, biting my bottom lip. It was the same feeling as the night before, wild, eager, adventurous. It was… Natalie.

“How about another dance then? One last memory before it’s all over?” I said.

I had no idea why, and the moment the words left my mouth I regretted it. We weren’t drunk. It was the cold light of day. How was I going to feel when Drew rejected me, when…

“Fuck yes.” Drew said. “Please.”

His smile was wide, bright, and full of desire. It was all for me. I felt… happier than I’d ever felt before.


Six

I wasted no time once we were back in the cabin. I left Drew to shower and sort himself out with food, but I was not hungry. I was too nervous, too anxious, too excited.

I hurried through to my room and headed straight to the shower to clean up. I was sweaty and dusty after the long walk, my legs slightly achy, but I felt good. I felt invigorated. I was full of adrenaline and eager energy. I was almost fizzing.

The walk back after our conversation had been slightly hurried, both of us eager to get back to the cabin to enjoy our last night of the weekend. Neither of us talked much. It was like a spell had been cast and neither of us wanted to break it.

I smiled as I washed, soaping up my entire body, checking I was still smooth and soft. I could feel my head spinning.

I hadn’t even had a drink and already I was preparing to dress up again, to give Drew another dance.

How would it feel if we were both sober? Would it be awkward? Would I be too shy?

Maybe. But at the same time, I knew there were benefits too. I’d be less wary about making a mistake because I was under the influence of alcohol.

The whole reason I’d struggled that morning was because I thought I’d done something wrong, that I’d fucked up by being too much, by making a mistake. I’d figured Drew was drunk, that I was drunk, and I’d ruined our friendship.

Yet, if we were both sober, I could be sure of everything. If I wanted to do something I could be sure of it. If Drew wanted me to do something I could be sure of it. I felt myself blush and squirm, belly fluttering, as I thought about what Drew might want me to do.

Would he want me to give him another lap dance? Would he want to touch me again? Would he want me to touch him? Maybe even suck his cock?

I felt my body throb, hot, wanton. Why did I hope for that?

I smiled as the answer bubbled up. Natalie wanted it. She wanted to feel sexy and playful, wanted the pleasure she’d experience dancing for Drew, being groped, stroking his cock, making him cum with her mouth.

Only… Natalie was also me. She was a part of me. She was a new, vibrant, demanding, eager part of me, and I liked feeling her, embracing her.

As I slipped out of the shower I dried off, checking myself out in the mirror. With no body hair, I looked good. I’d always hated my reflection, largely avoided mirrors, but smooth, soft, I looked… almost pretty. I was going to look even prettier once I put lingerie and makeup on.

I raided the suitcase again, wanting to wear something different for the last night. I picked a matching set that was perhaps the raciest, sluttiest thing in the entire bag. Black fishnet stockings, suspenders, tiny black panties and a black bustier corset.

I slipped the outfit on, delighting in how it felt, then moved on to the finishing touches. I did makeup again, a little heavier and bolder, taking a little more time, applying mascara, eyeliner, eyeshadow, lipstick, then added clip-on earrings, heels, styling my hair. Finally, there was the finishing touch. The thing that had been in my head all day.

The collar. I hadn’t worn it the previous night despite feeling tempted. I’d figured it was too much, too sexy, too slutty, but given what I’d done before, sucking Drew’s cock, what I hoped might happen, it felt right. So, I fitted the collar around my neck.

I shivered as it closed around my throat, the buckles tightening. It felt… thrilling.

Finally dressed I turned to leave, stepping in front of the mirror. I stalled, staring at my reflection, grinning.

I looked incredible. I was beautiful, sexy, slutty. I wiggled, posing, turning to take in my legs, hips, ass, even the subtle swell of my chest, lifted by the corset I was wearing, cinched tight to make my waist look narrower, hips wider.

The makeup made my face pretty, feminine, eyes bright and bold, lips pouty and dazzling, and with the collar and earrings on I looked brazen, bold, like a woman on a hunt.

I giggled at that. I was on the hunt. I was hunting Drew.

Happy with how I looked, not wanting to waste any time, eager to enjoy the evening and the last night at the cabin, I turned away from the mirror. It was easier this time to step away, though I loved how I looked no less. It was just easier because I was confident now that it would be the last time I would get to see myself as Natalie, get to feel how it was to be pretty, sexy, beautiful.

I had made my mind up on the walk back to the cabin. When I got home I was going to give myself permission to explore who I was.

I’d discovered something about myself and I wasn’t going to ignore it. Natalie refused to be put back into a box. She wanted space, time, wanted to exist and grow.

I was going to explore what it all meant. I would buy myself lingerie, makeup, heels, would try outfits, explore what felt good, what looked good. I was going to give Natalie space to blossom.

I didn’t know where it would lead, but… I was eager for the journey.
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As I stepped out of the room I used my phone to choose some music. Something slower than the night before, heavy and sensual. I knew I could dance to it, but it would also be suitable for other things too.

I blushed at that thought, giggling quietly.

I pressed play and music began to play out of the speakers in the main room. I stepped out as the music began, strutting, wiggling my hips and ass, standing tall and proud in my heels, and I kept my shoulders back. I felt powerful, cute, and there was a pleasant fluttering in my belly, nerves and excitement, a fizzing in my head.

“Fuck.” Drew muttered.

I smiled at his reaction. His eyes went wide, his mouth almost slack, and the way he spoke was almost with a tone of awe. I liked that I had that effect on him.

“Do you like how I look then?” I asked.

Drew just nodded.

“You look… you look even better than yesterday. I didn’t think it was possible but you look… you are so hot. When did you even get so hot?” He asked.

“I don’t know.” I said, teasing. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Yesterday was my first time. I guess I just have a hidden talent.”

Drew smirked at that. There was a twinkle in his eyes that made my chest feel tight.

“After last night I’d say you have more than one hidden talent.”

I blushed at that. The implication of his words was clear. Yet, that he thought I was talented at it, at sucking his cock, making him cum, made me feel good. Maybe he really would let me do that again?

I hoped he would. Part of me craved it.

I knew it was one night. That it was all just for the bachelor weekend. I knew that when we left things would go back to normal, the way they were before.

He was still going to marry Sara. He loved her, she made him happy, even if I didn’t think she was good enough for him.

He was going to move out and I was going to be left alone.

I didn’t mind that so much any more. More space would mean more freedom to explore being Natalie, more time to myself to experiment. That would be a bonus.

Still, it wouldn’t make up for losing Drew.

Even as I stood there grinning, excited for the night ahead, feeling nervous and eager, I could feel pangs of sadness. I pushed those aside to focus on the present though.

“Thank you.” I said, trying to be flirty. “Maybe you can help me discover more hidden talents?”

Drew looked almost shocked, flustered. I couldn’t believe how outrageous Natalie was. As Nathan, I was always so shy and introverted, so timid and unsure. As Natalie though, I was bold and outgoing, brazen, slightly slutty. I was suggestive and flirty and playful, and it was fun.

Was this just who Natalie was, or… was this just who Natalie was around Drew? That question tickled at the back of my head.

I knew Drew, trusted him, cared about him. He was my best friend. What if this only felt right with him? What if Natalie was only like this with him? I loved this feeling and I’d only just discovered it, I didn’t want to lose it. Yet, I couldn’t focus on that. That was the future. That was fear.

I wanted to focus on the present, on pleasure and joy and playfulness.

“I think… I think I’d like that.” Drew said, smiling.

“Well then, what talent should we start with?” I asked.

Drew chuckled.

“Dancing. Definitely dancing. Would you dance for me again? Like last night?”

I smiled and nodded.

“I’d love to.” I said.

And I began to dance. I swayed and wiggled, working my body, my hips and my ass. I moved in time with the music and I was delighted with how it felt. I ran my hands over my body, maintaining eye contact with Drew.

I danced and watched him, seeing him squirm, seeing the bulge of his cock throb and swell. I felt my heart skip. He thought I was hot. I was turning him on. I liked that. I felt joy and warmth spread through me, arousal and desire.

I’d never experienced anything like it before. I’d been with girls, as Nathan, but as Natalie it was different. I could feel Drew’s lust for me, and my lust for him was keener, sharper, more acute. I wanted to tease and play with him. Wanted to give him pleasure. Wanted to feel pleasure.

I danced and swayed, moving closer. As the music played I could see Drew’s pupils dilating, cheeks pink, his cock hard in his trousers. I strutted forward, enjoying myself and wanting more.

It hurt that we only had one night to enjoy it, but… one night was better than nothing.

“Fuck you are so hot. Why didn’t I realise this?” Drew said.

“Don’t worry about that.” I said. “Just be grateful for this discovery, this moment. Consider it all an extra special bachelor gift.”

A look passed over Drew’s face, fleeting, quick. I wondered what it was, worried for a moment, but I didn’t have long to dwell on it.

“Would you… would you get on my lap again?” He asked. “I want to feel you. Really feel you.”

I nodded, grinning. I liked how much he wanted me. I strutted, sensual, swaying, and then… I climbed up onto his lap.
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I could feel Drew’s cock throbbing against my thigh and I swayed, squirming, moving my body to tease and excite him. I’d never felt so alive, so vibrant, so giddy.

As I danced for my best friend he reached out to put his hands on me. I felt him caress over my waist, hips, reach down to cup my ass and squeeze, hard. I moaned, a fluttering in my belly, heart skipping, head fuzzy.

I wasn’t drunk though. I hadn’t had anything alcoholic to drink since the night before. I was utterly sober, yet it was like being drunk. I felt light-headed and it was hard to think clearly. Was it possible to be drunk on pleasure, lust, and desire?

Was that what I was feeling? Was I drunk on the joy of being Natalie, giving Drew a lap dance, having him grope me?

I smiled at that thought. I’d never felt anything like it and I wanted more. I squirmed, pressing my thigh against his throbbing cock, feeling it twitch and swell.

That I was responsible for that excited me. I was turning him on, getting him excited. I could feel it, sense it, the way he touched me, caressed me, looked at me, the sound of his breathing, the hardness of his cock.

“Fuck that feels good.” I said. “You can… you can be firmer if you want. I’m yours for the night. All yours. Whatever you want.”

Drew stared at me. He was still for a moment.

“Do you… do you mean that?” He asked.

I nodded without hesitating.

“Yes. Totally. Utterly. I… I know it’s just tonight, that this weekend is almost over, but… just for tonight, I’m yours. I’m all yours. You can do what you want, take what you want. I’ll do anything.”

It was like a door had opened, floodgates, a surge of emotions. I knew I was going to lose him to Sara but that was later. In that moment we can steal time, a brief window where things went the way they were supposed to be. It would be me and my best friend.

Drew and Natalie. Just as it had always been meant to be.

I smiled, waited. Drew was still. There was fear. What if he didn’t want me? What if…

And then he moved, leaned in close, and kissed me. I was frozen for just a second and then I melted. I melted into the kiss and kissed back, hard.

Drew squeezed my ass tight, pulling me into him, and he kissed me, deep and full of want. I’d never been kissed like that before. When I’d kissed girls it had always been timid and unsure, never as ardent or hungry. When Drew kissed me though it felt right.

I reached to wrap my arms around him and held him tight, kissing back, lips, tongues, teeth, spit. I could feel my body responding, getting hot. I squirmed and took more from the kiss, allowing Drew to take more.

I felt hands exploring me, groping and teasing. I wiggled into Drew’s grip, hands on my ass, hips, waist. My heart was racing.

Drew broke the kiss, pulling back, looked at me. I blinked, wide eyes, blushing, feeling suddenly shy. I’d sucked his cock and yet… kissing him felt like so much more. Why?

“Fuck… you’re really making it hard to think clearly.” He said.

I giggled, working my ass on his lap, feeling his cock throb.

“Then stop thinking. Just do what feels good. I’m here for you.” I said.

Drew was quiet.

“But…”

“I trust you.” I said, interrupting him. “And you trust me right?” I asked.

Drew nodded.

“Of course.” He said.

“Then trust me in this. I’m yours, utterly. Yours for just tonight. It’ll be our secret. My gift to you and your gift to me. I want this so if you want it then take it. Take me.”

Drew was still, and then… he smiled, moved quickly, lifting me up. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he gripped my ass as he carried me.

“What are you doing?” I asked, squealing.

There was something exhilarating about how strong he was, how easily he held me. I hugged him as he carried me away from the sofa.

“I’m taking what I want.” He said, smiling.

I could hear the effort from the strain in his voice. I wiggled, still feeling the bulge of his cock against me.

“And that means taking you to the bedroom.” He said.
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Drew threw me onto the bed and I bounced briefly. I looked up at him as he loomed over me and I felt small and pretty and wanted.

“What next?” I asked.

“You said anything I want?” He said.

I nodded.

“Then… I want your mouth, on my cock. I want that first.”

I blushed at the implication. First meant he wanted more than just that. I wanted more too. It was strange to admit it but I wanted a lot more.

I felt a pang of sadness as I realised most of what I wanted was impossible, but I ignored that. I focused on what was in front of me. Drew’s cock.

I shifted and crawled towards him, moved until I was at the foot of the bed, sitting, looking up at him. As I looked into his eyes he stripped off his t-shirt, unbuttoned his trousers and tugged them down, taking his clothes off. He stripped naked and I couldn’t get over how magnificent he was, toned and broad and handsome.

And he was mine. All mine. For one night he was mine.

I lowered my gaze to his cock, hard, throbbing in front of me, then reached out to grasp it, stroking it. I felt my mouth water.

Without any encouragement, I leaned forward and I kissed the tip of his cock before I took it into my mouth, letting his girth force my lips wide.

I sucked and I heard Drew moan, felt him thrust. I loved that feeling, that sound, knowing I was the source of his pleasure, the focus of his lust and desire.

He put his hands on the back of my head and began to thrust deep, fucking my mouth. I let him. I let him thrust, using me, and I sucked, lips tight, mouth wet, his cock dripping with my drool.

My hand grew wet and I stroked the base of his cock in time with his thrusts, sucking, tongue teasing. I felt his cock getting harder, fatter, his grip on my head tight.

I could feel my body getting hot, a deep yearning hunger in me, becoming a pit. I wanted more, wanted as much as I could get. Drew fucked my hot, wet, tight mouth and I submitted to it, collared, pretty, a sexy slut. I was Natalie and I was pleasuring my best friend’s cock with my mouth.

It was perfect. Or rather, it was almost perfect. There was still Sara. Still the wedding.

I felt Drew grip my head and pulled me back, pulling his cock out of my mouth. The tip left the seal of my lips with a slurp. My chin was wet with spit.

I looked up at him and our eyes met.

“Fuck… I want more. Can I… can we…”

“You want to fuck me?” I asked. “Because I want you to fuck me.”

The words came without thinking. Yet, they were true. I felt it. I wanted Drew to fuck me. I wanted to be his.

Drew nodded. I smiled, shifted and moved back onto the bed. As Drew stood over me I slipped my panties off and threw them to the side, spreading my legs and I leant back onto my elbows.

I wiggled my butt, enjoying watching Drew’s cock twitch.

“Come and get me then.” I said.

Drew needed no further encouragement. Within seconds he was up on the bed, crawling up between my legs to loom over me.

I’d never fully appreciated how much larger than me he was, how broad, how toned. He was almost intimidating, yet at the same time, I trusted him utterly.

“Take me.” I said. “Please.”

Drew didn’t speak. He kissed me, pressing me down onto the bed.

I let him pin me, felt his knees pressing my thighs apart. I kissed back, teeth, lips, tongue, reached up to hold him, wiggling, and then…

I felt it.

I felt the tip of his wet, hot, throbbing cock press against the bare skin of my thighs, teasing up. I felt it teased along my ass crack, spreading me, and I let it. I surrendered to it.

I felt Drew thrust, his cock searching for my hole, my ass. I worked my hips on an instinct, chasing the sensation, the need. As the two of us moved the tip of his cock found its target.

My virgin ass.

Drew thrust, hard, and his cock slipped inside of me.

I gasped, tensed, the sensations overwhelming. It was just the tip. The tip was barely inside me, but I could feel it throbbing, Drew holding it there.

“Are you okay?” He asked.

I looked up at him and nodded. I smiled.

“I’m good. You don’t need to stop. It shocked me but… it feels good.” I said.

Drew smiled.

“It feels good for me too but… I’m not sure I can.” He said.

I froze. I wanted him, needed him. If he stopped now, when we were so close, I was going to be crushed.

“Please…” I said. “Just for tonight. Take me…”

I tried to capture him, working my hips and ass to take more of his cock, trying to use my legs to force him deep, but he was in control. He denied me, holding just the tip of his throbbing cock inside my ass, teasing me with it.

“That’s what I mean… I can’t. I… I’m not sure I can do this and then go and marry Sara. You, me… I… this weekend. If I do this then how am I meant to go back to her? The way you’ve treated me this weekend, the way you’ve always treated me. You’ve always been so kind and understanding, always been there for me. She’s never been that soft or sweet with me.”

I listened.

“I kinda just accepted it, knowing we were just friends. We could stay friends and I could marry Sara. Things would work out. But this… if I do this, if we do this… I can’t walk away. Not from you, not from how this feels. Had I never seen you like this, felt you, it would have been okay. But now… now I’ll always miss you, will always wonder ‘what if’, but if we go through with this… I can’t go and marry Sara. Choosing her over you makes no sense if we do this.”

“What are you saying?” I asked.

I could feel my heart racing.

“I’m saying… I want this, want you, but only if it's more than just tonight. I want you. I want you.” Drew said.

There was silence. His words made me dizzy.

“If you don’t want that, if it’s just one night, we can stop now, but… if we go further it’s because we both want more. We both want to give us a shot.”

“You’d leave Sara, stop the wedding?” I asked.

Drew nodded again.

“For you, I would.” He said.

I smiled.

“Then take me.” I said, not even hesitating.

I felt Drew tense, looking down at me, and then… he thrust, hard.

I felt his cock fill me, fucking deep into my ass. I felt the throbbing of it, my hole tight. I felt my ass stretched wide, pain and pleasure merging into one blissful cocktail of sensations.

Drew thrust until his stomach pressed against mine, hips pressing against my thighs, his entire cock inside my ass. I felt my body throb, his girth pressing on a spot of pleasure inside me that was new, sending shivers along my spine.

I felt him grind and I worked my hips and ass to feel more.

“Fuck…” I spoke in one long exhale, moaning.

“You are beautiful.” Drew said. “You are… fuck you are hot.”

“You feel so good inside me.” I said.

I wrapped my legs around him, trying to force him deeper. Drew responded by fucking me with small movements of his hips, his cock teasing over the knot of pleasure inside my ass.

Our eyes met, Drew’s weight pressing down on me, and I smiled. He was inside me, fucking me, claiming me. I’d thought it was one night, one wild night, but… he wanted more than that and I’d accepted.

He wanted me and he was claiming me.

“Kiss me.” I said. “Kiss me and fuck me.”

Drew smiled and he did just that. He kissed me hard, lips and tongue. I kissed back.

I felt him pull his cock back, slipping it out until just the tip was inside me, thrusting it deep again. As we kissed, my legs and arms wrapped around him to hold him close, feeling the strength and the power and the passion of him, he began to really fuck me.

Drew fucked his cock in and out of my ass, the thickness of it throbbing, stretching me. I’d never felt anything like it, the constant teasing of the spot of pleasure inside me making my cock throb and leak. I wanted more, took more, took everything Drew wanted to give me.

I began to work my hips and ass in time with his thrusting, riding his cock as he fucked me. I felt hot, sexy, wanted. It was pure bliss and I allowed myself to drown in it all.

The way Drew touched me, kissed me, fucked me was electric. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, the sensations, the feelings, the emotions, all of it combining to make me go blank, just a body being fucked, two bodies fucking, a union of pleasure.

As Drew broke the kiss I whined, working my hips to milk his cock, clenching my hole down tight on the thickness of his prick. I looked up at him, smiling as I saw his face. My best friend, my lover. I was giving myself to him and he was taking it, accepting it. He wanted me.

“Fuck me harder.” I said. “Please… you feel so good.”

Drew slowed down, teasing me, working his hips slowly so I could feel the full experience of his cock inside me.

“You like my cock inside you?” He asked.

I nodded, blushing.

“You want me to keep fucking you?”

I nodded again.

“Please…” I whined.

“Then you’ll let me keep fucking you? You’ll dress up for me and we can do this again?” He said.

I smiled, giggling.

“You want me? You like me like this, as Natalie? You want to claim me as yours?” I asked.

It was my turn to tease him, clenching my hole tight, feeling his cock throb and pulse, getting larger, thicker, harder inside of me.

I’d never known my ass was so sensitive, was such a potent source of pleasure. I couldn’t stop moving, trying to feel more. It was like… like I was becoming addicted to the sensation.

Drew nodded.

“I want you.” He said.

I smiled at that.

“Then take me.” I said. “I’m yours.”

And with that he thrust again, filling me.

It was different, the feeling of him inside me. Before it had been feral, lust and desire, but now, though he still fucked me hard, deep, it felt softer, almost gentle. There was an attention, a focus, a warmth.

Drew wanted me. He wanted to claim me as his. He was mine.

I fucked him back, the sensations overwhelming, the emotions only adding to it.

“More… please… I want you to cum in me.” I said.

The words sprung forth unbidden, but I meant them. I wanted his cum inside me, marking me as his.

Drew didn’t answer. Or at least, he didn’t answer with words. Instead, he answered with his body.

Drew pulled his cock out until just the tip was inside me and then he thrust, hard, deep, fucking me. He fucked me with an intensity that knocked the breath from my lungs.

He moaned, working his cock inside me, and I whimpered, soft sounds of pleasure, the noise of our bodies fucking. I unwrapped my legs from around him so I could spread them wider, lifting my ass up, working my hips so he could fuck me deeper.

With each stroke his cock teased over the spot of pleasure inside my ass, making me moan, making my body shudder. I fucked back, wanting more, the pleasure swelling.

I could feel his cock getting harder, thicker, throbbing. He fucked me deep, making my body ache.

“Fuck… I’m close…” Drew said.

“Cum.” I said. “Cum in me. Cum inside me and make me yours.”

I’d never felt anything like it. I wanted my best friend to breed me, mark me as his. I was hot, sexy, wanted. I felt… amazing.

Drew thrust deep and held his cock there. I could feel it pulsing. I knew what it meant.

I squeezed my ass down, milking him, pleasure racing through me. I ground my hips, teasing him and then…

“Fuck!”

Drew rutted his cock into me and I felt him cum. He was cumming, cumming deep inside me, his hot, thick, creamy spunk filling my ass. I moaned, the pleasure of it bright, his pulsing cock teasing on the sensitive spot inside me and then…

I was cumming too. We came together, bright and brilliant and overwhelming. I came so hard it was like my mind went blank, sheer bliss radiating out from my ass, filling me as Drew filled me. I came over and over and over and Drew came inside me and I knew that after experiencing such pleasure I’d never be the same. Yet, I didn’t mind. In fact… I liked the thought of being changed forever.

Drew collapsed on top of me, exhausted. I felt the throbbing of his cock slow.

“That was amazing.” He said.

I felt his cock softening inside me. I squeezed my ass as it began to slip out, wanting to keep as much of his cum inside me as possible, only a thin trickle escaping, warm and wet, oozing down my crack.

“It was.” I said. “I… I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard.”

Drew rolled over to lie next to me, both of us breathing hard. I rolled over to move in close and he reached out to wrap his arms around me, hugging me. It felt comfortable and safe.

“You know… it’s going to be hard, going home, breaking the news to Sara about the wedding.” Drew said.

I looked up at him, eyes wide.

“You meant it then, about… me?” I said.

My voice was soft, wavering, uncertain. Drew nodded, smiling.

“Of course I meant it. Unless… you…”

“I want it.” I said. “I want you. I want… us.”

Drew’s smile widened.

“I want us too.” He said.

I wasn’t sure what us even meant but I was sure of one thing. Together we’d be able to work it out.

THE END
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FEMINIZATION VACATION
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Best friends Callum and Nate are fresh off their college graduation and ready to blow off steam in Sin City. But nothing could have prepared them for what the city had in store.

The world has changed since the release of the Tiresias pill—a miraculous drug that can transform a person’s body and even change their gender. Society is still adjusting, but nowhere are the rules rewritten quite like they are in Las Vegas.

When the pair win big, they’re unsure how to celebrate their windfall—until they hear about a very unique kind of gamble. For a bargain price, they're offered two pills: one a blank, the other a mysterious variant of Tiresias. It promises the experience of a lifetime. And as the saying goes, what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.

In the blink of an eye, Callum and Nate’s vacation takes a wild turn—and that’s not the only thing that changes. One of them awakens in a brand-new body: curvier, softer, and undeniably feminine.

Confused, exhilarated, and overcome by a surge of unfamiliar desires, the two friends find themselves drawn to each other in ways they never expected. Inhibitions melt beneath the neon lights as they explore new pleasures and a deep, electric connection that blurs the line between friendship and something far more intimate.

Their experience promises to change everything, and the pair embark on a sizzling, gender-bending journey of friendship, transformation. But as their journey of discovery heats up, the question remains: can they handle more?


FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE AND HER GIRLFRIEND
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Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...


FEMINIZED BY THE TRAINER
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Kenny is feeling lost. His girlfriend has left him for another man and his confidence is at an all-time low. When he comes across an advert for a personal trainer though he feels a sense of hope for the first time in a long time.

Maybe that’s what he needs? A personal trainer to help him get into shape, someone to motivate him out of his slump, someone to get his perfect body, someone to finally make a man out of him.

But when Kenny meets Jamie, his new trainer, he’s stunned. He was not expecting anyone quite so stunning.

Jamie though wastes no time. She gets to know Kenny, gets to know why he wants a personal trainer, gets to know why he wants to change, gets to know his motivation and his desires. With a better understanding of him, she sets out a full regime of exercise, diet, and more to help transform him.

Only the transformation isn’t quite what Kenny had been expecting. Yet as he begins to notice changes he also finds he likes them, and slowly he comes to realise he’s being feminized by his personal trainer.

As the transformation progresses, there’s just one question that needs answering. Is he going to let her complete the process?


Fated: Prince to Princess
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King Nikolai is coming. The great darkness, the beast, the Sire of all vampyres is coming and there is little anyone can do to stop him.

For generations, Prince Nathaniel’s kingdom has stood as the bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Countless lives have been lost, much blood has been spilt, and his kingdom has grown weary while King Nikolai’s forces have grown stronger.

Now King Nikolai is coming, in person, to talk to King Harden of peace. On the verge of his great victory, the defeat of the enemy that has thwarted his plans for generations, King Nikolai comes to talk of peace. Prince Nathaniel does not trust him. He had heard too many tales of the monster’s treachery and savagery.

Yet when King Nikolai arrives he is not what Prince Nathaniel expected. He is surprisingly charming and handsome, and his offer of peace takes the entire kingdom by surprise.

He will gift peace, but only if King Harden offers him a princess to make his queen. The only problem is King Harden has only one child, Prince Nathaniel…

King Harden moves to object, but Prince Nathaniel, wanting to prevent needless suffering, agrees to become the beast’s bride.

So begins Prince Nathaniel’s transformation. As he becomes a princess he starts to understand more about King Nikolai’s motives, and about the powers of fate that have woven their lives together.

What is he to believe though? The stories he’s been told his entire life or the call of his heart?


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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