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THE PAGEANT

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


One

“I can’t believe you’re actually going in for this dumb contest.” I said.

Gina, my older sister, glared at me, her eyes blazing, almost indignant, a barely contained fury and frustration.

“Why can’t you believe it? You don’t think I stand a chance of winning, is that it? You think I’m not pretty enough or something?” She said.

I shook my head as I realised why she’d looked so angry. She’d assumed I was calling her ugly.

“No, that’s… that’s not it at all. I mean… you look fine.” I said. “I just… it’s the contest. It’s dumb and pointless.

I turned to face Morgan, my best friend, hoping he might help me out of the hole I’d inadvertently got myself into. He understood my look as a plea for help without me having to say a word.

“I’m pretty sure what Pete meant is that you look good, but that the contest is… well… it’s a stupid contest for stupid people.” He said, chuckling.

“So you’re saying I’m stupid?” Gina said.

Gina stared at both of us. Her gaze was hard, almost furious.

Even I had to admit she looked amazing, clad in a long dress, low-cut, with thin straps, and she was even wearing heels, with her hair and make-up done, she definitely looked like she stood a chance at winning the pageant—not that I was going to tell her that.

“Not exactly” I said, grinning. “I’m just… I’m saying beauty pageants are dumb, and they’re for dumb people. The kind of people who enter contests based on looks are the kind of people who have nothing else to offer.”

Gina turned her attention fully back to me, eyes narrowing.

“You’re saying I’m an airhead?” She said, almost snapping.

I shrugged, smirking. I always enjoyed teasing my sister, and this was proving to be a most effective way to tease her.

“No… I’m saying only airheads enter beauty pageants. You’re the one who’s decided to enter the contest so… I’d say you were calling yourself an airhead.” I said.

“Exactly.” Morgan said. “We’re just giving our opinion on the contest, not on you. You’re the one who’s inferring that we think you’re a dumb airhead when we never technically said that.”

Gina stared at us, hard, her cheeks pink. I could almost see the steam coming from her ears as the clockwork gears of her brain churned.

[image: ]

Gina was my older sister, just less than two years older than me, and in all the years I’d known her we’d always had a love-hate relationship. We’d always loved each other, but we’d also loved to torment and tease and prank each other.

We’d never been best friends, but we’d been the only kids in our neighbourhood, so we’d got along in a cat and dog kind of way, playing with each other and getting up to trouble, all while arguing and fighting and bickering almost constantly. We’d been close, despite our clashing personalities.

Gina was into dolls and clothes, loved the colour pink, and wanted to play princess games, while I preferred books and adventures, building things, working out how and why things worked. Yet, despite all the fighting, all the differences, we’d bonded and grown close, because we only really had each other.

And then Morgan had moved in next door.

Morgan was the same age as me, both of us just coming into our teens when he’d arrived, and we’d soon bonded over shared interests—comics and anime and video games. It worked out well, in a way, since Gina and I had already been in the process of growing apart, our bickering and arguing and fighting intensifying.

She was firmly into her teens, a girl becoming a woman, and though we still hung out and played, it was clear she had more interest in her friends, and in boys, than in her dorky younger brother who she was coming to view as a pest. So, Morgan quickly became my best friend, a position he still held, and Gina and I grew apart, spending less and less time with each other.

We still loved each other of course, we were just… different. And we still both loved to wind each other up and fight and argue.

It was like we were in a constant state of cold war, always looking for ways to annoy each other or wind each other up or irritate each other. It was how we showed each other we cared… kind of. Plus it was fun to get under Gina’s skin and know that I still had the knack of irritating her in only the way a younger brother can irritate a sister.
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Gina stood there in silence for a moment, glaring at us. The truth was she really did look good. Better than good in fact, and I couldn’t help but wonder just when my sister had turned into such a beautiful young woman.

Seeing her in just a tight-fitting dress, made-up with make-up, hair done, in high heels, it was surprising to me to see just how beautiful she was. The dress was tight-fitting, revealing just how curvaceous my sister had become, and with her hair and nails and make-up done, she looked… different, more feminine, softer, prettier. Seeing her in a dress was like seeing a completely different person. Like my sister had been swapped with another person almost.

It was amazing what effect a change of clothes, hair, and make-up could do. She even moved differently, walking with a lot more wiggle than I was comfortable noticing. Was that the high heels, or her?

“Do you really want to enter the contest?” I asked. “I mean… really? I know we’re teasing you but… it’s not really your kind of thing, is it? You’re not that dumb, are you?”

“Dumb how?” Gina said.

I giggled, feeling nervous and suddenly on the spot.

“It’s just that beauty pageants are dumb.” Morgan said. “Not that you're dumb. Judging women on looks, it’s stupid, and you… you’ve never been the kind of airhead who enters a beauty contest.”

Gina stared at both of us.

“So you think I’m an airhead? You’re saying that looking good, looking pretty and being smart are mutually exclusive. I can’t be pretty and smart? Women who are pretty are dumb?” She said.

My head was spinning. Morgan and I both knew from years of experience that though it was fun to tease my sister and wind her up, there was a limit to how far it was sensible to go. You could push Gina too far, and arguing with Gina was almost impossible when she was really annoyed.

Looking at her I could see now that she was really, really annoyed. Maybe it was time for us to back off and...

“No, I… I’m not saying that.” I said. “I just… you look amazing. You look hot. I definitely think you have a chance, but I just… beauty pageants are kind of stupid and they’ve never been your thing before and I just… you’re better than dumb contests that are based on looks.” I said.

“Exactly.” Morgan added. “You’re better than some dumb beauty contest.”

Gina stared at us. She was quiet for a moment.

Then… she laughed.

“You’re envious.” She said, grinning. “Because not only am I smart and funny and cool, but I’m hot too. You’re just envious that I’m hotter than you, because I’m just better looking than you. You’re envious because I’m the hot sibling, while you’re just ordinary.”

The words stung. I felt heat in my cheeks as I blushed, a flush of emotions.

“It’s not my fault I’m smart and hot. It’s not my fault that I’ve got a boyfriend and no girls are interested in you. Just because I’m cute and you’re boring, doesn’t mean you need to be so mean.”

I was silent, the barbed edge of her words biting into the core of me. It was just like Gina to know exactly where to strike to make it count.
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The words hurt because… well, they were true. She was hot and pretty smart too. She was cute, and she was popular, and ever since her mid-teens she’d had no trouble getting attention or getting a boyfriend. Meanwhile, Morgan and I were both, it was fair to say, terminally single.

It had been bad enough in high school, both of us quiet, bookish types who focused more on studying and grades than socialising, but we’d both figured it would be worth it once we got into a good college. Life would be better there, right?

Only… it wasn’t. Life at college was just the same, and maybe even worse.

The truth was that Morgan and I were both kind of boring. We were unexceptional and uninteresting.

Where Gina was dazzling and beautiful, popular and glamorous, we were the polar opposite. We were dreary and plain and overlooked. Maybe that was another reason Morgan and I were such close friends. We were both losers.

In our early teens, it had been different. While we’d still not been popular like some of the kids around us, we weren’t so easily overlooked because we were all, mostly, alike. But then puberty had hit, or rather, puberty had hit everyone else.

The girls our age had become young women, blossoming, getting curves and sway, while the boys around us had all become young men, had become tall and hairy and muscular. Yet… Morgan and I had remained roughly the same. While our peers had all grown up and changed as puberty hit them one after the other, we both got left behind.

In the beginning, we’d consoled each other, told each other we were just late bloomers, but as the other late bloomers around us all began to bloom and finally even Morgan began to bloom. That was the hardest moment.

Watching my best friend finally transform from boy to man while I was left behind was like a punch to the gut. It had been bad enough when it was both of us together, but as she finished high school I was forced to watch as Morgan grew taller, broader, became hairier. I was forced to sit on the sidelines as puberty hit him full force and he went from being a scrawny adolescent to a handsome, muscular young man.

I figured I’d lost him then. When girls around him started paying him attention, started noticing him, I figured he’d forget about me. But… he never did. Though he looked different, almost intimidating given the change in our relative sizes—Morgan now tall and broad and strong, while I was short, slim, and almost petite—he was the same inside. He remained my best friend.

I hoped then that maybe it wasn’t too late for me either. If Morgan really had been a late bloomer then maybe I was too. Only as time passed I began to realise that I was more never bloomer than late bloomer. As we got into our freshman year at college I began to accept that blooming was looking less and less likely.

I was stuck as I was, and as I was was pretty much just as I’d been when we’d been in our mid-teens. I was short, slim, and relatively hairless, lacking in any real muscle. Worse, while other boys, other young men, including Morgan, developed the rugged facial features that were classically viewed as handsome, I remained, at best, androgynous, at worst slightly feminine—more than once I’d been mistaken as Gina’s younger sister, even as recently as a year ago. She never did let me forget those instances. Worse, I’d once even been mistaken as Morgan’s girlfriend while we were out watching a movie together, a moment neither of us had spoken of since it had happened.

So… Gina wasn’t wrong when she said I was envious. Why wouldn’t I be?

She was hot and cute and pretty and popular. She had her pick of dates. Whereas I was overlooked and passed over. What kind of girl wants a man who looks more like a young boy or even, though I hated to admit it, a girl.

Yet, even if her words were true, I wasn’t about to let her know it. I wasn’t about to let her win.
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“You’re not that hot. And… just because we’re busy studying rather than dating, doesn’t mean we’re boring.” I said.

Gina looked at me, smirking. I knew she knew she was getting to me.

“You’re just jealous because I’m hotter than you. I get it now. You’re mocking me is a form of compliment. You’re so envious of me being the best-looking sibling that you’re trying to undermine my confidence.”

I felt myself prickle, temper flaring. It hurt more because she was right.

“You… you’re not the best looking. Just because you care more about looks doesn’t mean you’re better looking.” I said.

Gina just smiled at me, her grin spreading as though she’d already won first prize in the pageant.

“You think you’re cuter than me? Really?” She said. “I might be an airhead, but I’m not so dumb that I don’t know that I’m clearly the prettiest.”

“You are not!” I snapped. “Just because you’re popular and you care more about dating than studying, it doesn’t mean…”

“So you think you’re prettier than me?” She asked, not even letting me finish.

I nodded without thinking, refusing to let her win the argument, refusing to let her know how much her words had stung.

“Yeah, I do.” I said.

Her smile became a smirk.

“Then prove it.” She said. “You think you’re better looking than me prove it. Enter the contest, win, and prove you’re prettier than me.”

I felt my cheeks burn. She wanted me to…

“I… yeah right. It’s a beauty pageant. They’d never let me…”

“It’s a pageant about beauty, not gender. I’m not such a dumb airhead that I’d enter some stone age contest based around archaic standards of attractiveness and gender. Anyone can enter. The key word is beauty. To win you just need to personify feminine beauty. You don’t need to be a woman.”

I could feel the heat from my cheeks spreading, covering the whole of my face, spreading down my neck and over my chest. Just the thought of entering a beauty pageant horrified me, even if I was allowed to enter, yet at the same time I knew there was no easy way to back out.

“I… I’m not entering some stupid contest for airheads. It’s beneath me.” I said.

“Really? Beneath you?” Gina said. “Or maybe you’re too scared you’ll lose to me.”

“I’m not scared.” I said.

“Then enter. If you think you really are cuter than me enter the contest and see how well you do. Maybe then you’ll realise there’s more to these contests than just looking good, and it takes skill to present yourself. Maybe then you’ll realise it’s not just for airheads.”

“I’m not entering. It’s… it’s pointless and dumb.”

Gina stared at me.

“There’s prize money.” She said. “If you win there’s a big prize. Not only would you beat your big sister, prove to me that you really are the better-looking one, but you’d win a big prize and you’d get to show me you’re not a coward too.”

My blush was almost scalding.

“And… how about another incentive. If you win I’ll give you my car. The one mom and dad got me for my eighteenth birthday.”

I stared at her. Her car was her pride and joy, a beautiful sports car that she loved dearly and that she’d never let me drive despite my begging and pleading numerous times.

“Your car?”

Gina nodded.

“Just entering the contest will show me you’re not chicken, but if you win, you’ll get the prize money, my car, and bragging rights that you’re cuter than me.” Gina said.

“I…”

“Do it.” Morgan said.

I turned to look at my best friend.

“I mean… it sounds like it's an easy win, right? Just entering means you prove something. Just entering shows you’re not scared and if you do win, which… maybe you will? I think you could. Well… if you do win you’d get the prize money and the car and bragging rights.” Morgan was looking at me, but his expression was not one I was used to seeing.

He looked almost nervous.

“I mean… if anyone has something to lose from you entering it's Gina. You’ve only got something to gain by entering.”

“I’ve got nothing to lose because I’m not going to lose.” Gina said, as cocky as ever.

I was ignoring her though. Something Morgan had said was stuck in my head.

“You… you really think I have a chance of winning?” I asked.

Morgan smiled at me, nodded, a glint in his eyes.

“I do.” He said. “I think you should go for it. I mean… even if you lose Gina won’t be able to call you a coward anymore or mock you for chickening out.”

“So long as you’re okay with losing to me.”

Gina’s voice was the taunting sing-song tone she saved for when she wanted to be especially mocking. I knew it well, and I hated it.

I felt a swell of emotion, and I stiffened, took a deep breath, then turned to face her.

“I win I get your car, right?” I said.

“If you win. But you’re not going to.” She said, grinning.

But already I could see her smile was less than sure.

“I’m in.” I said. “I just hope you’re ready to admit that I’m better looking.”

I forced myself to smile. I just hoped I wasn’t making a massive mistake.


Two

I had no idea where to begin, so I began with what I considered the best starting place when you had no idea what it was you were doing… the internet. Morgan sat with me and we both spent a couple of hours searching for tips and tricks and things that might help me stand a chance in the beauty pageant.

As I trawled through sites I began to feel more confident, but also, paradoxically, less sure of myself. I was beginning to think I really did maybe have a chance, and that worried me.

If it was a contest that prioritised female beauty then what did it mean that I stood a chance? What did it mean that Morgan thought I could win? What would it mean if I scored highly, or even won?

If I was going to enter I wanted to do well, so I was going to try my best—the thought of beating Gina and winning the prize money and her car was motivation enough for that—but still, did I really want to do well in a beauty pageant? What would that say about me?

As I made notes about the things I’d need to buy, the things I’d need to do, to get ready, I began to feel more and more uncertain. My belly fluttered, knots and butterflies.

I turned to look at Morgan, my best friend. It had been bad enough when the two of us had been left behind by puberty, both of us small and scrawny, but when Morgan had blossomed in the final years of high school it had been just me. Looking at him I couldn’t help but remark at how he had changed.

Just a few years ago we’d both been boyish and androgynous, but then he’d turned into a man and I’d been left alone as the only boy who was short and thin and scrawny. He was now tall, broad, muscular, and… handsome.

As puberty had changed him girls had started to notice him and I could see why. He had rugged features, broad shoulders, bright eyes, and he was kind and sweet and funny too. I’d feared I was going to lose him, that he’d get a girlfriend and move on, forget about me, but… that had never happened. We’d stayed friends.

Though girls had asked him out he’d always turned them down. He wanted to focus on his studies, he’d said, would rather spend time hanging out with his friend, he’d told me. I was thankful for that. I was thankful for the fact that I’d not lost him.

Yet… I couldn’t help but feel a pang of hard emotions too. Surely it was inevitable that he’d move on from me. He’d outgrown me.

I’d accepted I was never going to become the kind of man he was, and I figured eventually he’d make new friends, get a girlfriend and forget about me. Then I’d be left alone, drab and dreary and easily overlooked.

I’d come to accept that I was who I was but… who really was that? Morgan had said that he thought I stood a decent chance of winning the contest, a beauty pageant that looked to feminine beauty, and even I was beginning to think I might not do too badly.

I was slim, slight, with a decent body, and my face was… soft, symmetrical, with big eyes and full lips and a narrow jaw. Even wearing my normal clothes and no make-up and with my normal, scruffy, boyish haircut, people had sometimes mistaken me for a girl—sometimes even mistaking me for Morgan’s girlfriend—so maybe with some work, some effort, I’d look good enough to score highly, maybe even win?

Though I’d never admit it to Gina, I knew she was hot. Her popularity showed that well enough. She looked like our mother, with fair hair, bright eyes, and a full figure. I, too, took after our mother, though less full-figured, obviously. Yet, in many ways, I was perhaps as pretty as my sister, though I’d never wanted to admit it.

If I did well in the contest though, if I maybe even won, then there’d be no denying it. It’d be amazing to win, yet at the same time I feared it might be the final nail in the coffin of my masculinity. Was I ready for that?

Was I ready to face the truth that I was never going to be a man like Morgan, that he was destined to leave me behind, and that I was destined to be alone? Was I really ready to face the truth that I was always going to be… me.
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“You got your list all done?” Morgan said brightly.

His voice, almost cheery, snapped me from my morose thoughts. He was smiling.

“I’ve got down all my thoughts on things I think will help.” He said. “If… if you still want to do this?”

I looked at him. I could quit now, just refuse to enter the contest. I didn’t need to prove anything to Gina. I could walk away with my pride and masculinity intact. I could…

“I really do think you have a chance, you know.” Morgan said. “I… I know it sounds odd, but… you’re more attractive than you think you are. I think… I think this could be good for you. Maybe you’d finally stop being so hard on yourself.”

I stared at him, blinked.

“I see it you know, how down you are at times, the way you look at your reflection, the way you try to hide all the time, wearing baggy clothes and keeping yourself small. I see the way you avoid attention, the way you stay quiet so people never notice you, and… it pains me. You’re an amazing person. You have so much to offer and I just wish you’d see yourself how I see you. I think… I think this contest could do that for you.”

“But… what if people laugh at me? Or what if…”

“We grow by being brave, by stepping out of our comfort zones. Staying where we’re comfortable just makes us smaller. The zone of comfort gets smaller and smaller the longer we stay within it, making us smaller and smaller, but… even just a tiny step outside of it, pushing ourselves to do something difficult and scary and hard, doing that and realising it's not that bad, not that scary, not that wild, it teaches us we’re capable of more than we thought. By stepping out of our comfort zone we make the zone bigger. If we keep stepping out of it, even just one step, it gets bigger and bigger and bigger until we’re doing things we never thought we could, we’re experiencing things we never thought we would. Life’s not meant to be small and easy. It’s meant to be big and wild and complex and chaotic. This… this is your chance to be brave, to step outside your comfort zone.”

I stared at Morgan, my best friend. It was unlike him to talk so earnestly or so emphatically. The look in his eyes was almost stern, and he spoke with force, conviction, and care. It… it was a good look on him.

I smiled, chuckled.

“I… yeah, maybe. I mean… you’re not wrong, but maybe I could just do something sensible like bungee jumping instead.”

Morgan smiled at me, laughing as he shook his head.

“That’s nothing like this and you know it. I mean… maybe we can do bungee jumping afterwards? It’s a different kind of being brave but one worth it for sure. This though… it’s specific. You’re so hard on yourself and how you look. You don’t think I see it but I do, and… I think this specifically will be good for you. I think you can do well, maybe even win, and maybe then you’ll realise you're not as unattractive as you think you are.”

I stare at my best friend. Maybe he was right, maybe I would do well, would win, maybe I was attractive in a certain way, but did I really want to be cute, pretty, maybe even beautiful?

“I… I don’t know.” I said.

“Please.” Morgan said. “For me? Do it for me, as a favour? I… I really think you can do it, and I think it’d do you good.”

It was unlike Morgan to ask me for a favour. Yet, if I were to do it for anyone, it would be for him. I took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh. I nodded.

“Okay. For you, but if I end up a laughing stock then you’ve got to stick up for me and tell everyone I was only doing it because you asked me to.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll protect your honour. Anyone laughs at you they’ll have to answer to me.” He said.

The way he said it made me pause. It was almost like he meant it, and I felt… cared for, looked after, in a way I’d never felt before.

More than that though was the sense of terror I was feeling. I had told Morgan I would enter the contest for him. I was really going to have to go through with it now, because letting down myself was easy, but there was no way I could let my best friend down.
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The list we ended up with was long and expensive, but Morgan offered to help me with it all, coming with me to the shops to get it all and pooling his spare cash with mine. Without him I knew I’d not have had the money, or the courage, to buy everything he needed. But then without him, I’d not even be going through with the contest.

“You sure you can afford this?” I asked as we paid for the last lot of things we needed.

I could feel the blush on my cheeks as the woman behind the checkout scanned my items. I wondered just what she was thinking about us, about me. We must have looked pretty strange to her buying what we were buying.

“I’m just considering it as an investment. In investment in you as a person, and an investment that’ll pay off big when you win. I figure if I’m putting in half now then I get half the prize money when you win, right?” Morgan’s voice was optimistic, and his smile was bright.

I laughed, shaking my head.

“If I win you can have half the prize money.” I said. “I mean… half the prize money and Gina’s car, along with bragging rights, sounds like plenty to me.”

I was still not sure even entering the contest was a good idea, but there was something about Morgan’s enthusiasm and optimism that was contagious. The shopping trip had been nerve-wracking, having to pick out all the items from the list we’d made, and I knew I’d never have had the will or the courage to go through with it if Morgan hadn’t been with me.

With him though it was almost… easy. He made light of it, treated it almost like an adventure, something fun and light rather than something I should be scared of. Yet, even with his company, I found myself nervous.

We’d had to buy numerous items, toiletries, cosmetics, clothes, even underwear and shoes, and all of it was decidedly feminine. Picking it out was bad enough, two boys, two young men, browsing the women’s section of various stores, but paying for it was even worse, confronting the cashiers and having them check the various items out, looking at us, at me.

I couldn’t help but fret over what they were thinking. Yet… no one said anything. No one even really looked at me, which was almost worse. Why was everyone being so nonchalant about two men buying women’s clothes and make-up and lingerie?

And then I caught sight of the pair of us in the mirror, me with my items in hand, a bundle of outfits and a range of underwear. It was us, but… with the girly clothes in hand, a slight blush in my cheeks, looking almost timid, I looked… different.

Stood next to Morgan, so much taller and broader and more masculine than me, I looked… smaller, slighter, petite and almost svelte. For the first time, I really saw why some people had mistaken me for a girl. It wasn’t that I dressed like a girl, or acted like one, but rather… I was soft and slim and pretty like one.

As I stared at my reflection I felt my heart skip. I looked almost like… like a girl out shopping with her boyfriend, a cute girl out buying outfits and lingerie and make-up with her boyfriend. Which meant… when Morgan had paid for me the women at the checkout must have assumed…

My blush had deepened, and I’d felt a crashing tide of emotions. Still, I was beginning to believe maybe I really did stand a chance in the contest.
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Morgan and I had checked the details of the contest thoroughly before heading out to waste time and money, and, sure enough, there was nothing in the rules and regulations about required gender. Anyone could enter. The rules simply stated that it was a competition intended to rank competitors on feminine beauty. How the individual competitors interpreted that was up to them.

Which meant… I was free to enter, free to throw myself out there for the judges to score. What if I was laughed at? What if I did badly?

And worse… what if I did well?

Still, it was too late to back out now. I’d agreed to do it, for Morgan, and we’d both spent a small fortune. Why had I done that? And… why was Morgan quite so willing to spend so much on some dumb contest?

I had no way to pay him back unless I won. Did he really expect me to win?

The thought of the prize money and the bragging rights over Gina and getting to claim her car, her pride and joy, definitely delighted me, but I wasn’t sure I was comfortable with the thought of winning a contest that scored people based on feminine beauty. But, if I wanted to get my money back, wanted to pay Morgan back, I needed to win and to do that I needed to throw myself into it, needed to do my best, needed to commit.

And that meant making myself as feminine and as beautiful as possible.

As we emptied the bags out on the bed we began to organise everything we’d bought. It was only two days before the contest, and we’d already worked out a schedule of the things we needed to work on and practice before the big day.

Just looking at it all made my head spin. There were multiple changes of clothes, selections of underwear, make-up, hair products, wigs, and even high heels. Seeing it all laid made my belly flutter, a buzzing in my head and a tightness in my chest.

“So…” Morgan said. “Where do we begin?”

He was looking at me, a slight smile on his lips. The question was rhetorical. We both knew where to begin.

At the beginning.

“I guess that’s my cue to go off and shave, right?” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“I mean… it is a contest on feminine beauty.” He said.

Feminine meant smooth, soft, delicate. I needed to shave, needed to be hairless.

So, with a sense of dread and foreboding, I picked up the razor we’d bought, the shaving cream, the hair removal cream, the shower gel and the moisturising lotion, and I headed off to the bathroom.


Three

Once the door was locked I stripped off and set to work, since I knew that the longer I delayed the more the chance of me chickening out—and I really didn’t to chicken out. I’d said I’d do it for Morgan, and even if I went through with it and lost I’d be able to say I’d tried, but to back out, both of us losing our investments, without even trying, would be far worse.

So, I began to strip, peeling off my clothes, feeling a sense of ominous dread creeping over me as I took off my my t-shirt, jeans, underwear. I took a moment to look myself over and I felt almost crushed.

While it was true I’d never blossomed like Morgan and other boys my age, I was still not without some signs of masculinity, and among them was my body hair. Scant as it was I wore it almost with pride, its presence reassuring. Sure I didn’t really need to shave my face, ever, but I went through the ritual every few days just because doing it made me feel more manly, the act almost reassuring, comforting, soothing the open wound of my insecurity. And… it was the same for my body hair.

I’d never been hirsute, and I knew I never would be, but the little body hair I did have, around my crotch, on my legs, under my arms, was mine. It was proof I was a man. Yet now… I was going to be getting rid of it.

“At least it’ll grow back.” I said to myself as I looked down at my body.

I knew it would grow back, but that didn’t help. Mostly because I was wondering just how I was going to look with a smooth body, and… I was perturbed to find that a small part of me was almost excited, almost curious.

It was with my curiosity ticking at the back of my mind that I picked up the hair removal cream and set to work.

The instructions were clear enough, so I used the little plastic spatula that came in the box and began to smear the thick cream over my legs and my less sensitive areas. The room quickly filled with the astringent scent of chemicals, and my skin felt oddly both warm and cold. As I let it sit, I looked down at myself and I couldn’t help but wonder how I was going to look.

I’d always been slim, but in the last few years I’d decided that if I wasn’t going to get larger or bulkier or hairier, I should at least make do with what I had, so I’d taken up regular exercise, riding a bike for fun on the weekend, jogging when I had time, doing yoga to help me relax and stay flexible. I’d even started doing weights.

Yet, none of that had really helped. Or at least it hadn’t helped me change in the way I’d wanted it to.

As I looked down at myself I really couldn’t deny that it had changed me.

Thanks to all the cycling and jogging and yoga I had a flat belly and strong core, with a trim waist, and my thighs were thick, almost muscular, with a toned, peachy ass. And as for the weights… I’d not really enjoyed it, had hated how they’d made me feel weak and feeble, so I’d ended up only really focussing on the exercises that felt comfortable and made me feel strong.

I realised in that moment that the exercises I enjoyed, and that I was good at, were ones using the areas where I was already strong—my legs, thighs, and glutes. So, if anything, all the recent weight training had only added to my shapely legs and ass.

Even with body hair, I could see that I had a certain curve to my lower body—a fact I could easily hide in my baggy jeans and sweat pants—so I wondered… how feminine was I going to look when I was smooth, in feminine underwear, in some of the outfits we’d bought.

I felt my cheeks blush as my mind ticked over the outfits. Skirts and dresses, pretty, delicate, feminine outfits to make me look beautiful. I bit my bottom lip and felt my belly tie itself in knots. Could I really wear clothes like that? Could I really…

And then the timer on my phone went off. The cream had sat long enough. I needed to wash it off.
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I set the shower running and let it heat for a moment before stepping into the flow, steam filling the air. As the water hit me I sighed, relaxing in the wet heat of it.

I let the power of the water’s flow wash off most of the cream, the thick foam of it sloughing off my legs, letting it rinse under my arms, my chest, my belly, and even my butt. It felt odd, brighter and more intense than I was used to, and then I realised… without body hair, I was more sensitive. The water on my skin felt almost like a caress, and I shivered, a tingle running up and down my spine that left me almost breathless. Was this what it felt like to be a girl?

The thought excited me, but I had no time to dwell on it. With most of the cream rinsed off, I picked up the shower gel I’d bought—one specifically for moisturizing skin after shaving, to keep it soft, or so the advertising said—and lathered up my hands to wash.

As my soapy, slippery hands made contact with my legs I gasped, twin sensations making me dizzy. Not only did the touch send a shiver through me, my legs sensitive and tingly, but my skin felt… soft, silky, delicate. I’d never had the chance to feel a girl’s legs before, and now I was washing my smooth, hairless, soft legs in the shower, wet and soapy and slick.

Was this what a girl’s legs felt like? My legs felt good, delicate and smooth. I smiled and began to wash, my hands lingering just a little longer than they needed to. I felt my body getting hot as I washed my legs, my belly, my chest, armpits, but it was as I washed my butt that I really felt it.

Without hair, my butt felt… full, soft, feminine. Would a girl’s butt feel like that? The thought made my cock throb. I shook my head, trying to dismiss the storm of thoughts that came collapsing down on me.

I needed to finish the job. I needed to shave my delicate regions.

So, forcing myself to focus, I lathered up my cock and balls, feeling my shaft pulse as I soaped it, and then I lathered my ass-crack. Finally, I picked up the razor and set to work.

The blade slid across skin, shedding me of my hair. It didn’t take long, but I didn’t hurry, not wanting to cut myself and wanting to do a good job. I shaved carefully, slowly, first my cock, then my balls, before finally shaving along my crack until finally I was completely hairless. As I looked down at myself I felt a cold thrill run through me.

I looked… girly.

With my body hair gone, it was undeniably feminine. My legs were long and full, my ass was round and, much to my disappointment, even my cock looked kind of pretty, cute and small and delicate despite being semi-hard.

“Fuck.” I whispered.

Maybe I really could win the contest. But… what was the cost going to be? What was it going to do to my confidence, my self-image, my ego?

I took a deep breath and sighed. It was too late to worry about any of that really. I needed to get on with getting myself ready. After seeing myself smooth I knew I had more of a chance than I first thought so maybe… maybe the prize money and the bragging rights over Gina and Gina’s car would be a sufficient salve to heal my wounded pride at being the boy who won a beauty pageant. But for that to be the case I had to actually win.
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Out of the shower I took my time drying off, my skin feeling delicate and slightly new. Once dry I used the lotion I’d bought to moisturise.

I still couldn’t help but remark on how soft and smooth and silky I felt, and touch was so much more bright and vibrant and almost pleasurable. It was going to take some getting used to.

Finished, I checked myself in the mirror and I couldn’t help but smile at what I saw. I looked… good.

Sure, I’d rather have been tall and broad and muscular, right? I was a man, that’s what I was supposed to be, but… I looked good. With my hair gone my body was pretty, and cute, and for the first time in a long time, I felt almost confident. Almost.

There was still a niggling voice at the back of my head, a quiet whisper cutting at me. I was supposed to be a man. Men didn’t look like me. And men certainly didn’t enjoy being smooth and soft and pretty.

I felt a weight settle on my back and I turned away from the mirror, then wrapped myself in a towel. It was just for the contest, I told myself. That was all. It was to prove a point, and maybe even win the prize money and the car. That was all…

Yet there was more, an unsettled feeling lingering, lurking, feelings and emotions that were new and unfamiliar. I ignored them though, and made my way back to my bedroom. I had a lot of practice to be getting on with.

As I stepped into my room Morgan looked up, looked at me, and… his eyes went wide, a slight redness to his cheeks. I felt suddenly very exposed.

“Oh, wow… you look… you look different.” He managed to stutter.

I was wearing a towel wrapped around my waist, falling down to my knees, as I always had. Morgan had seen me like that numerous times over the years, just as I’d seen him like it, but this time it felt… different, as though something had changed.

The way he looked at me, looking at my smooth legs, my smooth belly, my smooth chest, was different, and I felt myself blush. We caught each other's eyes, a moment that seemed to last for too long, and then he looked away.

“Sorry. I… I didn’t mean to stare.”

I grabbed an old sweater hanging on the back of a chair and pulled it on quickly to hide. My heart was racing. What was wrong with me? I’d never felt shy like that before, and certainly had never felt shy like that around my best friend. Was it the fact I was shaved now, more feminine, or was it how he’d looked at me, or maybe…

“It’s fine.” I said. “I should have maybe used another towel to cover up.”

I never had before, but… maybe entering the beauty pageant, embracing more femininity, meant I should? I’d never hidden my chest before, but the lack of body hair, the fact I was smooth, the way he’d looked at me…

“And when you say different… you mean good different? Or bad different?” I asked, wanting to distract myself from the thoughts buzzing around my head.

“Good different. Definitely.” Morgan said without hesitating. “I mean… not good good, like… just… I meant good in the winning the contest way. I didn’t mean… I just… sorry.”

As I pulled the sweater on I turned to look at him and I saw my best friend facing away from me, looking flustered and embarrassed. Was that because of me?

I’d never seen him like that before. Even when talking to hot girls he’d always seemed calm and composed, confident. I felt a heat in my chest and belly.

“It’s fine.” I said. “And… thanks.”

I smiled.

“Now, I suppose the next step is to get dressed, right, see how it all looks?”

Morgan turned to face me. When he saw I had a sweater on he looked suddenly more relaxed.

He nodded.

“Yeah, I guess. I… I’ll leave you for a bit then. Just call me when you’re ready to practise and I can come help or… or whatever. You want a drink from the fridge?”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“Just shout when you’re done and I’ll bring it up.” He said.

And with that he rose to his feet, and made his way out of my room, shutting the door behind him, leaving me alone with the underwear, the lingerie, the clothes, and the heels. It was time to get dressed.
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I was still for only a moment, my heart racing. I was nervous, maybe even terrified, but I forced myself to act, knowing that each moment I delayed was a chance to change my mind.

I didn’t want to change my mind. I didn’t want to let Morgan down. I wanted to do my best.

And… there was a part of me that was curious. There was a part of me that was really curious.

So, I forced myself to move. I pulled off the sweater I’d pulled on and dropped my towel and I moved towards my bed where the clothes were laid out for me.

“What to wear…” I said to myself.

There was a range of outfits to choose from. I’d not known what to pick when we were shopping, so had been glad when Morgan had taken charge, picking out numerous outfits he thought looked good.

As I looked over them I felt my chest grow tight and my face grow hot, remembering how he’d looked at me. Had he picked the outfits because he thought they looked good or because… he thought they’d look good on me. Why did the subtle difference matter?

“Simple first.” I said, forcing myself to focus.

Simple made sense. I had a range of garments, from plain and ordinary to bold and elegant. I wasn’t ready for bold and elegant yet.

So, I picked up a pair of plain white panties and a white bralette and took a deep breath, sighing.

“It’s just clothes.” I said to myself. “I… I’m still me, no matter what I wear, no matter what I look like.”

And I meant it. The only problem was… who even was I?

I had no idea. I’d never really had an idea. And… wasn’t that a big part of my problem. I knew who I was meant to be, but I wasn’t that person. I was… I had no idea who I was.

That was a question for later though. Much later.

I held the panties up, looking them over. The cloth was oddly soft, sensual, the cotton a lot finer and smoother than the coarse fabric of my usual underwear. They were smaller too, even though they were the largest of all the panties we’d bought, and there was something oddly thrilling about them, how innocent they looked.

I felt my cheeks blush and my heart was racing. Slowly, hands shaking I lifted one foot and began to pull the panties on.

The fabric caressed up my smooth legs, a sensual shiver, and as I tugged them into place I felt the cloth cup my ass, lifting it slightly, my cock neatly contained within despite being almost hard, a distracting throbbing that made it difficult for me to focus.

They were high cut, to show off my legs, thighs, and hips, and there was even a little bit of butt cheek showing. Having never seen a girl naked I found the sight oddly exciting, and I couldn’t resist the urge to reach back and feel my ass, the swell of soft, plush, hairless flesh within the panties felt… squishy, plush, a swell of pleasure. It felt good, both to have my ass groped and to feel a smooth, round, plump ass in panties.

Was this what a girl’s ass felt like? Was this what it felt like to be a girl?

I squeezed harder, feeling the curve of my body, and then… I moaned. I actually moaned. The sound snapped me from what I was doing and I realised my cock was suddenly fully hard.

“Fuck.” I said, almost breathless.

I needed to focus. So, I took a few moments to calm down, then slipped on the bralette, white cotton to match the panties, just a slight hint of padding to give me a more feminine figure.

It was like slipping on a vest, though a very small and tight vest, and the way it hugged my chest, lifting and squeezing, made my heart skip and my belly flutter. I was determined not to get distracted again though, so turned my attention to clothes.

“A simple dress should be fine.” I said.

And I moved to pick up the outfit I had in mind.
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As I moved forward though I stepped past the mirror on my wardrobe. I caught movement out of the corner of my eye and on instinct turned to look and.. I saw myself.

I looked… cute. No, better than cute. I looked pretty and definitely feminine. I looked like a girl.

In the underwear, my body smooth, I looked like a slim, petite girl. Even my face looked slightly different, made softer because my body looked softer.

I realised that maybe I really did have a chance at winning the contest. I smiled and giggled.

Without thinking, flush, excited, I wiggled my hips and ass, and my reflection was almost hot. My legs were long, shapely, and in the panties, my ass was round and full and peachy. I even looked like I had small barely-there tits.

I needed to focus though. So, almost reluctantly, I tore my gaze away from the mirror and looked at the clothes on the bed. There was a simple plain summer dress in a floral print, with thigh-high socks and small heels.

It was a demure outfit, meant to look cute rather than daring, and it was perfect for my first time dressing up. I picked it up and slipped it on. The fabric slid over my body, a soothing caress of soft material against soft skin. I wiggled to help it fall in place, and the entire act of getting dressed felt oddly sensual.

Once the dress was on I pulled on my socks, pulling them up to above my knees, the thin white cotton hugging my thighs, and then, finally, I pulled on my shoes, a pair of cute low heels with straps. Even the size of them made me feel girly. I’d never had big feet, but seeing how small my feet looked in women’s shoes made me feel things I wasn’t ready or equipped to feel.

I pushed it all aside though, I had things to do, practise to get on with. I was finally dressed.

As I moved I wobbled slightly in my shoes, the heels forcing me to stand in a way that made my shoulders go back, making my chest stick out, and my back curved in a way that made my ass look even bigger, giving me a cute little bubble butt even in the summer dress. With the socks on there was no more denying it. I looked… I looked like a girl.

I looked like a cute girl.

As I took a final look in the mirror I found I was smiling. I looked good. Even without make-up on, my face seemed suddenly brighter, more attractive, lit up by my smile, made softer for the feminine clothes I was wearing, and for the first time in a long time I felt actually attractive.

Was I really more attractive as a girl than as a boy? Maybe I really could win that contest.

But what would that mean? And, worse, why was I feeling so joyful seeing myself dressed up like a cute girl?

Without thinking I moved, wiggling my hips and ass to make my dress sway. It looked good, sensual, alluring, flirtatious. Even my smile was dazzling. I struck a pose, liking how I looked, enjoying how it felt. Then I struck another pose, then another.

At first, I was awkward, stiff, but as I tried pose after pose, watching myself, it got easier. I felt myself getting lighter, a sense of joy swelling, feeling cute and pretty and beautiful.

I was really happy. Maybe… maybe I really could win. And maybe that wouldn’t be so bad.

As I struck one last pose, my back to the mirror, legs spread slightly, ass sticking out, looking back over my shoulder, I giggled again. Maybe Morgan was right.

And then I remembered Morgan was waiting for me. Morgan was downstairs waiting for me and I had to call him up so I could practise for the pageant. I was supposed to call him up and…

He was going to see me dressed up like a girl. I felt a cold sense of dread run through me but also… a strange sense of excitement that was new. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but I was committed, so there was no backing out.


Four

“Oh wow.” Morgan said as he stood staring at me. “You look… you look incredible.”

I smiled at him, blushing. The way he said it, the way he looked at me, I could tell he meant it. It was more than just trying to make me confident. He really did think I looked good.

“I… thanks.” I managed to say.

I felt a tightness in my chest, a fizzing in my gut. What was it I was feeling? Why was I suddenly so nervous around my best friend?

“You want to practise the first part of our plan then?” Morgan asked.

I nodded. We’d worked out a plan. Day one was working on clothes and body and movement, while day two was going to be make-up and hair and the final touches. Day three was going to be the final rehearsal before the contest later in the day. It all seemed so fast but I was glad for that too…

Had it been longer, several days, maybe even a week or two, it would have given me more time to change my mind. As it was, I was going to be so busy trying to make sure I was ready that I didn't think I’d have any time to get doubts.

But all that meant that today I still had things to do. I’d worked on my body, had shaved so I looked and felt feminine, and had tried on my first outfit. Next was…

“I need to work out how to walk in heels.” I said. “I’ve been trying, but even in these low ones I keep stumbling and almost falling over. If I wear the high heels I bought for the contest before learning how to walk in them I’m going to make a fool of myself or, worse, trip over and break my neck.”

Morgan nodded.

“I’ve been reading guides online. While you were getting dressed. I made notes to help you look… to help you.” He said.

There was a flicker in his eyes, his cheeks slightly pink.

“That’d help.” I said. “Thanks.”

Morgan smiled. He pulled out his phone and opened it, flicking through to his notes app.

“I think the most important thing you need to remember is to walk heel to toe. That helps you keep a natural posture. Once you get the hang of that try walking with one foot in front of the other and letting your hips roll, with a sway in your… your butt… as that’ll give you a catwalk swagger. The thing you should be looking for, apparently, is a natural strut with just a little wiggle in your ass.” He said.

I could hear a catch in his voice, almost nervous. I felt myself get hot.

There was something about the way he spoke, the way he looked at me, telling me how to walk in heels in a way that made my butt wiggle, that made my head spin.

“I think I’ll try heel to toe first. Then once I get the hang of that I’ll add in walking one foot in front of the other to see how that feels.” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“We want to try to get you walking with a wiggle though, so the skirts sway and you look your best.” He said, almost hurriedly.

“For the contest, so you have a better chance of winning.” He added, his blush deepening.

I stared at him for a moment, quiet.

“Yeah, of course. I mean… it’s a contest for feminine beauty so… a feminine wiggle while I walk in heels makes sense.” I said.

Even as I said it I could feel something at the back of my mind tickling. It was like a part of me was fighting against what I was doing, but, stranger, another part was almost giddy with excitement, with joy.

“Should I just… walk around while you watch?” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“I mean… yeah, that makes sense right? I can watch you and try to help, see where maybe you’re going wrong and point out what you’re doing right, what looks good.”

I smiled at him. He was going to be watching me. I suddenly felt like I wanted to do a good job, like… like I wanted to look good.

With that thought at the back of my head, I took a deep breath, readying myself, and… I stepped off.
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“Fuck…” Morgan whispered quietly. “You… you really got good at it.”

I smiled, blushing. I was breathing hard, my cheeks pink, and my heart was racing. It had been tricky at first, my feet wobbling with each step, but I’d forced myself to stay calm despite how nervous I was and I kept Morgan’s advice in mind, repeating it with each step—heel to toe, heel to toe, heel to toe.

At first, it was difficult, and even though the heels were low I stumbled often, more than once almost falling flat on my face. I could feel the adrenaline making my hands shake.

I was dressed up in girly underwear, smooth, in a summer dress and thigh-high socks in front of my best friend and I was practising walking around in heels. How on earth had I gotten myself into this situation.

“There… that’s it, you’ve got it!” Morgan sounded excited, almost delighted.

His enthusiasm was contagious, and each time I got something right, no matter how small, he’d encourage me. It was that enthusiasm and encouragement that got me through.

With each minor improvement, Morgan was there cheering me on, encouraging me, and I could feel his excitement. First I managed to walk heel to toe without stumbling, then I began to try one foot in front of the other.

As I got the knack of each stage of walking in heels I began to feel more confident. I started walking with more poise, more grace, and… I began to enjoy myself. That was when things really started to click.

The trick was to enjoy it, to lean into the experience, not to fight it. If I was going to go through with the contest, dressing up, I might as well enjoy it, right? So… I stopped resisting the voice inside of me and I embraced the sense of joy and lightness that was blossoming. I began to smile.

And then I began to strut.

That was when things got really fun. It was subtle at first, shoulders back, chest out, back curved to make my ass look bigger, each step letting my hips really roll, and then… I felt it. I felt the skirts of my dress sway against my smooth, soft, sensitive thighs. My ass was wiggling.

“That’s it!” Morgan said. Just like that. “Do it again just like that. But… do more.”

I blushed, aware that I was strutting around in a dress and heels while my best friend encouraged me, but I didn’t stop. I was having too much fun.

I continued to walk up and down the room, looking straight ahead, and I worked on mastering my gait and getting the most sway into my ass. It felt thrilling, sensual and sexual and powerful, and I felt… good. I felt hot and attractive and pretty.

Who knew walking in heels was so much fun?

Grinning I turned to look at Morgan and… I paused. He was staring at my ass. My best friend was staring at my ass as I walked around my room in a short summer dress, wiggling my butt as I strutted around in heels.

My blush deepened, but the way he was looking at me it… it made me smile.

“Doing that well am I?” I said, voice teasing.

Morgan’s blush deepened and he looked up, caught me staring at him, grinning. On a whim, I gave another wiggle of my ass, more exaggerated this time, and I couldn’t help but giggle as Morgan’s gaze flicked back to my butt, lingering there.

He turned almost beetroot.

“I… sorry. Fuck. I mean… yeah you’re doing amazing. You look amazing. If you perform like that in the pageant you really stand a chance.” He said.

I felt a swell of emotions but… they were all warm, bright, comfortable. That confused me. I would have expected them to have been heavy and jagged and uncomfortable, bitter, accusatory, crushing. Yet… I felt happy.

Having spent the last couple of hours practising in the heels, strutting and wiggling and showing off, I’d found it was fun, and by leaning into the fun I’d found it easier to improve. Being smooth felt nice, and the underwear was surprisingly comfortable.

Yet, it was more than that too. Walking up and down my room I couldn’t help but catch glances of myself in my mirror, seeing how I looked, how I moved, and I looked… good.

I’d spent years hiding in baggy clothes, doing my best to look invisible, but with my smooth legs, in my short summer dress, in heels and thigh-high socks, I looked… bold. I looked dazzling and cute and almost sexy. I looked pretty, attractive, and it felt amazing to see myself looking so hot. Plus, as I got the hang of walking and strutting in my heels I began to notice the change in my movements. I began to notice the extra wiggle in my hips, the sway in my ass.

Not only did that look good, but it felt good. The way the skirts of my dress brushed my thighs, the sensation of my butt jiggling, and, on top of all of that… there was the way Morgan kept looking at me, cheering me on, praising me.

I was feeling things I’d never felt before and… I was enjoying it.

“You… you think I’ve had enough practice for today then?” I said.

Morgan’s gaze was still on my ass, my legs. I gave another wiggle. He nodded.

“I mean… yeah, you’ve definitely mastered walking in heels so I’d say today was a success. I… I’m happy to hang out longer if you want to keep practising though, only if you want though… I mean…”

“You’re not offering because you want to keep staring at me wiggling my ass as I walk around in heels, are you?” I asked, giggling.

I had meant it as a joke, yet the look on my best friend’s face made me realise it was true. His blush, his look of shock, his expression of embarrassment… he really had wanted to see me strut around more in my heels, watch me wiggle my ass.

My belly fluttered and my heart skipped. I shook my hips slightly, shaking my ass, making my skirts sway. Morgan turned scarlet.

“I… I need to go. Sorry.” He said.

He rose quickly and clumsily to his feet and rushed to gather his things. I watched him, grinning.

I’d gotten used to him being the confident one, the bold one, so I was enjoying having this power to fluster and embarrass him. Plus… it felt strangely invigorating to have someone else think I was attractive, even if it was my best friend and in such an unconventional way.

“I… you should keep practising though. So you’re ready for the contest. And… I’ll be back tomorrow, with a clear head, okay?”

I nodded, watching him, enjoying seeing him squirm. Morgan paused just before he left, turned to look at me.

“I’m sorry.” He said. “But… you really do look good.”

His cheeks were pink. His words were soft, sincere. It was suddenly my turn to blush.

And then he was gone.

I stood there for a moment, flustered, before I giggled. I turned to look at myself in the mirror. I really was cute. I’d never been cute before. I’d never had anyone look at me like that, had never felt hot before, felt wanted. It was… it was addictive.

“I can squeeze a little more practice in.” I said to myself.

I wanted to really impress Morgan tomorrow. And… there was the contest too, obviously.
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The next day Morgan arrived bright and early, looking calmer and more relaxed. I said nothing about the day before and neither did he.

In the moment it had been fun, a bright sense of joy at the thrill of it all, but I knew that it was not sustainable or sensible to keep pushing. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin our friendship. So, I decided that I was going to stop teasing him. Even if teasing him was fun.

“Ready to start the next step?” Morgan asked once we were settled in my room.

I nodded, trying not to grin. I could feel a sense of mischief rising, trying to get out, but I was determined to keep a lid on it.

“Sure. I had a go at dancing in heels last night and I think I’m pretty good at walking in them now, so I think we can skip straight to make-up and hair.” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“Yeah. Sounds good. I… I made some notes last night while I was at home and I have some things we can try to get a good look without needing too much work. I think the trick will be to keep it simple. Go for a minimal look. I think you’re lucky in that you’re actually really pretty already... I mean… I think you’ve got naturally good features. I mean… you know what I mean right?”

As I watched Morgan blush again I realised keeping my mischievous streak in check was going to be harder than I thought. I nodded, smiling.

“Yeah, I get what you mean.” I said.

Just a couple of days ago his words would have crushed my feelings, my ego, but in that moment I just smiled. That he thought I was pretty, that I had good features, that I was attractive, felt good.

“So… shall I get changed first?” I asked. “I had a slightly more exciting outfit I wanted to try today.

Yesterday’s outfit had been the most modest of the ones we’d bought. I had enjoyed wearing it more than I thought I would so I figured it was time to be a little bolder. After all, if I couldn’t wear it in front of just my best friend then there was no way I’d be able to wear it at the pageant, right?

Morgan stared at me, still for a moment, then nodded, almost eager.

“I… yeah. I’ll go downstairs so you can change.” He said. “I… I’m looking forward to seeing how you look.”

And… I knew he meant it.
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I chose a short plaid skirt, pleated, and a black t-shirt, cropped and sleeveless with a wide neck that left my collarbones and the upper part of my chest on display. Underneath I wore a pair of black panties, lacier and skimpier than the white ones I’d worn the day before, and a matching black bralette that had even more padding than the white one.

As I dressed I felt a thrill run through me, my body still so soft and delicate, smooth, sensitive. Dressing in my ordinary clothes never felt so good, and the way the panties fit me, snug, cupping and lifting my ass, showing off my thighs and hips, was so feminine and almost sexy, the back high cut to flash quite a lot of my ass-cheeks, made my cock throb.

I almost wished the skirt were a little shorter. It seemed a shame to wear such cute panties and not have anyone see them, not have anyone see how hot I looked in them.

As that thought hit me I paused. Where that that idea come from? I shook my head to clear it.

I wasn’t going to flash my panties to anyone. I was just doing this to win a contest. I was… I was getting carried away. I needed to focus.

So I slipped on my pantihose, a wide fishnet pattern that left lots of bare skin showing, and then a pair of heeled boots—the heels higher than the ones I’d worn before, but after all the practise I found them almost comfortable, and I easily found the knack of walking in them.

I took one look at myself in the mirror, grinning, heart skipping at how hot I looked, before calling Morgan up. The look on his face as he stepped in made my belly flutter. I couldn’t resist giving a wiggle and a spin, my skirt flaring out.

Again there was the thought that it seemed a shame no one was going to see my panties. Maybe if I posed or bent over or…

“You look amazing.” He said.

His words snapped me back. I blushed, realising I’d been thinking about flashing my best friend my panties. I really needed to focus.

“Thanks.” I said. “Now… want to help me with hair and make-up? I was thinking for this outfit a kinda punk or goth look, rock-chick, and maybe the platinum blonde wig? Make a really bold impression on the judges? Go for really feminine but in an edgy, exciting way.”

Morgan nodded, smiling. The way he looked at me made my head fuzzy.

“Sounds good.” He said.

And with that, we got started.

I settled down in front of my mirror, sitting cross-legged on the floor as I didn’t have a chair or a dressing table, and I laid out the make-up and the tools I’d bought in front of me.

There wasn’t much, but I figured it was expensive, and it was just for one contest. Plus, I didn’t have the skills to do much more than just the very basics and I wasn’t even sure I had the skills to do even the very basics.

“This video looked good. You could try something like this?” Morgan said, showing me his phone.

We watched the video together. A young girl, pretty, walked through the various steps to get a dark, rock-chick, make-up look that was both striking and minimal effort. It wasn’t much, but it was amazing how much of an effect it made.

She was attractive at the start of the video, but by the end, she was striking. I wondered, almost excited, if I’d look that dazzling. There was only one way to find out.

“Think you can do that?” Morgan asked.

I nodded. It didn’t look too complicated.

“Yeah… I think I can. Just… can you watch me and give me pointers if you think I’m going wrong?”

Morgan nodded. With that, I set to doing my make-up for the first time. As I began I realised my hands were shaking.

Yet, despite my fear and my anxiety, the sense of excitement and nervousness, it wasn’t that difficult.

I started with eyeliner, black, heavy, eye-shadow, dark purple and black, before finally adding mascara to make my lashes look thicker and darker.

Next came lips, a coat of lipstick before topping with gloss, and then just a dash of highlight to make my cheekbones pop and to make my face look just a little more delicate. Then… I was done.

Only it wasn’t quite that simple. Since I was new to it all it took me several attempts to get it right, and I had to clean my face and start over more than once.

Yet, it was less than an hour all in before I was done and… the result really was impressive. As I stared at myself in the mirror it was like I was staring at a different person. I wasn’t done yet though.

“Wig next?” Morgan said.

There was a note in his voice, almost… excited? I nodded.

I’d picked up several wigs, different colours and styles, since my own hair was not quite long enough to be what I considered to be classically feminine, yet… even with my short messy hair, I looked cute, girly, pretty. With the wig on how would I look?

My belly was fluttering, heart racing. I stared at myself, and Morgan moved to grab the long platinum blonde wig we’d bought and the clips that we’d also got to help it stay on.

I took a moment to pull my natural hair back, tucking it up, slicked back, then pulled the wig on, taking a moment to get it positioned just right before using the clips to attach the blonde hair to my own natural hair. As the clips snapped shut I could feel the weight of it tugging at my roots, my scalp, almost as though it were my natural hair.

With the wig fixed on I used my fingers to brush it out of my face and sweep it back and then… I froze as I caught sight of my reflection.

My hair—the wig—was still a bit of a mess, but I looked… I looked transformed. I was beautiful, my face pretty and feminine, dressed like a sexy punk chick and my hair was bright blonde, almost white, long and thick and luscious.

I sat up, shifted. I even had small tits under my t-shirt. I looked like a girl.

There was no denying it. As small and slim as I was, as petite as I was, my body was like a girl’s body, but it was my face that struck me most. My face was dazzling.

With the eyeshadow, mascara, and eyeliner on my eyes looked big and bright and dazzling. And my lips looked plump and heavy and kissable. I looked like the kind of girl who was out of my league, the kind of girl I’d never dare talk to.

I smiled, unable to quell the joy I felt swelling inside of me. I knew I should have felt shame, or embarrassment, or something else. I was a boy, a man. I shouldn’t enjoy being pretty.

But I did. I felt pretty, and attractive.

I’d spent most of my adult life hiding in baggy clothes, feeling boring, plain, unwanted, but now, all of a sudden, I felt hot, and I liked it. I was hooked.

I wiggled, loving how my hair swayed, my skirt swishing. My body was pretty, sexy, I had to admit, but it was my face I couldn’t stop staring at.

Slowly, grinning, I turned to face Morgan. I needed to see his reaction.

The look on his face, stunned silence, was all the reassurance I needed.

“How do I look?” I said, striking a pose that was more provocative than I intended.

The way his gaze roamed my body made me shiver.

“I… you look… hot.” He muttered. “You look scary hot.”

I blushed, knowing he meant it.

“Thanks.” I said. “Now… you think I need a bit more practice? Like yesterday?”

My voice was soft, teasing, almost… flirtatious. I could feel my mischievous streak creeping out. Maybe just a little teasing would be okay.

After all… it was fun to see his reactions. Morgan just nodded.


Five

The practice wasn’t so much a practice as it was me showing off. I couldn’t help it. I just felt too good.

And Morgan didn’t help either. The way he looked at me, his reactions, they thrilled me, a sense of power and excitement I’d never felt before.

Was this how girls felt when boys would stare at them, when men would lust after them?

It was giddy, powerful, exhilarating, and I wanted more. As I moved around the room in my heeled boots I did my best to strut, making my skirt sway. The way my ass jiggled made me feel sexy, provocative, and it was fun. The swish of my skirt on my thighs delighted me. The way my thighs, clad in fishnet pantihose, brushed against each other, made my head fuzzy.

“You’ve really got the hang of it.” Morgan said. “And… you look incredible. I knew you would but you look even better than I thought.”

I turned to look at him, striking a pose. There was music playing, softly, a beat for me to move and sway to. A thought tickled at the back of my head.

“You… you knew I’d look good?” I said.

Morgan’s eyes went wide, I could see him getting flustered. I smirked, feeling more and more mischievous with each passing moment. There was just something about feeling attractive that brought out a bold, wild side in me I’d never known before.

I was having fun. I was having a lot of fun.

“I… what I mean it… you’re better looking than you think and I knew you could do this. That’s all…”

“That’s not what you said. You said you knew I’d look… I think the word was incredible. I’m beginning to think that maybe you encouraging me to do this was about more than just me winning the prize money and beating Gina and getting her car. I… I’m beginning to think you encouraged me because you want to see me dressed up like this. Is that it?”

Morgan shook his head, looking almost panicked. I’d said it to tease him, fluster him, but seeing his reaction, how quickly he denied it, how flustered he looked I realised… I was onto something.

Did he really want to see me dressed up like a girl? And… why did that thought make my head go fuzzy and make my heart race?

“You did, didn’t you?” I said. “You wanted to see me dressed up like a… like a girl.”

I could see Morgan struggling, flustered, uncomfortable, but still, he couldn’t take his gaze off me. Ever since he’d fully hit puberty he was so much larger than me, taller and broader and stronger.

But in that moment I was the more powerful. I was in charge. I might have been smaller than my best friend, but I had power over him. And… I was enjoying it.

“It’s not… I didn’t…”

“So you didn’t want to see me dressed up like this?” I said.

I took a step towards Morgan, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, strutting. As I walked I let my hips roll, the sway of my ass becoming exaggerated and provocative, brazen. I could feel my skirt swishing, my ass jiggling.

Morgan opened his mouth to speak but no words came. He was pink-faced and fidgeting.

“You don’t think I look good then?” I said. “You don’t think I look hot?”

Morgan shook his head.

“That’s not… I didn’t say that.”

“So you do think I’m hot?” I said, teasing. “You think your best friend dressed up like a cute girl is hot? Is that what you wanted to see? Me in a skirt, a dress, heels? Is this all just your way of getting to stare at me in girly outfits? Is that why you encouraged me to enter the contest?”

Morgan stared at me, shaking his head.

“That’s not why… I didn’t… I mean… I knew you’d look good, but I wasn’t…”

“You don’t like watching me strut around then?” I said, voice soft, almost sing-song. “You don’t want me to show off for you? You don’t want to see me all dressed up in the outfits you bought me?”

Morgan was still, then nodded.

“I… I do, but…”

I smiled, laughed. I’d made him admit it. He’d admitted he liked seeing me show off.

It felt good to hear him say it, to make him confess. Since he’d fully blossomed into manhood I’d seen numerous women flirt with him, try to get him to date them, and each time I had felt powerless, watching as someone tried to take my best friend away from me.

I knew he was hot, that he was handsome and attractive, desirable, but I’d never seen him pay much attention to any of the girls that flirted with him. Now though… now he was paying attention to me. Did that mean I was hotter than all those other girls?

The thought excited me, thrilled me. But it was more than that too. I had thought it was inevitable that I would lose him. He’d become a man and I’d… not. Eventually, he was going to get bored of me, would find a girl, would want to hang out with other men like him, not want to hang around with his boring, dorky, pathetic best friend from high school, but maybe I didn’t have to lose him.

Maybe there was a way I could keep him.

My head was spinning, heart racing. It was like there was a voice in my head, whispering to me, encouraging me, one I’d always known was there but had never listened to before. It was like… I was feeling myself becoming someone else, someone new and bright and exciting, but someone who was still me. Someone who was perhaps more me than I’d ever been before.

“So you want me to perform for you? You want me to dress up for you? Show off for you? You think I’m hot, sexy?” I asked.

Morgan nodded. The way he looked at me, it felt like I might catch fire.

“You think I’m pretty?” I asked.

He nodded again. A thought bubbled up into the back of my head.

I moved closer to him, strutting, swaying my hips. He shifted, squirming.

“Do you want to know a secret?” I said.

Morgan was still, then nodded. My head was racing. Dare I?

I smiled. I stopped just in front of him, then, slowly, reached down to the hem of my skirt.

“I think I like showing off for you.” I said. “And… I think I want to show off even more.”
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Morgan just stared at me, silent, not moving, as I lifted my skirt up.

The thought had been stuck in my head ever since I’d had it. Why wear such pretty panties if no one was going to see them?

Now, knowing that Morgan liked seeing me dressed up I had the perfect idea. If he thought I looked good in my outfit, how hot would he think I was if he saw my panties?

So, I stood facing him as I lifted my skirt higher and higher. I was worried he might tell me to stop, that he might panic and run out, but he didn’t. He just sat there, watching.

I wiggled my hips, skirt rising up and up and up, baring my smooth thighs clad in the fishnets, then, at the last moment, I spun around so my ass was facing him, bending over slightly to stick my butt out, lifting my skirt completely up.

I was baring my ass, my panty-clad ass to my best friend and I was enjoying it. I looked back over my shoulder to see him staring at me, at my ass, my ass in the tiny, skimpy, sexy black lace panties. The way he looked at me made my heart skip.

I wiggled my butt and I was delighted to see Morgan’s smile spread. He really did like what he saw. He really did think I was hot.

With that, I dropped my skirt back down and turned back to face him. We were both blushing, both flustered.

“I like how you look at me when I’m dressed like this.” I said.

The words came unbidden, but I meant them.

“I… I like looking at you.” He said.

I smiled, my mischievous streak growing bolder.

“You know… I think… I think maybe it’d be more fun if you didn’t just look.” I said.

I stepped forward. Morgan stared at me, watching me sway my hips and ass.

“I think… I think it’d be more fun if you touched me too.” I said. “After all, I’ve gone through all the effort of shaving, making myself smooth, soft, feminine, so someone should appreciate it.”

Morgan was frozen. The power I had over him was thrilling, a heady, giddy high that was addictive and delicious. I stepped closer and then… I lowered myself to sit on his lap.
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“Touch me.” I said.

I’d always been shy, timid, bashful, but suddenly I felt commanding, forceful. Morgan remained still though.

So… I reached out, gripped his hands by the wrists, and brought them to my thighs.

“Smooth, right?” I said.

Morgan nodded. The moment his hands were on my legs he began to grope me, his shyness vanishing. His hands were strong and large. Sat on his lap I realised how much larger than me he was. If he wanted to overpower me he could… easily.

“You feel… you feel so soft. You feel so good.”

I blushed, squirming.

“You like it?” I asked.

Morgan nodded. I was still holding his wrists so… I began to encourage his hands up, leading them under my skirt, to my ass.

“You don’t need to be gentle.” I said. “Not if you don’t want to be.”

Morgan was staring into my eyes. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, how bold I was being, but it was like another personality had taken control of me, or rather, a part of me I’d never acknowledged had taken over.

Morgan squeezed, hard, groping my ass. I wiggled into his grip and whimpered.

“Fuck… you feel good.” He said.

I smiled, batting my eyelashes. I’d never felt so amazing. I felt hot, attractive, wanted, lusted after. And… it was my best friend, the person I loved and trusted most in all the world.

I looked into Morgan’s eyes, handsome, tall, dashing. He was groping my ass, molesting me. I was still, breathing hard, head racing, and then…

I kissed him. I kissed him hard, and he kissed me back.

I’d kissed a few girls, but not really kissed them. My experience was limited, clumsy.

So, the kiss with Morgan was almost like my first kiss and it was… it was unlike any kiss I’d had before. It was hard, passionate, hungry, ravenous, eager, full of want and desire.

Morgan kissed me hard, fondling my ass, and he pulled me into him, tight. I kissed back, parting my lips, and felt his tongue slip into my mouth. The kiss was wet and hot and noisy.

I ground my hips, wiggling my ass, feeling my cock throb in my panties. What was I doing?

And then I felt it. As I wiggled I felt something hard and thick press against my ass.

I was sat on Morgan’s lap. I could feel… I could feel his cock throbbing against my ass. He was hard.

My best friend was hard.

I’d made him hard. I’d turned him on. I was so hot, so sexy, I’d got his cock hard. I’d never felt a thrill of power or excitement like it.

Without thinking I ground my butt down on his hard-on, teasing it, and he whimpered into the kiss, groping my ass harder, making me whimper. My head was spinning. I was so turned on, so thrilled, that all sense had left my head.

And then Morgan broke the kiss. I whined, wanting more, desperate, but he denied me, looked at me. He was panting as he stared at me.

“We should stop. We should… we should stop before this goes too far.” He said.

But there was a catch in his voice.

“I don’t want to stop.” I said. “I want this to go too far.”

I wiggled my ass, grinding it down onto Morgan’s cock, feeling it throb and pulse and twitch. He moaned, and his hips thrust up. I knew I had him, I knew I was in control.

I smiled, and slipped off his lap, falling to my knees in front of him.

“I want to show you just how hot I can be.” I said.

And then… I reached up to the waist of his trousers.
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I wasted no time in undoing his trousers, pulling them open, down. Morgan made no attempt to resist me, just stared at me.

“You don’t… you don’t have to do that. I… we can stop and…”

“I don’t want to stop. And your cock is telling me you don’t want to stop either.” I said.

As I pulled his underwear down it snagged on his cock, but I was not to be denied. I pulled harder and his cock popped free, swaying in front of me. It was massive, thick and long and hard and throbbing.

“You don’t need to do this. You don’t…”

I wasn’t listening. I was fixated on Morgan’s cock.

Without another word, I reached out and wrapped my fingers around his girth and stroked. My touch silenced his protests, his hips thrusting into my grip. He moaned, and the sound of his pleasure excited me. I felt powerful and wanton and sexy and hot.

“You like my hand on your cock?” I asked. “You like your hot, girly, sexy best friend’s hand on your cock?”

Morgan looked down at me, nodded. His hips worked in time with my hand.

I could see the look of lust in his eyes. He really did think I was hot. I wanted to tease him, wanted to play with him, prove that I had power over him, wanted his attention, but… I wanted something else more.

As I looked up into Morgan’s eyes I shifted, parting my lips, extending my tongue, and I leaned forward. Slowly I leaned in towards his cock and, slowly, I licked from the base to the tip.

His moan was loud, and his hips thrust. His cock throbbed.

As I reached the tip I tasted the salty tang of precum. My best friend’s precum. I wanted more.

I slid my hand down to the base of Morgan’s cock, gripping it tight, and pressed my lips to the tip, kissing gently. Then, I pressed my head down.

The girth of Morgan’s cock began to part my pursed lips. My wet, hot, aching lips. My head was fuzzy, lust and desire and want. I didn’t know what had come over me, but… I knew I couldn’t stop.

I felt his cock throb as the tip just barely entered my mouth, tongue teasing, sucking, and I felt it there, working my mouth. Morgan’s hand lifted, moved to the back of my head, gripping my hair, a gentle pressure. I let him guide me, let him press my head down, and more of his cock worked into my mouth. My lips were stretched wide.

“Fuck… oh fuck…”

Morgan’s voice was hoarse with pleasure, delight. That I was the source of that pleasure thrilled me. I sucked harder, my mouth filling with spit, hot and wet. I worked my tongue, my hand at the base of his cock squeezing, stroking.

“You are so fucking hot.” Morgan moaned.

His hips thrust, pressing his cock deeper into my mouth, and the tip pressed at the back of my throat so that I had to suppress the urge to gag. His cock was massive, throbbing, thick and long, and… I was sucking it.

I was sucking my best friend's cock. Morgan’s cock was in my mouth. He was fucking my mouth.

I was dressed like a sexy girl, a pretty girl, with make-up, a wig, and I was on my knees sucking my best friend’s cock.

And it felt good…

I sucked harder, driven by desire and a newfound lust, newfound instincts. I wanted… I wanted to tease and pleasure the cock in my mouth. I wanted to make Morgan cum. I wanted to make my best friend mine.

He wanted me, thought I was hot. I felt powerful, attractive, wanton, and I never wanted the moment to end. My head was thrumming, buzzing, and my heart was racing. I began to work my mouth up and down, sucking, letting spit leak from the seal of my lips to wet his cock, making it sloppy and slippery and wet.

I began to slurp, teasing, stroking, the noise obscene. His cock throbbed hard, swelling, getting thicker and longer. He thrust up, pressing my head down, fucking my mouth.

“Fuck… fuck… I’m close. I’m going to cum. You have to stop or I’m going to cum.”

The thought of making Morgan cum delighted me. I did not stop. I worked harder, wanting to make him cum, wanting to feel him cum, wanting him to cum in my mouth.

It was my first sexual experience, and… I knew that there was a chance it was Morgan’s too. That thought drove me on. The thought of being his first excited me, just as the thought of him being my first excited me.

I sucked hard, and… I looked up, shifting so that I could look up into Morgan’s eyes as I worked his cock in and out of my mouth.

He looked down at me, his face a mask of pleasure—lust, desire, joy, maybe even love. I sucked hard and smiled as best as I could with a mouth full of cock.

“FUCK!”

Morgan thrust into my mouth, hard, and the tip of his cock slipped into my throat, choking me. Yet… I didn’t resist. I suppressed the urge to gag and held it there, unable to breathe, feeling it throb, mouth stretched wide, full of cock.

And then… I felt it. I felt his cock swell even larger, throbbing hard, and there was a jet of something hot and thick and sticky down my throat. He was cumming.

Morgan was cumming.

Pulse after pulse of cum was shot down my throat and I struggled to keep up with it, swallowing over and over, my throat milking his prick, milking more cum from him. He thrust, fucking my face, my mouth, and I moaned in delight as my head spun, desire and lust and pleasure and lack of oxygen combining into one giddy cocktail of sensation.

Morgan was cumming in my mouth, down my throat, and I could feel the hot thick load settling in my belly, swallowing over and over and over.

Slowly, desperate for air, I pulled back. His cock slipped out of my throat and one last jet of hot spunk spilled over my tongue. I stared up at him and made a show of swallowing, licking and sucking his cock slowly before pulling my head back, letting his slowly softening prick slip from the seal of my lips with an audible pop.

I opened my mouth, showing him it contained nothing but my spit.

“Fuck… that was…”

“Hot?” I said.

Morgan stared at me. His eyes were wide. He was still.

“I… yeah, but… I shouldn’t have. I… I’m sorry.” He said.

And then, with that, he was moving, up and on his feet, pulling his trousers up, fleeing my room. I watched him go, stunned, and then I realised.

I’d forced myself on my best friend. I’d not even thought about what he wanted, just what I wanted.

What if in my horny daze I’d ruined everything?


Six

There was a moment where everything was okay, where everything was alright, peaceful and calm and I hadn’t ruined anything. Everything was normal, as it should be.

And then memory came crashing down on me, the memory of what I’d done, the memory of the night before, the memory of what day it was. I felt my gut twist as though I’d just been stabbed with a dagger made of ice.

It was a day of pageant. I had the contest, and, worse…

I remembered what I’d done to Morgan, how he’d fled my room.

In my excitement and eagerness, I’d forced myself on my best friend. I’d taken advantage of him. I’d teased him and toyed with him and then… I’d kissed him, I’d sucked his cock, I’d made him cum.

I’d never even considered his feelings, if he might want me in the way I wanted him. I’d been so thrilled by the sense of power, the excitement, the giddy thrill of feeling pretty and hot and sexy, that I’d never even thought about him.

I’d just wanted his reactions. I’d wanted him to lust after me. I’d wanted to… I’d wanted to snare him.

I’d spent the entire night going over it in my head, trying to make sense of what I’d done, and I understood it now. Overcome by the joy of feeling hot for the first time in my life, excited by how Morgan had looked at me, how he’d complimented me, I’d wanted to claim him as mine.

He was my best friend, the person in the world that meant the most to me. I didn’t want to lose him to a girl, like I figured was inevitable, so… I’d decided that maybe I could snare him for myself, and at the same time enjoy the thrill of having another person, someone I cared about, desire me.

He’d been hard, had kissed me back, but… I’d never thought to ask him what he wanted. I’d Just taken advantage of him. He was my best friend and I’d hurt him, had ruined everything.

I grumbled, wanting to go back to sleep, to just give up. I wanted the earth to crack open and swallow me.

Yet, I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I had to face the consequences of my actions. I’d fucked up. Maybe… maybe he could forgive me?

There was a glimmer of hope. I rolled over and checked my phone.

I’d sent a message last night, asking Morgan if we could talk, but he’d not even read it. I felt a sense of dread settle on me, a leaden weight. What if he never spoke to me again?

“Fuuuuucccckkkk…” I groaned.

Why had I let my horny brain get the best of me? Why had I gotten so carried away?

Sure, it had been amazing, and I’d had fun, but I’d also ruined the most important relationship in my life. I’d fucked up and I’d lost my best friend.

All because I’d gotten carried away, had felt hot, and had wanted to enjoy myself. Why couldn’t I have controlled my urges? Why couldn’t I have resisted? Why did Morgan have to be so cute…

And then it hit me. He was cute. My best friend was really cute.

Why had I never realised it before?

All of a sudden my thoughts and feelings began to make sense. I… I loved my best friend. I loved him as more than a friend. I… I had done what I’d done not because I had got carried away, but because I wanted him.

I’d wanted him for a long time but I’d never been able to admit it. I could admit it now though, I could feel it, see it. All the times I’d seen girls flirting with him, the panic I’d felt it… it wasn’t because I was afraid of losing my friend, but because I wanted him for myself. I was jealous.

I wanted Morgan and… I’d let my feelings for him run out of control. The way he’d looked at me all dressed up for the pageant had sparked a bonfire in me.

For the first time in my life I’d felt hot, cute, attractive, and it had been the man I wanted more than anyone else that thought I was attractive. My feelings had run out of control and I’d acted without thinking, just taking what I wanted…

I blushed as I remembered how his cock had felt in my mouth, throbbing, pulsing, cumming. My body grew hot, a deep longing, a craving. Even as awful as I felt about hurting my best friend I was still unable to deny how horny I was thinking about his cock.

My cock twitched, growing hard, like an accusation. I was a pervert, a monster, a deviant.

There was something wrong with me.

I’d fucked up.

I needed to fix things… but how?

And then I realised, I owed Morgan all the money for the things we’d bought. I still owed him for what he’d spent. Maybe… maybe paying him back would be the first step to building bridges.

I could never undo what I’d done, never take it back, but maybe paying him back all the money he spent would show him I was sorry and that I still cared about him. Sure, I knew our relationship could never go back to what it had been before I’d sucked him off, but maybe… maybe we could still be friends.

But that meant I needed money, which meant…

The contest was in a few hours. I’d put in all the practice. I’d worked hard. Could I really still go through with it?

The plan had been to have Morgan with me for support and help, so I was confident, but there was no chance of that now. I’d be alone…

Could I really still go ahead with our plan? Could I still enter the pageant?

I took a deep breath. I knew I looked good… Morgan’s reactions made that clear—and I felt myself blush and get hot as my mind conjured up images of his cock, causing more emotions to stir—but was I good enough to win?

Really there was only one way to find out, and that was to enter the contest. I wasn’t sure I was brave enough to do it alone, without Morgan, but I also knew I had to. I needed the prize money to pay him back and… I’d given him my word.

That still meant something to me. I might have hurt him. He might never forgive me, but… I wasn’t going to go back on my word.

I was going to enter the pageant, alone, and I was going to do my best to win so I could pay Morgan back and show him how sorry I was for fucking everything up.
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I packed everything I needed in a bag, had a small breakfast—barely able to eat I was so nervous—and checked my phone about a thousand times. Morgan had read the message but hadn’t replied. I had a sinking feeling in my gut.

Heading to the pageant. I’m sorry I fucked everything up. I hope you can forgive me.

I stared at the text, then… I pressed send before turning my phone off. I didn’t want the temptation of checking my messages to be there. I didn’t want to worry about what Morgan might say, if he might read it or not, whether or not he might reply.

I had to focus on the contest.

I headed out, my bag packed, and I made the way to the pageant alone.

“Where’s the other one?” Gina said as I made my way into the backstage area.

She was already settled in and getting ready. Looking around I saw numerous other people, other girls, and I realised… I was going to be the only boy, the only man. The contest might not have specified gender in the rules, but it seemed like people assumed it was just for girls, for women. Either that or no other man was stupid enough to enter.

I felt a heat spread across my face, my chest, not only embarrassed about being the only man in the contest but also flustered by the mention of Morgan, the reminder of what I’d done, what had happened.

“I… he’s not feeling well, so it’s just me.” I said.

Gina stared at me, frowned, and then… her expression softened slightly.

“You know, I never thought you’d have the balls to turn up even with your friend’s support, so seeing you here alone, going through with it I… I respect that.” She said. “I mean, you’re not going to win, because there’s no way you can beat me, but I still respect your courage for turning up.”

I smiled at that.

“Thank you.” I said. “And… good luck.”

She smiled back.

“You too. Good luck I mean.”

I felt… lighter. Not light, still crushed by the weight of the memory of what I’d done to Morgan, but… a little lighter. And it was with that tiny flicker of lightness in my step that I headed off to get ready. I was dreading it, but I was determined to see it through.

And in the end, it really wasn’t as bad as I feared.
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I had figured as the only man in the contest that I’d be ignored and overlooked, that the other contestants, the women, would cut me out and avoid me, but… that wasn’t the case at all.

Everyone was lovely to me.

The moment I found my dressing area, the other contestants began coming by to say hi and introduce themselves and they were all so warm and friendly and welcoming that soon I began to feel almost relaxed. Almost because there was something slightly unnerving about being around so many hot, attractive women, most of whom were partially dressed.

Yet they didn’t seem to care. They just saw me as one of them, another contestant in the contest, and though there was some friendly rivalry and teasing, all of them making it clear that they hoped I did well but not that I won, since they fully intended to win, none of them were cruel or cold or unpleasant.

They all welcomed me, embraced me as one of them, and they all made me feel welcome. There was no reference to me being the only boy, the only man, and there was no teasing or mocking as I had worried. Instead what I got was excitement, enthusiasm, encouragement. They were all excited to see what I had in store, and more than a few of the other contestants offered me help, tips with make-up and hair, letting me know that if I needed anything to ask.

I felt at ease, comfortable, and it was like I was among equals. It was with that sense of belonging blossoming that I set about getting ready for the first part of the contest, the introductions. We were all required to come on stage and give a speech about who we were and why we wanted to win. I had no idea what I was supposed to say.

As I put on my first outfit, did my make-up, and fitted my wig, I puzzled it over in my head. I’d entered the contest just to prove Gina wrong, wanted to win the money and her car and… then it clicked. I knew what I was going to say.

I smiled. I just wished Morgan was going to be there to hear me say it.
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I was terrified, shaking like a leaf.

I’d been so anxious about getting ready that I’d not been able to finish my make-up, hands shaking too much, but two of the girls near my dressing area had seen and had wanted to help. I’d been very grateful.

We were all lined up ready to go out on stage and face the audience for the first time. I didn’t know if I could do it.

As the line moved, the women and girls in front of me walking out as their names were called, I felt my terror swell. I had to do it. I couldn’t. It was too much. I didn’t have a choice. I needed to be brave. I was too scared. I…

“And next up, the lovely Paige.” The announcer called.

Paige. That was me. That was the name I’d asked them to call me by when introducing me as Pete had sounded ridiculous given the outfit I was going to be wearing.

Paige made more sense, fitted better. It was pretty and feminine and if I was going to be pretty and feminine then I wanted a name that matched.

I was still, for a moment, not sure that I could, and then… a gentle push on my back encouraged me forward.

“You’ve got this beautiful.” A voice said.

It was Lisa, one of the other contestants. I turned and saw her and all the other women behind me smiling. They were encouraging me. They believed in me. And… Morgan had believed in me. If only he could have been there.

But he was, in a way. I’d given him my word, and it was Morgan who’d bought and picked the outfit I was wearing. He was still with me in spirit, even if I’d ruined everything. I… I could do it.

So, I turned towards the face and I stepped out.

I walked just as I had practised, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, letting my hips roll and my ass sway. I could feel the skirts of my dress billowing out, my pantihose-clad thighs rubbing together, the long hair of my wig brushing over my cheeks, falling around my shoulders.

I felt… almost confident. There was just one thing missing.

And it was the fact that I knew Morgan wouldn’t be there that stopped me from looking up to face the audience. Instead, I kept my gaze down even as I stepped up to the microphone.

“Hi… I…. I’m Paige.” I said, voice soft.

I knew what I wanted to say, but not how to say it. I’d not had a chance to write anything down so I was going to have to improvise.

“I suppose this is where I have to say who I am and why I’m here. Well… I… I suppose I’ve always been pretty shy and awkward and timid. I’ve never really fitted in anywhere, and I’ve always thought of myself as an outsider, as unwanted.” I said.

I could feel something inside me opening up. I had nothing to offer but the truth, yet I knew the truth was going to hurt.

“I’ve always thought I was… that no one really wanted me. Not really. I see other people and they’re all so much more interesting than me and I’ve always just accepted that as a truth. Because of that I’ve always kept to the background, tried to hide. I’ve always retreated and stayed out of the limelight. But… I’ve never been alone. I’ve always had my best friend, Morgan and… and it was him that encouraged me to enter the contest.”

It was the truth. Maybe not the entire truth, but it was the part of the truth that mattered most to me.

“He encouraged me to enter, helped me get ready. He wanted me to do this so I could be more confident, so I could step outside my comfort zone, do something brave, so I’d stop being so hard on myself and would realise that… that I have more to offer than I thought. I… I’m not sure it’s working yet, but I gave him my word that I’d go through with it and so here I am, in the contest, doing my best. I want to try my best and I just hope that you all like me and I hope that even if I don’t win I do well enough to make him proud of me. He’s the only person who’d ever really believe in me and I think… I... I’m going to try my hardest to start believing in myself in the way he’s always believed in me.”

I stopped, frozen, head spinning. There was quiet, and then… there was applause. The audience were applauding me.

I looked up and I saw a sea of faces all looking at me, cheering, clapping. They… they liked what I’d said. They liked what I said and they liked me and…

My heart skipped. I stood frozen. Morgan’s face was out in the sea of faces, looking up at me, and he was clapping with them, grinning. I saw him wave. He’d come to see me…
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“I can’t believe you came.” I said.

Morgan smiled at me as he made his way through the backstage area. There was a nervous glimmer in his eyes, and I felt my belly fluttering like a swarm of butterflies.

There was so much I wanted to say, needed to say, but we were surrounded by the other contestants. That he’d come at all though meant more than I could easily express. Maybe he was willing to forgive me, maybe we could mend things, maybe…

“I got your message.” he said. “I tried replying but it kept saying it hadn’t delivered and then I tried to call and it wouldn’t go through so… I came. I wasn’t sure you’d want me to but I wanted to see you and…”

“Why would I not want to see you?” I said. “I… I thought you didn’t want to see me?”

We stared at each other, in silence. Around us the other girls were getting ready for the next stage of the contest, changing outfits and doing make-up. I knew I should be getting ready too but I wanted to talk to Morgan, to understand, to apologise.

“In your message, you said you’d fucked everything up.” He said. “You said sorry. But… you didn’t fuck anything up. You’ve nothing to apologise for. I… I should be the one saying sorry. I’m the one that fucked everything up. It was… it was my idea to do all of this and I… I meant well, really did want to help you see what I saw, see how amazing and attractive you are. I really did want to boost your confidence, help you see the amazing person I see, but… I went too far. I see that now.”

I stared at him.

“But what I… what I did… I…”

“You didn’t do anything.” He said. “I… you were right. I… I wanted to see you like this. I wanted to see if you really were as pretty as I always thought you were. I… I’ve had a crush on you for years, have always thought you were the most beautiful person I know. I pushed you into this to boost your confidence, but… not just for that reason. I was selfish and I admit it… I wanted to see you like… like this...”

I stared at Morgan and blinked, not sure what to say. He really had wanted to see me dressed up like a girl?

“Then when I saw you I… you’re even hotter than I ever thought possible and I think my brain broke. You started teasing me and I… I got carried away. I… I should have stopped it and told you how I felt, that I’d tricked you, and… I’m sorry. I know I ruined everything and I’m sorry and I get it if we can’t be friends anymore but you’re not the one who fucked anything up. It was me.”

Morgan sounded heartbroken. I felt a sense of empathy and relief wash over me.

“You didn’t fuck anything up.” I said. “I… I was worried it was all me, that I… that I forced you, pushed you into… into letting me… but I wanted it. This, the clothes and the make-up and the contest… you were right. It really has helped me realise things. I… I feel amazing like this. I feel hot and pretty and the way you looked at me, the way you kissed me, the way you…”

I blushed, giggled.

“I enjoyed it. All of it. I wanted it. I… I don’t know what this means, what it is I’m feeling, or what it means for my future, but… I like this. I feel attractive and positive and happy for the first time in my life. I feel confident. The only thing was… the only thing I’ve struggled with is the thought I hurt you, that I’d ruined our friendship, that I’d gone too far. But you… you really wanted to see me like this?”

Morgan nodded.

“And you liked it when I teased you?”

Morgan nodded again.

“And you liked it when I… when we… what happened?”

“A lot. But I should have…”

“No should haves. Listen to me. I wanted it. I liked it too. What happened… if we both had fun then what’s the harm? Where’s the problem?”

Morgan stared at me.

“You… you don’t hate me?” He asked.

I laughed, so relieved I could cry. I had assumed I’d forced him, that he hated me.

We’d both thought ourselves the villain, and yet… we’d both wanted it, had enjoyed it.

“I don’t hate you. I… you’re my best friend and I was worried I’d lost you.” I said.

I could feel tears welling up.

“You’ve not lost me. I thought I’d lost you.”

I shook my head.

“I… then we’re okay?” I asked.

“I think so.”

I smiled.

“I need to get ready for the rest of the contest, but… you’ll stay and watch right?”

“Definitely. I’m the one who got you into this and I… I really want to see you in the outfits we bought.”

I smiled, blushing.

“I’ll show off extra just for you.” I said. “But you need to go now.”

Morgan nodded, made to leave but before he did I moved close, on a whim, and I kissed him once, hard, on the lips.

He was surprised for a moment, still, then he kissed me back. The kiss was slow, sensual, hot. I didn’t want it to end, but I had to get ready.

I broke the kiss and looked up at him.

“Come see me afterwards.” I said.

Morgan was blushing, grinning.

“Oh, I definitely will.”


Seven

I didn’t win.

But in the end, neither did Gina, and I placed in third, while she only came seventh, which I supposed meant I still got bragging rights over her for being hotter.

As we made our way off stage she glared at me.

“Third does not get you my car.” She said.

I smiled. I didn’t care. I had something better.

Morgan was waiting for me as I stepped off stage.

“I didn’t get the prize money.” I said.

“I don’t care.” He said.

“I can’t pay you back.” I said.

“I don’t care.” He was smiling.

I smiled too. I stepped in close to him.

I was wearing the most provocative of the outfits we’d bought, a short, tight black dress, seamed stockings with suspenders—the straps just visible as I walked—with a bra that had extra padding. My black high heels clicked on the hard floor as I approached him.

“What if I want to pay you back?” I whispered.

I walked as I had practised, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, my hips swaying, ass jiggling. I couldn’t help but grin as Morgan’s gaze roamed my body and I could almost feel his hands on me.

“I… you… how are you going to pay me back if…”

As I stepped in close I pressed my body against his. Around us the other competitors were getting changed or celebrating their placements, thanking the girl who had come in first. More than a few were looking in my direction, trying to catch my eye to congratulate me too.

I knew even Gina was watching, but I didn’t care. In that moment I was focused only on Morgan, on my best friend, and paying him back.

“Have you ever had a beauty queen take care of you?” I asked.

Morgan was still, then shook his head.

“Would you mind if a third-place beauty queen took care of you?” I asked, grinning. “I mean… I don’t have the prize money, but maybe I can pay you back in other ways?”

As he stared at me I pressed my body hard against him, rose up on my toes, and kissed him, gently, on the lips.

He blinked, turning pink. I didn’t care that people were watching us. The only thing I cared about was Morgan, was my best friend, the boy, the man I wanted.

“I… you don’t… I don’t care about the money.” He said, flustered, struggling to speak. “You don’t have to do…”

I pressed a finger to his lips to silence him. I was grinning, heart racing. I could feel my belly fluttering.

“I want to pay you back with my body you idiot.” I said. “Now, are you going to accept payment, or not?”

I was smirking. Morgan was still for a moment and then, with my finger still on his lips, preventing him from speaking, he nodded.
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I skipped the celebrations after the show, took only a moment to congratulate the winner and gather my stuff, exchanging contact details with a few of the girls I’d chatted to and made friends with, and then I headed out, practically dragging Morgan by his hand in the rush to get to his car.

“Take me home.” I said as he sat down in the driver's seat. “And hurry.”

He stared at me, blinking.

“You really want me to…”

“Yes!” I said. “I want this.”

He smiled, nodded, then started the engine, and slipped the car into reverse. I’d never seen Morgan drive so hurriedly.

As he parked the car I turned to him, blushing, and smiled. I was still dressed in my final outfit from the contest, the short black dress hugging my body, the hem riding up to flash even more of my suspender straps, my bare, smooth, soft thighs.

“Now, just so we’re clear, I want this. I want you. Okay.” I said.

Morgan nodded.

“I… I want you too. I’ve wanted you for ages. I never thought… fuck you are beautiful.” He said.

I smirked, blushing.

“Are you just saying that because you know what I’m wearing under this dress?” I said, voice teasing.

The fact that Morgan and I had picked the racy lingerie I was wearing under my dress together excited me. At the time I’d been resistant to buying it, had been intimidated by it, but Morgan had been really insistent, had told me it would be good for me to try something new and bold.

The idea that he’d all along wanted to see me in it sent a thrill along my spine, making my cock twitch. He knew what I was wearing. Was he imagining me in it?

From the way he was shifting in his seat, glancing at me, I could tell he was excited. I was doing that to him.

“I… maybe a bit.” He said.

“Are you thinking about what I look like in just my panties, bra, suspenders, stockings, and heels?” I asked.

Morgan’s cheeks turned a deep shade of scarlet. He nodded, eyes wide.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it since the first day I saw you. I… I’m obsessed with you.” He said. “You… you always thought you were so boring and unattractive but I never did. I… I’ve had such a massive crush on you for years. I always thought you were cute, and kinda… kinda pretty, but I never thought I’d see you like this, and then the pageant. I really did think it would be good for you too, but… I think I also pushed you into this because I wanted to see how you’d look.”

He looked abashed, coy, and it was a cute look on him. I’d always been able to see he was attractive. He’d blossomed into a handsome man, and I knew that women found him attractive, but… I’d never realised I found him attractive, not until he’d looked at me the way he’d looked at me in my heels.

It was like that look in his eyes had unlocked something, allowed me to see and feel something that was always there. He was cute and handsome, and seeing him lust after me made my heart swell and my cock throb.

I wanted him. I wanted him to want me. The thought of another girl taking him from me crushed me. I wanted him for myself, not just as a friend, but as more…

“I… I’m glad you pushed me.” I said. “All this it was… it was terrifying, but I’m glad I did it. I’m glad I’ve discovered things about me. I like the way I look when dressed like this. I feel… I feel pretty, and hot, and attractive. The way you looked at me, the way you responded to me, I liked it, and… I want more. I want more of this and more of you.”

Morgan looked at me, smiled, relaxing.

“Then… you…”

“I don’t know what it means.” I said. “I… I’ve not figured that out yet. I liked it when the announcer called me Paige, and I like being smooth and pretty, but… I don’t know what that means. I was hoping you’d be there with me while I figure it out though?”

Morgan nodded.

“Of course. You’re my best friend. I’ll always…”

“I was hoping… I was kind of hoping you might want to be more than my best friend. After… after what we did, I was hoping we could… I… I still need to pay you back with my body. And I was hoping…”

“Yes.” Morgan said, grinning.

There was no hesitation.

“Just yes. I want you.” He said.

I beamed, my heart swelling several sizes.

“Then take me.” I said.

Morgan blushed, but without another word he moved, shifting out of his seat and climbing out of the car. I sat and watched as he walked around the car to my door, opening it, offering me his hand. I was still for a moment, then… I took it, and I let him lead me.
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Morgan wasted no time. The moment the door to his room swung closed he was on me.

His lips were on mine and he was kissing me. It was the first time he’d kissed me and it was… it was everything.

I melted into it, softening, letting his lips explore mine. He pushed me back against the wall, pinning me, and I felt his tongue, wet and hot and eager. My lips parted and his tongue entered my mouth, making me whimper.

He didn’t stop there though. The kiss went on, and his hands began to roam my body. I was still in my skimpy black dress and I could feel his hands, warm and firm, through the thin material, caressing my smooth, sensitive, slim, petite body.

For the first time in my life, I was glad for my body, glad for who I was. I was pretty, small and dainty and cute, and my best friend, my soon-to-be lover, was so much taller and broader and stronger than me.

I felt hot, wanted, attractive. I felt powerful and lusted after. I moaned into the kiss as Morgan groped me, hands on my waist, hips, ass, tits.

He made me feel so wanted, and that was a powerful feeling. I needed more of it.

Dressed as I was I felt cute and hot. I’d come third in the contest, as Paige. I didn’t know what it all meant, my feelings, how people were treating me, seeing me, but I knew it was important. Too important to turn away from.

But in that moment it was secondary to the more pressing issue at hand. The issue of Morgan and his hard cock.

I could feel it throbbing against me as he kissed me, grinding his hips, pressing his cock into my belly. Just the feel of it through cloth was enough to make my head spin, but… I wanted to feel more of it.

As Morgan kissed me, groped me, I shifted, lifted my hands, and I began to stroke his dick through his trousers, this length and thickness of it making my belly flutter, and the pulse of it making my heart race.

He moaned into the kiss, working his hips harder. I could feel how turned on he was and the thought that I was doing that to him delighted me.

“Fuck…” Morgan broke the kiss, looking at me.

I was still pinned against the wall, stroking his cock, his hands on my ass, gripping me tight.

“I… I can’t wait. I want you.” he said.

I smiled, blushing.

“I want you too. But… not my mouth. Not this time.” I said.

He stared at me for a moment and then his eyes went wide.

“You…”

I nodded.

“I want you to fuck me.” I said.

He stared at me, smiled.

“I… I’ve never done anything like that before. With anyone. I…”

“I haven’t either. You, the other day, that was my first time doing anything like that. I… I like that you’ll be my first, and I like that I’ll be yours too.”

Morgan was quiet for a moment.

“You’re certain?” He asked.

It was my turn to nod.

“Absolutely.”

And with that, I moved, shifted. I grabbed one of his hands and I pulled him towards the bed.
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“Like this?” I asked, lying down.

I lay on my back on Morgan’s bed, my butt near the edge, my legs spread slightly. I could feel my dress creeping up my thighs, exposing my smooth skin, my stocking stops, my suspender straps, and… even a hint of my panties.

I wiggled on the bed and Morgan stood over me, grinning.

“Like that, only… not the dress. I want to see your body in that lingerie like you promised.” He said.

I giggled.

“Just the dress off? You want me to keep everything else on? Even the heels?”

“Especially the heels.” He said. “You look so fucking hot in them.”

I giggled again, blushing, but did as he said. I sat up and peeled off my dress in front of him, slowly, unzipping the back then peeling it down, baring my shoulders, my chest, my bra. I loved how he looked at me, how hypnotised he was by me. I was hot, sexy, and he wanted me. It was the best feeling in the world, and I knew I’d never get tired of being lusted after by him.

I peeled my dress lower, and his cock throbbed, hard in his trousers. I peeled it down over my waist, shifting, wiggling my ass so I could peel it down over my hips. My suspender belt came into view, then my panties. I peeled the dress down over my legs, baring my body, and then… I dropped it to the floor.

“How do I look?” I asked, voice shaking.

I was more nervous than I could remember being. Morgan though just stared at me.

“Amazing.” He said. “So fucking hot.”

I giggled, wiggling, squirming. My cock was throbbing in my panties and my whole body was bright and alive, almost buzzing. I could still remember the feel of his cock in my mouth, and I couldn’t help but wonder how it might feel inside me, in my ass.

I knew I was about to find out.

I spread my legs, slowly, spread them wide, offering myself up to my best friend.

“I bet I feel even better.” I said. “Why don’t you come find out.”

Morgan looked at me, blushing.

“And I still need to repay you.” I said.

And, as I spoke, I reached down to my panties and, carefully, slowly, I peeled them to the side to expose my ass crack, my hole.

“I hope this will be sufficient. And if not, maybe I’ll just need to make multiple payments.”

I giggled. My gaze wandered to the bulge in Morgan’s trousers. His cock was massive.

I watched as he began to undress.
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Morgan’s cock looked, impossibly, even bigger than it had the day before, when I’d sucked it. The size of it thrilled and terrified me.

What if it wouldn’t fit?

That was unacceptable to me though. I would make it fit. Just the thought made my ass quiver.

And then… he stripped off the rest of his clothes.

I’d seen my best friend in just shorts before, so I had seen his body before, but I’d never seen him naked. I’d never seen him as I was seeing him in that moment, naked, hard, turned on, hungry for me. Maybe it was his expression, my need for him, or maybe it was that my eyes were finally open, but… I really saw him, and I saw how hot he was.

My cock throbbed in my panties, and my hole clenched. I’d seen him turn down multiple girls and women and now… he was hard and naked for me. I was the one he wanted. It made my heart sing.

I watched, legs spread, aching for him as he moved to the side of the bed, his side table, and I saw him rummage in the top drawer for something, pulling out a small bottle of a clear, gel-like liquid. I blushed and giggled as I realised it was lube.

“Get my hole nice and wet.” I said. “I want to really feel you when you fuck me.”

The look on Morgan’s face was perfect, a look of shock and delight and lust. I wiggled my hips and I could see him staring at my virgin hole with a look of hunger.

“If you insist.” He said.

And then he moved to stand over me, stand between my spread legs. He was naked, and I was clad in only lingerie—bra, panties, stockings, suspenders—and heels. His cock throbbed.

With the lube in one hand, he opened the top, and I watched as he poured some over his cock, stroking it with his other hand to lube the length. Then, with his slippery fingers, he reached down to tease along my crack.

The touch sent shivers along my spine, my cock throbbing, hard, and I worked my hips without even thinking to feel more. I wanted more.

Morgan watched me as his slippery fingers worked, pressing just barely into my entrance before slipping away. Each time I moaned, breathless, head spinning, as his fingers entered me, each time his fingers working just a little deeper before slipping away.

My hole began to open, becoming wet, slippery, an eager fuck-hole, and I spread my legs wide, wanting more.

“You ready for me?” Morgan asked.

Two fingers worked at my hole, just barely entering me, and it was all I could do to nod. Words were beyond me. All I could think about was Morgan and his cock.

I nodded, spreading my legs as wide as they would go, working my hips to get more of his fingers inside of me. If just his fingers felt that good how would his cock feel?

I knew I was about to find out.

As his fingers slipped out of my ass I whimpered, feeling empty, bereft, and then… Morgan shifted forwards, gripping his cock with one hand, and I felt the hot, thick, slippery tip of his prick press at my entrance.
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Morgan teased me. Over and over he teased me, pressing the tip of his cock just barely into me before pulling it away. I could feel his cock throbbing, pulsing, hot for me.

I wanted him inside me. I needed him inside of me.

As he slipped his cock in and out, teasing me, driving me wild, I tried to work my hips to capture him, to get more of his cock, but he was too cunning.

“Not yet. I want you to say please. I want to know how much you want me.”

He was grinning.

Before, when I’d sucked his cock, I’d been in charge, but this time he was in charge. I’d wanted to be the one to seduce him, to repay him, but… he’d flipped the script on me, had turned the tables. He was in charge and I needed to give him what he wanted to get him to fuck me.

I like that he’d taken charge… it made me feel small and pretty and wanted.

“Please.” I said. “Please… fuck me. Fuck me in my ass, make me your slut. Fuck me and cum in me. Please.”

That was all Morgan needed to hear. With my please spoken, he was ready to give me what I wanted. He pressed his hips forward and the head of his cock sank into my ass.

I moaned as his girth stretched me, filling me. I worked my hips, grinding down as he thrust in. His cock filled me.

“Fuck…”

I moaned, one long exhale, and the pressure inside me built. It was like his cock was stuck, only the tip just inside me. I fucked my ass down as Morgan forced his cock in, willing my hole to relax, to stretch, and then… my inner ring was forced open, gaped by my best friend’s cock, and his length slipped deep into my ass.

“Fuck fuck fuck…”

It was bliss. Pure pleasure.

My ass was full of cock, my dick throbbing in my panties. Morgan was inside me, fucking me.

I was dressed in sexy lingerie, smooth, legs spread, and I was getting fucked.

I’d never been happier. I wrapped my legs around my best friend’s waist and I began to fuck him even as he began to fuck me.

Morgan fucked his cock deep, then pulled it back, slipped it out, before slamming it back in. I rode it, his girth stretching my hole. My head was spinning, buzzing, joy and euphoria and love.

“Fuck me hard.” I whispered. “Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

I needed it more than I’d ever needed anything. As Morgan began to fuck me I worked my ass up and down, grinding my hips and ass to feel more of him, clenching my hole to milk his prick.

I could feel his balls slapping against my ass as he fucked me hard, his breath ragged. My hole was stretched wide, wet and slippery and hot, and I felt… I felt hot. I was sexy, pretty, wanted. My best friend was fucking me.

I was… I was going to cum.

I could feel it rising, a knot in my belly unravelling, a pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before. I was going to cum from being fucked in my ass.

“Fuck… I’m close… don’t stop…” I said.

Morgan smiled down at me.

“I’m close to. You feel… you feel so fucking good and you’re so fucking hot.”

Morgan pulled his cock out until just the tip was inside me, then slammed it in, filling me entirely. I moaned, riding him, fucking back, body hot, sweaty, heart racing.

He fucked me over and over and over and I felt my pleasure swell, felt his cock getting fatter, longer, throbbing hard, and I knew what was coming. I knew he was close to cumming.

“Fuck!” Morgan almost roared as he slammed his cock into me.

I felt it swell, throbbing, my pleasure and release close, and then… I felt him cumming. I felt jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum filling me.

Morgan was cumming inside me, thrusting his cock as deep as it would go. The sensation of him throbbing inside me along with the knowledge that he was filling me with his cum, breeding me, was enough to push me over the edge. I came, hard, my cock throbbing in my panties as we came together.

My mind went blank from the pleasure, and it was all I could do to remember to breathe.

It was only as our shared climax subsided that I came back to my senses. I was still drunk from the pleasure. I could feel Morgan’s cock growing limp inside me, his cum oozing out of me.

“That was… fuck…” Morgan managed to mutter, gasping for breath.

I smiled up at him.

“The word you’re looking for is amazing.” I said. “That was amazing.”

I meant it. He looked down at me, grinning.

“You are amazing.” He said. “You’ve always been amazing. I just… I just hope you can see it now.”

I blushed.

“I think… I think maybe I’m starting to, but… I might need you to show me how amazing I am a few more times before I really believe it.”

I wiggled my hips, grinding down, savouring the feeling of my best friend’s slowly softening cock in my ass.

Morgan beamed at me.

“Let me have a short rest.” He said. “Then I’ll be more than happily show you again.”

I smiled at him.

“You’re worth waiting for.” I said. “You… you were always worth waiting for.”

“So were you.” He said.

And then, he kissed me.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


THE SACRIFICE
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Carl’s best friend, Cleo, is lesbian. More than that, she’s a witch too, and part of a hot, goth, lesbian coven that practices what she describes as “real magic”. Carl doesn’t mind though because Cleo is the coolest and sweetest and hottest girl he knows. Plus… the rest of the coven are pretty cute too.

For the most part, Carl stays out of the coven’s way, keeping to his room when they meet up in his and Cleo’s apartment, but the one day they need a “favour”, and Carl, being the good friend he is, says ‘yes’. Only what he doesn’t know is that his ‘yes’ will change his life forever.

Carl has been best friends with Cleo for years, so it made sense for them to get an apartment together when they went off to college. Cleo is the cool friend, hot and gothy, a witchy lesbian, with a whole coven of hot gothy lesbians surrounding her, while Carl is… nowhere near as cool.

That’s never bothered Cleo though. She’s always been there for Carl, and he’s always been there for her.

So, when Cleo comes to Carl telling him that the coven needs an extra special favour he of course says ‘yes’, not quite sure just where that ‘yes’ is going to lead him.

It turns out the coven needs a sacrifice for a very special ritual, and Carl is almost a perfect fit. Only… the sacrifice is supposed to be a maiden, and Carl is no maiden.

The coven though thinks they can fix that. They think they can make Carl into the perfect maiden for their purposes. So begins Carl’s transformation into a prettier, more feminine version sacrifice.

But once that’s done there’s still the ritual waiting for her, and what Carrie doesn’t know is what the sacrifice is going to entail, nor how the ritual going to change her life forever. She’s in safe hands though, because it’s all part of Cleo’s magical plan.


FEMBOY CHEERLEADERS
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Lucas and James were star soccer players in high school, but they’re not in high school any more. They’re in college, on scholarships, but they’re falling behind. They’re partying too hard and the rest of the team are all bigger, stronger, faster.

And then they turn up to practice hungover, and finally their coach Ms Lux, has had enough. If the two best friends want to keep their scholarships they need to show they’re willing to work for them, and they need to show their coach just how committed they are to team spirit.

Lucas and James are best friends and together they were the stars of their high school soccer team. Together they both earned prestigious scholarships to their dream college, only once they got there it turned out not to be the dream they were hoping for.

The pair have always been smaller than their peers, slimmer, shorter, less muscular, but in high school they were able to compete by being more skilled than their teammates and their opponents, but college is a different game entirely.

In college, the boys are playing against men, and it’s a game where size counts. They might be more skilled but that doesn’t count for much when your opponent is twice your size.

Despondent, the boys throw themselves into partying, but this only makes things worse. Soon they are at risk of being kicked off the team and losing their scholarships entirely.

Fortunately for them, their coach, the beautiful and domineering Ms Lux has an offer, one the boys find hard to resist. Soon the pair find themselves being slowly feminized and corrupted as they are transformed from soccer stars to cheerleaders.

The only question that remains is how far will the two of them go to keep their scholarships…


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

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

Steven just can’t make a relationship work!

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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


About the Author

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

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

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

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