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I stared at the Amazon package on my front step. Was it a bomb? Nah! They sealed it from Amazon. Someone must have delivered it to the wrong place..

I picked it up and read the label. It had my name and address on it. A gift from someone? Who?

I took it inside and placed it on the kitchen counter, poured an iced tea, sat down and stared at it some more. I had to open it. Taking a knife, I slit the tape and opened the box. There was a decorative bag with a tie and a note on it. It read, “Wear them out tonight.”

In the bag was mascara, eyeliner, a pair of girl’s jeans, a girl’s black blouse and black lace panties and black dangle earrings. I scoffed. “What the fuck?!”

Hmm, she must have a crush on me. Thinks I’m cute. She probably thinks I’d look better in these things. Not having a girlfriend and being the summer before finishing my master’s degree, what did I have to lose? Mascara? Eyeliner? How do I even put it on? Well, it couldn’t be rocket science.

I finished my iced tea and took the things into my bedroom. I washed the panties and hung them up. Showered and shaved and dried my hair, then dried the panties with the hair dryer. I put my hair in a man bun and took out one of the two my black stud earrings in each ear and put in the black dangle earrings. They didn’t appear exceptionally feminine or anything. Fine.

Next for eyeliner and mascara. They both applied easily. I put them on lightly with a very thin eyeliner line. If I didn’t know I was wearing them, I’d just notice my eyes being more inviting. My lashes were lusher and my eyes were more defined. This girl must have been trying to help me put my best foot forward. My heart raced at the thought of meeting this gorgeous girl who wanted me and would go through the trouble of doing all of this to meet me and test me somehow.

I brushed my teeth, then put on the stretch lace panties, jeans, and blouse that all fit perfectly. The bootcut jeans and the blouse were actually a better fit to my less than masculine body and they weren’t feminine looking, really. The panties were really nice on and gave me a hard-on. I slid on my boots. Standing in the full-length mirror, I checked myself out.

My new items had made my appearance much less mundane and much more... cool. I felt good! Damn, I was a good-looking guy, not tall or handsome, per se, but now I was... nice looking. This woman was smart. She wanted to see me at my best and this is the best I’d ever looked.

Cool. I sprayed some fresh smelling cologne around me and on my neck and arms and shirt and slung my man bag on my shoulder and headed out the door, confident and excited as hell to see if I’d meet my anonymous donor.

The two-block walk was wonderful in the fresh air, filled with the scent of mowed grass. The bells of the door jingled as I entered my usual bar at my usual time. This had to be someone I knew in order for them to know my name and where I lived and what size stuff to buy.

I looked around, but there was no one that paid anymore attention to me than usual. Maybe they’d show up later.

I took my usual seat in the far corner of the bar and slung my man-bag on the purse hook in front of me. My friendly bartender, Bob, came over smiling, his big blue eyes bright and happy. “Hey there Tyler! How’s my little buddy today? Man, you look great tonight. I think that black shirt fits perfect and I like the new earrings. I saw you walking in and those jeans fit great.” He leaned in toward me. “Your eyes. Somehow they’re brighter and like... happier.”

My face flushed. “Uh...”

“Oh, hey. Sorry, man. Didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable, but I had to say something. You’re cool looking tonight. Very hip or something.”

“Oh, hey. Thanks. Just not used to compliments. The stuff I’m wearing was a gift from a friend.”

“Wow! Nice friend. Do I know them?” His eyes flitted about my face and earrings. They landed on my eyes.

“Uh... Maybe.”

“Who?”

“Not sure. See... the package arrived, and it said to wear them tonight. I think she thinks I’m cute and nice and wants to know me better.”

“Oh wow. A chick. You lucky guy. I can’t wait to meet her.”

“Me too.”

“So you think she’ll show up here tonight?”

“I assume.”

“Cool. Okay... so the usual?”

“Ah... how about a dirty martini? I need to calm down a little. The anticipation is killing me.”

“For sure.”

I watched him shake it and pour it into a frosty martini glass and place three olives on a skewer in it. I held the martini and sipped it. The cool, salty and strong elixir soothed my nerves.

A hand landed on my shoulder. “Hi, Ty! How are you?” Brianna looked me up and down. “Have a date tonight? You’re really spiffy.” She leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek.

“Thanks! Have a seat?” I held the stool next to me by the back for her.

“Oh thanks, but no. I’m here with a bunch of girls and we’re getting a table.” She ran her hand through her thick hair and flipped it over her shoulder. Her bright made-up eyes and painted lips gave her a goddess look. She beamed as I struggled to keep my eyes off her luscious cleavage and her stockinged leg in its strappy high heel on my bar-stool footrest. Was it her? She stopped looking me up and down and her eyes flitted my face. “This presentation suits you. You should do this more.”

“Thanks.”

The other girls showed up, clicking in their heels, and chattering as they approached Brianna. Missy said, “Hey Tyler! How’s it goin? Love your earrings and shirt.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “You’re exceptionally cute tonight.” She ran her long nailed hand over my shoulder.

“Thanks!”

Brianna herded the cats. “Okay ladies, let’s get our table before it’s gone. We need to do some pregame before the dance club.”

They all followed her to their table. Was it one of them? They usually fell for the handsome manly men like Will who just walked in, so I doubted it.

I sipped the martini. Will came over and took the seat next to me. “Hey Ty. How’s it goin?”

“Good, Will.”

“Drinking a martini tonight, huh? Hey you look sharp tonight. Do something different? I mean. You’re so put together somehow.”

“Uh... Thanks. Yeah, a friend got me some gifts, and I wore them tonight.”

“Cool. Good friend. Keep’em.”

“Trying to.”

“Having troubles?” He ordered a beer and bought me one.

“No.”

“Then why are you tryin to keep him? I thought everyone liked you.”

“I think it’s a girl, not a guy.”

“A girl? Okay. You think it’s a girl? Don’t you know the friend who gave you the gifts?”

I shook my head, sipped my martini, looking sheepishly over it at him. His bright green eyes were riveting. I could see why he was so popular with the girls. Great looking, smart as hell, gonna be rich.

“Wow. An anonymous gift. That’s weird. Nice, I guess. Could be a guy too, right?” He grinned. His eyes flitted my face. He put his hand on the back of my chair and leaned in. “It’s okay if it’s a guy. It isn’t 1960.” He laughed.

Shit! It could be a guy. Then what? Could it be Will? Could it be my bartender, Bob? Fuck!

I sat there and Will and I chatted a little, then he left to get ready to go to the dance club.

I drank some beer, ate some oysters and a shrimp po’boy and some fries. Waited until I couldn’t wait any longer and left. I had an admirer and had no idea who it could be. If we didn’t meet tonight, how could it go on? Did they not see me? I always hung out in the same place.
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After a frustrating evening and a night of tossing and turning, I slept in late and wondered if I should wear the same clothes I did last night and decided to dress normally. I hoofed it to the bistro down the road and ate a substantial breakfast. When I came home, there were two packages at my front door. Again, Amazon boxes. Shit!

The first box’s gift card said, “Wonderful! You wore the things I bought. Shave your body except your head and wear the black, fake, pinky-nail on your right hand to tell me you did as suggested and are enjoying it. Can’t wait!”

My heart raced. What now? Shave my entire body? I did that almost all the time, anyway. I hated body hair. Why would she want me to do that? Could be she hated body hair.

I opened the box. In it were sheer baby-blue stockings, a baby blue garter belt, matching panties and bra, another pair of girl’s jeans, in black this time, a white lace blouse and a black jean jacket, short, fake glue-on black nails, clear nail polish, lip gloss and perfume, and navy blue mascara and eyeliner. In the second box were a pair of women’s black boots with about three-inch heels. They weren’t the least bit feminine other than the height of the chunky heel, that the pants would probably cover.

Okay. I washed the bra and panties, dried them, put them on and tried on the boots, jeans, blouse, jacket and boots. Since the lace of the blouse wasn’t everywhere, only the long sleeves, lace cuffs, and the collar, the bra wouldn’t show through it. Again, still looked like guys’ clothes, but avant-garde. I was nervous as hell. Who was this? What if I didn’t do it?

Whoever it was would know because they knew I wore the clothes last night, and probably that would be the end of it. I’d have failed the test and then things would be boring again. Unless I lied and wore the pinky nail and skipped the underthings. Then I’d be lying, and I’d meet her and she’d find out I didn’t do it and I’d be screwed.

I imagined what was the worst that could happen if I wore the underthings? Someone might notice my bra? Couldn’t see it through the blouse, though. Would the person who bought it have a good laugh knowing I wore it all? Perhaps. Somehow I didn’t think so. This was too elaborate for a simple joke to play on someone.

Why was I afraid? Last night everyone liked my new look.

Hmm. I put everything back on the bed and decided to not decide yet and do the groceries and clean the house a little. Since I wore the mascara and eyeliner and received a favorable response last night, I thought I’d wear them.

At the grocery store, the checkout girl beamed at me and her eyes flitted my face and eyes. “Hi! You have the most beautiful eyes and lashes.”

“Thanks.”

She pointed to her name tag. “I’m Sherry.” She scanned the stuff.

“Hi Sherry. I’m Tyler, uh Ty.”

“Hi Ty. Nice name.”

“Thanks.”

“You a student?”

“One more year. Working on my MBA to go with the BS in engineering.”

“Wow. A smart guy.”

“Anyone can do it if they work at it hard enough. Seems like it takes forever, though. Glad it’s summer break.”

She nodded and paused for me to put my card in. She looked at her screen, then tore off the receipt and handed it to me, smiling. “Hope to see you again soon. Tell me how those cauliflower chips are next time.”

“Will do.” I grabbed the bags and hauled them out to the car. Funny, I already knew her name from being there before, but that day she actually noticed me.

At the butcher shop, the owner, who was close to my age, beamed at me and seemed friendlier than normal with more conversation and information about the cuts I bought. Weird again. Seemed that the simple use of some mascara and eyeliner could have a positive effect on people. Or was it my mood and the way I was feeling positive about myself instead of being depressed and bored? Who knows?

At home, I put things away and faced what to do next. I walked into the bedroom and stared at the stuff on the bed. The fabric of the stockings was incredibly silky and sheer. They were gossamer thin. The bra and panties were pretty and sexy. Oh well. What the heck.

I showered, shaved my whole body with a fresh razor and washed off the mascara and eyeliner and redid my hair. This time I let my hair drape out a little and put a ponytail low in the back. I put in the black dangle earrings again, redid my eyes with the navy blue liner and mascara and it seemed to make the blue color of my eyes pop even more, even though it still wasn’t terribly noticeable I had anything on unless I was close to the mirror. Interesting.

The lip gloss seemed to make my lips full and shapely, and more attractive, yet wasn’t overly obvious. I painted my nine nails with the gloss polish, making them like glass, then dried them with the hair dryer.

Back out to the bed. I sat, put on the garter belt, and turned it to the front, centering the little bow on it. The sensation of each stocking sliding up my shaved legs was wonderful. I clasped all three clasps on each and slid the silky, lacy, stretch panties up. They hugged me and captured my shaved globes and shaft deliciously, holding my rigid, happy little guy against my belly.

I wrapped the matching baby-blue lace and silky bra around me and hooked the clasps, then slid it around and slipped into the straps. I positioned it and it actually captured some of my flesh and lifted it with the padded cups. The pull of the straps and the compression of the band and cups was sensual and somehow gave me a sense of femininity that was novel, yet familiar and comfortable. I stood there throbbing in my panties as I ran my hands over my stockinged legs and my panties and my bra. What it did for me was wonderful—I was soo sexy and it was so powerful and I wondered if the person who sent me knew me better than I knew myself.

The black jeans slid fit perfectly and the boots fit like a glove while the jean’s bootcut hem almost covered the entire three inch heel. The blouse was cut and tapered well, but the fabric was such that it flowed around me and didn’t bind. I imagined I was powerful and seductive, like the Vampire Lestat with the frilly cuffs and collar.

The short black jean jacket was tailored as well and fit nicely to my waist and shoulders, and the frilly cuffs of the blouse extended beyond the cuff of the jacket to protrude and lay peacefully on the back of my hand. In front of the full-length mirror, I took myself in and a crooked smile filled my face. I looked so different and so... avant-garde. I posed, the straps of the garter belt tugging on the stockings as I moved my legs, and the stockings slipped deliciously against my skin, shielding me from the coarse fabric of the jeans.

I throbbed continually in my panties as I sprayed a test spray of the perfume on my wrist. I sniffed it. It was a clean, spicy, not feminine and not masculine perfume that filled me with images of women and men with power and grace. I sprayed the perfume over my hair and shoulders, then placed it in my man-bag and slung it on my shoulder. I retrieved the lip gloss from the bathroom for the bag.

I took myself in once more in the full-length mirror. Amazing. Whoever did this knew me intimately. It couldn’t just be a mere acquaintance to be able to know me better than I did. I loved everything about this and even the aberrant underthings. Taking my short waist-jacket off, I examined the blouse with the bra under it. There was some extra protrusion, but not too much, and the coat covered it. The baby-blue of the bra didn’t show through.

Throbbing in my panties again, I remembered the pinky nail. Finding the proper one, I glued it to my right pinky, thinking to myself I wasn’t lying one bit. I did it all, and I truly enjoyed all of it. The nail was my banner to my wonderful admirer, whoever they were. My message to them would be clear. I loved what they did for me.

Taking a deep breath and spraying more perfume over me, my heart raced as I clicked my way out of the bedroom, down the hall, and into the street. The boots had enough of a heel to make my stride shorter and the sound of them on the sidewalk gave me an air of power and force. I was slightly taller, which was always a good thing for a short guy like me. I stood outside my little haven, staring at the front door, waiting to get the courage to go in.
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“Hi Ty!” Will called out as he reached to grab the door in front of me and held it, motioning with his arm for me to enter. “Wow! You’re incredible tonight, buddy. Cool outfit. Kinda like the ones the powerful vampire in that Anne Rice movie wears. I like it. Very classy.” He looked me up and down as he held the door.

“Thanks Will! I was really nervous about wearing it. But it was another gift from someone. Wish I knew who it was so we could talk. They seem to know me better than I do.” I slung my hand on my man-bag. “Thanks for holding the door.”

I was nervous about walking in front of him, my boots clicking. I walked to the corner to my seat. The bra hugged me, the stockings tugged and slid, my little man throbbed, the scent of the perfume wafted. Will followed right behind me. I could sense his eyes on me; my boots, my clothes, my hair fluffed out, not in a tight ponytail or a man bun.

I sat and hung my man-bag on the purse hook, then crossed my legs, the stockings slipping and sliding as I bounced a foot in my new boots. Will sat next to me. I smiled nervously at Bob as he smiled broadly from behind the bar, approaching me. “Ty! Wow, man. More gifts?” He poured a beer.

“Yup. It’s not too wild, is it?”

He slid a full and frosty mug in front of Will, next to me. “Wild. Hell no. You look really awesome. Kinda has a Victorian look mixed with the bad ass black. I think it’s great.”

I nodded. “Thanks. Gonna need a potent drink for the first one though. Still feels weird doing this.”

He had his hands on the bar, looking me over. “Like your hair, looser, too. It frames your face. Kinda like a hot chick. Well, you know what I mean. I think you should let it be totally free. You have great thick hair and it would go with the Victorian vibe.”

“Uh...” I laughed. “Let me have a drink first.”

“I have the perfect starter drink for ya. Something really different. Not too sweet. If you don’t like it, it’s on me.”

Will and I leaned forward as we watched Bob. Tequila, hot sauce, Clamato Juice. He shook it all up with ice, then added ginger beer and grapefruit soda and stirred. He poured it through the strainer into a martini glass with salt on the rim and garnished it with a lemon. Finally, he sipped it through a cocktail straw to test it. “Oh yeah. Wild, like my buddy Tyler. Here ya go.” He slid it in front of me.

Will watched as he sipped his beer, his eyes flitting around my hair and lips. I grasped the stem gingerly so as not to spill, my black nailed pinky out. I sipped, leaving a bit of lip gloss on the rim where the salt was. “Mmm... Wow...” I looked at Bob, my eyes wide open as I sipped again. “Wow! It hits all the taste buds. So weird.” I laughed and looked at Will. “Just like me.” I looked at Bob. “Thanks!”

Bob yelled. “Yes!” He slammed both hands on the bar. “Sorry. I’m excited because I remembered how to make it. You’re not weird Ty. You just have a friend that’s bringing out the true you inside. Enjoy, buddy!” He left to service the new arrivals.

Will lifted his beer to me. “To the new Ty! May he stay cool.”

I touched my glass to his and sipped.

He put his mug down and motioned with his head to my drink. “I like the one black nail and the other glossy ones. How do you like this new you? Does it all feel nice? Is it more interesting?” He sniffed the air around me.

Was he talking about my stockings, garter belt, and bra? Was it him? “Uh...” I recrossed my legs and checked that my blouse didn’t come unbuttoned.

“You know, Tyler. I think you should let your hair down. It would give you a fuller look.”

“Wouldn’t I look more like a girl then?”

Will shrugged. “So what? It would look good on you.”

“See? I’d look like a girl.”

“Oh, Ty!” Will reached around my back and tugged the band off my hair.

“Will!” I grabbed the band from him. He held my hand. “No, leave it. Fluff it up a bit.”

I let him have the band and fluffed it around my shoulders and smooth it.

“Perfect. It suits you. It frames your face.”

“Really? It’s not too fem?”

He shrugged. “Who cares if someone thinks it does? It’s not 1960, and it suits you. For Christ’s sake. You’re wearing women’s boots and blouse and nail polish and you always carried a purse.”

“It’s a man-bag to organize my shit and keep the mace and stuff in.”

“So what? All of it is fine. Who cares? You aren’t bothered by wearing it. Why should it bother you to wear your hair down? It looks good on you, like all of this stuff. It fits who you are.”

I nodded and sipped. I was ready for another one. I raised my glass to Bob, and he nodded. I was bouncing my foot nervously and sliding my sweaty palms on my leg.

“Relax Ty. You need another drink. Sorry if I contributed to your nervousness, but you’re a great person and you shouldn’t be afraid of being who you are. It’s good wearing those clothes and being who you are right now, right?” He looked directly at my black nailed pinky.

I couldn’t lie to him. It felt great in more ways than one. Right down to the stockings and panties and bra. I nodded sheepishly. It must be him. If it is, he’d know I was wearing the stockings and bra and all. I felt silly thinking that, but he was being all accepting. A guy interested in me? Will was great, and I liked him a lot, but... Did he want me to become his girlfriend?

I was uncomfortable. Bob delivered the fresh drink and left. I sipped it, thinking.

“Hey. Ty. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to get you upset. I’m proud of you for being who you are.”

“Who do you think I am, Will?” My voice was breaking up.

Ty put his hand gently on my shoulder and looked at me with concern. “You’re Ty. A great person going through life like all of us, discovering who we are and trying to figure it all out. Gender and sexual orientation and clothes and all the stuff that some people get hung up on overlooks the most important part. The person. What kind of person are they? That’s what matters and being sincere to one’s desires is what counts in life or else life’s wasted on living up to societal beliefs. Beliefs aren’t fact. As an engineer, I think you’d know that. It takes courage, though, to be one’s true self. You’re discovering what makes you feel good. It’s like people who put on a three-piece suit and it gives them power and confidence. A person should dress in what feels good to them.” He patted my shoulder, squeezed it and probably discovered the bra strap. He turned from me, sipped his beer and looked down the bar.

He was right. That’s why Will was such a nice guy. He was understanding, open-minded. I was a pussy before, wearing tee-shirts and boring, baggy jeans all the time and hiding myself in it. His gifts to me opened my eyes.

I put my hand on his shoulder. “Thanks for being candid. Thanks for helping me be me.”

He shook his head. “No problem, buddy.” He looked into my eyes with his bright green eyes that seemed to see into my soul. It had to be him. Now I had to deal with my paradigms of sexual preferences and such. I rubbed his big shoulders and placed my hand on the bar, then picked up my drink and sipped. I rubbed my thigh with one hand, my palms no longer sweaty.

“Hey Tyler!” A hand landed on my shoulder, they moved aside my hair, and a kiss planted on my cheek.
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“Wow, you smell nice.” Brianna’s eyes ran all over me, looking me up and down. “Stand up!”

I did, and she lifted the hem of my pants slightly. “Cool. Nice heel. Makes you a little taller and gives you long legs. Love your hair down too and the blue eyeliner and mascara. Brings out the blue in your eyes. Wow! Love the blouse and the black and white scheme.” She held my hands and looked at the nails and polish, then touched the black pinky nail. “So, are you enjoying this? Does it feel good?”

She riveted her eyes on mine. I broke free of them and sat down and crossed my legs again. She sat next to me on the other side of Will. Was she the one? Does it feel good? Am I enjoying it? It was her then.

I checked my blouse hadn’t unbuttoned, but if it was her, she’d be happy if I was wearing it. Was she kinky? Could be wild. She was nice, too. As nice as Will, but a girl. A gorgeous girl. I sipped my drink in thought as she adjusted her seat, crossed her stockinged legs and bounced a foot. She was smiling and checking me out. It was almost as if I was her work in progress and she was proud of it.

Her hand ran over my thigh. Would she discover the garter strap clasps? Was she searching for them? I stopped her hand and squeezed it. “Thanks for the compliments. It feels weird, but good.” I looked her in the eyes.

Her hand drifted over to my shoulders. Shit. She’d feel the straps.

She ran her hand over my shoulder. I knew she felt it. My face turned red. She smiled and squeezed my shoulder right at the strap. Her thumb rubbed the strap. She ran her finger down the strap. “Hey! You’re tight as a spring.” She squeezed my shoulder and let it go. “Relax. Enjoy! It’s all good. This is the real you.” She kissed my cheek. She whispered. “You’ll make a lovely girl.”

Make a lovely girl!? My face flushed, my heart raced, my little man throbbed. Wow! This was fucked up. Will and Brianna both? It couldn’t be both. If it wasn’t Will that did it, then he was just being his usual nice Will. If it wasn’t Brianna that did it, then she was just accepting me while I was wearing lip gloss, painted nails, eyeliner and mascara and women’s boots and clothes and bra. Who was it? Was it either of them? Was it Bob?

We ate oysters, and the fried oyster roll special that they did when it was the night before the new shipment. Bob suggested a white Bordeaux with them that went really well. It seemed Bob had decided I had to expand my taste and drink profile, like my appearance had changed. Was he adding to the experience of the items he had shipped to me?

By the time we were done eating and drinking, I was relaxed and happy to have such good people surrounding me and quit trying to figure out who was doing this, and I just enjoyed being with them. We had some espressos and Bob, Will, and Brianna talked me into going to the club to dance a bit before we called it a night.

Brianna was one hot girl. I loved seeing her dance in her miniskirt and high heels, her firm breasts jiggling, her cleavage showing, her shapely legs in the sheer stockings as she danced. It had to be great being the girl she was. I wondered how it was to be her as my stockings tugged and my bra comforted me with its support and compression. I throbbed in my baby-blue panties, dancing in my girls’ boots, watching Brianna and Will dance with me.

We had fun there and Brianna drove Will and I back to the bar to drop us off because Will wanted some fresh air by walking. Will walked me home on the way to his place and helped me bring in the newly arrived Amazon packages.

“There. Got it all. This person is something else, huh? I can’t wait to see you tomorrow, Ty. It has to be even better than tonight.”

Will waited, grinning as he stood there as if waiting for something. His eyes flitted my fluffed hair. He stroked my hair. “Well, have a great night. Sweet dreams.” He paused, his eyes flitting my face, hair, and chest. He looked me in the eye as if waiting for a kiss. “Okay. See ya tomorrow. I hope. Keep doing what your admirer asks. I’m certain they know what they’re doing. Courage!” He turned and left.


5

I climbed upstairs exhausted from all the stress that night. I stripped off my boots, jeans, jacket, and blouse and slid under the sheets. The stockings were wonderful as they slid around on the sheets and the bra was lovely. I curled up and fell fast asleep.

In the morning, I had a woodie in the silky panties. I slid my legs against each other deliciously and squeezed a padded bra cup, imagining I had real ones. The sensations overwhelmed me and I couldn’t help slipping the panties off and using them to jerk off in.

I felt silly after and stripped, showered, and shaved my whole body and face. The black eyeliner and mascara went on heavier than before, and it looked good to me. I dried my hair upside down and then fluffed it to the sides. It was thick and pretty and framed my face well, like everyone said it would. I put on my ill-fitting boys’ jeans and a tee-shirt and sneakers and checked myself in the mirror. The clothes sucked. I switched the jeans to the girls’ blue jeans and wore the girls’ boots. Again, the hem was over the heel.

In the closet, I looked for something else to wear. The bra, panties, and stockings stared at me from the laundry basket. Hmm. Fuck! I washed the panties and bra and stockings and threw them in the dryer and when they were done, I put them on and the jeans and boots and found a nicer material, pink tee-shirt top and put it on.

Looking at myself in the full-length mirror, I looked like a girl with little boobs and a pretty face. I dug a pair of ankle socks from the drawer and put them in the bra, making the breasts larger. The illusion worked. I looked very much like a girl. I throbbed in my panties, seeing how pretty I was. They were right. I should do this. I slung my man-bag, uh, purse like Will called it, on my shoulder and put on some lip gloss and perfume and walked downstairs.

A whole stack of Amazon boxes stared at me. I couldn’t do it right then. I was starving and wanted to get outside. I walked past it all and left for the bistro to eat. The sensation of walking in the higher heeled boots and the bra on my chest and the stockings pulling gave me sensations of being feminine and pretty and not a guy at all. Whoever did this to me knew this would happen. Who was it? Would I fall in love with them this way? Would they love me or was I an experiment, or a joke?

So many questions.
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Back home, I took the box opener and went at it, stacking the cardboard, separating things into wash or not. The array of things was astounding. Shoes, dresses, miniskirts and tops, bras and even gel breast forms to go with the bras. I was tingling all over, just thinking about trying it all on. Messages in each package specifying what, when, how, etc.

Once everything was organized, I set about getting ready per the instructions for that evening. There was an attachment for the shower with instructions on how to use it after installing it. It didn’t sound pleasant, and neither did what was to happen after I used it... but... it intrigued me and I knew I should follow all the instructions. I did.

Seeing all the feminine things and getting them ready had aroused me as I began imagining my new self as a girl. The little cute e-stim butt plug slid right in and did its work. Who would have thunk something down there could be so good? It sent pleasure into me like an injection, making my little guy twitch and even ooze a bit while I continued my preparations.

I used the foundation, blush, contouring, eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, and twenty-four-hour lipstick and gazed in wonder at myself in the bathroom mirror. Standing there naked, my face in the mirror made me aroused. I was gorgeous. I replaced my earrings with new, blingy, long, dangle ones in the two holes in each ear. Last, I painted my toenails to match the new, long, pink-metallic painted fake nails that I’d glued on.

Into the bedroom I ran, my heart pounding as I slid into the sheer, suntan pantyhose with the gusset cutout partially per the messaged instructions and slid them up my legs. They were stretchy and silky, as opposed to how the stockings were silky, but not stretchy. They clung to my leg like a sensual second skin and made them glossy and flawless. Panties slid up my legs and held my thrilled little man against my abdomen.

I put on the new, substantial, black lace bra and loaded in the ample silicone gel breast forms and adjusted them and the bra and it created some luscious, realistic cleavage. Not only did I appear to have substantial real breasts, but I felt like I had real breasts. The weight and pressure of them on my chest and the way they tugged with each step was incredible. The shape of them and my cleavage were incredibly convincing and erotic.

Next was a black leather miniskirt, which had a little flare to it and zipped up the side of my waist. It hugged my waist snug and made it seem as if I had hips and also didn’t reveal a bit of my hardness pressed against me.

The top was a snug fitting, cream colored, satin V-neck blouse, which revealed my perfect cleavage and the delicate lace edges of the bra. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slipped my pretty painted toenails into the strappy, five-inch-heel stilettos and snugged the ankle straps. I practiced walking in them and they were even more interesting than the high-heeled boot. They gave me a tiny minced stride that made my hips sway a bit and gave me a wonderful, sensual, feminine and deliciously vulnerable sensation as I walked.

I was giddy with it all as the e-stim continued inside of me as I clicked my way to the dresser and put on the prescribed necklace, bracelets, phone case, fragrant and obviously feminine perfume, then placed the black-flower hair clips on each side of my head. The full-length mirror admired me for some time as I posed this way and that and aroused myself at the sensual, pretty, sexy girl I had become.

My hands shook as I loaded my new black-flower-embellished leather shoulder bag with my things, which included, mace, blush, perfume, lipstick, brush, mints, tissues, and for some reason, per instruction, even some snug fit rubbers... and... some extra large rubbers. Who were those for? The snug fit ones implied they might be for me to use with a woman. The extra large rubbers implied they were for a larger man to use with me? Or didn’t the woman know what size I should have, and she gave me both? Or did she simply want me to be prepared, as all girls should be?

I didn’t fuss over it. I did as instructed. One hair clip in my hair meant I loved my new look. Two hair clips in my hair meant I had followed all instructions and more than loved my new look. Oops, I had one more thing to complete the instructions if I wasn’t to be lying.

I moved over to the dresser and picked up what I needed, then to the full-length mirror. I lifted the flared hem of my leather miniskirt and pulled my panties under my globes. I took the soft rubber ring and stretched it over my shaft and under my shaved globes, then tugged the whole package out and the band held it lifted and snug. The other ring I stretched out and let snug at the base of my hairless shaft.

My shaft lifted and fell of its own accord as I gleaned my exotic image in the mirror. The instruction had said I couldn’t put both clips in my hair unless how I looked and felt entirely thrilled me, and if so, I should further enhance that arousal, but not to the point of release. Do this three times.

I jerked it with my long nailed thumb and middle finger until it oozed, then let it rest, then did that two more times. When I had completed my stimulating assignment, my body tingling, I slid my panties up and covered it all with my skirt. Checking in the mirror, no one would know I was rock hard and bobbing up and down under it. The e-stim was shooting off regularly, and I was the most sensual beast on the planet. I sprayed more perfume all over me, slung my purse on my shoulder, and clicked delicately and soo erotically out of the house, being the girl of my dreams.
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Off to my friendly club, I walked proudly, my head high, my breasts jiggling with each minced, clicking step in my high heels. My hips swayed slightly and my hardness beneath the skirt flicked the satin panties. It was a concert of sensations of sensuality, eliciting femininity, prettiness, confidence, and pride of who I had become. I couldn’t wait for Bob, Will, and Brianna to see me.

I clicked to my seat near the end of the bar. Bob was already on high alert as he watched me make mince my way erotically in my high heels, and he let out a wolf whistle. I was the first person there. He stopped polishing glasses and dashed to my service.

“Wow! Now that is a perfect presentation for you, Ty. So powerful and sexy in those high heels and you have great legs in that miniskirt. I mean. Wow! You are fabulous, girl.”

I grinned and flipped a limp wrist, long-painted-nailed hand at him. “You flatter me! You really think I look like a girl?”

He repeatedly nodded, wide eyed. “Oh yeah. 100 percent, ma'am. You look better than most any girls out there. It all fits so perfectly. Your voice even fits better as a girl. Glad you kept making use of those packages.” His eyes wandered to my hair clips, and he grinned. “So how does it feel, huh? Sexy? Sensual? Stimulating? Is it...” He looked around at no one there, then back at me. “I mean, is it arousing?” He looked at the hair clips. “I like that you’re wearing two hair clips. It makes a nice statement of what’s deep inside of you right now.” He winked. “I have another drink for you to try.”

He set about making it as I hung my purse, sat, and crossed my silky legs and bounced a high-heeled foot, my shaft hard beneath my skirt and the tip rubbing the silky panties. I sniffed the lovely fragrance on my wrist and relished the sensation of my breasts on my chest. I checked them while Bob’s back was turned and adjusted them with their sticky back surface to keep the cleavage prominent.

Bob muddled mint and cucumber with gin, lemon juice, and simple syrup. He added egg white and shook it all with ice, then strained it into a chilled martini glass and put a cucumber on the edge. “Here ya go, dear, a cucumber mint martini to brighten your taste buds and add to your sensual experience.” He slid it to me and leaned on his elbows, chin on his hands to watch.

I held the stem delicately in my long-nailed fingers, my pinky held out daintily and I watched those pretty fingers lift the glass as if they were someone else’s. I sipped it, looking over the glass with my made-up eyes. “Mmm, delicious, Bob! Thank you.”

“Thank you. Thank you for being so delicious yourself, young lady. Enjoy. It’s on me.” He left to take care of the new arrivals.

I sat and sipped, bouncing a foot and immersing myself in my new, seemingly more alive body that tingled all over and saw colors brighter, sounds clearer, my skin more sensitive and pleasant, the scents of things more colorful, the taste of the drink, profound. I was in some sort of heaven.

I knew at that moment. I was never going back to my old way of being. In walked Will and he beamed as he came over, stood there looking me up and down as I bounced a high heeled crossed leg, and said, “Wow. This is the best yet. It’s perfect for you. You make a gorgeous, stunning, young lady.” His eyes flitted my face and hair and he looked at both hair clips, touched one and smiled. “Two clips. I’ll bet it feels wonderful, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, grinned, and recrossed my sexy legs and bounced a foot again, pointing my toes in the heels, letting him examine me fully. Did he know what I had done to be able to wear the two clips? When he was satisfied, he looked into my eyes and leaned in. “May I give you a kiss on the cheek, young lady?”

I nodded nervously. He kissed me and I smelled the manly cologne he wore.

He sniffed my hair. “You even smell like a dream.” He touched both of my hair clips. “Two clips are very nice to see. You must have paid special attention to every detail of your benefactor’s suggestions the way you present tonight.” He sat and sipped the beer Bob had brought him while he observed me. He placed a hand on my stockinged thigh and slid it. “These are so sexy and silky. Is it okay if I keep my hand here a while?”

It must have been him. It was heavenly having him touch my legs like that. It sent a thrill into me and made my shaft bob under my skirt. I nodded nervously.

“Good. Are you nervous? You shouldn’t be. If my hand is the problem, I’ll remove it... but to my regret.” His bright green eyes filled me with warmth from his loving gaze.

“Oh no. It’s lovely. Please don’t. It’s very nice to feel that from you.”

He smiled, nodded, and sat back while his hand caressed my leg. He sipped his beer and inspected me some more, his eyes flitting around, checking my cleavage, legs, hair. “Glad I helped you get those boxes in last night. I’d hate to have had them stolen and missed your new look.”

“Oh god, there’s so much more than this too. I’m learning new pleasures and I have all kinds of outfits now, thanks to my wonderful benefactor.” I looked deeply into his eyes and placed my hand on his on my leg. “Whoever that might be.”

He grinned and looked away. It had to be him. He wanted me to become a girl for him, and it worked. Will was awesome. I had to get over my hangups about being with a guy, that’s all. Right now he was very satisfied simply looking at me and caressing my leg, and that was fine by me.

“Hiiigh!” Brianna kissed my cheek. “Now that’s the Tyler I’ve been waiting for. You’re adorable now! So sexy too!” She sat and crossed her stockinged legs in her minidress, her breasts firm and full in the halter top. Her eyes roamed me and looked at my hair clips. “Two hair clips are nice to see on you.” She winked. “So much better than your hair in ponytails or man-buns. It speaks to the attention to details deep inside of you. Do you feel nice this way?”

It was Brianna. How could they all be saying things related to this like they did? Did all three of them do it, or was it all in my mind and coincidental? “Thanks. Yes, I feel lovely. I never felt so nice.” I smiled and sipped.

Her hand glided on my thigh next to Will’s hand. “Love you in these. Aren’t they wonderful? I love wearing them and having people caress my legs. Do you like it? I see Will is already at it.” She winked at Will.

I nodded nervously. The e-stim was firing off and my leg twitched.

Brianna had a look of concern on her face. “Is this too much, honey? I’ll stop. You can do my legs.” She took my hand and placed it on her silky stockinged leg and glided my hand up and down, pushing my fingers between her crossed thighs part way. I could feel the heat coming from her. I throbbed in my panties. The e-stim shot off. I sipped my drink, my heart racing.

Brianna rubbed my shoulder with one hand, leaned in, and gave me a peck on the lips. Her hand landed in my lap and she searched for my hard-on and gave it a squeeze. “I’ve been wanting to hold that for so long. I’m so glad I could tonight. Aren’t skirts wonderfully convenient?”

She grasped my hand and parted her legs, looking around, then slid my hand up her skirt and under her panties. She whispered to me, her perfume sweet. “Go inside honey, I’m so wet for you. Put your fingers in me and use your thumb outside. Get me ready for you, sexy girl.”

Instructions again. Was it her? I did as tasked. She was very hot and wet and she responded with her body language when I did things she enjoyed. Will was sipping his beer, enjoying watching us as he continued caressing my leg.

I sipped my drink, then placed it on the bar. The place was getting busy, but the bar shielded us, being at the back, and no one could tell what we were doing. It added to the thrill of all of it. I placed my free hand on my lap and looked at Will. He smiled and took my hand in his. “Only if you want to, but I think you should see how sexy I think you are, my lady.”

He opened my palm and pressed it on his crotch, then pushed his hips to make me feel his huge hard-on as he looked lovingly into my eyes. I couldn’t resist rubbing it while I was fingering and twiddling Brianna. The e-stim shot off and my cock throbbed and oozed. I wriggled on the butt plug and looked around. I had to do something I’d never have done before. I couldn’t help it.

I tugged at Will’s zipper and whimpered quietly, and he helped me to unbutton his pants and get his entire package out. I leaned in toward him and kissed him on the lips lightly and looked into his eyes as I wrapped my fingers around his thick, hot manhood and stroked it. Brianna put her arm around my shoulder and pulled me to her to kiss me deeply on the lips, our tongues dancing. When she broke it, she whispered, “Will has a lovely piece, doesn’t he?”

I nodded nervously, watching my two receivers of my ministrations enjoy my services. I turned and Bob was standing at the bar with both hands on it, smiling broadly at me. “Nice work Tyler. Seems you’re very popular now. What if I join in when I can take a break, huh? If you’d not mind.”

I nodded nervously, “For sure, Bob. I’d love to.” My hands were already full, but I couldn’t turn down all the attention or being able to explore more novel things.

We ordered more drinks and raw oysters and fried oysters and played and touched and caressed each other throughout our meal. It filled me with wonder at how good a person could feel. Brianna would take my little man in her hand and stroke it while she rolled my hairless globes in her hand, looking into my eye. She edged me over and over as I had been doing with her and Will.

By the time things had settled down in the bar, we were wired up and ready to finish our indulgence. The last thing I wanted was to be left unsatisfied or to leave my partners unsatisfied. I sat there, my drink empty and on the edge of the bar as I stroked Will’s glorious shaft beneath the bar. Brianna jerked me beneath my skirt, and I fingered and twiddled her under her dress. I stared at Bob as he hurriedly cleaned things up and got them organized once more.

Finally, he came over and poured us all drinks and poured himself one too. He stood there sipping as Brianna and my arms worked our partner’s goodies and he watched and gave me a wink. “Seems you folks have been having quite the evening. It makes me happy to see such persistent indulgence.” He rubbed his hardening crotch and winked at me. “Very happy.” He leaned in and touched my lips. “You have luscious lips, sweetie. Might I be a benefactor of them?” He showed me the outline in his jeans, pressing his fingers alongside of it.

I nodded and stared at it. I licked my lips, looked into his eyes, nodding. He smiled, examined the bar and its status, and looked at his watch. “I think it’s time for a break. Anyone like to have a tour of my office?”

Brianna and Will nodded and put themselves away and I stood and slung my purse on my shoulder, throbbing beneath my skirt and the e-stim shooting off in me. “I’ll be right there.”

I clattered off in my heels and into the ladies’ room where I peed and removed my plug, then washed it and put it in my purse. I put on a snug fit condom and dropped my skirt back down. I sprayed on perfume and touched up my hair and fluffed it, then reapplied some lipstick. My high heels clattered out of the bathroom and down the hall to where the others were waiting in Bob’s office, the door open. I stepped inside and he closed the door.

Brianna tugged me with her to the couch where she lay on her back, lifted her dress and her legs back, and pulled me to her. She lifted my skirt and guided me into her hot, tight hole. “Oh god, Ty. I’ve wanted this all night, you sexy girl. Take me honey.”

I took her, Will bent over me, and whispered. “Can I make love to you, sweet girl?” I looked over my shoulder and nodded. “Please. Please!”

His thick manhood pressed against me, trying to go in, but I was too dry. I reached into my purse and handed him a maxi condom. “It’s lubed. Use it.”

He rolled it over his shaft and began his descent between my butt cheeks again. This time, his sweet, firm pressure yielded entry. I gasped, “Oh god yes, Will.” He thrusted, and all I had to do was look into Brianna’s eyes as Will shoved me into her over and over. I looked around, wondering where Bob had gone, and found him. “Bob!” I licked my lips.

He came over and unleashed his monster and held it before my face. I took it into my mouth and he grasped my head and began thrusting into my face while I looked up into his eyes. He smiled down at me. “You’re so gorgeous like that, Ty. Your lips and eyes with it going in and out of your pretty face. It’s a work of art.”

“Isn’t she a natural? She looks so perfect with it stuffing her face.” Brianna said as she stroked my hair. “She’s adorable. Her little man is lovely inside of me. So sweet and hard and cute. A lovely girly one.” She kissed my cheek and stroked my hair and watched me lovingly while I sucked Bob’s lusciousness hungrily and Will pounded me into her tight, clenching haven.

Will sped up and thrusted long and deep, shoving me hard into Briana, making her twitch from each rub of our pelvises and my little man’s short decent into her squeezing, hot pussy. We carried on as if in a dream. Bob’s popsicle was velvety, and I loved running my tongue around it and bobbing my head as I looked into his eyes. I’d gaze down at Brianna while she watched me and moaned sweet moans. I whimpered around Bob’s mouthful and mumbled as Will now rammed me like a beast and grunted.

All three of us were riding the edge once again, and I knew it would all burst open soon. Bob’s firehose swelled rigid and pulsed, shooting his sweet load into my face while my eyes blinked rapidly, looking at him and swallowing desperately to keep up with his emissions. When he was done, he pulled out, and I switched my eyes to gaze upon the lovely Brianna as I banged her silly from Will’s violent thrusts. We both grabbed each other’s breasts and locked onto each other’s eyes as Will squeezed my hips tight, slapped my ass hard, and plunged his shaft into me, then grunted and held it there.

I sensed it shooting his come into me when my own exploded into Brianna. Her eyes opened wide and her leg twitched as I held it pressed back, her toes pointed in her high heel, flailing in the air by her head. She squealed and whimpered as I whimpered and my legs twitched and body spasmed on Will’s deep lovemaker as I came over and over inside of her tight hot wetness.

We spasmed together. Bob kissed my cheek. He kissed Brianna’s. We collapsed for several moments. 
We unwrapped ourselves and stood and straightened things and cleaned up in Bob’s office bathroom, then went back out to the bar.

We all took our assigned positions. Will kissed my forehead and touched my hair lovingly. Brianna snuggled me to her, her arm around me. Bob leaned over the bar and kissed my forehead. I sipped the water he had brought for all of us while I absorbed it all.

“What a night!” I said. “So! Who’s going to fess up to being my donor? Who turned me into a girl and made me crave things I never could have imagined liking?” I scanned them all as they shook their heads and looked at each other.

“C’mon now. Were you all in on it together?”

One after the other, “Nope. Not me. Wish I did.”

“So you didn’t know that wearing that pinky nail was a message that I had worn baby-blue stockings, panties, garter belt and bra under my clothes last night?”

One after the other. “Really? Get out! Thought I felt a bra strap!”

I shook my head. “Then none of you, who all commented on me wearing two hair clips, knew that it meant I had brought myself to the edge three times before I left my house tonight and was wearing dick and ball rings and an e-stim butt plug?”

Their eyes opened, and they all looked at each other. Will nodded. “No wonder you were so sensual and sexy.”

Bob said, “So that’s why you walked so alluringly.” He laughed.

Brianna said, “E-stim plug? I might have to try one.”

“Okay. Seeing your reactions, I can tell it wasn’t you guys. So who the hell is my benefactor!? Who would be so motivated to do this for me?”

They all shrugged. Will put his hand on my shoulder. “Does it really matter? It could have been some random person on Amazon. It could have been someone from school wanting to play a joke on you.”

I shook my head. “Too elaborate and too expensive for either of those reasons.”

Brianna said, “Someone that wants to help you be who you are. A guardian angel? Give it up. You’ve been blessed. Aren’t you now much more than you ever were?”

I nodded and sipped the ice water. Bob said, “What will you do now? Go back to what you were, because you don’t know who did it?”

“Absolutely!.. Not! Maybe some day I’ll find out. Well, thank you all for a stimulating and lovely evening.” I slung my purse over my shoulder and stood. I kissed each of them on the cheek. “This girl needs her beauty rest if she’s gonna be living like this from now on. Good night, sweet friends.”

Will said, “Let us know if you find any more packages.”

I chortled as I clicked in my heels through the bar and yelled back. “You’ll know.”


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or share it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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