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Chapter 1 - Halloween is Coming

 


It was the first of October, 1996. I was 35
years old and my wife, Joann, was 34. My name is Mike. Joann and I
have been married for 14 years now and have been having a wonderful
time. Sure...we’ve had our moments, but overall, it has been very
satisfying and quite a bit of fun. At least I thought it was. That
was before I really knew what fun was.

It was getting close to Halloween and we
always did the party routine. We even won some prize money before.
It was only two hundred and fifty dollars but it was second place.
We dressed up as everything, from aliens to farmers to highway
barrels. We were running out of ideas though. That was when Joann
came up with the best idea ever.

“Mike, why don’t we do something totally
outrageous? Why don’t we go as a Bride and Groom?”

“Jo, what is so great about that idea.
Everyone will know who we are right off the bat. It doesn’t require
any creativity or preparation. There isn’t any role to get into or
practice. I can’t imagine us winning anything with it...I don’t get
it babe.”

She put her hand on my arm gently. “That’s
because you’re limiting yourself to thinking in the confines of the
conventional. This would be the ultimate role for both of us if you
gave it some thought.”

“Well then out with it. What could possibly
make that special?”

With a big grin and some coy looks, Joann
prefaced the unveiling of her brainstorm, “Please don’t say no
right off the bat, okay? Give the idea a chance. I really think you
could do it well and so could I and we both could learn a lot about
each other...”

“Okay, Okay. I promise to listen to it. If
it’s that good then I think I have to.”

She again prefaced her stumbled start with a
few looks that she knows I fall for whenever she wants something. I
was putty in her hands as she began. “Well dear you see I, um, you,
and I, we could just, um, play a part that wouldn’t be normal for
us. I could be the groom and you could be the bride.”

I was shocked. “I’m not a fairy!! How could I
play a bride? What would everyone say?” Secretly though, I was a
little intrigued by the idea and even a little excited. So much so
I could feel my heart race a little. I never felt that when we went
as highway barrels.

“No problem sweetie. Not that you aren’t
masculine, but you do have some time to learn the role. I could
help you with your makeup and walk and you could help me with my
image. When we get to the party, we can decide whether to let our
friends know or not. We’ll tell them we’ll probably be there but
not tell them as what. If we end up not wanting to tell them, we’ll
just say we couldn’t think of anything to be, so we didn’t go.”

Joann sure was convincing enough, especially
since I was in such an excited state. It didn’t take any more
discussion to convince me. “Well I guess we could try it. But if I
look silly it’s off, okay?”

“YES, YES, YES! Thank you so much! You’ll be
so cute and I can’t wait to be the man of the house.”


Chapter 2 - Michelle Arrives

 


The next day we both went to work, or so I
thought. It was a Friday and my wife had taken a half day of
vacation. When I walked in the door she already had dinner ready
and said, “Hurry up there cutie. We have a lot to do this weekend
and we need to get started.”

Joann poured me a glass of Cabernet and went
to take the filets off the grill. We had a great meal, cleaned up
the dishes, and Joann poured a couple of Margaritas she already
mixed up.

“Here is to Michele!” she said as she raised
the crystal glass to meet mine. We tasted the salt off the rim and
then sipped our drinks.

“What do you have up your sleeve? I suppose
Michele is me? Can’t I even pick out my own alter name?”

“Well, I suppose you could. I just thought
Michele would be easy to remember. What else would you like to be
called?”

“How about...Oh I don’t know I guess Michele
is fine. Why do we have to do this already?” I whined but was
actually glad we were going to do it tonight.

“Well we have to get your skin used to being
shaved and get you to walk right and train your waist and get you
used to shoes and fit a wedding dress! Any more questions,
silly?”

“Okay, Okay. I get it. Let’s get this
started.”

Joann beamed with excitement. “Okay I’m glad
you agree. Now first thing you need to do is take this cream and
apply it to everywhere you have hair. Start where it’s the
heaviest. Leave the area alone where your bikini is and just shave
that. While you’re doing that, I’ll get your other things ready.”
Joann gave me the cream, slugged down her drink, and went off to
get her other things she was talking about. She went out to the
garage so I guessed she must have been shopping today too. She had
this all planned out.

I took off my clothes and did as she
instructed. The cream smelled bad but went on easily. When I was
finished, I shouted to Joann to find out what to do next. The cream
was burning my skin a little in a few places.

Joann shouted back, “Just stand there for a
few more minutes, take a washcloth and scrub it all off in the
shower!”

I did just that and I couldn’t believe what
happened. My leg hair, arm hair and chest hair all came running off
my body with the water from the shower! My skin felt slick and
slippery as the soft water slid over my newly sensitized skin. When
I finished washing and rinsing, I climbed out of the shower. I
couldn’t believe my eyes when I walked into the bedroom. On the bed
was a woman’s sexy outfit with a real human hair wig, stockings,
shoes, earrings, and all sorts of underwear and accessories.

“Oh my God! What is all of this? Jo, what did
you do?”

“These are Michele’s first couple of outfits.
You’ll need them to get used to your role before we get you in a
wedding dress. Let’s see how well you did on removing you
hair.”

Joann inspected me and pointed out a couple
of stubborn areas. She sent be back in the bathroom to clean up
with a razor. After that she instructed me to shave my face first
with the electric razor and then with a triple edged razor. Then
she told me to dry my hair and come out.

When I did, she gave me some lotion to put on
all over my body. Joann had changed into some men’s jeans, tee
shirt, and work boots. She had put on something to hold her breasts
tight against her so they didn’t show. She was slicking down her
short hair when I finished with the lotion.

“All done baby,” I cheered to her. I looked
at my bride dressed like a man. She was so…masculine! I couldn’t
believe how hot she looked.

“I would dress like a woman everyday if I
could have a man as hot as you.” I walked up to her, grabbed her
ass, and kissed her deeply. She backed away to look me over, her
eyes serious as she inspected my shaved body.

“Later baby. I have to make sure you got all
the hair off you. That’s perfect! Now we have to make you smell
pretty.” She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and a sensual look
before she raised my arms up and spread my legs apart. She spritzed
some pretty perfume all over me and powdered my legs, chest and
back with a smooth powder in the same scent. She noticed some
blemishes on my legs and used some makeup to hide them. It worked!
The marks disappeared! She sat me on the bed. Joann put some
tissues between each of my toes and painted the nails with a hot
pink color.

“Now let that dry while I do your face up!”
Joann chirped. “We have to figure out how to hide that massive
erection of yours. Come on Michele, you can’t let that thing stand
at attention all the time! Women don’t have bulges under their
skirts!” She didn’t help the situation when she took it all the way
into her throat and sucked for a few seconds.

“Quit that if you want me to soften up, you
tease! Men, all they want is sex, sex, sex!” I whined in a high
voice. We laughed and hugged each other. Then Joann was serious
again.

“Back to work sissy!” she cried in her
dominating man voice.

I could feel the brush on my brows as she
shaped them. I flinched as she tweezed out a couple of strays.
Joann pulled out some false eyelashes, put one against my eye to
see if it was a good size, and then glued them on. Some mascara
completed the lashes.

Then Joann applied a heavy white cover cream
to my beard and mustache area and rubbed it backwards against the
grain until it blended in. Then she applied a colored foundation
and blush. She contoured (so she said) my nose and jawbone with
some darker color to shape them. She then outlined my lips in a
bright pink pencil followed by two coats of matching hot pink
lipstick and she powdered them. Now that my mascara was dry, she
applied my eyeliner and eye shadow.

“Can I see what you’ve done yet?” I
pleaded.

“No way, babe! You aren’t fully feminized
yet!” she commanded.

She opened a pair of suntan lace top thigh
highs and showed me how to roll them on. I finished putting them on
then slipped on the pair of black lace panties with a satin lining
she picked out. After that, she stood me up and put on a corset.
She pulled the laces in back so tight I could hardly breathe.

“Sit down for a while so I can put these
nails on you. Then we’ll see how the corset feels. Maybe we can
pull it a little tighter.”

“I don’t know about that Jo. I can’t breathe
as it is! This is like torture!” I struggled to find a comfortable
position that didn’t make my ribs crack.

“Stop whining, you are going to be beautiful,
making this all worth it!” Joann was so excited that I couldn’t
help feeling her excitement too. Her energy was contagious. Plus,
the lace panties felt very nice against my semi-hard member.

I wondered about these new feelings I was
having as Joann applied my nails. The slippery feel of my seductive
little panties was fabulous. The slick smooth feel of my legs in
the luscious hose was stimulating. The slight but pleasant feel of
the corset around my waist and rib cage was a bit painful, but
thrilling. I was experiencing the most sensuous feelings in these
clothes. I couldn’t believe why all women weren’t continuously
aroused when they dressed like this. Of course, most women these
days don’t wear anything like what I have on. Jeans and loose tops
seem to be the most popular attire for today’s women. What a
shame!

Joann finished my nails, slipped a matching
black bra on me, and inserted some weighted pads to fill it out. It
fit beautifully and felt even better. Then Joann tightened my
corset a little more despite my earlier protests. I let her tighten
it as much as possible now. She gave me a pink cotton button down
blouse to put on. She saw me struggle with my nails and the
backwards buttons and came to my rescue, giggling as she helped
me.

She had me put on a black leather mini skirt
that was about fifteen or sixteen inches long on. After that, she
adorned my waist with a gold chain belt.

Matching clip-on dangly earrings went on
next. She topped me off with a beautiful honey colored human hair
wig that went to my shoulders. She clipped a pink bow in the back
and left some strands by my face so my earrings showed. Finally,
Joann put on my shoes. Four inch heels in black leather with an
open toe and ankle straps. The fit was perfect. My heart was racing
below the crush of the corset now. The extra tightening Joann did
felt superb.

“Okay, my Michele. It’s time for your
unveiling and I must say you look marvelous. Your five foot six,
one hundred and thirty five pound frame is very fitting for a girl.
You make the perfect sissy! With some practice, no one will ever
know you’re a sissy boy! Now stand up. Oh! I almost forgot.” With
that, Joann clasped a dainty gold bracelet about my ankle and
slipped some gold wrist bracelets over my pretty pink nails onto my
wrist. She then clasped a delicate watch on and put a couple of
rings on my fingers.

“There, finished! Go and look in the mirror
on the door.”

As I stood, I wobbled a little but it wasn’t
too difficult to walk. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be,
considering the way women always complain about heels. I had to
walk with little steps because the skirt was so tight. When I
turned the corner, I couldn’t believe it was me. I, Mike, was
behind those eyes, but in front of me stood a startlingly pretty,
leggy girl in a very hot looking outfit. I brought my hand to my
face and saw the flash of my nails and rings.

“Wow!! I can’t believe it!” I shouted. But
there was a problem. My voice didn’t match my appearance one bit. I
tried to say it again but higher. Joann said not to worry. She knew
how to get my voice right but we could work on that later.

“Michele, why don’t you be a good girl and go
make us a couple Margaritas. I’ll join you in the den.”

With that, I walked out of the bedroom and
down the stairs to the bar where I mixed us some drinks. The stairs
proved to be less challenging then I thought. I put on some
classical music but then changed it to Madonna instead. I sat on
the bar stool and crossed my legs waiting for my transformer to
come down. She finally came clomping down the stairs in her boots.
She smelled of men’s aftershave and had darkened her chin and under
her nose to resemble a beard line. It was astonishingly good. She
wasn’t the most masculine man, but I never was either, I must
admit, but she looked as much like a man as I looked like a
woman.

“What do you think Michele?” Joann queried as
she lifted herself onto the barstool and turned it to face me. As
she did, she ran her hands up and down my hose covered legs, from
my ankles to my lace tops.

“I think this was a great idea. We’ll win for
sure. You look very convincing,” I said as she grabbed my shoe and
pointed my toe.

“Always point your toe dear. It makes your
legs look prettier. Although they are already very sexy. Now make
sure to call me Joe when I dress this way too. Okay princess?”

“Of course Joe,” I said and winked. I sipped
my drink as daintily as I could and noticed the slightest bit of
pink on the rim of my glass from my lips. My pretty nails made my
fingers looks thin and feminine as they held the Margarita.

“Okay my little sissy. Now we need to get you
some confidence. Drink up that drink and we can go build it.”

“How, might I ask, are we to do that?”

“You can ask but you can’t turn it down. By
the way, I saw you bulging when the skirt slid up your thighs
making me think you’d like to do this more. If you refuse to do
anything I ask, I will force you to either do something scarier or,
not let you dress this way again. Do you understand?” Joe was being
very commanding.

“Yes sir! No how am I supposed to fix my
voice?”

“I’ll tell you that on the way.” Joe then
passed me a small purse made of black leather with a shoulder
strap. I looked inside and there were all assortments of makeup,
some cash, an extra pair of stockings, glasses, perfume,
cigarettes, and a lighter. It’s amazing that so much stuff can fit
into such a small space!

“Take these. We need to tuck that bulge
better before we go.” Joe took me back upstairs and had me tuck
myself back under and up into a Lycra thong. Then I put my panties
back on.

“That’s better. I’ll get my coat and we can
go.”

We left the house. I could feel the cool of
the fall air against my legs and wisping up my skirt. I listened to
the click of my heels as we walked to the car down our
driveway.

“I’ll drive,” Joe said as she opened the
passenger door and held it for me.

“Such a gentleman,” I said through my hot
pink lips. I slid onto the leather of the seat adjusting my skirt
as I had seen Joann do many times. I could feel the cool leather
against my legs. I buckled my seat belt and it pressed gently
against my breasts. The corset held my back comfortably straight. I
took my perfume out of the purse and gave a squirt on one wrist
then touched it to the other. I misted my thigh. The smell made me
feel as I looked, totally feminine and sensual. My heart was
pounding again as I anticipated what would happen next at our
destination.

Joe started the car, leaned over, gave me a
kiss, and felt my leg. “You make a very pretty date. I’m so proud
to show you off. I hope I can keep all the boys away from you, at
least for a while.”

“Boys?” I squeaked.


Chapter 3 – Boys!?

 


The car ride was about forty-five minutes
long. It didn’t seem that long to me because I was so absorbed with
the feelings and smells, the pull of the garments, and the
smoothness of my skin. The way my hair felt on my shoulders when I
turned my head was thrilling. The weight of my new lashes on my
lids and the smooth long pink nails on my hands was sensual. I
practiced my new voice and hardly noticed the drive.

Joe pulled into a gas station and got out to
fill the car. As I looked around there weren’t any other people
there except the attendant. I decided to test my new look and voice
on the man and see if it worked. Joann was coaching me all the way
with things like, “Speak from the head not the chest. Literally,
raise your voice so it doesn’t reverberate from your chest. The
same way you would say “N” and “D” sounds.” I tried my best and it
proved to be good enough.

Into the store I went. I could see the
attendant watching me on my way in. He was good looking and only
about 18 years old. I passed through the door and clicked my way
daintily toward the gum rack, passing in front of him. I could feel
his eyes on me all the way. I hope he wasn’t on to me. I took the
gum, went to the counter, and said my best girly, “Hello, nice
night isn’t it?”

He replied, “Yes, it sure is, especially now.
Is there anything else I can do uh get for you tonight?”

I looked him directly in the eyes and could
tell I had fooled him completely. “No thanks honey. My husband will
be inside in a moment to pay for the gas. Thanks for asking
though.”

With that, I floated out of the station and
back to the car. I passed Joe on the way. When he got back in the
car he asked, “What did you do to that poor boy. He was all
flustered and obviously bothered. He told me what a beautiful wife
I had and gave me back all my money instead of the change. I had to
count it back for him. Ha! Ha! Good job sweetie!” We both enjoyed
the laugh and Joe drove off.

Within a few minutes, we arrived at a hotel.
Joe pulled up in front and checked us in while I waited in the car.
When he returned I asked, “We’re staying at a hotel tonight?”

“Of course Michele. We still have some
partying to do and I don’t want to be driving after.”

“Where are we going to go out?” I
queried.

“Right across the street of course!”

“You’ve got to be kidding. That is a singles
club and one of the biggest pickup spots around. People come from
all over to go there.”

“Exactly and it is one of the nicest clubs in
the area too. Don’t worry. I’m here and you don’t have a choice
unless you want to be totally embarrassed or not be able to dress
like that again.” She winked at me, disregarding my fears.

“Alright Joann,” I whispered.

“JOE!” she corrected me in a deep low from
the chest voice.

“Joe.”

Joe parked the car and we got out. The cool
October breeze whipped up my skirt. My hair blew in the breeze but
the pink bow kept it from becoming too messy.

Joe put his hand around my waist as we went
up the stairs to the door. The doorman smiled and opened the door
for us as we entered the lobby. Joe took out his wallet and paid
our cover charge. I experienced what it felt like for a girl
entering this club as I passed through the entrance. The air
conditioning was running and it felt exceptionally cool on my legs.
I’m not sure why the air conditioning was on in October. As Joe led
me to a booth in the corner, I could feel all the men’s eyes on me
as I passed.

I held my skirt under me as I slid into the
booth and crossed my legs. Joe moved in on the other side. I put my
purse on the seat next to me and took out a cigarette. As I
searched for my lighter, a very pretty waitress held her hand out
with gold lighter already lit for me to use. I held the cigarette
between two pink nailed fingers and brought it to the flame. I
touched her hand in thanks as I withdrew it and thanked her.

“May I get you two a drink?” she asked as she
looked at Joe.

“Sure, a Capecodder for her and a Martini on
the rocks extra dry with a twist for me.”

“Make that two Martini’s pl…” I trailed off
when I noticed Joe burning me with his eyes.

“What do you think you’re doing Michele? How
many girls do you see drinking extra dry Martini’s?” she scolded
quietly as the waitress looked on patiently.

“This girl is before she has a heart attack.
Give me a break. This is my first time doing this and you saw what
I’m up against with these guys in here. They all followed me and
practically undressed me with their eyes on the way to the table.
Pleeeeeaaassse. I just need ooooonnne.” I whined looking up at her
with my head angled down as she so often did to me.

“Oh, all right. When you look at me like that
you seem so frail and helpless and make me feel so strong I guess I
can’t turn you down.” Joe gave me a peck on the cheek and confirmed
our order of two Martini’s with the waitress.

The drinks arrived in short notice and Joe
gave the girl a fifty and said, “Just run a tab and keep the change
after.”

“Thank you sir,” she said. “My name is Lea if
you need to call for me.”

“Thank you Lea.” my wife said to her. Joe
actually winked at her!

“Hey I saw that!” I said.

“Oh cut it out you little sissy or I’ll get
you in trouble! I was just responding to her calling me sir, that’s
all. She respects me as a man.”

“Yea sure,” I thought to myself. Two could
play this game. But I didn’t really have any desire to chase a guy
even if I was a great looking girl. I smoked my cigarette and
sipped on my Martini. I noticed the slight lipstick left on each
and knew I would have to repair my lips soon.

I crossed my legs beneath the table,
reversing their overlap. The heels kept my thigh fairly high up
from the seat, unless I stretched my legs out some, which I did
toward the aisle. The feel of crossing and uncrossing felt lovely
as they passed each other. I pointed my toe and lightly bounced my
foot as I had seen women do so often. Now I know why they did it.
It felt great. I did have a problem though with the thong that was
holding me tight and hidden. It was beginning to hurt. I asked Joe
what to do.

“Go to the girl’s room and pull you shirt out
and put the belt over the top. The wrinkles from being tucked in
shouldn’t show since it’s a wrinkly cotton fabric. That should
reach to cover whatever might show from time to time. If it covers
it, take off the thong and just put the satin lined lace panties
back on. And touch up your makeup. Your nervousness is casting
shine on your face. Use that compact I packed in your purse. Add
some more lipstick too. You left most of it on your cigarette.”

“Yes sir,” I said as I looked at her with
pursed lips and flirty eyes. She was beautiful even as a man. I
slid out of the booth swinging both feet first, stood up, and
straightened out my leather skirt. I grabbed my purse and headed
off to the girl’s room. Again, I could feel the hot stares as I
walked gingerly, one foot in front of the other letting my hips
snap slightly from side to side as I walked. The irritation beneath
my skirt got worse as I did.

I entered the ladies room and couldn’t
believe my eyes. I had been in the men’s room here before but never
in this room. It was so much nicer, like a living room, where a
woman can freshen up and make herself look perfect again, before
facing the crowds again. The couch in the entrance had red velour
coverings. There were fresh flowers on a makeup table and a
spotlight on the flowers with side lighting around the mirror. The
four seats before the mirror were white wrought iron with white
satin covered seats. What made these things pretty to women? The
attention they were getting or was it just pretty to women
themselves? Either way this was beautiful.

I clicked my way across the polished marble
floor. I went into an empty stall and disengaged myself along with
the other necessary actions to get rid of those Margaritas. When I
was done, I was able to put the thong in my purse and put my
shirttail on top of my black leather mini. I clasped the gold chain
belt about my twenty-four inch waist (I hadn’t measured it but I
was normally a twenty-nine inch waist and the corset had to be
taking off five now) and pulled down the tails of the shirt. It
would work. So I put the black satin lined lace panties back on,
straightened myself out, and left the stall.

I had to try the makeup area so I washed my
hands and I seated myself on those wonderful satin covered chairs,
feeling the cool smoothness against the back of my thighs. I took
out my lipstick from the purse and touched it up. I then powdered
it as I had seen Joann do. I looked at the rest of my face and
thought I could use a little more eyeliner and mascara. I touched
those up and created quite the sexy night look. I added a little
more blush and darkened up my eye shadow a bit. When I was done, I
got aroused just looking at myself in the mirror. I was completely
irresistible.

I sprayed some fresh perfume on my wrists and
ankles and packed my things. One last check in the mirror. After a
little fix of the hair and a spritz of spray, I was lightly
floating out into the club. I relished the sound my four inch, open
toe, spiked heeled shoes as they echoed their way out. Knowing how
pretty I was gave me an air of confidence and deportment that I saw
only in the most secure and independent women. At least I certainly
felt that way.

I returned to the table and my wife, my
wonderful wife who gave me the most exciting experience of my life.
And this was only PRACTICE for Halloween!!!

“Hi princess!” she beamed. “Wow! Don’t you
smell lovely? And your makeup is so sexy. Did you do the touch
up?”

“Yes I did!” I said, “How is it really?”

“It's really pretty. I didn’t want to go too
far and get the guys too crazy but if you like it that way so do
I.” Joe said as he touched my knee beneath the table.

“You want me to meet guys?” I asked.

“Of course, you hot, sexy girl you! Don’t you
think there will be any guys at the Halloween party? I have to meet
girls too in order to build my confidence and technique. You need
to dance too.”

“I guess your right Joe. Okay. I need another
drink. How about you? Maybe I’ll just have a Long Island Iced Tea
with an umbrella. That would look better right?”

“Sure. That drink should give you plenty of
confidence with five liquors in it. I can’t take another Martini. I
think I’ll just get a light beer. Lea!” Joe called to our
waitress.

“Could you get us some more drinks? We’d like
a Long Island Iced Tea and a Martini. Put an umbrella in the iced
tea for us too.”

The waitress thanked Joe and squeaked when he
took a little squeeze on her bottom as she was walking away. She
turned and just winked.

“Well Joe you seem to have an admirer. If I
ever did that I think I’d get slapped.”

“Of course! Girls don’t pinch girls! Ha!
Ha!”

We sat and sipped our drinks for a while
watching the crowd moving about. Joe talked about what he had
planned for tomorrow since it was Saturday. He said we needed to go
shopping and buy me a few more things. I couldn’t find it in me to
object since this hadn’t been too bad so far. It would all be over
after Halloween anyway so why should I worry.

Joe then stopped short in her conversation
and said, “There’s a good one for me to try.”

He got up and strode his way to a table where
three girls sat. He smoothly walked up to a little hottie. She was
all of five foot two in her five-inch heels. She wore a pink
leather mini shirt and a white, tight, smooth top. Her nipples
showed proudly through the top. She had on a shelf bra that only
covered the bottom of her breasts. This showed the outline of her
perkiness perfectly. Her hair was shiny and blonde, reaching the
middle of her back. It was flat, like she ironed it, and had blunt
bangs just below her eyebrows.

I saw Joe take her hand as the girl smiled
and they went to the dance floor. Joe was dancing decidedly
masculine and the girl was watching her closely. Just then, I heard
a voice over the pounding of the music.

“Hey babe would you like to dance?”

“Hey, babe? What kind of line is that?” I
thought to myself. Then I looked up from my drink to see a tall (at
least six foot two) dark haired handsome guy about 25 years old. I
panicked and stammered out a delicate “Not right now thanks.”

Then he said, “My name is Bob. Then do you
mind if I sit with you a while? I’ll get you a fresh drink.” Hey
called to Lea before I could say anything and slid in beside me. He
ordered another “One of what she’s having and a beer for me.”

I was in shock about what to do. He started
talking but I didn’t hear a thing I was so frightened. When he
finished talking, I realized I hadn’t heard anything and he was
waiting for a response. Then he said, “Are you?” Then I said,
“Yes.” I figured I had a fifty/fifty chance of being right.

“Good,” Bob said with a grin from ear to ear.
“I would be really sad if you are spoken for already.” He slipped
his arm over the back of the booth and slid slightly closer to me.
I could feel his rough jeans against my stockinged leg. My heart
was racing in fear of this pushy…MAN! Lea brought our drinks and I
thought all I could do right now is to dance so I invited Bob out
to the dance floor.

He stood and took my hand to help me out of
the booth. I slid over and turned my legs out to the floor and he
lifted me to my feet. Before I knew what was happening we were
dancing. It was a disco beat and was quite easy for me to dance to.
I watched the other girls dance and copied some of their moves.
Obviously, Bob enjoyed it as he eyed me up and down. He was showing
his delight in his face and his response down lower. Now what would
I do!!??

When the dance ended, we went back to the
booth and reseated ourselves. This time Bob leaned over and
caressed my leg up to my skirt. He was sliding his hand back and
forth. Every now and then, his hand would push my skirt back a
little. What if he got too close! I put my hand on his and pressed
it down on my leg to keep him from going higher. He must have
thought that was a sign that I was enjoying it so he took that hand
of mine and pressed it on his proud piece of meat. Was it ever
proud. I could feel its size and heat. He was keeping his hands off
me now as he pressed my hand on himself. His other hand was around
my shoulder. In this situation, at least I knew he couldn’t
discover my secret. I squeezed gently and he moved my palm up and
down the front of his pants.

He whispered in my ear, “Oh yes. I can’t
believe it you are so beautiful! We need to go somewhere!”

Oh no we don’t, I thought. How am I going to
get rid of this guy? If I was a guy I could knock him out with one
punch, but I couldn’t risk breaking a nail. Joe would kill me! Then
I thought about what happens when I get satisfied. I lose interest.
So I said, “No. I want you to give me a present right now right
through these jeans!” I rubbed him harder and faster. After a short
while, he pulled my head to him and kissed me deeply. I could feel
the scruff of his beard against my chin and the pulsing within my
hand. Moisture poured onto his jeans in moments. Men are so
easy!

“Wow, you are something else,” he said. “When
I get back we really need to talk.”

He got up and went to the men’s room. Thank
God he’s gone. I looked for Joe and found him watching me from
the

bar, smiling. I took my purse and walked over
and said, “Can we go now?”

“Of course Michele. You’ve been a very good
girl tonight and I think you deserve to have me take care of you,”
Joe whispered in my ear as she took my hand and we walked out of
the club. “So, how did it feel to jerk off your first asshole? Ha!
Ha!”

“Oh Joe, quit making fun of me! Actually, I
felt like I had power of him, knowing I could make him cum in an
instant. It’s a very different point of view.”

Joe laughed again. “It’s great being a woman,
huh.” He patted my bottom but I was still shaking when we finally
reached our room. When we were inside Joe said, “Go lay down on the
bed. You’re nervous as a cat. I’ll be right in.”

I did as she said. I had calmed down by the
time Joann came in. She had changed her clothes and put on some
makeup. She climbed in bed on top of me feeling me under my skirt.
Her head went down and I released all the tension of the evening
into her soft, hot mouth. The last thing she said as we were dozing
off to sleep was, “I love you Michele.”


Chapter 4 - Training

 


When we woke the next morning, Joann made me
reshave my whole body and smooth on some lotion. Then she gave me a
pair of jeans, a pink soft cashmere sweater, matching pink satin
bra and panties, and a pair of suntan pantyhose. The pink panties
were padded at just the right places to help fill out the jeans
properly. She had me put on a light brown wig that stopped at my
shoulders. She put a pink cashmere bow in the back to pull it back
and reveal my ears. Joann had me do my own makeup then touched it
up a bit. When I was all dressed, she had me put on a light flowery
perfume and a pair of three inch heeled brown low-rise boots.

“Okay sweetie-pie. You look like a gal who is
ready to go shopping!” Joann said. “First we’ll get some breakfast
then we have a few stops to make.”

“Why do we need to shop more? I’m exhausted
and we didn’t even eat yet! I thought I did pretty well last night
and I wouldn’t need any more practice before Halloween,” I whined
in my most feminine voice.

“But Michele, you need to be very familiar
with the part and you still haven’t been in enough situations to
have all the experience you need. Besides, I think you should have
some more realistic breasts so that is our first stop after
breakfast.”

“Joann, I really think you may be taking this
too far,” I whined.

“If you think this is too far then maybe I
should go further and have you changed permanently!” she
scolded.

“Okay! Okay! If that’s the alternative then
let’s proceed,” I agreed and surprisingly, started to get excited,
wondering how more realistic breasts would feel on me.

We went to breakfast with no one being the
wiser of me. Joann was dressed as I was in normal feminine attire
suited for shopping. Just two girls out for the day, laughing and
chatting. When we were done, Joann drove us to our first stop. It
was a small shop with wigs and various unusual leather and PVC
attire. It also had a variety of different types of breast forms in
the display case next to strap-on male anatomy. The attendant
approached us.

“Hello ladies. What can I do for you girls
today?”

“I’d like to get Michele here some nice
breast forms.” Joanne leaned in closer to the attendant, “You see,
she isn’t a she at all and I’d like to get her to really feel and
look the part. Can you help to fit her?”He looked me over very
carefully at that point obviously not believing I was a man. Then
he said, “I don’t know how to do the fittings well but Diane does
and she is in back. Why don’t you both come with me and we’ll go
see her.”

We walked to the back into a private room
where Diane was sorting through her inventory. As we entered, she
turned and greeted us. “Hi girls! What can I do for you?”

The man who helped us explained our desire
and Diane smiled widely at me as she said, “Well Michele, how large
would you like to be?”

“She should be about a 34C.” Joann chimed
out. “And be sure to have nice nipples on them too. They should
match her skin tone well because they will be seen.”

“I think we can handle that. I love it when
you girls take your boys all the way with the best like that. The
boys always enjoy them so much.”

I looked at Joann and rolled my eyes. She
pinched my bottom and flashed me an excited smile. Diane then went
through her shelves and took out a pair for us to see and hold.
They certainly felt real and warmed to the touch quickly. Joann
asked her to fit them to me and blend them in with some makeup.
Diane did them both in a few minutes. I went to put my bra back on
and Diane said,” You really don’t need to wear one if you don’t
want to Michele. Maybe you should get a nice demi push up so the
nipple shows well. For now they should show nicely through the
sweater without a bra.”

“Yes princess. Leave it off for now. Just put
on your sweater,” Joann said as she took the bra from my hand and
put it in my purse. As we left the store, I felt the wonderful
feeling of motion and weight on my chest. Joann had bought
something while I was being fitted. She wouldn’t tell me what it
was though and quickly put it in the trunk.

“It’s just something for you to gain a new
perspective with later on. Something I’ve wanted to have every now
and then,” she said with a sheepish grin. This was the only hint I
was going to get.

Our next stop was to a sweet little accessory
shop. Joann went straight to the counter and asked the girl if they
pierced ears. I was starting to get nervous as I thought about what
Joann wanted me to do next. I thought of just leaving but knew that
Joann would expose me as a sissy and leave me here or some other
unappealing option.

“Come here Michele,” Joann called to me
across the store. I walked over to her and the girl looked at me
and said, “Finally decided to get your ears pierced huh dear?”

“Yes, there’s so much more to choose from.” I
said in a perfect feminine voice.

“Two holes, three holes, how many?” The sales
girl asked. Before I could answer, Joann spoke for me.

“Three on each ear would be nice. But her
lobes are small so maybe two on each would be better.”

“Two hole in each ear yikes!” I thought.
Thank goodness Joann thought three to be too much.

“I could put one up off the lobe if you like.
Then she could always have a couple of studs in each ear in
addition to the dangling portion below. It’s very popular these
days. Some girls do two on the lobes and two going up the
sides.”

Uh oh. I could tell by the look in Joann’s
eyes that she was considering it.

“Just two in the lobes for now I think will
be fine. Right Michele?"

“Of course, thanks,” I replied, rolling my
eyes.

“Oh Michele, you have to quit that. You know
you’re enjoying this and want to go all the way! Come on, let’s get
this done!” Joann giggled like a little girl.

Having my ears pierced didn’t hurt as much as
I expected. The girl was quick and gentle. Joann picked out a
number of very pretty earrings for me. Since I only had so much
time until Halloween, I put real earrings in right away. The girl
said as long as I kept them clean, it shouldn’t be a problem
skipping the training earrings. I picked out a pair of dangling
pearl earrings that were very light for the first holes and gold
studs for the second holes. The pearls had a pink tinge and matched
my sweater well. The only problem was how to hide these holes in my
ears when I went to work. I started to get nervous.

“Joann? How am I supposed to hide these holes
when I go to work? What if someone notices them?” I whispered.

“Don’t worry. I have little plastic rods that
we can fit to the hole and cover them with makeup if you aren’t
wearing earrings. I don’t know when that will be though.” She
laughed after that last statement and I began to wonder if she
really meant it.

Next, we were off to a full size mall. There
Joann had me try on all sorts of clothes. She bought me new
underwear and shoes and a number of short skirts and dresses.
Everything was very sexy and revealing and showed off my new assets
well. I had to agree with Joann when she told me this wasn’t
torture, it was supposed to be fun. I didn’t totally hate it and I
was getting used to feeling excited by how my hips sway in the
heels and how my new boobs bounced when I walk. I understood why
Joann and her girlfriends loved shopping so much. Trying on a wide
variety of very sexy clothes felt so much better than picking out
another boring suit and tie.

Joann and I went to a steakhouse to relax and
eat dinner before we went back to the hotel. At the hotel Joann
picked out another sexy outfit for me and told me to get dressed
while she changed. I asked her where we were going but she just
said with a smile, “You’ll see soon enough my little sissy
princess!”

“Will you stop calling me sissy? It makes me
feel silly and prissy,” I pleaded.

“Oh sorry dear. What would you have me call
you Michele? Sissy just remind you of what consequences you face if
you disobey me.” Joann laughed and winked at me.

“You girls are all about feeling good and
having men make you feel desirable, right? Well sissy just doesn’t
do it for me. How about Gorgeous or Sexy or My Hot Slut? That’ll
make me feel like you want me,” I suggested as I flicked my hair
back, trying to flirt with her.

“You’re so silly, Gorgeous. Yeah, I
understand how women want their men to want them. I’ll save Sissy
for special occasions, okay you hot sexy slut? Ha! Ha!”

“Much better, thank you darling,” I agreed
and kissed her cheek lightly, not to mess up my lipstick.

“Let’s get you dressed Gorgeous. Clothes make
the woman, you know.”

Joann had me put on some black fishnet thigh
highs with black lace panties and a bra that just lifted and pushed
me up but left my nipples bare, just like the girl she met last
night. She chose black patent pumps with a thin gold 5” heel and an
ankle strap. Gosh, I could have gotten a nosebleed from them! They
felt wonderful on though. I loved the way the made me mince my
steps and the shape they gave my legs. Next was a black corset that
came up just under my breasts. She was sure to pull it in tight to
get my waist nipped down to 23 inches. The crush was familiar now
and very pleasant. I slipped on the very short, very tight black
miniskirt and topped it with a sheer black lace shirt that hugged
by breasts perfectly. A motorcycle style jacket that matched the
skirt finished the outfit. Thank goodness for the coat. You could
see right through the shirt!

“Where in the world are we going?” I cried as
Joann added some more eyeliner and mascara to my look. I watched in
the mirror. My long blonde locks fell over my shoulders yet my gold
dangly earrings were visible through the hair. How do women do it
with all this hair? I looked hot though, wow!

“If you don’t stop questioning me right now
I’ll take you to a church dressed this way!” she scolded.

Joann finished her makeup and looked
convincingly like a man. She said in her best man voice, “Come on
baby. Let’s go show you off, you whore!” Hmm, whore or sissy, which
is worse I thought.

We drove off and it wasn’t long before we
arrived at what was called a “Gentlemen’s Club.” I knew well what
that was. Joe paid our cover then sat me at a table in the middle
of the place. He left me to get drinks. Before he returned, I had
gotten three offers from men to buy me drinks. Joe had really set
me up this time. Fortunately, we were in the middle of the bar and
not in some dark corner.

“So missy, what do you think? Has Joe dressed
up his girl properly?” Joe asked in a masculine voice as he laughed
and clinked my glass in a toast.

“I think my outfit is great but I don’t feel
too comfortable in here. I think these guys want to take advantage
of me! I feel like they all think I’m some kind of whore or
something.”

Joann laughed. “Good. That’s exactly how I
want you to feel and if you don’t cooperate with me I’ll leave you
in a place like this dressed like you are with a blindfold on tied
face down to a bed in a back room, Sissy.”

“Okay okay I get the idea. Now can we go?” I
whimpered.

“Not yet. You have a job to do first. In
fact, you’re late in getting started. Drink your drink then go see
Phil at the bar. He’ll fill you in on the prices of the drinks and
give you your tray and cash box. You’re going to wait on tables
princess!”

“What?”

“You would maybe like the alternative?” Joe
asked.

“Of course not!” I said, almost in tears. Why
did Joe want to embarrass me like that?

“Okay then take off your coat and leave it
here so I can keep an eye on it for you and go see Phil.”

“Have you forgotten what I’m wearing under
this coat? I have that see through top on with the push up open
front bra!” I cried to Joe.

“Of course I know what you’re wearing. Don’t
you remember I picked out your clothes? You’ll see you’ll do well
on tips. Don’t worry. Now just go before Phil gets mad. If he
thinks you’re a woman, then so will everyone else. Remember to
swing your hips and take little steps in those shoes. You don’t
want to spill drinks all over one of your tipping customers!”

I took off my coat and tried not to appear
self-conscious as I walked up to the bar in my five inch heels. My
mincing steps made my hips sway nicely and I jiggled my firm globes
with their pointers moving back and forth. Phil looked at me and
said, “Your friend was right. You are a looker. You sure you don’t
want to dance like the other girls do?”

“No thanks Phil. I just want to wait on the
guys for now.” I said beautifully. Phil had no idea. This was good
and my hands stopped shaking a bit.

“Okay doll. Here is your stuff. The drink
prices are taped inside of the lid of the cash box on the tray. You
broads can never remember how much they are.” He scoffed as he
completed his remarks. He pinched my bottom as I turned to go.
Jerk, but something told me that wasn’t the last time that would
happen that night.

As I waited on the tables, Joe had some girls
do table dances for him. I watched as he toyed with them and made
them rub up against his manhood. His cock was visible all right,
its form showing right through his jeans. How realistic I thought.
Obviously, the dancers thought so too. I could tell by the way they
smiled at it with wide eyes and smiles, as if they were hungry for
it. Joann obviously has no issues with playing Joe and enjoyed
every minute of it. I saw her glance my way every couple of
minutes. That made me feel safe and protected. Is this how a woman
feels when she knows her man is there for her? What a secure
feeling. I’ll have to remember that if I ever get back to being
Joann’s husband again.

I was pinched into focus by another lovely
patron. Pinched again and again and again and slapped on the bottom
and even had a few cop a feel of my recent new assets on my chest.
Joe was right though, the tips were great. By the end of the night
I had made over three hundred dollars. "Gee, I could quit my day
job real easy on that kind of money," I thought. Oh no, I hope Joe
doesn’t start thinking that way!

When we got back to the hotel, Joe said I did
a wonderful job that night and all the guys there thought I was
super as a waitress. She suggested we celebrate my success and with
a couple drinks before bed. I agreed immediately since I was so
wound up and needed to calm down before I attempted to fall
asleep.

“Well my sissy princess, whoops, sorry, my
gorgeous princess, let’s loosen you up a bit so your man can take a
little advantage of you shall we? I know all the attention from
those guys tonight made you hot,” Joe said as he put his hand on
his crotch and moved it about. “There is something I’d like you to
learn how to do for me.”

I could say nothing other than, “Yes dear.”
We had a couple stiff drinks and I finally loosened up. Joe leaned
over and gave me a deep kiss as he rubbed my thigh through the
fishnet hose. He felt my new parts and moaned low and deep as he
kissed me. He took me over to the bed and asked me to get on my
hands and knees.

“Lean down on your elbows baby. It’ll be
easier for you that way,” Joe said as he took something out of his
pants. Now I know why that bulge was so realistic. The thing making
the bulge looked incredibly real. I continued to look over my
shoulder at Joe as he lifted my skirt and squeezed the cheeks of my
ass. I was surprised at her strength and roughness, but excited at
the same time. I felt the slickness of the lube on it as it pushed
against my tight hole. Joe was gentle and stroked my cock as he
kept pushing against my entrance. I could feel the thickness of the
head as it spread me and then finally made it past the opening. It
started to fill me as I relaxed around it. Joe stroked it in and
out, slowly at first, going deeper each time. The feeling of a cock
plunging in and out of me with Joe’s hands on my hips was
incredible. My cock was throbbing as he stroked deeper and deeper.
Before I knew it, he filled me up and rocked me forward and back as
he drove in, squeezing my hips. Joe’s pole felt incredible inside
me and I could tell he loved it too because he sped up and held my
waist tighter, forcing me to hang on to the side of the mattress to
keep from hitting my head on the headboard. He was getting ready to
cum.

“Oh baby! You are a hot little slut! Mmmm.
Feels good to have a cock pounding you doesn’t it!?”

“Oh Joe…It uh, ugh, Mmmm feels, uuugh
incredible.”

“Yeah my little sissy slut! I’m
coming!!!”

I felt Joe ram me hard and fast, dripping
sweat on my back. I came with a fury, all over the sheets beneath
me. Joe slid out slowly and I suddenly felt empty. Too bad he
didn’t last longer but I was fully satisfied and knew it wouldn’t
be long before he’d fill me again. We both thoroughly loved the
overwhelming feeling of these reverse roles. I wanted it again and
again!

Joe suddenly took my by the neck and moved my
face to where my cum stuck to the sheets.

“Lick that up Michele, a good slut wouldn’t
waste good cum.”

I did as I was told quickly. This was the
first time I tasted cum. It wasn’t as bad as I expected, knowing it
was produced by the pleasure Joe and I just shared.

The night ended with both of us in an embrace
dressed as we were. We didn’t stir until the morning.


Chapter 5 - What Will the Neighbors
Think?

 


We woke up in the same position from the
night before, my face sticking to the sheets where I came
profusely. We jumped out of bed and quickly undressed and showered,
giggling the whole time about the crazy night we shared.

I was about to put on my male clothes but
Joann stopped me and said, “Not yet Michele. We have all day.
Tomorrow you can go back to that stuff. Today we drive home and you
can relax and enjoy yourself dressed as a pretty princess all day.
If you’d like to.” Did I have a choice?

Why not I thought after a second of
contemplation. I won’t get to do this after Halloween is over
anyway so I might as well enjoy it while I can. “Okay sweetie. I
guess I could use a little more practice anyway. We gotta win this
thing!” I said as I gave her a big hug and kiss.

I picked out the honey blonde wig I wore the
first day and did my makeup. I put a pretty pink bow in the back to
hold the hair behind my ears. I put on the pearl dangle earrings
with the pink cast to them and the pearl studs in the other holes.
I repainted my toenails in the same shade of pink as the bow and my
lipstick. I redid my fingernails to match. I put on my pink corset
with built in shelf bra and Joann pulled it in tight. I now had a
34C-23 -32 figure. I topped it off with the pink, low cut, cashmere
sweater. It nicely showed off my cleavage. I slid into a silky pair
of suntan thigh highs with lace tops. The denim skirt I chose fit
tightly going over my hips then zipped up the back to hold my
sweater tucked in tightly at my waist. The sweater followed the
shape of my 34C’s well, proudly showing off my perpetually firm
nipples through the fabric of the sweater. I put on a long pearl
necklace and tied a knot in it so it would hang between my breasts.
Lastly, I put on a dainty pair of four-inch heels with open toes
and strap around the ankle. They were, of course, pink. I could see
three of my toes with the pink toenail polish showing through the
hose. Needless to say, by the time I finished I was quite aroused.
Fortunately, the denim skirt I wore had enough flare to it that my
excitement didn't show so we could leave.

“Are you about ready you little sis…hottie
you!?” Joann chided. She was dressed as a girl now too but not
quite as feminine as I was.

“Yep! Let’s go baby,” I replied as we took
our things to the car. “You know, this is getting pretty fun. I
feel so accomplished now that I can get dressed and do my makeup
myself now. There’s something to this girly stuff.”

“I know you like it, judging by the size of
your clit before you put your shirt over it!” Joann rubbed her hand
gently on my stockinged leg. Her gentleness pleased me.

As we rode in the car on the way home, I
couldn’t help luxuriating in the smell of my perfume and the
contrast of the hard denim on my thighs through the silky hose. The
softness of the cashmere sweater and the crush of the corset were
exhilarating. I crossed and recrossed my legs as we drove and
looked at my pretty feet and hands as if they were someone else’s.
The whole experience was absolutely overwhelming me. I held Joann’s
hand as I drifted off to sleep during the rest of the ride.

The next thing I knew we were in our
driveway. Joann was outside the car talking to our neighbor. Oh no,
now what do I do!

“Yes, that is Mike’s sister, Michele, in the
car. She does bear a resemblance to Mike I must say. They are very
close but she’s much prettier,” Joann said as I eavesdropped.

“She is looking to start a business out here
and will be staying with us on and off. Mike’s out of town right
now and won’t be back for a while anyway so I’m glad to have
Michele to keep me company.” Joann walked over to the car with our
neighbor and opened my door. I pretended to wake up and looked
right at him though he wasn’t looking in my eyes. He was checking
out my legs and of course, couldn’t get enough of my chest.
Men.

“This is Michele. Michele this is my neighbor
Dave,” Joann introduced us with a smile that warned me to remember
how I was dressed.

“Hi Michele. It sure is a pleasure to meet
you. I hope to see more of you around here,” Dave said in his
implying way.

“I’m sure you’ll see some more of me from
time to time Dave. It’s a pleasure to meet you too.” I said. I held
out my hand daintily for him to shake, or kiss, whatever he wanted
to do with it.

We went into the house and unpacked. It was
now about ten in the morning. I decided to take a nice, long bath.
Joann said she would pick out some clothes for me while I cleaned
up.

I filled the tub with bubble bath and a
soothingly scented bathwater additive. According to the bottle, the
additive should soften your skin, making it smooth and sensitive.
Perfect! It felt great to slide into the warm tub. I scrubbed my
skin well with a pink sponge and reshaved any areas that needed it.
I maintained the hint of hair I had at the top of my panty line and
of course, my head. It felt so wonderful being entirely smooth
after all these years of having hair everywhere. I guess I fell
asleep for a while because the next thing I knew Joann was waking
me. She urged me to get dressed in the bathroom because the house
was still a little cool. Of course, she laid out everything she
wanted me to wear.

I did my makeup the started to get dressed.
The hose that Joann had picked was sheer and suntan colored with
lace tops. The shoes were very dainty with five-inch heels and very
strappy. They were black and had a bow on the back of the ankle
strap. Very feminine and cute. I had a black satin corset with
matching shelf bra. There were no panties though. I guess she
forgot them. The authentic French maid’s dress had ruffles under
the skirt and a low cut top. It was in black satin with lace white
cuffs at the wrists and neck. I guess Joe wanted to play with the
maid today. Sounds good to me!

I put the dress on slowly so I could feel
myself against the ruffles under the skirt. It felt quite nice as I
moved. Looking in the mirror you could see no evidence of how
excited I actually was. Maybe I didn’t need those binding panties,
it felt good to be free of them. Thank goodness for ruffles! I tied
my hair back as a good maid would and spritzed perfume behind my
ears, on my wrists, and on my legs. I put on some long dangling
black and white earrings and a second set of shorter but similar
earrings in the second holes in each ear. They looked perfect. Now
that I was dressed, I stepped out of the bathroom.

“Well, well it’s about time Michele,” Joann
snarled. “Our guests have been waiting forever. Go in the kitchen
and get your tray and start serving these people!”

I quickly realized what Joann had planned for
the French maid outfit. I looked around the room as everyone else
looked back at me. I recognized our neighbor Dave and a few of
Joann’s girlfriends and their male partners. I even worked with a
couple of them! I shot into the kitchen and started to fill the
tray. Bill from work came right in after me. “Oh no!” I
thought.

“Hi Michele. My name is Bill. I work with
Mike. I didn’t know he had such a good looking sister.”

“Why thank you Bill,” I said, trying to hide
my shaking hands. “You are quite handsome yourself. I’d like to
talk a little but I need to serve the guests. Maybe later?”

“Sure!” he said as he opened the door for me
and patted my bum on the way out. I’m sure he won’t forget that
feeling since I didn’t have any panties on. I know I won’t forget
it. Why do men think they can just touch me, even with the slutty
outfit? I guess how a woman presents herself really contributes to
people’s perceptions of her. But I looked sexy and the attention
made me feel sexy. What is wrong with that? I sighed and began
serving our guests. I did feel sexy though, especially with all the
hungry eyes one me…and they weren’t hungry for what was on my tray.
Ah the power of a woman!

I made sure our guests were taken care of and
went back to the kitchen to straighten things up. Bill followed me
in again. He came up behind me and grabbed me around my waist. He
hugged me to him and pressed against my bottom. I could tell he was
a large man even if I didn’t know his height was six foot two. I
was surprised how his forward embrace suddenly excited me.

“Oh my!” I squealed. “Is that you Bill?”

He turned me around and gave me a kiss on the
lips. I pulled away a bit and stopped his hand before it could get
under my skirt. I guided his hand slowly around my waist where it
stayed as he moved his other hand to my bottom. I then managed to
undo his fly and take him in my hand. This way I was sure to have
control of what he would do with his hands. I sure as hell didn’t
want him wondering to my crotch!

As I worked him, he kissed me some more.
Fortunately, the kitchen door was closed and nobody saw our heated
scene. He started to push me down to my knees gently. I thought his
hands might be further from him discovering me so I let him move me
down. I still had him between my finger-nailed hands as my knees
touched the floor. I glanced at my hand adorned with long pink
mails gripping his hard member. How magnificent that looked.

“Why look at you Michele! I see you and Bill
are getting to know each other better,” Joann called out as she
snapped a picture with her camera.

“I’m glad I was carrying my camera around.
Now don’t stop you two. I’ll keep the door shut for you if I get to
watch. Or I could leave and print this picture out for everyone to
see.” Joann smiled as she manipulated Bill and me. She is something
else!

Bill just looked at me and shrugged. He
nudged me gently toward his member. I had no choice but to take him
between my pink lips. I quickly realized how smooth and warm it
felt and how clean it smelled. It felt electric as it slid against
the inside of my cheek and against the back of my throat. I saw a
flash again as I had my mouth full. I took my mouth away and turned
back to look. As I did, another flash went off.

“Don’t look at me missy, just keep it up.”
Joann instructed.

I went back to my work on Bill. It should be
work but for some reason, I was really enjoying the situation I was
stuck in. I had complete control of this big stud and was making
him practically beg. He was pushing my head against him as I
consumed his shaved shaft once again. He held me tightly as he
started to move forward and back, pumping between my lips. His
whole body twitched as I ran my tongue around his tip and flicked
at the hole. I rolled his hairless globes around in my left hand
while I stroked him with my right as my mouth went up and down his
pole. I sucked and squeezed his hot rod with my lips and hand.

It felt so good having him feeling so excited
by me! My cock was throbbing against the inside of my dress and I
could feel the ooze of my precum. I thought about how Bill’s cock
would feel inside of me even though he’d know my secret, or would
he?

I saw the flashes of the camera as Mike
grunted and squeezed my head hard. I felt him tense up and his cock
became rock hard as I ran my tongue in circles over it and pulled
on his balls while he fucked my face. I felt the pulse and throb of
his cum as it ran up his shaft, entered my mouth, and filled it up
with his juice. I had to decide quickly, swallow or choke. How can
women remained composed in this position? I drank it as quickly as
I could and actually enjoyed this reward for successfully thrilling
this stud. He looked down at me and wiped a bit of his cum from my
chin. He stood me up slowly, breathless.

“Wow Michele. You really know how to drain a
man. We have to keep seeing each other. Joann, can I have copies of
those photos?” Bill asked as he tried to catch his breath and
straighten his pants.

“Sure Bill. As long as Michele is a good
girl, we can be the only ones with a copy. I did get some good
shots, especially at the end. That little dribble really said it
all. Thank goodness for the zoom lens on this camera my husband
bought me. Now Princess, I want you to straighten up and get back
to our guests okay Gorgeous?”

“Of course Joann.” I said. My legs were like
jelly as I stood. My skin was tingling all over and my heart was
racing. I was so aroused I could hardly stand it. I had to get back
to work though, and serve our guests. My cock was throbbing under
my dress and flicking against the fabric. That and the feel of my
stockings pulling on my legs and my breasts bouncing were driving
me crazy!

“See you later Bill,” I chimed, waving
delicately.

“Of course,” he replied. “You don’t have much
of a choice do you honey.”

The party my husband/wife decided to throw
kept me busy until 9:00PM that night. I had enough. Fortunately,
the only thing I had to do was wait on people (except for what had
happened with Bill). Not that what happened with Bill wasn’t a
little exciting, because it was for some strange reason, but I was
just dog-tired from the weekend and all the excitement. I actually
couldn’t wait to go to work on Monday so I could rest.

“So princess, how did it feel to be a French
maid? A few of our guests would like you to work at their parties
too. Ha! Ha! You could probably make a living doing that!” Joann
said jokingly, I hoped.

“It wasn’t bad but I’m beat and I need to get
some rest for work tomorrow. Can I go clean up?” I begged.

“Of course dear. There is a nice teddy I’d
like you to wear to sleep and you can keep the corset on,” Joann
said as she led me to the bedroom. She pulled out the pink lace and
satin teddy for me. It was pretty but I really didn’t want to wear
the corset to sleep.

“Do I have to wear this stuff? Can’t I just
sleep like normal?” I whined in my most submissive sounding women’s
voice. It was so natural for me now I hoped I wouldn’t lapse into
it at work.

“Even though you are so cute when you whine
to me, I can’t let you. It’s only one more week until the party and
you need to get your waist down to 21” from your current 23” in
that corset. That is if you want to look sharp in your Halloween
outfit I'm buying. If you wear it every night and don’t eat any
fatty foods this week I bet you could get there. You do want to win
don’t you?”

I didn’t have much choice so I went along
with Joann. I put on the teddy, left my makeup and wig on, and fell
into bed. Joann was right behind me, and I mean right behind. She
said that her taking me like that helped her with her role and
would help me later too. I was past the point of arguing as I fell
quickly off to sleep after her thorough pummeling of my rear
entertainment center. Mmm.

When I woke the next morning, I washed off
all traces of the weekend’s transformations. I couldn’t change the
hair removal though. I was back in my normal, now boring underwear
and undershirt. I slipped my pants on and felt the silky skin of my
legs against the smooth cloth of my trousers. I better not pay too
much attention to that feeling or I’ll have to keep my coat on my
lap all day. My mundane shirt and tie finished off my work outfit.
The shirt felt rough against my nipples and I actually missed the
weight of my breast forms.

OOPS! As I inspected myself, I noticed the
earrings dangling from my ears. I took them out but the holes
didn’t go away. Two holes in each ear nonetheless. Then I
remembered how Joann had said she had some little plastic rods to
put in them and cover them with makeup. I went to the kitchen and
asked Joann.

“Oh yeah. I almost forgot,” Joann said as she
strode down the hall in her suit and heels. Her skirt was swishing
against her hose as she walked. I remembered that feeling fondly
from this weekend and I was almost sad it was gone for now.

Joann put little plastic rods in the holes in
my pierced ears and then applied some makeup.

“There. You’d never know you had two holes in
each of your earlobes. They seem to be healing very well too. I
don’t think you’ll have any problem with them. Just make sure you
don’t rub your ears too much or you’ll wipe the makeup right off.
Better take the makeup to touch them up throughout the day.” Joann
gave me a peck on the lips and smiled. Then as she looked at me she
said, “Now come straight home after work and we can have some more
fun and practice tonight. In fact, we will have it every night this
week until the party on Friday. That is unless you don’t think
you’re capable of it!”

“Of course I am!” I sounded off. “Sounds just
peachy! Have a good day sweetie. I’ll see you later!” I said as I
kissed her back. “I love you baby.”

“I love you too my little princess!” She was
out the door, giggling all the way to her car.


Chapter 6 - Work

 


I was a little nervous on my way to work,
double-checking my ears to be sure they were hidden and looking at
my eyes and lips for any traces of makeup. I didn’t see any traces
so I soon settled down for the drive. Then I remembered what
happened with Bill last night and hoped he didn’t know who Michele
really was. Well if he did, I’m sure I’ll find out about it. Then
again, if he did he might be a little embarrassed to let anyone
know what he did with another man, a cute pretty one in a French
maid’s outfit at that. One that really knew how to make him feel
good (Yeesh!! I can’t believe I’m thinking this!), but a guy
nonetheless. There were pictures too and I was the least
recognizable one in the photo. Well, I guess our risks were the
same so I stopped worrying about it. Another week and this whole
escapade will be over anyway.

When I walked into the office, I saw Bill at
the coffee maker. He was talking with a couple of the other guys. I
went and hung up my coat in my office, grabbed my cup, and went
back to the coffee maker for a fresh cup. I really wanted to hear
if Bill was saying anything about me, Michele, I mean. I heard him
still talking just a couple of feet from me.

“Oh man you should have seen this girl. She
was gorgeous! Just the right height for me and dressed in a French
maid’s outfit serving drinks. She has a great mouth and lips too
and really knows how to use them. I have to see Mike when he gets
here. Mike’s wife said that this girl, Michele, was Mike’s
sister.”

Just then, I put my hand on Bill’s shoulder.
“Like my Seester do you?”

“Oh, hi Mike. Yea she seems very nice. I
wanted to ask you if you thought you could set me up to go out with
her. Hey, how was your trip? You get in late last night?” Mike
asked sincerely. There wasn’t a hint of recognition of me being
Michele. However, he must have known I heard his comments about how
good she was last night. If he believed she really was my sister
then why would he have wanted me to hear it?

“I might be able to arrange it sometime Bill.
She stays pretty busy though,” I replied as I watched Bill smile
before he said, “Great!” I knew my buddy would help me out! See you
at the ten o’clock meeting bud. Want a beer after work? I’ll
treat.”

“No thanks Bill maybe some other night. I
need to help Michele with some things tonight and the rest of the
week too. Maybe some other time okay?”

“Sure Mike,” Bill said as he strode down the
hall to his office.

The ten o’clock meeting was uneventful and
Bill seemed to have no knowledge of me as Michele so far. After the
meeting, he slipped once and called me Mich before quickly
correcting himself after the meeting. It didn’t seem much though.
He probably couldn’t get her off his mind, especially after seeing
me for the last hour. I went back to my office and tried to focus
on getting some work done.

I went through my e-mail, phone mail, paper
mail, and my to-do list, but I couldn’t seem to find something to
work on that would hold my interest. Every time I’d get the least
bit involved in something, I’d cross my legs and end up feeling the
smooth shaved feel of them and I’d start thinking about the
weekend. I was all tingly inside and felt a buzzing in my groin. I
had to go for a walk to clear my head but every woman caught my
eye. I checked out how they walked, if their clothes matched or
not, how much make up they were wearing, and most importantly,
their mannerisms. I was obsessed with this thing and it had better
end this week or I’m afraid I’ll never get any work done.
Fortunately, this week would be it. I did have three weeks of
vacation left, not counting holidays and could take some time off
if I wanted. Hmmm, maybe I will if this keeps happening. Then when
it’s over this weekend, I can get back to normal. It was only
Monday though so I had to get something done so I can take some
time off!!

Back in my office, I now had a reason to
focus. If I were to take time off, I had to get certain things done
first. I reprioritized my list and started at it with a passion. By
the end of the day, I was almost ready for my vacation to
Michele-land. Maybe half a day tomorrow and I’d be there. I left
work feeling accomplished and satisfied that I’d soon be able to
enjoy a few days respite. I called Joann and she was so happy to
hear I would be home all week to practice.


Chapter 7 - Winners Go To Dinner, Plus

 


I got home earlier than normal not wanting to
be late for whatever “fun” Joann had planned. When I got in the
door, Joann had already changed into Joe and at first, I was trying
to figure out who the guy at the kitchen table was. She was getting
better at it all the time.

Joe demanded, “Go get dressed babe. We’re
going out for dinner. I have your clothes on the bed as usual”

Joe was dressed in a dark charcoal pinstriped
suit and tie and was quite handsome looking. I couldn’t wait to see
what was in store for me. I had to register my protest though.

“Do we have to do this some more? I thought
we were to have fun tonight?” I said in my male voice as powerfully
as possible.

“Of course we do. Are you a winner or a
loser? I never knew you to ever have anyone outdo you at anything
and neither have I. If you want to be perfect at the party then
let’s get practicing,” Joe commanded.

“Yes sir!” I chirped femininely. Joe smiled
at that and off I went.

I was pretty fast at getting ready now,
surprisingly. Time flew as I shaved, showered, applied my
fingernails (thanks goodness my toenails were still painted from
the weekend), makeup, hair, breasts, and dressing in the clothes
Joann left me. It only took me an hour that time. I don’t know why
woman take so long to get ready! This was a snap!

The outfit was very conservative except for
the neckline and the hem. The skirt was 15” long and had a matching
coat that was fitted to my waist and flared over my hips. What a
shape it gave me! The color matched Joe’s. The blouse was a silky
cream satin one with embroidery on the cuffs and collar. The
buttons stopped right at the breastbone showing my cleavage nicely.
The false breasts Joann bought me sure were convincing. The tips
showed nicely through the sheer black lace bra and left a bump on
the blouse when the coat was open.

The shoes were four-inch heels with open toes
and straps around the ankle. Joann had put out two sets of
earrings. One set for my second holes was cream colored pearls that
matched the blouse perfectly. The other set for the first holes was
the same pearl but a series of them dangling down about one and a
half inches. I put them in quite easily, pushing out the plastic
rods from the day. I even enjoyed doing it. Maybe a third wouldn’t
be so bad. The two earrings sure did look pretty on my ears.

I looked in the full-length mirror and I must
say I was a knockout! My waist was pulled in to 23 inches with the
corset, my breasts were perky 34Cs, and my legs were clad in silky
suntan thigh highs, ending with my dainty, tall shoes. I had a
luscious mane of honey colored hair put back behind my ears with
pearl decorated combs. I spritzed on some perfume on my wrists and
touched some behind my ears. One more spritz on my thighs beneath
the skirt and I was satisfied. “Yes! I will win that contest for
sure or my name’s not Michele, uh Mike!” I said to myself with a
proud smile. I clicked down the hall and presented myself to
Joe.

“You look great, like a beautiful woman. I
think you deserve to be treated like a true lady tonight and I’ll
be your handsome prince. Let’s do dinner then a little nightclub
action for a couple of drinks and then home. How does that sound?”
Joe asked.

“I think it’s great of you to do all this
planning and arranging. I really like that part of it. I hate doing
all that when we go out. It’s kind of nice having everything set up
and all the choices made for you. At least for a change. I promise
to try my best to be the perfect girl for you my sweet prince.”

“Wonderful! Let’s go!” Joe said as he held
the door for me. On my way past, I felt his hand softly caress my
silken valley as if hinting to me how the night would end. My thong
let my skin feel the caress through the lining of the skirt. I
moaned and glanced back at him, winking flirtatiously. Mmm, this
was very nice!

Once in the car I again reveled at the
sensations. The feel of the leather seats. The cool air from the
heater changing to warm air on my legs as we drove. The smell of my
perfume as my wrist passed my face to adjust my hair, the subtle
crush of the corset. Thank goodness for the snug thong panties to
keep me looking like a girl and not giving away the excitement I
felt.

Joe held my hand once we were on the freeway.
It wasn’t a long ride, only about fifteen minutes. When we got to
our destination, I couldn’t believe my eyes. This wasn’t some kinky
dark bar or singles club. This was a high-class gourmet restaurant
where all the “normal” conservative people went to eat and be seen.
If we passed in here, we could pull it off anywhere.

Joe let me pass ahead of him as the doorman
held the door. When we got inside the maître d asked Joe if we had
reservations. Joe said yes and told him our last name.

“Right this way Sir and Madame,” he said
after crossing our names off in his book. He led us to the perfect
table. It was in the corner by the fireplace with a view of the
city through the window. The maître d held my chair and slid it
under me as I smoothed my skirt under me to sit down.

“Would you like to see the wine list first
sir?” he asked Joe.

“Of course,” Joe replied.

So far so good. No unusual reactions or
expressions. I think we made it past this first test. Joe picked
out a Pinot Noir and handed the list back to the waiter.

“Nice choice Joe,” I said. “I was thinking a nice fat steak and
some Pinot Noir would be nice.”

“Not a chance dear. Have you forgotten you
are on a diet? I just thought it would be a pleasant wine to sip on
while we wait for the rest of our party to arrive. We can get a
white later to go with your fish and salad,” Joe said matter of
factly.

“Uh, um, rest of our party?” I squeaked.

“Why yes dear didn’t I tell you? Oh, I must
have forgotten to. Don’t worry. They already know what we’re up to
and they liked the idea. Dave couldn’t believe you were Michele
when I told him. He thought the reversal for Halloween was a great
idea and he agreed to help.”

“Dave? Our neighbor Dave? What do you mean
you told him? How could you do that? What if he tells someone else?
Oh my god Joe you’ve gone too far now. Let’s go home please!” I
whimpered.

“No we aren’t going home. Unless of course
you would rather I tell Bill?”

“Bill? Oh no please not Bill. Okay, I’ll
stay.” I obviously had little choice in the matter. She was so
conniving.

“Good, because for the act to work you need
to have a taller groom than me so you could show off in your high
heels. I’m not tall enough for that since I can’t wear my high
heels too. Dave is a good height for you. I myself want a shorter
bride than you and Dave said he had a good friend that would love
to help. So that is who we’re meeting tonight. Don’t be afraid
sweetie. They know what’s going on and love the idea.”

“Okay Joe. I guess if that’s you want it’s
okay. So I’m going to be Dave’s bride?”

“Yup. Hey babe here they come now.”

Coming toward our table was Dave and his
friend. She was very cute and petite. I was jealous. She was about
five foot even with her four-inch heels on. She had a short,
layered bob that was blonde with lighter blonde highlights. I
guessed her measurements to be about 32C-19-32. Her shoes couldn’t
have been more than a size 5 and showed her tiny painted toes
through the open toe. She walked daintily in her beige wool skirt
suit, her breasts bouncing firmly with each tiny step.

Dave looked great too. He was in a dark
double-breasted suit showing off his six foot two 185-pound build.
His blonde hair contrasting well with the dark suit.

“Hi guys! How ya doing? Michele, I couldn’t
believe Joe when she uh, he told me what you guys were doing. I
think it’s great and you’re incredible! I like you better this way
than as Mike. I mean Mike never got me excited like you did that
day,” Dave laughed as he held his girlfriend’s chair and then
introduced her to us.

“Michele this is my friend Chris. Chris this
is Mike, I mean Michele. You already know Joe.”

“Oh my God. I can’t believe my eyes. You are
wonderful Michele. This is going to work beautifully. Joe, you look
as handsome as any man I ever met. I can’t wait to be your bride. I
certainly hope we get to go on a honeymoon!” Chris squeaked
invitingly.

“Hey that sounds like fun. We could do that
for a whole week on vacation. A cruise or something.” Dave added
jokingly, I hoped.

“First things first folks,” Joe said. “You
need to get to know each other so we can dance and move like we’re
married. You also need to be able to call each other by the correct
gender names. I hope that we get there by the weekend. I hear the
prize kitty is up to fifteen thousand dollars now. There’s 200
people each paying 200 dollars for it and they say they usually get
a lot more to sign up in the last week. Last year there were around
500 people there. At seventy-five dollars each toward the prize
money that’s thirty seven thousand five hundred dollars! So I think
we really need to be perfect to win. Not to mention the additional
money we could get at the auction after the contest.”

“Auction?” I asked, almost choking on my
wine.

“Yes Michele, the auction. That’s where the
people in costumes are auctioned off at the end of the night to
those who would like to take them for a day in their costumes. They
could have them at a party at their house or take them to work for
the day or whatever they’d like. That usually brings a pretty penny
too for the good costumes,” Joe explained. “Don’t worry sweetie,
you’ll do fine.”

I sipped my wine and watched as my lovely
pink finger nailed handpicked the glass up and raised it to my
lips. I crossed my legs beneath the table and relished the feel of
the smooth suntan thigh highs as they slid past one another.
Throughout dinner, we had very candid and energetic conversation,
and by dessert, we knew each other very well. Of course, I passed
on dessert though because of my new goal. After Joe paid the check,
we left the restaurant to go to a nightclub. Dave took my hand and
Chris took Joe’s as walked to the door.

“I’ll drive Michele and you take Chris. Okay
Joe?” Dave asked.

“Great idea buddy! We need to start thinking
that way.”

Dave beamed at me and led me to his car. He
opened my door and held it as I slid onto his seat and pulled my
legs into the car. He went around and got in his side.

“Don’t be embarrassed Mike uh Michele. I’m
not. I’m actually going to enjoy this. I’m proud to be seen with
someone who looks as good as you do as a girl. There aren’t many
real women who could outshine you. If you’re worried that I might
think less of you, you’re wrong. I still think you’re a great
neighbor and friend and the fact that you can play two roles so
well just means you’re very talented and flexible. So relax and
have fun with it Michele,” Dave said as he took my hand in his and
winked at me.

“Thanks Dave. I needed that. I feel better
having someone else who knows about it too. I felt funny with just
Joe knowing. Now I know I can still have you as a friend and not
have to hide this from you. Oh well, it’s all going to be over in a
week anyway so I guess it’s not that bad. I have to tell you that I
am enjoying this quite a bit, even more than I expected. Girls have
it made when it comes to feeling sexy and pretty. Their clothes and
makeup and jewelry all combine for a very exciting feel. Yeah, I
give Joe a hard time about all this but I’m actually grateful to
her for showing me the other side.”

Dave looked at me with a questioning gaze and
said, “If it’s so pleasant then it doesn’t have to end in a week.
You could still do it whenever you wanted to after that, couldn’t
you? I don’t think Joe would mind and I would miss Michele if she
wasn’t around for a while.”

I thought for a minute then smiled. “I guess
I could from time to time. I don’t want to think about it now
though. Let’s enjoy ourselves. I want to revel in these feelings
tonight. It’ll be easier with you and Chris around. Thanks for the
reassurance and support.”

We arrived at the club ahead of Joe and
Chris. Dave got us a booth in the corner facing the dance floor. He
had me slip in first the slid in alongside me. When the waitress
came over, he ordered us some drinks. A Martini for him and a Long
Island Iced Tea for me. Joann was great in her man role, but it was
very exciting having a real man take charge naturally.

“I assumed you wanted a Long Island Michele.
OK?” Dave asked before the waitress left.

“Yes Dave, that would be perfect,” I heard
myself say in my now polished feminine voice.

Joe and Chris arrived and came over to the
booth. Chris slid in alongside of me then Joe slid in next to her.
I could feel Chris’s leg touch mine as she crossed her legs beneath
the table. I automatically slid over toward Dave a little more to
give her some room. Dave put his arm around me and pulled me closer
so I could now feel his thigh against mine.

“Don’t worry Michele, I won’t bite you.” Dave
said as he put his hand on my thigh.

“Why don’t we dance Dave?” I asked.

“Sure cutie,” he replied as he took my hand
and led me to the dance floor. I hadn’t really done enough dancing
in heels yet and it felt a little unusual at first. After about a
third of the dance through and watching some of the other girls
dance, I had what I thought to be a fairly nice set of motions to
use. Dave nodded his approval as we went along. Then a slow dance
came on. Dave pulled me close to him and led me well. He was so
strong compared to my feminine form. From the press of my hip
against him I could tell Dave was enjoying this a little more than
I hoped. He held me tightly and pushed himself against me. The more
we danced, the less it bothered me though. It was quite flattering
and proof of how convincing my transformation really was.

We finished dancing. As we sat, I watched Joe
and Chris as they danced and was sure we would win the prize at the
party. Since it was a work night, we didn’t stay much longer. Dave
drove me home and Joe took Chris home. When we got back, Dave asked
if he could come in for a minute and check out the rest of my
wardrobe.

“I guess so. Joe got quite a few outfits me.
Come on and I’ll get you a beer,” I said.

We started in the bedroom. Dave sipped his
beer as I showed him all the outfits Joe bought for me. He just sat
and watched like a horny teenage boy. I pulled out the waitress one
and held it up to me to pose. Dave stood up and walked over to me
with wide eyes.

“I’d really like to see you in this one some
time!”

“Well maybe I’ll model it for you some time,”
I said jokingly as I pushed him on his chest. Just then, he pulled
me toward him and gave me a deep kiss on the lips. I could feel his
excitement touching me as he held my bottom and pushed himself
against me. I lost my balance and we fell on the bed, laughing.
Dave continued to kiss me and run his hands over my bottom and up
and down my thighs. I pulled away a little and said, “You better
get going. We both need to work tomorrow.”

Dave reluctantly took the hint, got up, and
said, “I guess your right princess. Thanks for the beer. I’ll see
you soon I hope?”

“Yep, tomorrow we can do something after work
if you want. I’m sure Joe won’t mind. She’s out to win this thing
and wants us to act married, right?” I replied.

With that, Dave kissed me goodbye and left.
Joe showed up about an hour later. I had gotten ready for bed
already, keeping my corset on as Joe had requested. We made love
for a good hour. Joe made sure to give my bottom a good piercing
for some time. I loved the feeling now that I was used to it and
somewhat stretched from the all the practice with Joe. I loved
feeling him cum while he was inside me but couldn’t help but wonder
what it would feel like to be penetrated by a real cock. I guess
this idea wasn’t too bad since it has made our lives more
interesting and definitely more exciting. I fell off to a deep
sleep and before I knew it, the alarm was ringing.


Chapter 8 - Getting Into the Role

 


The morning went fast. I had only a few
things to do at work before I was gone to enjoy the rest of the
week. I didn’t look at the clock until eleven am. I was done and
ready to see what the rest of the week will bring. I went home and
ate lunch while I contemplated what to do next. A good set of
permanent nails would be the perfect first step. Since I didn’t
have to go to work and it would be nice not having to mess with the
stick on ones, I decided to go right away. For thirty-five grand, I
could invest a little more in my appearance. Joe’s going to love
this.

I shaved again and did my makeup. A pretty
face stared back at me from the mirror as I put on the honey
colored real hair wig. I let it fall over my shoulders this time. I
put on two pairs of pearl earrings with the pink cast to them. The
pair in my first holes swung from each lobe. The slight pain from
the piercing somehow reminded me of the pleasure I felt doing this.
They continued to heal well.

I went to the bedroom and put on my breasts
with the adhesive then touched them up with some makeup on the
seams where they met my skin. I put on my corset and a push up
half-cup bra in pink to match the corset. My nipples peeked out
above the edge of the bra as if to say hi. I topped myself off with
the pink v-cut cashmere sweater, my nipple outline showing slightly
through the material. I slid on a pair of suntan thigh highs and a
pink Lycra thong. I put on some black three-inch pumps and a denim
skirt. One last look in the mirror and I was off.

I put on the watch I forgot and the pearl
necklace that settled between my breasts. I picked up my black
leather purse and put some lipstick, perfume, and money in it along
with my other things. I spritzed on the perfume and was on my
way.

I slid into the driver’s seat and went
through the experience of driving in heels for the first time. It
felt rather sexy for some reason. I looked at my colorless nails
and couldn’t wait to get them done. Being Tuesday afternoon, there
was very little traffic so I got to the mall quickly. A few guys
turned their heads to check me out while we waited at the red
lights. One even winked. Those compliments assured me there was no
problem with my appearance today. That made me feel very
comfortable and exited to go into the mall on my own, as
Michele.

I heard my shoes click down the aisle in the
mall as I made my way to the salon. What a feminine sound.

The girl at the front desk asked, “May I
help you?”

“Yes, I’d like to get my nails done. This is
actually my first time. Do you have any different kinds to choose
from?” I said convincingly in my feminine voice.

“Of course,” she said as she led me to a
table with a seat on each side.

“Have a seat. Cheryl will be with you in a
minute.”

Cheryl came over from the other side of the
room. She was a knockout with long blonde hair and beautiful firm
bouncing breasts. About five foot eight in her four-inch heels and
short black wool skirt and white sheer blouse. Her nails were about
an inch longer than her fingers and done in a bright red. They made
her hands look dainty, thin, and very feminine. I knew at once what
I wanted.

“Hi Cheryl. I’m Michele,” I said as she sat
across from me. “I’d like a set of nails just like yours. Your
hands look so feminine and sexy, if you don’t mind me saying
so.”

“Why thank you, I never mind compliments,
especially from beautiful women like you!” She actually made me
blush.

“Oh, you make me blush!”

“Come one sweetie, I’m sure a girl like you
gets plenty of compliments. But I bet you do the blushing thing
with all the guys, huh? Ha! Ha! It gets them every time doesn’t
it.” She smiled and I continued to blush, obviously
embarrassed.

“Sorry Michele. Didn’t mean to embarrass you,
just girl talk, ya know. Now, you want nails just like these huh?
You know they will take some getting used to. I’ll show you after
we’re done though how to pick things up with them.”

“Yes, please, just like yours. Long with
square tips. Can you paint them with this pink pearl color?” I said
as I held up the bottle.

“No problem!” Cheryl said as she took my hand
in hers and started the process. We talked as she worked. We talked
about her boyfriend and sales at the mall and the weather and a
number of other things. It was a very pleasant experience having
her hold my hands and work on them. Watching them transform into
lovely woman’s fingers was a delight. When we were all done, I gave
her a nice tip and went off to walk in the mall. I still had a
couple of hours before Joann would be home so I figured I’d look
around.

I ended up buying a lot of stuff. I don’t
know what came over me but I think it’s what happens to all women
when the go shopping. I lost control but there were so many great
things on sale! I bought new panties and matching bras, a couple of
garter belts, a few pair of thigh highs in different colors with
lace tops, a blonde pageboy wig, and a long blonde wig. Then I
bought some women’s jeans and a couple of skirts – a wool skirt and
a suede skirt, both about fifteen inches long. Also, I bought a
black ruffled western dress like they wear for square dancing that
was very short and stood out from the ruffles beneath and a black
leather skirt that went to about three inches above the knee. I
wore the black one out of the store and loved how the leather felt
on my body. In my delight, I almost passed the shoe store on my way
out! I was looking in the window when a salesman came out.

“These boots would go real well with that
skirt ma'am. Why don’t you come in and try them on,” he suggested
as he smiled, holding up a pair of knee high black leather boots
with a four-inch heel. They zippered up the side for a snug
fit.

“Oh what the hell. I’ve spent so much already
what difference would it make if I bought those,” I said as I went
into the store. He measured my stockinged foot and returned with a
pair. He gently held my calf in his hand as he slipped on the
boot.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

“That felt nice. Can you put the other one
on?” I replied. This time he massaged my foot and leg before
slipping my foot into the boot. When he zipped them up he slid his
hand up a ways onto my thigh.

I stood in them and told him I’d take them.
Then I noticed some casual boots for jeans with a low boot style
and three-inch heels. Then I noticed a pair to match my black suede
skirt too. Then there was a pair of white string ones with a
dangerously high five-inch heel and straps wrapping around the
ankle. I ended up getting a black pair too just like the white
ones. Lastly, I saw some cute open back mules I couldn’t live
without. The salesman helped me try every pair on and helped
himself to my legs and thighs. I was quite aroused by all the
tender touching. I’m getting quite used to this attention now. Men
enjoy giving it and I thoroughly enjoy receiving it!

“I better help you get these things to your
car. I don’t think you could carry everything if I don’t,” he
said.

“Oh thank you so much. I’ll die walking back
and forth if you don’t. Shopping is so taxing on a woman’s legs and
feet, although your massages helped a lot. I hope it’s not too much
trouble,” I replied.

He took my shoe mountain and carried it out
to the car walking behind me.

“I hope you don’t mind my forwardness but
life is short. Are you married?” he asked in a surprisingly
innocent tone, after his very bold shoe selling techniques.

“Yes, and happily.” I replied hesitantly.

“Oh that’s too bad. I would have liked to ask
you out.”

‘‘That is too bad but thank you for the
compliment,” I replied with a grateful smile. "I would like to have
gone out with you,” I said as I looked him in the eyes. He smiled
and gave me a kiss on the cheek and said thanks for coming over and
to come back soon. I told him he can bet I’ll be back since this
was the best shoe store in town.

As the salesman helped me fit my purchases
into the trunk, I stepped back and couldn’t believe what I just
did. When I looked at the trunk I filled, I had to laugh. I think I
bought half the mall! I thought women only shopped like this when
they had PMS! I guess there’s more to it than hormones. It’s just
plain fun and relieves so much tension while the excitement of
wearing everything builds. I got in the car and headed home.

Joann wasn’t home yet so I decided to try on
one of my new outfits. I chose the black western dress. It had a
low cut front with ruffled edges and puffy sleeves with ruffles at
the wrist. I took off my thong and put on some black satin and lace
panties. It looked sort of silly, like I was heading out for the
big square dancing competition but the feeling was exquisite. I was
fully erect against the satin and lace. I didn’t show because the
ruffles under the skirt were so full. Mmmm, I was going to like
this dress.

I took the western theme off and changed into
a black corset and bra that matched the panties. I put on the long
blonde wig and put a bow in the back to hold a ponytail. I put two
pairs of gold hoop earrings. Then I put on my new black strappy
shoes with the ankle strap and five-inch heels. When I looked in
the mirror, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I would love to do it to
me. I lifted my skirt and put my newly finger nailed hand around
myself. The way the nails curved off my fingertips made it look
like a gorgeous blonde was holding on to me. Ha! She was I thought.
I stroked myself to the edge and had to stop. No cuming without
Joann. I stopped and lowered my skirt and blew myself a kiss in the
mirror as I left the room to get dinner ready.

“Wow look at you!” Joann said as she
approached me and gave me a hug. “You’ve been shopping, haven’t
you? Bad girl!” That was Mike’s line when Joann went on a shopping
spree. It was funny hearing my words come out of her mouth. When I
said that, it usually prompted her to model all her new clothes and
suck my cock to make me forget all the money she spent. Hmm, what
an idea!

“Yea, you won’t believe how much stuff I got.
I couldn’t help myself. I was just going to get my nails done then
when I started shopping I couldn’t stop. I’ll have to model
everything for you like you do for Mike when you go crazy at the
mall.”

“Your nails look great!” Joann said. “You are
turning into the cutest sissy, um I mean HOT SLUT, I could ever
have wanted. I’m glad you had such fun shopping. That deserves a
reward!”

With that, she dropped down to her knees and
lifted my skirt. She took me between her lips and ran her tongue
around my head. She took me all the way in then back out again and
again until I was ready to let go. Then she stopped and stood up
seductively.

“Why did you stop?” I pleaded.

“Because I don’t want you to release till the
party is over. I want you to be as horny as possible to keep you at
your sissy best. If we can get you to the edge but not all the way
for the next few days, you’ll be so sensual at the party there
won’t be a chance that we’ll lose. Your sensuality will show
through just like it is now. Now I’m going to get some Chinese
delivered and get Dave and Chris over here.”


Chapter 9 - Fill Me Up!

 


Joann made the phone calls then quickly
changed into Joe for the night. We all ate supper together and had
a few drinks. I was sitting on the couch by Dave while Chris and
Joe were seated together on the recliner. Joe was massaging Chris’s
leg through her black thigh highs under her white leather
miniskirt. Chris was obviously enjoying it. It was then that Dave
decided he should do the same for me. He caressed me slowly and
kissed me deeply, every inch of me excited. Joe spoke up.

“Dave, don’t let the sissy come okay? I want
her to be really hot for the party. You can but she can’t.”

This time I didn’t mind when Joe called me
sissy. I felt like a sissy girl when Dave touched me and kissed me
like a real woman. His touch was strong, yet gentle, and excited
every part of me. I felt powerful but submissive at the same time.
Finally, I understand now how some women become so excited when
given the least bit of attention.

“No problem Joe,” he moaned.

Dave unzipped his jeans and took them off. He
unbuttoned his denim shirt and I could see his prominent display
clearly through his black Lycra thong underpants. He took my long
finger nailed hand and put it around his beautiful cock. It felt
hot and ready for business. Dave continued to rub my thighs and
caress my breasts as we kissed and I worked his member.

I looked at Joe and Chris and saw Joe’s cock
between Chris’s soft lips. Joe rolled Chris over on the floor,
pushed her legs back until her heels were next to her ears, and
entered her with ferocity. He pounded hard while Chris writhed
underneath him as she clutched Joe’s bottom. She wanted him to go
deeper and deeper. Her black stockinged legs were spread wide with
her leather skirt bunched up at her waist. Her white five inch
heels were pulsating back and forth by Joes head with each thrust.
Chris suddenly looked over at Dave and I and called out to me.

“Hey little sissy bitch, come here,” she
growled.

Dave and I let go of each other and I crawled
over to where they were on the floor.

“Let me taste what a sissy tastes like,” she
said as I knelt over her. I knelt lower so she could take me into
her mouth while Joe penetrated her faster and faster. It was
exquisite to watch my wife do this to this lovely creature while
she took me in her mouth. My panties were under my globes. She used
her hand and mouth as my cock went in and out of her soft wet
mouth. I felt the moans in her throat as she sucked me in deeper.
Every now and then, I would slip out when Joe pumped too hard and
Chris would get pushed across the floor a little.

I felt a hand on my bottom now as Dave lifted
my skirt out of the way and nuzzled up behind me. He took some lube
from the coffee table and massaged it into me. The cool slickness
of it enticed me. I felt a push that forced me to into Chris’s
mouth deeper. I could feel the back of her throat as she took me
all the way in. Ugh, how tight her throat was around my head. Dave
was now all the way into me and started to thrust right away. I was
so excited from the action I didn’t even need time to relax around
his hardness. Dave set the pace in which Chris sucked. Chris was
being pummeled from all sides now.

The feel of the male power as it drove at
both Chris and I was exhilarating!! This is what being a sissy girl
was all about! I didn’t fully comprehend it until this moment. The
passion and the drive!! The simple role of mine to be a focus for
their pleasure and their efforts!!!

I was getting gravely close to culminating
this event for me when Dave pulled out and Chris forced me out of
her.

“No you don’t you little sissy! Not till this
weekend!” she yelled, panting from Joe’s driving.

Dave picked me up off the floor and went to
the bathroom to wash himself off. I pulled my panties back up
around the excited throbbing element of a passion center and sat on
the sofa watching Chris and Joe. Chris had released with a wild
cowling scream but Joe was still hot. He came over to me and said,
“Now it’s your turn sis.” Oh yeah I thought!

Joe stood me up and had me kneel on all fours
on the coffee table. He put pillows under my knees. When Dave came
out, he saw Joe spearing my bottom and positioned himself in front
of me.

“Take this between those pretty lips
Michele...Please?”

I hungrily took his cock into my hot mouth.
He grabbed the back of my blonde head and pounded my face. He would
go deep into my throat every couple of thrusts as Joe got in time
and they both pushed me toward each other. I could feel myself
against the ruffles of my dress. The sensation told me I couldn’t
last much longer. Dave and Joe moaned simultaneously but it was
Dave’s hot rod that gushed nine times down my throat. I struggled
to swallow it all but he pulled it out and shot it in my hair and
on my face. The two of them kissed me on the face. Dave grabbed my
chin and inspected my face. He cleaned his cum off me with his
finger and fed it to me. I sucked his finger as I had sucked his
cock while my cock throbbed against my dress, aching to cum.

I didn’t bother cleaning up. The feeling of
Dave’s juices drying on my face was electrifying and kept me
hornier than ever. Everyone was relaxing with a drink enjoying the
aftermath of the pleasure. I was wound up like a clock, my left leg
jiggling as I crossed it over my right knee. We sat around for a
while, smiling and giggling and glowing in the pleasure we just
shared. After we were spent, we went to bed in our newly formed
married couples, Joe and Chris in our room and Dave and I in the
spare room. I had a tough time falling asleep though, being so
aroused but finally drifted off with raging hard on and a satisfied
smile. I couldn’t imagine what would happen over the next few days.
I certainly wasn’t going to be a “Virgin” bride this weekend.


Chapter 10 – Shopping, More Shopping and
Mmm…

 


It was Wednesday morning and Joann was
getting ready to go to work. I made her a nice breakfast since I
had the whole day, which we sat down and ate together, never once
ceasing to smile. This experience really brought us closer and in
such a short time. Our love was growing every minute.

Joann finished her instructions. “Now don’t
go playing with yourself and get off. Remember you need to keep
that edge for the party this Friday night. I want to tighten up
your corset some before I leave. Your waist is now at 22 inches but
it needs to be at 20 for the wedding dress to fit. You can pick it
up tomorrow or Friday. I also want you to soak in the tub and then
scrub the hard skin off your palms and fingers and your feet so
they are nice and soft. You should stay in the tub for about an
hour. Beyond that have a wonderful day!”

Joann had me put on two different corsets so
she could tighten the strings on them. She laced me down to
twenty-one inches. Joann gave me a lingering hug and kiss before
she was out the door.

“I’ll miss you today babe. I wish I could
have taken off this week with you. Love you so much.”

“You too Joann. This week has made me
appreciate and love you more than ever. Thanks sweetie.”

Another kiss and hug and she was out the
door. I took the corset off and started the bath.

Joann had given me a pumice stone to take off
the rough skin and calluses with in the tub. It worked well and I
already convinced myself this would be my regular routine. I
quickly felt how much more sensitive my fingertips were as I slid
on my suntan lace top thigh highs. I was starting to get used to my
new nails and loved how they looked as they glided up my leg,
smoothing the hose beneath them.

I finished my makeup and admired the face
looking back at me in the mirror. I was unbelievably stunning. I
wore my blonde pageboy wig and it showed my double earrings in each
ear well. The gold chain in the second holes just met the shorter
gold chains in my first holes as they swung against my jawbone when
I moved. I put on the black satin corset, holding my breath as I
fastened the bask in front. It was noticeably tighter then before
but felt assuring as it held my back straight and whittled my waist
down. I applied the adhesive to the breasts and placed them quickly
on knowing the proper placement like second nature. I dusted them
with some powder foundation to blend them to my skin. I then filled
the black shelf bra with them as it lifted and pushed the tips
outward. I slid a light gray, v-neck mohair sweater on to match my
new 15” black suede skirt. I tucked in my sweater and remembered my
Lycra thong . I better put it on or else I’ll be giving a show. I
put on my new four-inch black suede heels with the open toes and
ankle strap. I added a little gold ankle bracelet with a heart on
it. I put on my watch and some bracelets on the other hand.

When I looked in the mirror, I got myself
excited. I was sexy, pretty, and feminine and I couldn’t believe it
was me. I already could feel the effects of the abstinence that
Joann was forcing on me as my skin tingled and I was hard as a
rock. Just walking was exciting right now. Now what should I do
today I thought. All dressed up and no place to go. Today and two
more days then it’s Friday and we go to the party. Then finally,
this can end. I think I’ll miss it a little but it will be good to
be back to normal again.

I put on some perfume, grabbed my purse, and
decided to go for a ride. I got plenty of winks at the streetlights
from the men going to work. I stopped to have a doughnut and coffee
but I couldn’t eat the whole doughnut with the tighter corset
restricting my stomach. As I was sitting there thinking what I
should do, one thing came to mind. I needed some white shoes for
the wedding dress and so I decided to go shopping, of course. What
a wonderful idea!! I never thought I’d be excited about shopping
before. I only went when I had to when all I had to buy was man
stuff. Now it was exciting. Hmmm, what a strange feeling.

I went straight to the shoe store where I
received the wonderful leg massage before. He probably didn’t
expect me to see me so soon! Am I regular now?

“Well hi there,” the salesman said from the
back of the store. I waved hello and smiled. When he approached me,
I explained what I was looking for. He found the perfect pair for
me. They were delicate and feminine with a five and a half inch
heel. They had thin white straps and an open toe. The thin delicate
heel tapered down to a tiny, quarter inch diameter tip. I tried
them on. The salesman wasn’t as touchy this time, probably because
he knew I was married from our conversation before. I kind of
missed his attention. I stood up and realized I would need some
more practice to be able to dance in them and maneuver well at the
party.

“Those are so sexy,” said the salesman. “I
think your husband will really get excited when he see’s you in
them.”

“Yes, I’m sure he will,” I said as I myself
got excited just walking in them. “But I think I’ll need to get
another pair to match this skirt so I can get used to the height of
the heel. Do you have any black suede shoes with a heel like
this?”

“Of course!” he said as he headed for the
back room.

“Here they are,” he said as he slipped on the
closed toe pumps with the same style heel and an ankle strap of
course. I don’t think anyone could wear them without the ankle
strap.

I bought both pairs and wore the black ones
out. My steps shortened considerably and my hips swayed
automatically from the restrictions imposed by the new shoes. It
felt very sexy. I could feel the lining of the skirt as it caressed
my bottom with each step. My breasts were swaying and jiggling with
each delicate step. Yes, these would do well for the wedding dress,
I thought as I walked.

It was then that I saw Dave as he walked
toward me with a big smile on his face. He wore tight jeans and a
denim shirt with a brown leather jacket.

“Fancy meeting you here Michele. I was hoping
I’d find you here.” Dave put out his hands for mine and then lifted
them up to kiss the top of each hand.

“You look beautiful. I love that sweater and
those shoes are fantastic! I went to your house this morning. Joann
had told me you were on vacation so I took off the rest of the week
too. I thought we could get some practice in before Friday. Would
you like to spend the day together?”

“Uh um I uh. I have to uh...” I
stammered.

“You don’t have to do anything and I insist
we practice. You wouldn’t want me to tell Joann you were giving me
a hard time now, would you? You know she will be practicing with
Chris at night. We’ll just get more practice that’s all. C’mon,
let’s go shopping for a while and I can buy you some things. It’ll
be fun.”

“Okay, I guess we can” I answered. He did hit
my soft spot by offering to buy things for me.

So shopping we went. Lingerie, skirts,
dresses, perfume, makeup, shoes, jewelry. We had a ball and I
bought lunch. It was the least I could do after the fortune he
spent on me. We finished shopping about 3:00 and stopped at a bar
for a drink.

“I can’t believe you bought me all that
stuff! I love it!” I squeaked after taking the first sip of my
drink.

“I loved doing it. I had a ball today
watching you try all those things on. I didn’t really get to see
the lingerie though. Too bad for me. I wish I could have seen your
sexy body in those outfits. Maybe you could give me a private show
at home?”

“I don’t think so Tim!” We don’t need to get
into that stuff again, although I felt the heat in my groin and
relished over the vision of feeling his eyes and hands all over
me.

“But Michele, you wouldn’t want me to reveal
your secret would you? I could really make a mess for you if that
happened,” he said as he slid his hand up and down my thigh.

I looked him in the eyes and new he meant it
too. Despite my yearning to model for him and what would follow, I
acted shy and a bit angry. “You are a blackmailer and manipulator.
I should never speak to you again,” I said, not able to restrain a
coy, seductive smile. “I guess I have no choice then.”

“Haha, alright then. Let’s go!” Dave stood
quickly and put on his coat. He took my hand to help me out of the
booth.

“I’ll meet you at your house!” He smiled and
winked and he pulled car keys from his pocket. He was as excited as
a young man heading out for his first sexual encounter. It feels
energizing to have such control over men. He thought he forced me
to give him his private showing but deep down inside, I wanted it
in the worst way.

“Okay Dave,” I sighed, acting defeated but
loving every minute of it.

When I arrived at my house, Dave already
walked over and was waiting for me on the steps. He grabbed all my
shopping bags and followed me into the house.

“How chivalrous, Dave. Thank you for carrying
all the stuff,” I said as he set the bags down in the foyer. We
left the bags because I needed a drink before the show started.

“Long Island Ice Tea?”

“Yes please. But drink fast baby. I’m so
excited to see you in that sexy lingerie.”

“Patience Dave. You’ll get the show of your
life in time.”

We sipped our drinks and talked a bit. Dave
couldn’t keep his hands off me though. I had to play hard to get
though, to build his excitement. I shot the last sip and stood up
and headed for the steps.

“Are you ready Dave?”

“Hell yeah Michele! Let’s see some modeling!”
he moaned. He ran after me to carry the shopping bags upstairs for
me.

“Since you’re such a gentleman, I’ll let you
pick out the outfits you want me to model. You just pick the
clothes and lay them out on the bed, I’ll take care of the
rest.

I left him on the bed to sort through our
purchases while I refreshed my makeup, put on a fresh pair of lace
top thigh highs, and slipped on a black silk robe. I came back to
the bedroom to see all the lingerie laid out across the bed and
Dave standing over it smiling and rubbing himself.

“All set Michele. Start with this one.” He
picked up his first outfit of choice. I grabbed at it but he pulled
it out of my reach. As I took a couple steps closer, he grabbed my
hand and pulled me to him, kissing me deeply.

“A preview of what’s coming after the show
baby. You are so hot.”

“Cool off Dave. Mix yourself another drink
and pick out some appropriate music will you?”

“There’s no cooling off when I know your
coming down in these clothes. I’ll see you downstairs!” Dave left
the room but not without slapping my bottom first. The sting of his
slap reverberated throughout my body. The taste of his kiss
lingered on my lips. I was on fire. Women have it so good!

I quickly got dressed and adorned matching
accessories. I was hard as a rock as I looked myself up and down in
the full length mirror. Time for the show I thought as I swayed to
the steps.

I modeled several outfits, making sure Dave
looked only with his eyes, not with his hands. But when I showed
him the black suede corset with gartered stockings and my new shoes
with a matching black suede thong panty, he couldn’t help but stop
me.

“Wait a minute Michele. Why don’t you stay
like that while we take a little break? I want to look at this one
a bit longer. I think it’s my favorite so far. I’ll mix us another
drink.”

Dave mixed two more Long Island Iced Teas and
we sat at the bar sipping them. The drink was already affecting me
since I couldn’t get much food in me with the tighter corsets. I
was feeling very relaxed now as Dave asked me to stand for a
minute.

“That’s it. Now turn around and I’ll tighten
the corset a little and measure you.”

Dave tightened it down and measured my waist.
It was now down to twenty inches. He held my waist in his hands as
he viewed me from behind. Then I felt his hands as they slid over
my cool bottom. I was frozen by the bar holding on to the bar rail
not wanting to give into his touch. Then I felt Dave’s hand reach
in front and release me from my thong. His fingers wrapped around
me and caressed my shaved parts. I was tingling all over as the
heat rose deep inside me, yet I shivered with excitement.

“Too bad you have to abstain until Friday
night. We could have some fun with your twenty inch waist and this
hard part of yours. But I won’t let you disobey Joann. She would be
very disappointed in us,” he whispered in my ear. “But that doesn’t
mean I can’t enjoy you. Joann will be so happy I gave you this
extra bit of practice.”

He was right. I had no release for these
intense feelings until Friday night, after the Halloween party. And
with every outfit change and every touch, the fire grew inside my
core. Ugh, this was so frustrating! I’ll have to pay Joanne back
for this horrible, yet sweet torture.

Dave was busy behind me, slipping his
maleness between my legs from behind. I squeezed my thighs together
creating a soft friction for him to enjoy. He was hot and smooth as
he slid it back and forth between my stockinged legs. He now held
my waist with both hands as he probed my thighs.

“Why look at you two! Caught in the act again
Michele. I just can’t leave you alone for one second,” Joann
shouted and laughed as she entered the room. I didn’t even hear her
pull in. Dave didn’t flinch, just looked over and greeted Joann
with a deep moan. I stood there smiling, unwilling to break away
from Dave’s grip.

“This is wonderful! The bride and the groom
are practicing! I have to get this on film!” Joann threw her stuff
on the couch and started to look for the video camera.

“Don’t worry about the film, Jo. I started
the video camera half an hour ago while Michele was modeling. It’s
still recording now.” He looked toward the fireplace mantel and
started to grip me harder and slide faster. His breath on my neck
felt hot and came rapidly.

“Oh my God!” I cried. “I don’t believe you
two! How could you do this to me?” I used my man strength and broke
away from Dave. I straightened out my corset and stood tall, trying
to hold on to some dignity.

“Very easily dear. You’re a sissy remember?
Oh, come on. You like it anyway. I’m doing you a favor!” Joann said
playfully. I was putty in her hand and had to submit to whatever
she wanted. She was right though, I did like it.

“Now get back at it! Dave, you direct her and
have her do whatever you want. You’re the husband and she’s the
sissy wife, remember?”

Dave then turned me around and kissed me on
the forehead. Then he surprised me and dropped to his knees. He
gently bit the tip of me and then took it all in his mouth. He
worked it a bit and it didn’t take long until my full erection was
back. Then he stood, kissed me on the forehead and gently pushed me
down to take him in my mouth. I slid my pink painted lips slowly
down until they reached the base. By then he was deep into my
throat. I slid back up and ran my tongue around the tip as fast as
it could go. Then I took it between my pink finger nailed fingers
as I licked and nibbled on his globes. I slid my hand back and
forth, as Dave moved his hips in time.

Dave then grabbed me by the head and forced
himself between my pink lips I felt his deep moans all the way down
to the tip of his cock. He pulled my hair as he pounded into my
face. I felt him tense as he moaned and stopped moving for a
second. Then he started to pump hard and fast. His body stiffened
as he released his hot salty liquid into my throat and mouth. It
came on so forcefully it dribbled out my lips and down my chin. I
felt him relax, satisfied. He kept my head pushed on him as I felt
him soften. He shrunk almost all the way before he released me.
Dave helped me to stand, grabbed my still hard piece, gave it a few
strokes, and stopped abruptly.

“That was marvelous Mich! I see you’re still
excited though. It couldn’t have been that bad for you, huh? It was
certainly wonderful for me. This is going to be a great week!”

“Yea I guess so,” I said meekly as I went off
to use the bathroom and change clothes.

That night I went to bed without any dinner.
The afternoon with Dave left me very confused. I should have been
totally disgusted with what was happening. The man in me wanted to
be disgusted by this whole situation but that was the old me. I
have certainly changed and enjoyed every minute of it. That fact
was starting to bother me. I slept restlessly that night, not able
to settle my inner battles.


Chapter 11 - Where is the Week Going?

 


Thursday morning I awoke after Joann had
already left. It was a beautiful day. The sun was bight and the
colors of autumn were in bloom. The changes in nature were
marvelously revealed in all their splendor as I sipped my coffee. I
sat on the sofa on my knees, looking out the window behind me, in
the same clothes I had gone to bed in. I could feel the smoothness
of my legs and the press of my breasts against the back of the
couch as I looked out the window. I could smell the perfume on my
wrist as my head rested on it. The corset was firmly holding my
back up and gently squeezing me. I had thought about dressing as a
male today but the more I languished in these sensations, the
further away my male side became.

“What the heck?” I said aloud to the trees
through the window. “Only a few more days. I might as well enjoy
it. Why should I feel guilty?” The trees didn’t respond but the
thought of a warm bath did. I went and took an hour-long bath,
scrubbing my hard skin again with the pumice stone. I lingered in
the tub until the water was no longer warm. I dried off and went to
the closet only to find a note from Joann.

“I thought I’d let you sleep in today. I took
in these corsets some more last night. Chris helped me by putting
them on while I tightened them. You should be able to get them on
okay. I reduced them to twenty inches now, which is as far as you
need to go, unless you want to go further. Now you should be
34c-20-34. See you after work. Say hi to Dave. Love, Joe.”

Dave and I spent the day together again. I
felt much more relaxed and even wanted some practice walking in
heels. I strapped on my black strappy heels and we went walking in
the park. Not quite the walking shoes for a park but we didn’t go
far. We found a wonderful secluded place in the woods on the path
that allowed us some freedom to enjoy each other some. Once again,
I wasn’t allowed to finish but this time but Dave didn’t either. I
couldn’t keep my hands of him in the car (or my lips for that
matter but I kept hitting my head on the steering wheel). But Dave
pushed my hands away gently and held my hand in his. He shared that
he understood what it’s like not to be able to release that sexual
energy and felt bad about teasing me so brutally. He wanted to
share in the torture so he decided to abstain as well.

“Not that it will be easy hanging around
you,” he admitted with a bright smile. That he considered my
feelings made me feel special. I’m thankful he was on my side and
wanted help me through the rest of the week.

The day passed quickly and we both came home
fabulously aroused. We went to dinner with Chris and Joe and called
it a night early. We all wanted to be rested for the events of the
weekend. I slept better that night, coming to terms with my new
appreciation for women and the sensations they relished.


Chapter 12 - My Wedding Day!

 


Friday morning Joann again left me a note in
the closet. She had let me sleep and had taken down two corsets to
nineteen inches since I expressed interest at dinner the night
before in seeing just how far I could go. She left instructions on
where to get the dress and have the final fitting. I decided to
wear the nineteen-inch corset in pink.

I took my bath and now had no rough hard skin
anywhere. My hands and fingertips were as sensitive as a baby’s
bottom. The soles of my feet were soft and supple. I took special
care to make sure I had no body hair anywhere today. I smoothed
sweet smelling lotion over my entire body. I let it dry then did it
again, wanting to be extra silky.

My makeup had to be perfect today so I took
my time and topped it off with the long blonde wig. I put on a
sixteen-inch pink leather skirt with white thigh highs and a pink
Lycra thong. I finished my ensemble with a white v-neck sweater and
pink bow in the hair with pink dangling earrings and pink pumps.
The image in the mirror looking back at me was a delicious, pink
beauty.

I put the white wedding shoes in a bag,
grabbed my purse, put on some perfume, and walked next door to
Dave’s house.

“Time to get my dress Dave,” I cheered when
he answered the door.

“You look better every time I see you.” He
beamed as gave me a warm hug.

On the way to the dress shop, I slipped my
head down to Dave’s lap and gave him a little treat. He was still
holding back though so he stopped me when he reached the edge. How
I longed to taste his hot juices again!

When we got to the shop, I couldn’t believe
how beautiful the wedding dress was. They fitted it to my now
nineteen-inch waist and in a matter of an hour, they had it ready
to go. After the dress was safely hung in my bedroom, we set out
for another walk in the park. Tonight was the night, the grand
finale was about to commence. The intense preparation started off
as a whimsical process with one goal in mind, to win Best Costume
at the annual Halloween party. But it had become life changing and
made me realize what men are missing. I was so nervous I felt like
it was my real wedding day. I couldn’t begin to guess what will
happen after tonight though. The thought of changing back to a man
full time sparked some relief but sadness just the same.

Joann came home from work at noon and started
to put things together for herself and Chris. She stopped to admire
my wedding dress though and said how excited she was to see me in
it. I sensed some envy in her voice though, like she wanted to have
a dress like that of her own. It’s my turn though!

Chris showed up at one o’clock. By four
o’clock, everyone was in their outfit except me. Joe said he wanted
to help me with it himself so I had to wait for him to finish
putting on his tuxedo. I took advantage of the extra time and took
another bath, touched up my shaving, and put on layers of body
lotion. I painted my toenails and fingernails with pearl white. My
body was alive and tingling over every inch of my silky skin.

I was resting on the bed when Joe came in. He
looked surprisingly handsome and masculine in his black tuxedo and
polished dress shoes. I wanted to put my lips around what I knew he
was wearing inside the fitted tuxedo pants. But he allowed no time
for that.

“Your turn missy! Time for the bride to be
dressed. Now lay down on your back and I’ll start with your hose.”
Joe took off his jacket and hung it in the closet so it wouldn’t
wrinkle.

“God Joe. You look so handsome. Are you sure
you don’t want to marry me? The honeymoon would be awesome! Come on
baby, let me touch you.”

Joe’s smile broadened but he pushed my hands
away. He reminded me that our bodies were much more suited for our
new partners and we had a contest to win. I sighed and let him
start readying me. His gentle touch made the heat rise between my
thighs.

“Now Michele. I know I’m hot tonight but you
have to control that thing for the time being. Remember that when
you look in the mirror, my gorgeous virgin bride.”

He touched up my legs with makeup until they
were flawless. Then he powdered them with scented powder. He slowly
slid the sheer, skin toned, lace top thigh highs on each leg taking
time to caress each leg as he did. He put on my shoes, tying the
straps tightly around each ankle so I couldn’t help to point my
toes when I crossed my legs. I stood up and Joe went to the dresser
to find a light blue ribbon about one and a half inches wide. It
had a padded feel to it in the center portion yet was soft and
shinny as ribbon. He wrapped it under my globes, between my legs,
and over the top of my happy member. He pulled it so it lifted me
and then tied a bow in the ribbon so it sat on top. To this, she
attached a set of dangling gold chains that would dangle against me
as I walked. Joe then slid on a pair of white lace and satin
panties. They were French cut with a back seam to define my bottom.
He had a special pouch sewn in front to cradle me in stretch satin.
He put some makeup on these parts and accented the tip with a
purplish reddish lipstick. He set the makeup with some more scented
powder and then he slipped me into the pouch eliciting a deep moan
from me as he did. The attention he paid to my cock made my forget
I was supposed to be a perfect bride tonight. I leaned my head back
and moved my hips towards his mouth. Joe quickly snapped me back to
the task at hand when she grabbed my hips firmly.

“You don’t have to be tucked away with this
dress so these panties and the ribbon and jewelry arrangement will
do nothing except caress you all night and keep you aroused
properly.”

“I don’t think that will be a problem my
dear. I think we should have an affair on our wedding night. How
about it babe?”

He looked up at me and smiled seductively,
like the Joann I knew. “We’ll see how you perform tonight, sissy
princess. I’ll have to think of your reward. But for now, don’t
ruin everything you’ve done this week just because you want my hot
mouth around you! Maybe I should have let you cum this week to keep
you focused! Now how does this feel so far?” she said, laughing as
she released hold of me.

“Absolutely wonderful. I think the jewelry
and ribbons will do what you what them to with no problem.” I
leaned over and kissed her forehead. “I love it baby, and I love
you too for all of this,” I whispered to Joe.

Joe then wrapped a white satin and lace
corset around my waist adjusting the position so the lace-ruffled
bottom was on my hips. He fastened the busk then readjusted the
laces. When he measured my waist, it was eighteen and a half
inches!

“Perfect!” Joe examined the corset and put
his hands on my waist. “The dress is stretchy enough to close down
the half an inch. Now you are a 34C-18 and a half-35. It seems the
corset has sent some extra to your hips as well. What a perfect
figure. You have been a very good girl to get to this waist size.
The dress will look beautiful on you.”

Then Joe applied make up to my breasts,
making them flawless as well. As I watched in the mirror, I had no
reason to think the image looking back at me was not a real woman,
besides the obvious protrusion happily poking out of the bottom of
the corset.

He slipped a shirt on me and sat me on the
bed while he applied false eyelashes one lash at a time on the
lower and upper lids. With the makeup, he contoured my face, making
it soft and feminine. I watched in the mirror as I saw my face
become ever lovelier as he continued. My brows were tweezed and
arched, my eye shadow, liner, and lipstick applied. The mascara
extended my lashes and blended the real with the fake ones
perfectly.

I was wearing the long blonde wig made of
real hair. Joe put it up and made curls to fall off a lift in the
back. He had a spray of baby’s breath flowers tucked in the comb.
Dangling diamond earrings fell from both earring holes in each ear
to grace the line of sight to my neckline.

Joe removed the shirt and spritzed perfume,
in the same wonderful scent as the powder, over my legs, back, and
neck. He jokingly gave a shot at my panties as well.

“Now for the dress,” Joe said as he went to
the closet. He took off the covering and removed it from the
hanger. I sat down as he slid it up my legs and over my knees. I
stood allowing him to easily pull it up the rest of the way. He
tucked my breasts in front and the dress’s shape held them
perfectly, making incredible cleavage with lace edging just above
the nipple line. Joe zipped up the back making the dress close
lovingly about my waist, hips, and back.

The dress had no shoulders and a low back.
Joe tucked in a thin towel around the back and sides to protect the
dress as he touched up any flaws on any visible skin with makeup.
He finished it with the scented powder.

“Wow, absolutely gorgeous! What did you say
about that affair on our wedding night?” Joe was obviously excited
by how I looked but I turned the tables and reminded her how
important tonight was. We laughed together and wanted to seal this
beauty with a kiss, but neither of us dared to touch since it might
ruin something.

“Oh shoot! I almost forgot. The garter.
Something old, something new, something borrowed, and something
blue. The ribbon holding you up and out is blue, this garter was
from our wedding night so it’s borrowed, and the new is what you’re
wearing, and of course your new boobs, haha. Now for the old...Oh
yes the old...” Joe said as he went to the jewelry box.

“This is old. It’s my grandmother’s wedding
band.” I felt a lump in my throat as he slid the band on my finger
and had tears in his eyes. It was snug, but it fit. I knew how much
this meant to her and was flattered she’d share such an important
item with me, her sissy husband, on his/her wedding night. This was
not a joke for sure now.

“Now look at yourself princess. You are
absolutely striking,” Joe said as she moved me to the mirror.

I looked at the dress and noticed how the
petticoats held the satin and lace fabric out from me to accentuate
my hips. The front hem about seven inches above my knee. The back
leading to a train that just swept the floor. As I turned to view
it from the side, I could see the effect of the slight bustle on
the back, and how it appeared that I had a lovely jutting butt. The
skirt of the dress followed that curve on its descent to the train.
The ultra high heels made my legs look long shapely and seductive.
My breasts were calling invitingly from their shelf. If I were my
bride, I would be in heaven. I can’t possibly lose. I throbbed in
my special pouch, relieved it was not tucked away but still
remained invisible to all.

“It’s time to go beautiful. Are you ready to
win about thousand dollars?” Joe said as he looked at me up and
down checking for any flaws.

“You bet!” I exclaimed. Joe grabbed his coat
and my hand and we sauntered down the hall ready for our special
night to evolve.

We opened the front door to find a white
super stretch limo outside in the driveway. Dave and Chris were
standing by it talking with the female driver. Dave was in his
tuxedo and looked handsome in his six foot two stature and
meticulously combed blonde hair. The driver was about five foot two
and wore a black tuxedo with tails, a hat, and four inch spikes
with a micro mini skirt. Chris was as beautiful as ever, all five
feet of her. Her wedding dress was identical to mine and her
breasts threatened to hop out as she ran to greet us.

“Hi girls uh guys uh Joe and Michele!!” She
beamed at us. “You two look awesome. I can’t believe it. I know
you’ll win tonight.”

“We sure hope so,” said Joe in her most
masculine voice. “I hate to think what all of this cost us so far.
I don’t even think the prize money would pay for all of the
shopping this girl did.” He gestured to Michele and laughed.

The female driver watched us as we exchanged
greetings then said, “Pardon me but I’m a little confused. This is
a Halloween party I’m taking you too but somehow I feel like I’m
taking you to a wedding instead. Your clothes are beautiful but I
thought you tried to be someone else or something else at a
Halloween party. Am I missing something?”

I spoke up first in my feminine voice then I
switched to my normal voice. “Why of course dear. You see we do
look like ordinary couples for a wedding but there is a slight
twist. I am actually a man and Joe is a woman. I can prove it with
what’s hiding under this gorgeous dress.”

Joe then spoke in her normal voice, “That’s
right!”

The look on the girl’s face was priceless.
Her astonishment was second only to her legs that almost gave out
on her as she adjusted to the shock and looked us up and down.

“I’m sorry to show my shock but I never would
have guessed. You two will definitely win! Now that my puzzlement
has been replaced with knowledge I would be glad to take you to
your destination.” She smiled and opened the door for us to enter
the limo. She closed the door behind us and we were off.

Chris and I had to sit on the edge of the
seat to drape our trains behind us on the seat. We drank champagne
enroute and my nervousness settled into the pleasure of the
sensations I was feeling.

When we arrived at the party center, the
driver let us out and wished us luck. She said she would be
watching for us when we left and will pick us up at the door.

The party center was decorated beautifully
for Halloween. There were pumpkins, goblins, and even some wax
figures at the entrance of the ballroom. Flowers were on the tables
and on the stage. This was definitely a class job.

“Wow will you look at this!” I said as we
entered.

“What do you mean?” Joe said. “It’s the same
setup they used last year. Don’t you remember?”

As I thought about it, I think she was right.
I just never noticed those sorts of things before. Hmm, must be
some new form of appreciation I picked up lately.

We went to the bar, my hand in Dave’s and
Chris’s in Joe’s. Not everyone was here yet as it was still early.
I didn’t see any sign of anyone from work here, which made me feel
better. I’d rather not see anyone to avoid the aftermath of office
talk. Joe got me a Martini and handed it to me saying, “Take this
and drink it before someone sees. You can use it, I’m sure, to
settle those nerves some.”

“What? I can’t drink that. For one I haven’t
eaten since lunch. For another how will it look for me to drink
that? That drink isn’t the least bit feminine. Plus, the gin will
leave an awful taste on my lips. Please let me have something
prettier. Maybe a Margarita? Please?”

Joe looked at me and laughed. He smiled and
kissed me on the cheek saying, “Why of course my little sissy? What
could make me think you would want a Gin Martini. A pretty thing
like you.” He ordered me a Margarita and kept the Martini for
himself.

We wandered about, both Chris and I mincing
our steps as we chased after Dave and Joe. Joe said the objective
was for us to get as many people to meet us and talk with us as
possible before the voting at midnight. Joe and I both had to talk
and dance and show ourselves off as much as we could. We did that
before and after dinner. It was now eight thirty and still no sign
of anyone from work. Great I thought.

Suddenly, a gentlemen appeared in front of
us. He asked what our names were and what our costumes were. When
Joe explained it, he didn’t believe it. Then Joe showed him our
driver’s licenses and he still didn’t believe it.

“I can’t let you deceive people into thinking
that you are really both cross dressed when you aren’t. There is
some resemblance to the license photos but those could be your
brother and sisters. I’m sorry you can’t enter the contest. We can
refund your entrance fee and you will have had a free meal and
drinks for the night. You are welcome to remain and enjoy the fun
if you wish but you can’t enter.”

Joe looked confused and was speechless when I
spoke up.

“Please sir what if we proved we are what we
say. If you have some place private, we could show you a few more
details that may convince you. Wouldn’t you like to see what’s
under my dress? I don’t think there is a man in here that wouldn’t.
Are you man enough? Joe can also show you if you desire.”

He looked at us both suspiciously. His
agitation showed. I could just see him trying to figure out why
this girl wanted to show him what she had. He looked at my breasts
and my legs. He stood back and took me in my entirety. Then he
said,

“Okay miss. You are on. There’s one
condition. I will bet you one hundred dollars you are one hundred
percent girl. Should you not be I will pay you. If you are a girl,
you must pay me. I will then vouch for your authenticity.
Ready?”

“Of course,” I said. Boy, this guy was dumb.
He’s even going to pay me to have me prove it. Geesh! I followed
him to a back office where I promptly lifted my dress and dropped
my panties to show him my highly decorated parts. His eyes widened
and I thought he would faint. He stumbled out to where the others
were as I reassembled myself and ran after him.

“Here is the hundred miss um sir uh. I need
to register your names against the numbers you’ll wear. He wrote
down our real and assumed names then gave Joe and me our numbers.
He then passed us a paper to sign.

“What’s this?” Joe asked.

“It’s the legal release for the auction
after.”

“Legal release? Auction?” I whined. I had
forgotten about the auction until then but couldn’t imagine why
there was a legal release.

“Don’t worry Michele.” Joe said. “I’ll
explain it later. It just says that you are willing to be auctioned
off for spending a day in your costume at a mutually agreed date
between us and the buyer. It could bring quite a bit more
money.”

“Neat!” I chimed as I grabbed the pen and
signed my real name and Joe did the same.

“Thanks folks. For your information, there
are five hundred and forty eight entrants this year. That means the
pot for the winner is at forty one thousand one hundred dollars.
Enjoy the evening and good luck.”

After he left us, I was stuck for a bit. Just
the thought of winning that much money in one shot made me think. I
was in shock. Then Joe saved me by taking me to the dance floor to
show me off. Dave and Chris followed. We all danced together then
paired off with our new partners and the dance turned more
seductive. The jewelry and pouch Joe put on me earlier was teasing
me lightly, while Dave’s touch sent chills throughout my body. The
ribbon held me up and out so with every move the petticoats slid
over me, stimulating my hidden parts. I couldn’t take much more of
this gentle taunting so we stopped after the next dance.

“Dave, can we sit for a while? This dancing
is driving me crazy, if you know what I mean.”

“Sure baby. Then it’s back to the crowd!”

We sat for a few minutes while I enjoyed my
heightened sensitivity. I was on the edge of the chair with my legs
crossed. Dave had his arm over the back and his hand on my thigh. I
felt electricity running up and down my skin over my whole body. We
finished our drinks and set back to the floor, our numbers in
hand.

We still hadn’t seen anyone from work. I was
beginning to realize we probably wouldn’t. No one there would be
willing to pay the two hundred dollar entrance fee anyway. That
would mean they would have to be creative enough to come up with a
good costume, which past years proved was challenging for them. Why
would I see anyone?

I felt very secure in my anonymity as the
witching hour approached. I was my best feminine self all night.
Joann had been right about abstinence giving me the edge to carry
this off. I felt so feminine and pretty. If it weren’t for the
positioning of my man parts, I might have forgotten I was a
man.

At ten o’clock, the parade began. Each of us
crossed the stage holding out our number signs for all the audience
to see. Those who weren’t walking were watching. Every now and
then, the MC who signed everyone up earlier would comment on a
costume for a laugh or two. When the four of us went up, he
said,

“And here is something you will be as
surprised as I was to learn. Michele here is a man and Joe is a
woman! Their real names are Joann and Mike DeMorseley! How about a
round of applause for having the nerve to do this eh?”

The crowd roared. I almost lost my composure
hearing our real names like that but then remembered I saw no one
from work. We took advantage of the situation and did a little
dance hand in hand with Joe leading Chris and Dave leading me. I
was spinning in my heels. The crowd applauded some more.

Finally, we were off the stage. All we could
do is watch the others and wait. As we did, several people came by
and admired and complimented our costumes.

When the show was finished, the MC returned
with the votes collected at the stage. It took a half hour for the
MC and several servers to count them all. He finally finished and
took center stage to announce the winners.

“The winners are...Joann DeMorseley as the
groom Joe and Mike DeMorseley as the virgin bride Michele.
Congratulations you two!!! Get up here and accept your prize!”

The crowd cheered as we walked hand in hand
up onto the stage. We kissed each other and waved to the crowd. I
curtsied, making sure to not lose any femininity. I wasn’t
surprised we won so it was easy for me to keep my composure. The MC
handed me a bouquet of black and orange Halloween flowers and
handed Joe an oversized check for forty one thousand one hundred
dollars.

As the cheering subsided, the MC started the
auction. “Now it’s time to auction off the winners! Who wants to
rent a Sissy and a Dyke for the day? Michele and Joe DeMorseley!”
Chris and Dave came up on stage to retrieve our flowers and check.
Joe and I joined hands and waited for the bidding to begin. This
was actually fun and I couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

“Five hundred for the Sissy and the Dike!
C’mon now wouldn’t you like to see these two for a day doing your
housework and whatever other thing you want? Take them to work.
Take them to your mom’s. Take them to bed!!!”

“Take them to bed?” I whispered to Joe. “Oh
no please Joe!”

“Shut up or you’ll not get a good amount.
He’s just working the crowd. Look out to the crowd and smile!” Joe
commanded.

“Five hundred!” someone shouted from the
crowd.

“Seven fifty!” said the next. The crowd was
pretty quiet as it went on, and on, and on until finally, it
stopped.

“Six thousand five hundred dollars!” was the
last shout.

“Sold! Six thousand five hundred
dollars!”

Oh my God. What would we have to do for sixty
five hundred dollars! I couldn’t imagine. However, we were forty
seven thousand dollars richer now (or close to that…this blonde wig
wasn’t doing much for my math skills)!

We climbed off the stage and met Chris and
Dave with hugs and kisses. We waited for the MC to bring us the
information we needed.

“You were awesome you guys! I don’t think the
crowd believed you were cross dressing for a second!” Chris
yelled.

“Oh yeah. Just seeing you up there got me
very excited Michele. I say we go home and celebrate,” Dave
suggested as he patted my ass under my petticoats.

Joe explained, “Not yet you horny newlyweds.
We have to wait for our money and instructions from the person who
won us in the auction. He might want us immediately!” Joe seemed
anxious to meet the bidder and was excited to see what he had in
mind for us. Just then, the MC came over and gave us a real bank
check for the entire amount along with a date and an address and
phone number from the bidder.

“Here it is you lucky kids. Now remember that
contract is binding so don’t stand up your bidder or they could sue
you. There is a party going on upstairs if you’d like to join us
before you go home.”

“Thank you so much! How ‘bout it guys,
upstairs?” Joe asked.

All I wanted to do was take David home and
have him and Joe make love to me. I was so aroused but not tired
yet. I had enough activity and public attention tonight to last a
while. I wanted to get home and finally release this pent up
energy. Joe had another idea.

Up the stairs we went. My heels clicked
across a marble floor as our mincing steps took us to an ornately
decorated set of double doors. They were at least eight feet tall.
Dave opened the door and we entered. A well-dressed gentleman
stopped us.

“I am sorry but only Michele and Joe may
enter.”

We all looked at each other and Joe spoke
up.

“Okay. Dave why don’t you have the limo
driver take you and Chris where you want while Michele and I visit
with these people for a while. The driver can come back for us
later. It would be a shame to end the night so soon and I’m sure
you understand we must see what is happening here.”

“Sure. Uh, no problem Joe. I guess we’ll see
you tomorrow? You better tell us everything!” Dave said as he gave
me a kiss on the cheek and shook Joe’s hand.

“Of course. Take care and have fun. Show this
hot babe off downtown. Let the driver earn her money.” Joe said as
he squeezed Chris, smiling convincingly.

As we entered the room, we were overwhelmed
with the luxury of it. It was decidedly masculine and done in rich
fabrics and dark colors. There was hunter green satin furniture,
fur carpets, leather tables and chairs, accent lighting, and
expensive paintings and statues. Some of the statues were unicorns
and others were men and women in various positions of ecstasy. The
room had music playing firmly in deep pounding tones. I couldn’t
make out the music as much as I could feel the atmosphere it
created. It was if someone had tapped into me and took what I felt
and turned it into music, but with a masculine overtone. The MC
approached as I was reveling in the feel of it.

“Hi. I hadn’t properly introduced myself and
I would like to apologize for the things I said on stage. In a
moment, you will understand I just did it to keep up my public
image. My name is Greg Maule but that’s only a name I use for
business purposes. I own a chain of party centers, including this
one. My real name is Jennifer. I am like you are tonight Joe. It’s
much easier to wield a position of power as a male though I do make
a pretty girl when I am out of costume. I enjoy both aspects
equally well. I am sure you have both enjoyed your escapade
tonight.

“The reason I invited you was to have you
meet others such as yourself. Over the past ten years, I have come
to meet many as you are. Some do it only for Halloween but most end
up doing it more frequently and some even change permanently. I
have assembled this group as a mutual support and social club. It
is highly secret of course and there are some membership
requirements in order to join. I would like to extend to you both
the invitation contingent upon your agreement to the terms. The
same terms each of us has fulfilled in order to join. Now would you
like to meet some of the group?”

“Of course!” Joe said excitedly. He had to
correct himself since the first time the words came out in her
actual female voice. She was definitely excited. Joe dragged me
along to meet everyone.

What an array of characters we walked into!
Lestat DeLioncourt, a seven foot tall Wookie, Prince Charming,
Beauty and the Beast, a Playboy Bunny, Arnold Schwarzenegger, Darth
Vader and more. Just the thought that each of them was the opposite
sex of what they represented was astounding. All of them were
passable.

As we met with each of them, we realized they
were a warm and wonderful group. I was attracted to many of them,
as was Joe. We felt more at home with ourselves as we found that
all these people were no different than us and we were not alone in
our pursuit. After about an hour, Greg came back around. He started
to describe the conditions of membership.

“No one is to divulge any information about
another group member to anyone without the other’s consent. Any
discussions amongst members were to remain within the membership
only. Each member must have control over any new member via a
secret shared. The only purpose being the security of the group.
You may suggest a method to satisfy this or we can provide one
tonight. Each member must sign...”

Greg went on for several minutes but I was
hung up on his last comment. These people were so nice; the secrets
couldn’t be too bad. I mean they all went through with it and look
how much of a family they’ve become. When he finished he asked if
we’re ready for the Sharing of the Secrets ceremony.

Joe immediately and enthusiastically said
yes. Greg set about moving about the room whispering to all. He
returned to present Joe and me with a small piece of paper.

“Now if you would please walk to the center
of the room and read this to the whole group. I will have cameras
record it and the following events as they occur. Most of the
members have chosen this method.”

We both moved to the center. I felt goose
bumps as I felt I was to join a new second family of a sort. Joe
grabbed my hand and had me look at the paper while we both read
aloud.

“I, my real name, I mean, I Mike DeMorseley”
and Joe said, “And I Joann DeMorseley.”

“Further known as Michele and Joe, do
solemnly swear to join and support this group in support of the
whole and the right to be what a person desires regardless of sex
or race or creed. I agree to submit entirely to what will follow
under witness of these cameras. This is solely for the record for
use against me if I violate any rules of the club. Likewise, I may
rest assured that all others have already done this before me and I
am secure in the same manner by their records. I may stop the
proceedings at any time but then I will not be allowed to join the
group until the proceedings end.”

I looked for reassurance from Joe. He did
reassure me and squeezed my hand excitedly. I could tell this meant
a lot to Joe and decided he knew what was best since he had gotten
us this far. After all, we were winners in more than one way!

Everyone applauded and came over to shake our
hands and kiss us. Beauty and the Beast kissed me, followed by
Arnold and Madonna, Marilyn Monroe, and James Dean. I lost track of
men or women kissing me as the kisses got deeper and more
seductive.

Joe was doing the same and she seemed to be
enjoying herself. The atmosphere was lighthearted and friendly. I
was aroused and felt the electricity again knowing I now had
friends to share my thoughts with as I felt their caresses. Before
I knew it, I settled onto Arnold’s lap and Madonna deeply kissed my
lips. I could feel Arnold’s hand as it slipped up and down my leg,
holding me firmly on his lap where I could feel his bulge beneath
me. His was much larger than Dave’s or mine but similar to Joe
because it wasn’t alive.

I was absorbed in the sensations. Joe was out
of sight and out of mind. Arnold had me in his grips and caressed
me beneath my dress. I sipped on my Margarita, licking the salt off
the glass as I wanted to be teased. I was caught between the desire
to be a man again and to submit to the wonder of what was
happening. I only had one more time to dress this way though, at
the bidder’s house, so I decided, maybe blondely, to submit
entirely and release any remaining fear or guilt.

The beauty approached us, stood before me as
she danced to the music, and seductively removed her long flared
skirt to reveal her corseted waist and stockings above the slick
shapely legs perched on her platform six-inch heels. As she moved,
her breasts undulated trying to release from their confines. She
reached beneath her and under her legs. She pulled off her panties
to reveal a well-trimmed mound of hair. She then reached behind her
and undid a ribbon about her waist. Immediately a beautiful and
fully awake member stood to attention before me. She slid her hand
back and forth on it before she presented it to my lips. I could
smell the scent of her perfume and the heat of her arousal as she
held the back of my head ever so gently and slid it into my throat
then back out to my lips. She continued this slow, deliberate,
gentle pace as if she would break me if she didn’t.

Arnold had released me from my confines by
now, leaving only the ribbon and the gold chains to cover my parts.
He had also managed to slide his member between my cheeks as I sat
on his lap. I stood to adjust myself and as I sat back down Arnold
was presenting himself and holding it for me to take. His was well
lubed and ready for me to take in. I pushed a little and easily
slid him into me. I felt the size of him inside and wanted it to
fill me up. Thank goodness for Joe’s nightly training.

Next to approach were Madonna and Marilyn.
They both presented themselves as Beauty did. Their members were
equally endowed, decorated, and ribboned like mine, with similar
jewelry and ribbons. Their makeup was impeccable, just as Joe had
made mine. I wondered if Joe had been this way before. However, I
didn’t have time to think about it as Madonna and Marilyn both put
their silky stems in each of my pearl painted finger nailed hands.
I automatically started to work them as Arnold lifted me and put me
on my back on the floor. He lifted my legs. I could see my heels
pass above me so my Madonna and Marilyn could hold them up as I
stroked them firmly.

He filled me up again as a man would fill a
woman. I was on my back and he sliding in and out of me. I smelled
his sweet breath as he exhaled from above me. Madonna soon found my
pink hot lips as she drove herself into my throat, not the gentle
treatment that Beauty gave me, but a hard push and pull, holding my
head tightly. Beauty and Marilyn placed themselves in my hands to
complete our rearrangement.

I pulsed against the floor on the fur of the
rug. Madonna kept me from moving forward as she was driving my lips
and throat holding my head. Beauty and Madonna held me as well.
Beauty holding my right leg and Marilyn my left as they moved in my
hands. I could feel the smooth softness of the fur as it caressed
my back. I could feel the straightness of my back in its fine white
corset. Arnold’s hands were holding my eighteen and a half inch
waist as he continued to pound. Madonna and Beauty licked the slick
smoothness of my ankles as they my legs back. I inhaled Madonna’s
perfume and powder as she glided in and out of my warm, wet mouth.
We all became part of one rhythm and I felt like I was in the
center of it. Arnold and Madonna were in time and completely filled
me from both ends as they pushed in unison. My hands worked on
Marilyn and Beauty in time. I heard the whole group moan and sigh.
The ecstasy we all shared sounded like music and we moved like a
beautiful piece of art.

Finally, Prince Charming came over and freed
my engorged love stick from the remaining restraints. He took me
between his soft, wet lips, so gently and slowly at first I thought
I would die. I cried out in pleasure as her lips consumed me. I
threw back my head almost losing my lip lock on Madonna. She moved
and adjusted accordingly then filled my mouth as she held my head
tight. Her body tensed and I felt her cock throb as she filled my
throat and mouth with a taste I had come to love through its
association with the pleasure I felt. As she came, she slipped out
and spilled it over my breasts.

It didn’t take long before Arnold was
pounding me as hard as he could, working up a sweat with the
exertion. Marilyn and Beauty couldn’t take it anymore and I could
feel the approach between my fingers as they both tensed. As they
moaned out and swooned, Arnold pounded as hard as he could. Before
I knew it, I was wet all over my face and hands. One of them even
squirted Arnold on the nose! I surprised Prince Charming at
precisely the same time with a tremendous amount of the juice I’ve
been storing for days. All the abstinence sure did give me a lot to
give!! After he swallowed my gift, he rose slowly to have Madonna,
Marilyn, and Beauty laughing wildly at the dribbles he missed on
his chin.

We were spent and rose from the floor. I was
coming to my senses now as I realized that this whole thing was
recorded and in someone else’s possession. Well, I couldn’t stop it
now nor did I want to think about it anymore. I was tired and
wanted to go home and clean all this off me. We had gone at it
until four in the morning!

I found Joe lying on a couch sharing a
cigarette with Little Bo Beep and Jack and Jill, their bodies still
intertwined from the tangle they apparently were in. He looked as
satisfied as I felt. We met eyes from across the room and he
immediately recognized my need to go home. He kissed his playmates
and removed himself from the pile. As he came over to me, he kissed
my cheek, grabbed my hand, and led me out of the room and down the
stairs. Our driver was waiting outside of the doorway for us. We
drove home in silence, holding hands and thinking about the wild
night we just had. The next day will for sure be a recuperation and
reflection day for us.

We arrived home finally and swiftly removed
our clothes and collapsed into bed. Thank goodness I only had one
more engagement as Michele before I could return to Mike full time.
I think…maybe…can I think any more? Is there any choice? Why should
I question it? Oh, go to sleep you ditzy blonde! The next thing you
know I’ll want to go by the name of Trixie or Candy or some such
thing! TOTALLY!!!


Chapter 13 - New Life New Body

 


Here I am now in my new life with my new body
and my new name. My wife Joann is off on a trip visiting her
relatives for the next week. We had just gotten through with
several “engagements” where I was the “center of attention,” so to
speak. I dropped her off at the airport immediately after our last
engagement.

“Okay sweetie,” she started. “Now rest up
this week and go spend some of that money shopping. We made enough
in the last couple of months to cover us for a couple of years. Not
to mention we still have most of the prize money from the contest.
Basically we are rich!” Joann said as we approached the gate.

“Ok honey. Whatever you say.” I replied.
“I’ll enjoy the time off but I’ll miss you so much!” I cried.

“Oh I’m sure you’ll stay occupied some way.
Now run off and I’ll see you in a week okay?”

She kissed me on the lips and squeezed me to
her. I could feel the heat rise in me as she did.

“Okay baby. Fly safe and hurry back!” I
replied as I turned to leave.

I was tired so I went straight home. I
showered and put on a silky pink top and panties and slid between
the black satin sheets. It didn’t take me long to fall quickly into
dreamland.

When I awoke, I ate a quick breakfast then
took a bath. I soaked for about a half an hour then checked my body
for any stray hairs. There were very few. The surgery, electrolysis
and everything else my wife had done to me was great, I was nearly
perfect. I scrubbed my skin with a coarse sponge to exfoliate it
and sensitize it. The aroma of the bath was heavenly and clung to
me as I dried off.

I rubbed an herbal floral cream onto all of
my skin. It made it tingle including my 36C breasts and the nipples
felt irrationally sensitive now though not painful in any way. As I
viewed myself in the mirrored doors of the shower, I rubbed some of
this wonderful cream on my remodeled seven-inch member. It felt
electric as I brought it to its full two-inch diameter. I stroked
it and rubbed the globes beneath and then behind them where my
finger now probed inside with the cream. I felt that glow extend
inside me as I did. I put some more on my throbbing self until I
could stand it no longer. I stopped the stimulation so I could
finish what I was doing. I wanted to stay on the edge of the
excitement curve so I could luxuriate in the sensations all
day.

I took my powder box and used the deliciously
smooth brush to spread the scented silky dust over my body. I ran
my hands over my form. They slid over me as smoothly as a sailboat
on a glass pond at sunset. I was careful not to get carried away in
the sensations again or I might not go out today at all.

I reentered the bathroom dressing area.
Though I had a full eight feet of clothing now there was always
room for more. I couldn’t resist looking for clothes or accessories
now. Everything looked and felt so nice on me!

What a far cry from the old days of pants and
shirts and socks and all that boring drab men’s stuff. No wonder I
never liked to go shopping for myself then. Well today, I no longer
have that problem and that is exactly what I was going to do. Shop
until I dropped.

I selected a somewhat conservative, matte,
silk suit with a seventeen-inch skirt and a two-button coat. The
suit was graphite black, which would show my now blonde hair well.
I had graceful open toed shoes with four-inch heels. They were
black satin and had only thin straps to secure the foot. There was
a delicate satin bow above the toe.

I put these things on the bed and then
checked my nails for chips. The color matched the color of my
tattooed lips and the tip of my now vertical manhood. Yes, I would
need to do something about that in this outfit, I thought, or it
would leave an unfeminine bump in the front of the slim fitting
skirt.

I proceeded to the underwear rack in the
armoire. I selected black lace and satin panties with the special
inserts my wife had sewn in for this purpose. I sat on the bed and
reluctantly pushed down my pleasure part while thinking of baseball
until it was soft enough. Baseball always helps bring it down. I
then quickly pulled on the panties and tucked my buddy away then
tucked my globes up beneath the skin. As I stood and checked the
mirror, all I could see was the slight mound of pubic hair through
the lace.

Next, I selected the sheerest stockings I
could find in a matching color to my tanned skin. They were longer
than the average gartered stockings and the garter belt had shorter
straps. My wife set this up this way so I could wear the shortest
skirts and still not show the tops of the stockings

They caressed my skin as they went up and
increased the tingling sensation on my legs as I drew them to the
garter belt. I felt the pressure below in my panties as I did. It
didn’t matter much that it was hidden away since my whole body was
alive with the same sensations. Yes, it felt that way all over!
Mmmm!

I slid into the skirt and zipped it up. I
looked in the mirror. The smooth garter belt showed no bump or
lines beneath the skirt. I thought about a blouse but not for long.
My cleavage was aching to be shown and the cut of this coat was
just right, not showing too much if the top button remained
buttoned, but allowing the curves of my breasts to remain
exposed.

My friendly mirror revealed my twenty-two
inch waist nicely as I turned on my toes. The inviting hourglass of
my figure with the 36C-22-34 shape was a wonderful sight to me. I
looked at my face and decided to put up my mid-back length hair for
a more conservative look to match the suit. I went into the makeup
area of the bathroom.

I managed to French twist my hair and secured
it with a series of gold tipped clips that only showed the gold
tips revealing the beauty and texture of the sophisticated
style.

I left a couple of shorter strands of hair to
frame my face. I curled these in front of my ears giving the hair
some bounce. I added eye shadow and the rest of my makeup. I didn’t
need much with the permanent eyeliner and lipstick. The lips were
too bright for this outfit though so I lined them with some
brownish red and filled them in with the same color. The fullness
of my lips from the surgical inserts now presented itself well.

I powdered my face to set everything and went
to my jewelry box. Plain gold would do well. I hung two small gold
chains in the holes in each ear and then dropped matching chains
over my head. I tied the chains in a knot. The noose that formed
rested in my cleavage and touched each breast alternately as I
tilted my head to adjust the strands of hair and look in the
mirror. I put a chain bracelet on my right hand with a gold snake
ring on my pinkie. I wore a thin gold watch on the left wrist. My
diamond wedding ring completed the ensemble.

I took one last look in the full-length
mirror. What was missing? I was flawless but felt there was
something missing. I looked for a while up and down then I stopped
at my feet. Oh, yes! The thin gold ankle bracelet I loved so much
with the little tiny gold men’s part as the charm. No one could
tell what the charm was unless they were very close to it, but it
added a degree of wildness to the outfit that made me feel a little
less conservative and a little more erotic.

There! Trixie was ready for the road! I
filled my purse with my new license with my new name on it. I
spritzed some Sung perfume between my breasts and on my thighs then
in the air above me. The small black purse lay comfortably against
my hip with its’ thin strap over my shoulder. Phone, smokes, keys,
makeup, lipstick, spare hose and panties, wallet, it was all
there.

I stepped gracefully down the hall feeling
the caress of the stockings as they alternately kissed my legs with
their gossamer lips. The tingling increased as they did so.

I climbed in my favorite car, the Buick that
fit me so well. The leather seats were cool beneath my thighs as I
started it and backed out. I was off for a day of fun! Little did I
know how much fun this whole week would be.

I smelled the fresh winter air coming in the
vents as I admired the beauty of the fluffy clouds in the sky. No
snow to fight with today, thank goodness. I couldn’t show off my
pretty toes in a pair of closed toed boots! I passed a bakery and
had to stop for a doughnut and coffee. I ate it in the car making
love to my honey-dipped donut as I listened to Mariah Carey and
tasted the sticky sweetness. I had a smoke with my coffee then I
was ready.

The vent of the car was blowing warm air on
my legs as I cleaned my fingers off with my tongue and licked my
lips clean. I reapplied my lipstick in the mirror. I decided to go
to the upscale mall about an hour and a half away. Heck, I had the
money for it and they had some wonderful things there.

I got on the freeway and set the cruise. I
could feel the truckers trying to stay even with me as they looked
at my legs. I rubbed my thigh and pulled my skirt up a bit as I
passed them slowly. Every now and then, I would get a flattering
honk from their horns.

It sure was easy to get attention these days,
at least for a woman who looked like I did. I couldn’t believe how
lucky I was to have my wife push me into this! What other man could
look at himself and get aroused! Not many I’m sure. Not to mention
the wonderful sensations I get to experience daily now. “Thanks
Joann!!” I exclaimed aloud.

I used the valet parking, enjoying the
roaming eyes of the attendant. As I clicked my way down the
corridor to the map of the mall I felt the bounce of my breasts and
nipples as they rubbed the coat. I checked the map.

There were some new stores since I’d been
here last. Or, at least I hadn’t noticed them the last time I was
here, maybe because I wasn’t shopping for women’s things before.
Lingerie, business attire, nightwear, sportswear, shoes, and a shop
in the “Other” category called “Hot Silks.” Hmm, I must check on
that one.

I started walking along the corridor, looking
for anything that interested me. The first store happened to be for
business attire similar to what I was wearing. I picked up two
suits there and continued shopping.

The next stop was a lingerie shop. I bought a
couple of new corsets and some garter belts and stockings in
several flavors - thigh highs in five different colors, three pairs
of each, all very sheer - and matching panties and bras! I really
like the shelf bras that revealed my nipples above the shelf. So
much so I couldn’t wait so I put on the black one immediately. I
could feel my nipples as they gladly rubbed against the lining of
the coat now. I even picked up a couple of tight girdle panties
that I used to love to wear when my wife didn’t know. Now they fit
well and I had several pretty ones to confine me when I wanted them
to.

The following store was the bath shop. I
loaded up on the latest scents. Bubble baths, powders, candles.
This store was now one of my favorites.

Books were next. I found a wonderful erotic
book I had to have along with one on home decorating and one on
fashion. A couple of magazines from France and the UK completed
this stop.

By now, my hands were full so I stopped to
eat at a nice restaurant in the mall. Luckily, it was the next
place down the corridor. The maître d quickly helped me with my
things and had me seated. I relished the crabmeat and shrimp over
several greens with an exotic lime vinaigrette dressing. A Long
Island Iced Tea for desert seemed an appropriate reward. Heck, I
was on vacation! I paid the bill and continued my trek.

I could feel the effect of the drink I had as
I walked. It wasn’t overwhelming though but helped me to feel
relaxed and friendly now. The next stop was the shoe store. It was
two o’clock and my arms were full but I couldn’t pass it by. As I
went toward the store a handsome young man of about 23 ran up to
help me.

“There, please, have a seat and relax and
I’ll bring the shoes to you?” he begged questioningly. His riveting
blue eyes were flowing over me. The neatly trimmed black hair
framed his tanned, flawless soft face as his white teeth flashed
his smile. Gosh! If I were a girl, I would fall in love!

I giggled as I stared at him in his
nervousness.

“Well, dear, I guess I’d like to get
everything that appeals to me,” I said in my lovely new voice. I
still had a hard time believing it came out of me when I spoke.

He began at one end of the store and held up
the shoes as he went about. He would stop and bring over the pair
at my signal. I tried on several pairs and ended up buying most of
them. Included were some boots of various lengths one pair going
quite high over the knee.

When he was trying them on my feet, I could
see him trying to make out the charm on my ankle bracelet. The look
on his face alone was enough to know he figured it out. He held my
calf higher up as he put on the shoes and he slid his palm over it
as he let go. He did this with the next couple of pairs. His
pleasure was showing as he stood.

“Will that be all ma’am or is there something
else I can do for you?”

His shaking voice revealed his obvious
fluster.

“No, I don’t think so. You’ve been so
helpful.” I replied gently.

“How will you get all these things to your
car? Maybe I could help you.”

“Well, I have one more stop to make yet
though.” I sang invitingly as I turned and brushed the front of his
pants with my purse.

“I’m due for a break. Can I help you to your
last stop, then out to your car? You’ve bought more than I’d
normally sell in a day anyway. Since I’m the manager, I think I’m
allowed,” he said excitedly.

“That would be so wonderful. My arms are so
sore from carrying all that stuff.” He called back to the other
sales people that he was taking his hour lunch. He eagerly picked
up all of my things and we moved on. How easy it is for a lovely
woman to get help, I thought. A few moves, a few words and here is
an instant slave.

“How strong you are to carry all the bags!
What’s your name sweetie?” I asked.

“Brian, and yours?” he said.

“Trix! Thanks for helping me. I really
appreciate it.”

“No problem Trix. I...uh...I’m really happy
to spend more time with you…uh, I mean help you,” he said
nervously.

I smiled at him flirtatiously and pinched
his cheek.

“You are so sweet I just want to eat you up!”
I whispered to him in my girly voice. “But I can’t let you carry
everything!” I ended up taking some of the packages from him. Even
though he could manage it, I just couldn’t do that to him. He was
only about five foot four inches and one hundred and thirty pounds,
but striking.

We approached Hot Silks. I saved this one for
last. I noticed some excitement in Brian as we entered it.

“Nice store. I always wanted to check it out
but have never had anyone to go in it with me.” Brian said.

“Why didn’t you go in yourself?” I asked.

“Well this is sort of a couple's store and I
don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Oh my, how can that be? Someone as cute as
you without a girl?”

“You see I get very nervous around them as
you could probably tell. Maybe because I’m so small. I’d never have
a chance to date someone like you! I never would have dreamed of
doing what I did to you in the store with any other girl, but you
are different. You seem special and I knew right away I wanted to
spend more time with you.”

Brian had a puppy look on his face now. How
sweet I thought. Too bad I wasn’t a girl. Or was I? Or too bad he
wasn’t a girl? Maybe he should be. Oh no, now I’m confusing myself
again.

We went through the racks and tables. Brian
took the opportunity to pick things up and show me what he liked. I
could tell he enjoyed the feel of the materials. I picked out some
exquisite pieces of lingerie and tried them on. Brian watched
intently as I modeled for him. I found some things in his size and
added them to the pile, hoping I could convince him to model for me
later.

Next, we found some wonderful club outfits
for a wild night on the town. I thought Brian was going to burst
when he saw the nearly see through dress I picked out for myself.
We now had about all we could carry but I had to get some of the
adult toys too!

“We have got to get out of here before I buy
the whole store! I’m exhausted but can’t wait to get all this stuff
home. Do you still have time left on your lunch to help me to the
car?”

“Of course Trix let’s go!” he said
gladly.

As we were storing the packages in the trunk,
I noticed Brian was a little quiet and lost some of the brightness
in his face.

“What’s wrong Brian? You look a little blue.
Did I tire you out with all the shopping and carrying? Are you
OK?”

“No, no. I loved being with you. In fact, I
can’t remember ever enjoying being with someone as much as you. I
have to say you excite me incredibly. I’m afraid I’ll never see you
again.”

“Well thank you sweetie. But I don’t think
you should worry about not seeing me. Why don’t we go back to my
house and talk?”

The look on his face was priceless. I guess I
had a new friend. Too bad he wasn’t a girl! His beautiful blue eyes
flashed in his delight.

“Actually, my shift is almost over. Let me
run back in the store really quick and tell them I have to leave
early. It’s not busy today anyway, except for you. Can you wait
here until I get back?”

“No problem. Why don’t you drive your car
around and you can follow me. How does that sound?”

“Awesome Trix. Give me about 10 minutes.” He
planted a sweet, soft kiss on my cheek before running off back into
the mall. I’m thrilled with his excitement!

We stopped on the way home and picked up some
Chinese take out for dinner. We left the stuff in the car and went
inside to have a wonderful dinner, full of lively conversation and
a bottle of wine. Brian was so full of energy but seems like he’s
been missing something in his life. Maybe I can find what it is.
After dinner, we unpacked the car and put the clothes in the
bedroom.

“I can take the tags off and hang this stuff
up later. Let’s have a drink and talk some more,” I suggested.

“Are you sure Trix? I can help you arrange
your new things in your closet. I’d love to see your wardrobe.”

“Thanks but not now. Let’s relax, huh?”

“Yes, that sounds good.”

We made our way downstairs. I put some sexy
music on and mixed us both Long Island Ice Teas. I knew he would
like one.

“You really enjoyed Hot Silks, didn’t you
Brian? Don’t worry, I understand if you did.”

Brian was somewhat more relaxed now and spoke
more freely. “Yes I did. I love the feel of that type of clothing.
It’s too bad men’s clothes weren’t so good feeling and so pretty to
look at.”

I poured him another drink. A double this
time. What was I thinking! I wanted him to dress up for me in the
worst way. He would be perfect in a miniskirt and stockings. How
can I feel bad about it when I know this is what he wants too, but
is too afraid to admit it! I have to make him feel comfortable so
he can experience the feelings of having those pretty clothes
actually on his beautiful body. Heck, it only made my life more fun
why shouldn’t it do the same for him? At least if he’s anything
like me, which I have a very strong feeling he is.

“Come here Brian. I bought a men’s satin robe
for you at the store. Consider it a thank you gift for all the help
you gave me today. I would have still been at the mall collapsed on
one of those sticky benches if it weren’t for you. Let’s take our
drinks upstairs and I’ll give it to you.”

We went upstairs and I pulled out a black
satin robe and matching thong from the closet where I hid it when
we unpacked. I handed it to him and kissed him on the cheek. His
eyes filled with excitement.

“Wow! Thanks so much Trix! It looks great! I
never owned anything like this. Actually because I’ve never really
had anyone to wear it for. Can I try it on for you?”

“Please do!” I said. “Make sure you take all
your clothes off so you can feel the satin against your skin. It’s
wonderful. Come in the bathroom when you’re ready okay?”

He slugged his drink down and rapidly removed
all of his clothes. I had to peek a little to see what was under
his work clothes. What a vision! I felt the heat rise in my groin
as I smiled and walked to the bathroom.

When he came into the bathroom, he stumbled a
bit and held the doorframe to keep from falling on his face. The
drinks were definitely affecting him. The black robe and thong
looked beautiful on his small frame, although the thong revealed
something that wasn’t so strong. I grabbed his hand to help him
steady himself then sat him down on the side of the tub.

“Obviously you like the feel of the robe,
huh.” I giggled as I looked down at his erect member poking out of
the top of the thong.

“Oh my God, sorry!” He put his hands over it,
embarrassed.

“Oh Brian, I didn’t mean to embarrass you!
Getting hard just from having soft, silky material next to your
skin is nothing to be shy about! Enjoy the pleasure it’s bringing
you. It is pleasurable, isn’t it?”

“Holy crap. It feels so good Trix! Women are
so lucky. They can feel this good anytime.”

That’s the comment I was waiting for, an
affirmation to my plan. In front of him I slid my jacket and skirt
off so I wouldn’t mess them up in the upcoming transformation. His
eyes opened as wide as they could when he saw me in my shelf bra,
panties, and stockings. I could tell I didn’t have much time before
his excitement overcame him, or he fell asleep from the
alcohol.

“Now Brian, don’t fall asleep on me or resist
what I’m about to do to you. Don’t worry, it won’t hurt. Quite the
opposite. Just relax, sweetie.”

He moaned in agreement, which made me smile.
I took the cream hair remover and spread it all over him, his
member throbbing as I did. When I was done, I pulled down his thong
and did his pubic hair with it. Now I had to wait fifteen minutes.
When I was finished applying it, Brian looked up at me
confused.

“What the heck did you rub all over me? It
kind of tingles.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll love me for it in about
fifteen minutes. In the meantime, let me help you relax again.” I
had to keep things going before he figured out what I had done and
ran out of the bathroom.

I rinsed my hands off and grabbed his member,
stroking it gently. He bent his head back and closed his eyes as he
let a little moan out of his throat. I didn’t want him to finish
yet, not for a day or two at least or he wouldn’t fully experience
all the sensations he’ll be feeling in the next few days…just like
Joann trained me.

I stood him up and leaned him against the
counter. I knelt down and took a nibble at the head his hard cock,
trying to keep the hair remover cream off of me.

“You taste good baby, but will taste even
better after a nice warm bath with lots of smellies in it. Are you
doing OK?”

“Oh Trix. You are such a good host. A warm
bath sounds awesome. What’s going to happen when all this stuff
comes off?”

“You’ll see and you’ll love it.” I drew the
bath and put lavender and jasmine oils in it to soften his skin. I
wiped all the cream off his body with a washcloth, making him
promise not to look until I told him too.

“My skin feels tingly all over, and a bit
chilly. Did you take my hair off?”

“Let me help you to the tub and soften you
up. Then you can feel your new skin.”

I washed his body from head to toe with a
soft cloth. I pumiced his rough spots and made sure all the hair
was completely gone, which it was since he didn’t have much to
begin with. He sipped a glass of wine while I pampered him. His
skin treatment was complete.

“Time to get out Brian. I have more in store
for you!”

Brian lifted himself out of the tub and
rubbed his hands over his body.

“I feel as silky as the robe you bought me.
This feels soooo good,” he moaned, still standing in the tub.

“You should feel soft! I removed all your
body hair and bathed you in scented oils, along with the pumicing.
Feels great doesn’t it!”

“Oh baby. I can’t tell you how good this
feels. What’s next?” He stumbled as he tried to get out of the tub.
I guess the wine hit him and warm bath didn’t help. I helped him
out of the tub and he thanked me profusely, his eyes heavy with a
combination of total relaxation and too much to drink.

He stood in the middle of the bathroom naked,
rubbing his hands all over. I giggled as he moaned in his new skin
as I dried him with my soft pink bath sheet. He swayed on his feet
and looked about ready to pass out so we walked over to the bed. He
sprawled on the bed and I prepared his clothes. I put him in the
bed and then took off the rest of my clothes. I did his makeup and
dressed him with thigh highs, heels, garter, panties, bra with my
old gel breasts and wig. He slept through it all and by the time I
was done I worked up a nice sweat, having to move is lifeless
limbs. I painted his toenails and applied false nails on his short
fingernails. I decorated thee with the same color as his toenails.
I completed my masterpiece with a few sprays of perfume. He was
magnificent and could completely pass a s a woman.

I worried that he might be too far passed out
since he responded very little to all this commotion about him. He
needed some intense stimulation to let me know he was okay. I
looked at his panties showing his slight bulge. I slid my hand
beneath them as I nuzzled along side of him and caressed his velvet
stalk. I couldn’t resist him and moved my lips next to it. The
smell from the perfume I sprayed there filled my nostrils as I
looked at the clean hairless body at his crotch. I kissed his tip
gently with my lipstick-covered lips leaving a spot of pink on his
tip. I licked the tip with my tongue before I consumed him and
raced my tongue around his shaft. I could feel him growing in my
mouth as I did. The warmth of his thickening and lengthening member
was filling my mouth. I slid my lips up and down his shaft as I
held it between my pink fingertips. Mmmm I couldn’t believe how
good that felt to me! He started to arch his back and I knew he was
okay as he moaned slightly. I gave him a few more flicks of my
tongue around his head and rolled onto my back to get out of the
bed.

I went to the other room to sleep alone after
I covered him with the black satin sheets. It took all of my will
to leave him like that but I had to.

It was late in the morning when I got up.
When I checked on Brianna, she was still asleep. I made breakfast
for us and got some aspirins ready for her. I didn’t want her to
not enjoy this and get scared, but she might if she got up on her
own.

I went into the bedroom in my negligee and
heels and pulled back her covers. I rubbed her silky stem and heard
her moan from deep in her core. I pulled down her panties and took
her succulent shaft into my mouth, which was now very hot from the
hot tea I had been drinking. He was soon holding my head and
pumping himself between my lips. When I felt he could take no more
without going over the edge, I stopped and said in a sensual
voice,

“Good morning Brianna. How did you enjoy
things so far?”

She winced as she opened her eyes, but smiled
as she looked at me.

“Trix! It wasn’t a dream! You are really
here!”

“Yes dear. Like your nightclothes?” I
asked.

She looked down and was a little shocked at
first. Then she sat up and said,

“Uh...If you like me this way then I guess I
like it too.”

“Good! Let’s go eat”

I took her by the hand into the kitchen in
her pretty, sexy little outfit. Her rock hard poker showed
deliciously through the lace of the panties as her heels clicked
down the hallway with mine.

“Aspirin great!” she cried.

“Yes, but not till you eat something first or
it will upset your stomach.”

Briana consumed her food as I used to. She
then took the aspirin.

“I better get back to the store!”

“No” I said firmly but softly.

“No?”

“No! You’re on vacation for a week. Either
call someone in to cover or leave it closed. Unless of course you
don’t want to be with me for the week.”

“Oh no, of course I do. Where’s the
phone?”

Brian called his help and arranged the
schedule for the week with them. His week was covered.

“Okay, let me shower and change and we can go
get me some fresh clothes. I’ll get my car and we can do whatever
you want.”

“Whatever I want?” I begged.

“Uh...yes anything!” he said somewhat
reserved but eager to continue this gender adventure.

“Okay then Brianna.
We girls will have some fun! Go shower and
we’ll get you dressed!”

“Brianna? Get me dressed? What do you
mean?”

Brianna’s eyes had a look of fear in them,
though her makeup softened it some.

I giggled as I saw her fear.

“Yes dear, a girl all week. Wasn’t it fun
last night?”

“Well I guess, but I can’t dress like a
woman! What if someone saw me?”

“Don’t worry. You’ll fool anyone. No one
would think you were male when I‘m done with you. But it’s up to
you. Join me for a week as a girl or go back to work and never see
me again.”

I knew it was Brian talking, not Brianna,
despite the makeup and clothes. He was scared and confused but I’m
sure easily swayed to join me as Brianna. I really put him on the
spot. I knew how taken he was with me, but, I wasn’t surprised by
his response. He started to cry. I comforted him and nestled his
head against my breast like a little child. It felt good to comfort
her but it didn’t seem to be working very well.

I lead him to the warm bath I drew for him.
He continued to sob as I undressed him. I took him between my lips
again to settle him. That worked. Now he was excited and ready to
comply just to feel more of these sensations.

Without argument, Brain let me bath him and
dress him. I did his makeup again and put a dark brown wig on him,
the pageboy style kind of but more modern and very flattering to
his face. I powdered his body with a puff and spent some time
making sure to powder his globes and member nicely. I took him to
the bedroom and dressed him in a hard black suede skirt lined in
satin and a pink cowl neck angora sweater. His now twenty inch
corseted waist gave him a pretty shape. He had some trouble in the
four-inch spike heels of his black suede boots but adjusted
quickly. I put some perfume on him and gave him a purse of things.
Throughout the whole process, his pistol was loaded, ready to shoot
at the slightest stimulation. How could he think of refusing
himself this desire?

When Brianna looked in the mirror, feeling
her gel breasts bounce as she walked, I could tell she was
amazed.

“I look gorgeous! I could take myself to bed!
Wow! Trixie, this is wild! I feel luscious and sensuous.The
stockings and heels feel wonderful. I look like a pretty young
girl! How did you ever do this?”

“It was easy with you. You are sooo pretty to
begin with. Great! I’m glad you’re pleased. Let’s go out okay?”

“Sure, no way anyone would even recognize me
as the male Chris. No way would they even think I was a male! Let’s
go.”

He did well that day. His walk improved. His
voice wasn’t far off to begin with and now was perfectly sensual
and feminine. Everyone accepted him as a girl. He now had two holes
pierced in each ear. I knew he was mine. We went home and changed
to go out after we ate dinner.

I put on my new ruffled satin dress in black
with gold edging. The sleeves were long with matching ruffles at
the wrist. The top was low cut, fitted, and showed a good deal of
cleavage. My hair flowed down onto my shoulders and I felt HOT!

I tingled as I watched Brianna dress,
struggling some with her nails being so long. She was loving it
though! That was obvious by the bulge that kept getting in the way.
She selected a black leather mini of soft lambskin and a pink
angora sweater top again. She looked so good in pink! Her shoes
were delicate five-inch spikes with open toes and an ankle
strap.

I could feel myself as I throbbed against the
ruffles of the dress. The ruffles were wonderful in that they
allowed me to be free below and no one could tell what was
happening underneath but me. The only barrier between my pulsating
stem and the fabric of the dress was a pretty pink lambskin
support. It wrapped around the shaft and globes and a strap that
parted the globes and another strap that wrapped below the shaft
and above the globes. This contrivance held me up, out, and at
attention almost all the time. The ruffles shifted against me as we
walked to the car. This was going to be one heck of a night!

As we were seated at our table in the disco,
Brianna started to share her excitement with me. She was walking on
Cloud 9 most of the day and hardly stopped to share her true
feelings with me.

“Oh Trixie! I can’t believe what’s happening!
One side of me says no and the other is reveling in it. The
sensations and the continuous electric feeling are incredible. The
excitement of hiding in these clothes. The compliments of the men’s
eyes as they think of me as beautiful. It’s so flattering!” she
squealed a she grabbed my hand with her long nails, caressing my
palm. They were soft hands, soft and manageable like her, delicate
and beautiful.

I moved closer to her in the booth and I put
her hand on my thigh as I felt for her under her skirt. The
darkness and seclusion of our corner booth offered us safety from
prying eyes. We were enjoying a few moments of touching when a
couple of young men headed our way.

“Dance ladies?”

“No not yet. Maybe later, okay? Please?” I
said.

“Come back in about an hour?” I begged.

“Sure girls!” they said as they left.

“Good. That will give us some time to have a
couple of drinks before we leave here and leave them,” Brianna
said. “That’s the last thing I need to do! Dance with another
guy!”

“Another? That implies you have danced with
them before?”

“No, I mean another guy like me.”

“Like you? You think you’re a guy? Brianna!
Where have you been!? Get your head straight or I’ll have to end
the week and send you home!”

She looked sheepish as the waitress arrived
with two more of our drinks and two shots for us.

“These are from the boys that just came by.
They said the shots were only if you wanted them.”

“What are they?” Brianna asked.

“Oh a mixture of a few liquors. It tastes
great. Not real strong like booze. A funny texture though with
those white clouds floating in there but it tastes good. If you
drink them I’ll let them know if you like them or not okay?”

“Sure!” Brianna said. She swallowed hers down
before I could warn her about what accepting the shot implied to
the boys. I smiled at her and shot down my tasty treat, watching
her out of the corner of my eye.

“I’ll tell them you like them then?”

“Yes please do!” said Brianna. “I think it
might be my favorite drink ever!”

The waitress left but came back soon to check
on us. Brianna then asked her,

“What were those shots again?”

“Oh they were called...um...”

“What? Umm what?” Brianna begged.

“Um...uh...” The waitress leaned over and
whispered into Brianna’s ear.

Brianna responded with fright as she repeated
the waitress, “Oh my gosh! Cum in a glass?!”

“SHHHH, yes!” said the waitress as she
scurried away, giggling and Brianna’s innocence.

“OH, MY, GOD!” Brianna cried. “Trixie, do you
know what those boys are thinking now? They think I want to drink
their cum!?”

“Oh don’t worry! I’m still here. You’ll be
okay!” I consoled her for a while and she calmed down. Heck it was
only a drink!

Two more shots showed up.

“NO WAY!” Brianna squealed in her insulted
woman’s voice.

“Yes way!” I said to her. “They taste good!
Enjoy it and relax okay? Please?”

I knew she would and I knew the boys would be
there soon. Of course, within minutes, they were at our table,
ready to accept our gratitude for the shots.

“Hello again ladies!” They smiled as they
just slid right into the booth. I saw panic in Brianna’e eyes as
she stared at me. She controlled it though as the shots relaxed her
system.

“Enjoy the drinks? Or uh the shots?”

I replied, “Brianna loves them! She said they
are almost as good as the real namesake to them. Thanks so
much.”

She flashed a fierce look at me as the two
guys winked at each other thinking they had it made now. Her face
was a bright red and her hand shook a bit as she held a
cigarette.

“I didn’t enjoy them that much!” Brianna said
under her breath to me.

“Ha!” The tall one laughed and put his arm
around Brianna. “You had two sweetheart. You must have enjoyed
them.”

“Maybe she does,” I said. “Maybe two is the
number she likes to have a night. Anyway, I bet neither of you boys
could even fill that shot glass if you wanted to.” I grabbed the
closest crotch and felt his already hard cock. Yes, they would be
quick, I thought to myself.

“Excuse us for a minute?” I asked.

“Of course.” they replied in unison as they
let us out of the booth.

I took Brianna by the hand to the bathroom
and consoled her. I also told her what might happen and how to not
be discovered. She just wanted to go home but she also wanted to
stay with me and not lose me. The tears welled up in her eyes but I
stopped her from a full blown cry by threatening to leave her for
good and let the boys have their way with her anyway.

“Don’t worry sweetie. They’re already hard as
rocks. It won’t take long to finish them off, right in the booth.
If they cum in their pants, they’ll have to leave, right? Just go
along and they’ll be gone if you want.”

“Really?”

“Really. Wouldn’t you?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, don’t worry now k?”

“K”

We freshened up our faces and made our way to
the dance floor. Dancing and the rush of alcohol helped Brianna
loosen up. She glanced back at the boys several times and really
enjoyed them watching her moves. She danced so well too! The boys
eagerly gazed at both of us but were most excited by Brianna’s
innocence. She was their favorite.

Brianna was rock hard with desire for satisfy
the boys. I told her if she came before the end of the week, it
would all end. She couldn’t waste herself on such boys. I convinced
her the restraint would be worth it in the end. At first, Brianna
objected and stomped her foot that she wouldn’t do it. I grinned at
her display of feminine stubbornness. More of my words whispered in
her ear of the intensity of orgasm after holding it in for a week
did the trick. She finally agreed, pouting, but a soft smile
emerged. She grabbed my hand and led me back to the table.

We suggested the boys follow us to a hotel
nearby. They checked us in and paid cash for one suite. The ride in
the elevator was heated. The boys could not keep their hands to
themselves any longer.

We finally made it to the room. It was as
gorgeous as they were. But there was little time to admire the
fabulous decorating. They boys were hungry for Brianna. I had to
excuse myself to the bathroom and when I emerged, they were all
over her. They rubbed her legs and arms, kissing her neck. She
nervously crossed her legs, trying to keep her hidden parts
concealed. She needed to avoid discovery and knew it. To distract
the boys from trying to pry open her legs, Brianna quickly unzipped
their pants with her teeth. Their electrified probes showed well
through their matching Lycra thongs. I wondered if they planned to
match tonight. She got on her knees now and stretched the fabric of
the thongs down under their globes lifting them for display. The
one was quite large, at least nine inches long and about one and
three-quarter inches thick. The other was a cute 5 inches. I
watched proudly as my little Brianna performed flawlessly. How
excited I was!

Brianna now had their full attention with one
in each lovely hand going back and forth between them with her
mouth. She even managed to deep throat the long one somehow. He
squirmed each time she took him deep. Brianna was now obviously
enjoying this as she savored them between her lips. But it was
short lived as the first came between her lips and the second
wasn’t far behind. Brianna turned just fast enough to keep all but
one spurt off her face. She looked up at them and licked the pearly
liquid off the corner of her mouth. The boys were soaked with sweat
and spent from her work. They said thank you and good bye and ran
out the door. Boys, don’t they appreciate a good blowjob? I smiled
to myself at the silliness of them.

“Oh my God!” Brianna squealed. “What have I
done? What have you done to me! I’m a full-blown deviant! A queer!
Sure, I enjoyed that but now I can’t believe I did it! It has to
have been the alcohol. What have you done to me?” she pleaded.

“Nothing baby. It’s what’s inside of you,” I
said as I wiped the drip from the side of her face and laid it on
her lip. She licked my finger as the tears rolled down her
face.

“Let’s go home now. That was enough for one
night,” I said softly.

I knew I had her now. She was so like me. So
like everyone once the barrier of social norms was broken. But,
once it was broken, there was no returning to the old beliefs. It
was too powerful to deny. The truth of what is inside is shocking
but frees you once you experience it. There is no denying it.

The next morning Brianna was better. She was
ready for more actually. When we went for clothes, she started to
choose more risky, sexy things from the closet. She asked me to
tighten her corset more. I tightened her to nineteen inches now.
Her shape was wonderful and flowing now. A lovely hourglass. Her
bottom looking as inviting as a real woman’s does. Today I glued on
her 34c breasts with the built in nipples so she could enjoy the
feel of being braless. It was time for her to have it all now. She
was a quick student. A willing slave. A slave for love. A slave for
attention. A slave to please others and feel their energy as it
flowed into her. Like a vampire but not for blood.

“Okay you little slut! Ready to get laid
today?” I asked.

“Huh!?”

“Yes, you will get laid today! First let’s
put on the clothes you picked out then do your makeup and make you
pretty and sexy and inviting as hell.”

After the process was complete, I looked her
up and down as she modeled herself proudly.

“Okay, you’re ready, my beautiful Brianna.
What a luscious creature you have become!”


Chapter 14 - Briana is Completed

 


“I have a question for you Trixie.” Brianna
states as we sat on the bed. “Why the thorough washing of my bottom
with the shower head? You made me mess up the shower!”

“Oh, nothing a little shower cleaner won’t
fix. It washed away right? You feel clean now right?’

“Yes.”

“Good. Now you need to loosen up.”

I helped Brianna get excited with my warm
hand, which wasn’t difficult. Then I rubbed some desensitizing
lotion on the opening to her tight cavern with my finger. I took
the focal point of her desire in my hot mouth as I fingered her
canal. I removed my finger and replaced it with a small plug that
popped right into place.

“What’s that for?” she asked meekly. How
innocent she still was.

“It’s to loosen you up a bit. In half an
hour, I’ll put in a larger one then in half an hour again another
special one that will stay with you for the day. How does the one
feel that’s in now?”

“Uh... um it just kinda feels, I don’t know.
It doesn’t hurt. I guess it’s kind of nice.”

“Good girl! Consider this training for your
experiences tonight. It’ll help you enjoy it to the fullest.”

It finally came time for the last plug, which
was significantly larger than the first one, almost as large as
what will enter her later. I inserted it slowly as she lay on the
bed face down with her bottom up in the air. Her hips pushed up,
hungry to fill her gaping tunnel even further. She moaned and
grabbed the sheets with fisted hands. After it was in, she stood
and arranged her clothes and looked in the mirror. I turned on the
vibrator now inside of her with my remote control. Her eyes lit up
as she looked in the mirror. I shut it off.

“Woo hoo! A surprise! Trixie, please let it
run! It feels electrifying!”

“I will baby. I’ll turn it on at the right
times for you but you don’t mess your panties or the week instantly
comes to an end okay? Remember.”

“Yes Trix, anything you want. Please turn it
on,” she pleaded.

I turned it as we were getting ready to
leave. Brianna looked so helpless now. She was so involved in the
sensations. I knew the feeling well. I was so glad to share this
gift with her.

Brianna’s senses were heighted and she
enjoyed it immensely. Her body glowed. I’d activate and deactivate
the intense vibrations inside of her as she put her coat on and
freshened her lipstick. I couldn’t hear it but I certainly could
tell by her response that it was working. She pleasured me
throughout the day too. Her wet mouth consuming my prodding piece.
Her and I readying for the evening together had brought me to the
edge as well.

We went out for Maine lobsters, steamers,
oysters, and all the fixings. When we returned I removed her plug
and gave her a thorough cleaning out with a hot water bottle and
some special salts. She had nothing in that part of her body now
except a desire to have it filled.

I bathed her in mineral salts and rubbed
every inch of her body with an exfoliating sponge. The two of us
were in the Jacuzzi with one hundred and four degree water for half
an hour as we scrubbed each other down, playing with each other as
we did. I shaved her totally except for her head. When we finished
I tweezed her brows to a thin fine arch.

I sat her down on a very realistic phallus
that was eight inches long and two inches round. She took it easily
and willingly, just as she had taken the last plug. Her pleasure
was enhanced as she grinded slightly on the pleasure stick as I did
her nails.

I removed her old nails entirely and added
incredibly long French cut ones. She loved the look of these and
wanted terribly to wrap them around some man’s member. Those nails
wouldn't allow her to do much more than that, but what more does
she need to do? I was doing everything for her anyway and I loved
it. I let her practice on me, to see how they looked around a
man.

“Exquisite,” I moaned, enjoying her gentle
touch.

I finished her nails off by painting them a
bright pink metallic. As they dried, I took the pleasure of
engulfing her between my lips for some time. I had to stop though
as she was very much on the edge. If I wasn’t careful, she would
finish now before she was supposed to.

I did her makeup flawlessly. She looked like
a china doll and hot! A tigress, no longer a kitten. The hunger
burned in her eyes as if to advertise her intentions.

Her smooth skin was alive from the
exfoliating as was mine. We cherished each other’s bodies as we
smoothed an herbal scented lotion all over ourselves. I could feel
the electricity from her as it fueled me, my skin tingling from the
cream and from her energy. I couldn’t help but to caress her as I
went about the process.

It was dreamlike. She became a work of art. I
hardly wanted to share her with anyone. I was becoming so attached
to this creature as she was to I. Why, oh why? If she were a
kitten, she would be purring now, as would I. But she was a
tigress. A cat of unstoppable power. An unleashed, ravishing person
pleaser. I’ve created something now. However, I don’t want to share
it. Let it go I thought. WHY!? Did Joanne go through this with me?
She must have. How did she do it? The feelings are so deep. The joy
of awakening someone becomes so painful in the release.

My mind was a mess. I just wanted to keep
her. To me. Alone. To me.

The Dove

The Eagle

The Temptress

The Goddess

 


It cannot be kept. It must be shared and feel
the world through its own experiences. It would be a sin not to
share it or to deny its growth. I had to share her for her own
growth.

I dressed her for her gifts to others. I
dressed her with the pain of knowing it was to be. I dressed her
now knowing it was her joy I was after, not mine. I created a
masterpiece.

“Why are you crying Trix?” she purred as I
slid the stockings up her legs.


Chapter 15 – Author’s notes

If you enjoyed reading this story, please
take the time to leave a review, if you can, and tell your friends
that might like this kind of story, about it. Thanks for
reading!

Barb and Thom.
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