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My mom and dad gave me a hug. “Drive safe. Study hard. Learn how to drive that train,” my dad said, then laughed at his usual joke.

Since I was studying to become an engineer, my dad referred to driving the train because so many people thought that was what an engineer did. He knew what an engineer was, though, because he was one. So was my sister now. His favorite quote was, “An engineer solves problems you didn’t know you had in ways you can’t understand.” My favorite engineering quote was, “Before I went to Coll-age, I could not even, spa-ll En-ga -neer. Now I are one.” It was a pretty realistic representation, because of all the math and science learning and the lack of English and soft skills.

My mom’s hand ran over my hair. Her love pouring from her eyes. She kissed my cheek. “Stay warm. Wear a tee-shirt under your shirt. It can get so cold up there,”

“I will.”

I turned to my big sister, Angel, whose eyes were filled with excitement. She wasn’t big physically; she was tiny, but she was my elder, wise sibling. She drove an hour and a half to see me off. She was the person who helped me realize who I was.

I was wearing the new panties and matching bra she secretly gave me for a going away present last night, but not the perfume and earrings. She whispered in my ear. “You have everything you need now. Don’t be afraid. Be the girl inside and have fun.” She slid her hand under my coat and across my bra strap as she hugged me. She whispered, “Is that the new one I bought you?”

I nodded, and my face flushed.

She gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Be proud and not afraid, Gene.”

“I will. This is the last year. It should be the best.”

“It will be. Call me and let me know how things are going. No fear.”

“I will.”

I had rented a little Victorian on a quiet street a short walk from campus and restaurants. It came fully furnished. I returned to school a couple of weeks early to settle in. I put away all my things and organized and went down to a local pub for dinner. It was quiet around campus but there were some other early arrivers like me.

“Hi Gene. Back early, huh?” The bartender, Bill said as he placed his hands on the bar and leaned on them while he smiled.

“Yeah. Rented a new place and wanted to get settled in.”

“Beer?”

“Ah… I think I’ll have the cosmopolitan martini I see you have on special tonight.”

“Com’n right up.”

I hung my coat on my chair and perused the menu, imagining all the familiar flavors. I realized this would be the last time I’d be out and about as a guy, and it gave me a sense of relief. No more trying to look or act manly when I wasn’t. The snug, unfilled, slightly padded bra I wore from my sister reminded me it was all going to change.

Bill delivered the pink martini. “Here ya go, buddy.”

“Thanks.” I looked at it and looked around. “Uh…it’s pink.”

“It sure is. That’s a cosmopolitan.”

“Okay. Right. Thanks.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.” He laughed.

“Okay. Don’t bring me another. I’ll have something else more befitting a guy.”

“Right. Of course, man. If anyone asks, I’ll tell them it was a mistake drink I gave to you. Food?”

“Not yet. Just want to chill first.”

“For sure. Take your time.”

I sipped the pretty drink, thinking this time tomorrow I could have one of these and not be worried about it because I’d be presenting as a girl. I sipped and looked around. I wondered who would notice. I’d think Bill would for sure. If he recognized me. What would I say? What could I say? How will he react? My heart raced. Remember what Angel said. No fear.

I sipped and tried to calm myself the way engineers always do, with reasoning. All the reasoning Angel and I had discussed over the years since the time she had me dressed in her cheerleader outfit for a shopping mall run with her and her girlfriends when I was 13. So I shouldn’t have any fear after all those years of coaching.

I had no facial hair left because this summer I had laser hair removal coupled with electrolysis for the stubborn ones. My voice was gender neutral. My body was lithe and small and even a little shapely for a guy. I mean, I was never what anyone would call manly. I hardly had any body hair and what hair I had I’d epilated and it was almost all gone. I had a wonderful head of hair. I was prepared. There was no reason to be afraid.

A big hand patted me on the shoulder as the seat next to me was pulled out. I flinched, worried about my bra strap. I knew I should have taken it off before coming here, but I didn’t think anyone would touch me. “Hey man, see you came back early too.” He sat and swiveled in his seat, looking at my pink martini. “Cute drink.”

“Uh…”

Bill came over and greeted Dax, his hand out.

“Welcome back, Dax. Get you a drink? Cosmopolitan martinis are on special tonight. Want one? I made Gene one on the house to try. How is it, Gene?”

“Not bad. A little sweet.” I turned to Dax. “Try one. Who cares if it’s pink, right?”

Dax grinned and looked at me. “It’s cool. If it’s on the house for me too, I’ll take one.”

Bill nodded and smiled. “Sure. Why not?” He winked at me and left.

“So how ya been, Gene? Pleasant summer and all that?”

“Yeah. Nice to be home. Got to see my sister a bunch. Worked at the factory laying out the fresh addition and the equipment and trying to generate a free flow, low work in process, production line along with a flexible staffing arrangement incorporating lean principles. It was interesting. Frustrating too. My project team got it done early though, and they gave me a bonus because of that, so I left early. No point in starting another project with only a couple of weeks left.”

Dax nodded. “Cool. Sounds like they like you there. Keep ya challenged.” He sipped his pink drink and raised his eyebrows. “Hmm, surprisingly strong for a chick’s drink.”

I nodded and sipped. “So, how was your summer?”

“Not as much fun as yours. Ended up doing grunt work in the factory—their idea of an internship where I experience what the workers do every day. Heck, it pays the bills.”

“Right.”

Dax sipped his drink. “These are pretty darn good. I might have to have another one.”

“Good. I like them too. Didn’t want to be the only guy drinking them, though.”

“Hey. Don’t let it bother ya. Who gives a rat’s ass what other people think?” He patted my shoulder. “Anyone gives us shit. I’ll deck’em.” He chuckled. His eyes flitted over my face. “Do you ever shave? Your skin is so soft.”

“Uh… I uh…”

“Oh sorry. Didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. It’s just you don’t seem to have any facial hair at all. Just eyebrows.”

“No problem. Right. Runs in the family. Like my sister.” I laughed. “Save a ton on razors and did you know that guys who shave spend 7 minutes a day for, say, seventy years, starting at the age of fourteen, spend almost three thousand hours or 124 days of their life shaving?”

He nodded, laughing. “I calc’d that too once. I was gonna get laser hair removal and save all the time and money. The payback is almost worth it, plus not having to mess with it. Chicks should do their legs. That takes more time.”

“But not every day.”

“I guess. Most chicks these days don’t even bother. Why should they? They wear pants all the time. What ever happened to women being pretty and feminine?”

I nodded and sipped my fresh martini. “I know. My sister’s different, though. When she can, she dresses up well.”

“You’ll have to introduce me some time. Not many like her.”

I nodded and looked at the menu absentmindedly as I thought. What would Dax think when he saw me tomorrow? He might like the new me. I’d be one of the few feminine girls. I chuckled to myself.

“What? Somethin’ funny on the menu I’m miss’n?”

“Nah. Just laughin’ about our conversation.”

“Don’t you agree?” He raised an eyebrow. Women just aren’t feminine anymore. Most women. Cept’ maybe your sister.

“No, I agree. I do. If I were a woman, I’d be feminine and sexy and shave my legs. I mean, girls are the only people that get to be pretty and feminine. Guys can’t be.”

“Right. Except for the ladies with something special under their skirt. I mean, the ones I’ve seen pictures of and stuff, they look better than most women. I think they realize how nice it is to be feminine and they take more time and get into the details. That’s probably why it’s more common now and more accepted. Who would know anyway? I give those ladies credit. They got guts.”

“They sure do.” My heart was pounding. Should I tell him? I knew him for all the time we were in school. We were in a lot of classes together and worked on our homework together and when we had time off from studying, we’d share a few beers. I always liked Dax, and I knew he’d protect me if someone gave me shit about anything. And now it seems he’s okay with trans girls.

Dax pounded his Cosmo. “I think it’s time for a draft and a pizza.” He placed his hand on my shoulder and looked at me. “Wanna join me? I’ll buy”. Did he feel the bra strap? It didn’t seem he did.

“Sure. Anchovies on my half.”

“Anchovies on all of it. I got a taste for something new after this powerful girl’s drink.”

“Right. To those powerful new girls with something special under their skirts.” I tossed my drink back. “Anchovies will do it. I shouldn’t have any pizza, though, but what the heck?”

“Why not pizza?”

“The carbs turn into fat on my ass and hips. You’d think it would go to the stomach, but not for me. If I’m not careful, I’ll have a chick’s hips.”

“Really? I never noticed.”

“Cause I don’t eat much pizza or carbs. Except at home. My mom makes home made pizza and her spaghetti sauce and linguini and clams sauce are incredible. Been a tough summer.” I patted my hip and laughed. “Have to be good again.”

“For what? The Dali Lama said, ‘The purpose of life is to be happy.’ Be happy buddy.”

“Right. You’re one hundred percent right. Just like those trans girls.” My heart raced. I had to see how he reacted if I kept going with it. I needed more confidence to show him the new me tomorrow. I watched Dax grab the frosted beers Bill brought us and he slid one to me. I picked it up.

He nodded and raised his glass. “To those courageous trans girls, may they and we all be happy.” He clinked.

“Right.” The head of the beer danced on my upper lip as I slugged a good slug down. I licked my lips and wiped them with my wrist. “Nothin’ like beer.”

“For sure. That Cosmo was pretty good, though. Nice and stiff too. Too bad we’re not trans girls where we could get away with drinking them and not get picked on.”

“You’d be a trans girl?”

He rolled his eyes. “Nah. Don’t have the body or the guts.” His eyes flitted around my face. “But…now don’t be insulted.”

“What?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Okay. But…I think you could be one of those girls. I mean your voice and face and body and all. You’d probably be the hottest babe around.”

I was stuck. My eyes were wide. I wasn’t sure what to say.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to freak you out or insult you.”

“No. No. You didn’t…uh…Kinda the opposite. Thanks for saying that.”

His eyes opened wide, and he smiled. Not evilly. Not jokingly. His eyes told me he was sincere. He nodded, sipped his beer, studying me. “Like the Dali Lama said, right? Our purpose is to be happy. Would it make you happy to do that? Did you ever think about it?”

I looked around the bar. I could tell my face was flushed. I lowered my head and looked up at him with my eyes. “I…uh…”

He placed his hand on my shoulder and squeezed it. “Relax buddy. I’ll take it all back.”

“No. No. I mean…” I looked around and whispered to him. “I’m gonna be one of those girls.”

He pulled his hand away. Was that revulsion? Had he felt my bra strap that time? His eyes smiled, and a smile filled his face. Was he laughing at me?

He shook his head. He looked around. Looked me in the eye. He spoke quietly. “Wow. How did this come about? When did you know? When are you doing it? Are you taking hormones? Are you chopping it off?” He rubbed my back. “It’s okay.”

I knew he found the bra strap this time because his hand stopped there for a second. He took his hand away and leaned back and sipped his beer, waiting for me and taking in my reaction. “It’s okay. You can trust me.” He patted my leg. “We’re old friends.”

“Thanks. I really appreciate that from you. I didn’t know what to expect. You don’t know how much better I am having someone to share this with other than my sister.”

“I’m glad. So. Tell me about it. Are you on hormones? Is that why your skin’s so smooth? Are you chopping it off?”

I laughed. “No hormones. I had laser hair removal and electrolysis. I did the calc and for me, it was a simple decision. My sister talked me into it a little too. She’s been my support and encouragement.”

“That’s good to hear. She must be great.”

“She is. I’ve been wanting to be a girl all my life. Being a guy just doesn’t fit my body or my brain.”

“So why aren’t you presenting as one now?”

“I finally worked up the courage. I’m starting tomorrow with a full salon day for nails and hair and all, and I already have my new wardrobe and heels and dresses and stockings and all that my sister and I have been shopping for and accumulating all summer. I wanted to have a line in the sand and cross it and not be stuck somewhere on the fence going back and forth. So tomorrow, I’m a girl.” I sipped my beer.

Dax nodded. “That’s awesome.” He smiled. “Let me take us out to celebrate. A really fancy dinner somewhere. You can be my arm candy.”

“Really? You’d do that for me? I don’t even know how people will accept me.”

“They’ll accept you perfectly. I’m sure you’ll be more woman than any other woman I know. Let’s celebrate tomorrow for dinner. Something better than pizza and beer. I’ll make reservations and I’ll even wear a sport coat and dress pants.”

“That sounds lovely. But… you know… it’s not a date. I mean, I’ve never been with a man… or a woman, for that matter. And I never had sex with anyone… other than me.” I laughed, hearing myself say that. I looked around. No one noticed.

“That’s too bad it’s not a date cause I think we’d make a great couple, but I understand. I’m an engineering student too, so our sex lives are the same. What engineering student has time for anything more than a whack or two to get the monkey off their back, anyway? Right?”

“Right.”

“But as far as a couple goes. I mean, sex is secondary. We’re both inept at that, I’m sure. But as a person, I liked you from the time I met you and found out how intelligent you were. And confident. And a great person. You got me through kinematics and dynamics and diffi’ques. You were patient, confident, and gave me confidence. Now it’s my turn to help you for a change. Let’s go out tomorrow for dinner. Don’t call it a date if you don’t want to. It’ll give you some confidence.”

“Uh…wow. I uh…”

“I’m buying. Dress for it like I think you will. Be the lovely, classy, feminine lady I know you’ll be great at. Just don’t be surprised if I’m overwhelmed with your beauty. Knowing you, you’ll be perfect at being your new self. Say yes.”

I nodded hesitantly.

“What did you think you’d do when you did this tomorrow? Stay home?”

“Pretty much. Go slow. Brief excursions.”

“Hide from all your regular places like this?”

“Probably.”

“Nonsense. I’ll take care of you. Don’t worry. Just be you.”

I nodded.

Our pizza arrived. Dax turned his seat and patted my thigh. “Look at those anchovies. I drank a Cosmo and now for something else that’s new.” He picked up a slice and his face smiled as he raised it to toast me.
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Dax and I had a great discussion about my transitioning. He was encouraging and an all round great friend to have. I felt more for him after that night than I ever did, even though I valued him highly as a friend already. I was glad there wasn’t any pressure for having a sexual relationship and it was just us buddies going out to celebrate.

Even though the pressure was off, my heart raced in anticipation of doing myself up fully as a woman. I never did anything this elaborate before. Luckily, my sister had me well prepared for makeup skills and everything else I needed to be perfect. I told myself I would be.

After a quick breakfast. I did the morning routine I usually reserved for a day off when I was going to have sex with myself and reach a thing they called a sissygasm. My sister taught me about doing that because she knew I’d never be having sex with a woman and this was the only way I’d really be able to enjoy myself as a girl might, even though I feared sex with anyone. I cleaned out my bottom in the shower to feel the clean, fresh feeling it gave me. I wasn’t going to do anything else, though. I just wanted to be fresh and clean.

I dressed in a denim miniskirt and moderately heeled mules with no stockings, just panties and a bra with gel breast forms and a pink V-neck sweater. I did my makeup, threw all my old stud earrings in the trash and put in long dangle earrings in both holes in each ear. I put my hair in a ponytail with a scrunchy. A few puffs of perfume and I loaded my purse and left. What a relief it was to finally be dressed like I should be. I couldn’t wait for the rest of my transformation.

The day was as vibrant as I was as I made my way to my car in front of the garage, my mules crunching on the stone driveway. I drove with the windows open and my ponytail flopping in the breeze as I listened to Madonna’s song, What it Feels Like for a Girl, and immersed myself in the sensations.

I arrived at my appointment right on time at the salon. My sister bought the full treatment for me—a four-hour indulgence. A mud bath and loofah scrub followed by a jasmine scented massage and hot rock massage. Then a pedicure and manicure with adding long fake nails while my face had a mask applied and hot towels along with a foot and hand massage. By the time all of that was done, my body was tingling all over and a subtle, peaceful energy coursed through my body.

I sat in a chair and watched as my hair was cut, styled, highlighted, and had wavy curls added with a perm. Then they finish-cut and styled it in layers, framing my face like a porcelain doll. I had become a totally new person.

I checked my watch. Dax would pick me up at five and it was three-thirty. Plenty of time. I already knew what to wear after going through my choices in my mind during the massages and treatments. I was vibrating with excitement.

Back home, I nervously laid out my clothes on the bed. I felt I needed to wash the perm and smells from my hair and I wanted to run a razor over my body just in case I had strays. When I was done, I redid my makeup in a dramatic evening look, put on twenty-four-hour lipstick and dried my hair and fluffed it. It was so simple to manage now and looked fabulous, even if it wasn’t combed or brushed. I played with it with my fingers a little, then just sprayed it upside down and fluffed it out. I got a hard-on looking at myself in the mirror. My sister said it was only natural for that to happen, because my brain automatically responded to pretty women and when I became one, it aroused me. I accepted it and actually loved that I made myself be so sensual. It was a pretty sensation being aroused and feminized. The arousal seemed to emphasize the sensations of femininity, leaving me immersed in a sensation of being very pretty.

I sat on the bed and slid into a pair of ultra sheer, silky, suntan pantyhose, which I had cut out a bit of the gusset so I could poke my whole package through it and not have to take down the pantyhose to pee. Plus, it was more comfortable that way. The sensation of the pantyhose on my silky legs made me bob in the air when I slid into my sheer, black-flowered panties. I put on my wide strapped, four hook closure, black-lace bra and stuffed the dense gel breast forms into it and adjusted my chest flesh, creating lovely cleavage with full breasts.

The satin lining of the black-chiffon V-neck minidress glided against my stockinged legs and I throbbed in my panties again. I remembered I had prepared to have sex with myself that morning and wondered if I might insert a little vibrating buddy down there to keep the sensations flowing and keep me at my maximum prettiness.

Heck, why not? Dax would never know and never hear it. I’d present myself more femininely as well because of how it changed my walk and made me sway my hips more…not to mention having the penetrating, filling vibrations making me filled with extra prettiness.

I ran into the bathroom, lubed a long, thick, curved pink vibrating plug and slid it in, my hand slipping under the panties and pantyhose to find its home. I punched up the app on my phone and set the plug to a random series of various vibrations, turning it on and off in patterns. Yes. This was lovely… very pretty.

I walked back to the bed, my hips swaying more from the plug inside and I sat and slid into the black patent, thin strapped, five-inch-heeled stilettos and fastened the ankle straps securely around my ankles then affixed golden ankle bracelets with dangling hearts on each ankle.

At the dresser, I loaded on my other gold jewelry… necklace, long dangle earrings, rings, and bracelets. I sprayed perfume under my dress and over my hair and loaded my purse. I checked my watch. He’d be there in ten minutes.

Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I took myself in. I was a gorgeous girl. Sexy as hell, too, and I loved my new hair. I hoped Dax would like it. There wasn’t a hint of maleness about me and I throbbed in my panties and the plug shot off again, sending a pleasant sensation through me. I rubbed my hardness through my dress as I gazed at myself in the mirror.

I looked into my made-up, seductive, bright eyes. It was still me inside, but a better me. I slid the short hem of my minidress aside and let my new long-nailed fingers slip under my panties, pull them aside, and grab my hard, silky cock. I wrapped it in the satin lining and stroked myself, looking into my eyes. The plug shot off.

I jerked it fervently and whimpered as I oozed from the tip and I wiped it with my thumb, making me twitch. My whole body tingled. I was a seductress now as I seduced myself. I moved the thin panties under my globes and let the hem of the dress down. My raging, bobbing hardness didn’t show even though the panties under it lifted the whole package up. I stroked it with the dress and walked about. It still didn’t show. The flare of the hem of the dress was such and the lining sufficient that I was bobbing under my dress yet …. no one would know. Should I? Was it right to go out with Dax like this? I throbbed under my dress. I felt so damn feminine and pretty.

The doorbell rang. I slung my purse on my shoulder, took one last look in the mirror, grabbed my crop top sweater and headed down the stairs, my breasts tugging on my chest sweetly, my cleavage prominent, my plug humming and my cock throbbing and rubbing lining of the dress. I was a hot, pretty, mess, and loved every bit. I was free and liberated, and prettiness surged through me.
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“Hi Dax!” I stepped in tiny minced steps across the hardwood floor, my stilettos clicking erotically, my breasts tugging on my chest, jiggling my cleavage.

Dax’s eyes were filled with amazement, a smile splitting his face. “Oh, my god! You’re stunning!” He reached his hand out and I took it delicately in my long-nailed hand as he raised my hand and had me spin. I turned for him

He shook his head. “Wow. You’re so perfect. A goddess.”

I was smiling ear to ear, and I tilted my head down and looked up at him. “Thank you, Dax. Very kind of you to say so.” Should I give him a peck on the lips? It would be what a woman being taken to dinner would do. My heart raced.

Dax seemed kind of stuck as he stood there in his sport coat, looking handsome as hell. I could see the outline of his hard cock in his black polyester dress pants. I was turning him on. The plug went off inside of me and I throbbed under the dress uncontrollably. I tingled all over with that pretty sensuality.

Dax moved closer. He carefully ran his fingers through my hair. “Your hair is gorgeous. It frames your pretty face so well.” He placed two fingers and his thumb under my chin and turned my head to and fro. “Such a pretty face.” He leaned in and sniffed my hair. His cologne was fabulous. “Mmm, smell like a dream, too.” He stared into my eyes and my heart pounded. Should I? He waited.

I raised up on my toes and quickly gave him a peck on the lips. “That deserves a kiss. Thank you. Let’s go. I can’t wait to be seen with you. I’m not afraid now.” I grasped his hand.

He let my hand go and offered his arm. I took it and we left with me clicking in tiny steps alongside, hips swaying, plug shooting off, bobbing under the silky dress, breasts tugging. I was in heaven.

He held the door for me and I slid the hem of my dress under me as I slid in and rotated my legs into the car. The leather seat was cool against my thigh. I crossed my legs and bounced a foot in my high heel as he entered his side and beamed at me. “Look at you… so perfectly delicious. Your legs are so flawless, silky, and sexy in those stockings.”

“Thank you.” I gave him a flat smile and placed my purse on the floor. I shifted in my seat and uncrossed my legs, placing them side by side and folded my knees to the side, then adjusted the hem of my dress and tented my hands in my lap over my throbbing shaft, free in the dress's satin. I pressed on it deliciously. The plug shot off and made me wriggle on it. I was so pretty feeling, so sexy, so horny.

Dax drove, glancing over at me on and off, his hand resting on the gear changer. “Gene, you truly are meant to be like this. I mean it. It suits you soo much better than being a guy. You’re my dream girl.”

“Thanks. Dream girl, huh? So you meant it about the tgirls.”

“I did. All the stuff I’ve seen, I mean you know, online where I shouldn’t be going, showed me how much more a tgirl brings to the picnic than a regular girl. They’re so much more feminine…like you. They’re much more women than any female born woman of today could ever be.”

I nodded. “I guess. I know being pretty and feminine as when being a girl is much nicer to me.”

“We should date.”

“Aren’t we going to dinner together?”

“Yeah, but. You know. Like a guy and a girl date, not like two old buddies hanging out.”

I pressed on my throbbing cock under my dress while looking at him driving. My big body guard. My buddy. His bright eyes, clear skin and clean-shaved face with the sharp lines of his chin, the bright white and blue of his eyes as he watched the road and stole glimpses of me. The fresh and clean scent of his manly cologne in my nostrils. I looked out the window.

“I guess that’s an answer. You not answering.”

I turned to him and glided my hands on my stockinged thighs, loving the sensation. “Dax. You are an ideal man for any girl to date. You could marry a woman and have children.”

“It’s not for me. If we ever wanted children together, we could adopt if you wanted to. I don’t even want to think of that right now. I just want you to be my girlfriend.”

I nodded. I’d be stupid not to be his girlfriend. My sister and I talked about this before. She said I was going to an engineering school where I could find a mate. A wealthy mate like I was going to be. Two married engineers would pull down a ton of money. Especially since I’d have a full career too, because I couldn’t have kids. We’d retire early. Travel the world. Angel thought I should have presented as a girl freshmen year. I wasn’t ready to tell my parents yet. I’m still not, but this is the last year, so when I go home for winter break, I’ll be the real me like I am now.

Dax placed his hand on my thigh and caressed it. “You’re so pensive. Gene, is it about the sex? We can hold off on that.”

“It’s that and other stuff. I mean. I’d be stupid not to be your girlfriend and then your fiancé and then your wife. Two engineers would retire early. Have a glorious life. Plus, we’re best friends already, and now you’re smitten with me. What more could I ask for?”

“Exactly. So it’s the sex. Your logic says the rest is right.”

“It does. The sex is scary, but…a lot less scary than if I had sex with a woman.” I laughed. “At least I’m familiar with the plumbing.”

He laughed. “Well, if it makes you feel any better. I never had sex with a woman or a girl. Nothing more than some heavy petting in high school. Girls are a complication to an engineering student, but you wouldn’t be. When it’s time to study, we will. Right now we have a couple of weeks to get to know each other better as the new you. Be my girlfriend. We don’t have to worry about sex. I can have fantasies every night after I leave you.”

“You’re so candid.”

“Why not? We all do it. I’d jerk off thinking of you. I know I will already. You’ve burned an image into my mind.” He glanced at my cleavage and my legs and back to the road. I throbbed. The plug shot off. His cock was hard in his dress pants. I’d never seen him have a hard-on before. It made me proud.

“Dax, you better relax or you’ll have to carry my purse in front of your hard-on.” I laughed and wriggled in my seat. Pressed my cock down and rubbed it.

“I saw that. You’re hard too, right? Don’t lie, buddy.”

I grinned and nodded. “Uh…sometimes all this femininity makes me feel…. pretty… and very hard. Of course, oddly enough, seeing your state right now made me throb, too. The thought that I could arouse someone besides myself is in itself arousing.”

He laughed and banged on the steering wheel. “Good. Then we’re definitely dating, even though you don’t want to admit it.”

He pulled into the valet. Took his coat off to carry in front of him. The valet opened my door.
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We entered with my arm in his. The maitre’d led us out back to the patio. I clicked in tiny quick steps to keep up, hanging onto Dax as my cock flailed beneath the dress, the plug shot off, and my breasts tugged deliciously heavy on my chest. The maitre’d showed us our seat. I sat and placed my purse on the seat next to me. Dax put his coat back on.

We had a love seat facing the gardens with a coffee table before us and end tables on each side. I crossed my legs and bounced a foot and Dax sat next to me, his thigh pressing against mine and his arm draped over the back of my seat.

A waiter approached, smiling and bringing iced water in stemmed glasses. He placed it on the linen tablecloth on the coffee table. “May I provide libations?” He handed us a drink menu. “I’d recommend the Hungry Eyes Martini. It’s a dirty martini made with Grey Goose that has been washed with feta cheese, then the drink is served in a chilled Victorian era stemmed glass with feta stuffed olives. The feta adds salt and a smooth cream texture to the vodka that is subtle yet rich. My name is William. Would you like some time?”

Dax looked at me with a raised eyebrow. “I’ll take The Hungry Eyes. It’s very fitting for me tonight.”

William chortled. “I can see why, sir, with a woman as lovely as your partner this evening. Miss?”

“Yes. I have to admit.” I turned to Dax and tilted my head. “I have hungry eyes right now, too.” I grinned.

“Lovely. I’ll bring snacks and the menus as well.”

William left, smiling and walking away cheerfully.

“I think you made his day, Dax.”

“We did. It’s obvious how we fit. People will always see it. It’s what people long for.” He glided his hand on my crossed leg as I bounced my foot. His hand was wonderful, the way it gently squeezed my leg and sent little ripples of pleasure into me. His eyes showed his love for me as he gazed at me. He leaned in to me, sniffed my neck and his warm breath on it made me melt as he said, “You make me so hot.”

I throbbed. Gave him a peck on the lips and placed my hand on his thigh. “Thank you. You’re making me hot, too. This girl may have to learn how to treat a boyfriend soon.”

William returned and placed our frosted drink glasses on the table, then poured the martinis from a shaker into it. The glasses were finely etched, very thin crystal and had a skewer of two olives stuffed with feta and a cube of feta between them. On the side of the glass was a miniature clothes pin holding a funnel of paper with little potatoes chips in it. It was so cute. “The oysters tonight are all from the northwest coast, the lobster tails are from Maine and very sweet. The scallops are sushi grade from Nova Scotia and buttery when eaten raw. Of course, we have meats, cheeses, and a variety of other tapas which you’ll find on the menu. Just raise a glass when you need another drink, but I’ll be checking on you before that. Anything else right now?”

“No. Thank you, William. This is wonderful.”

“We aim to please. Enjoy.”

We leaned back with our drinks, clinked them delicately and sipped. With my long painted nails, I plucked a miniature chip out of the cute funnel and put it in my mouth, then sipped again. I placed my hand on Dax’s thigh and looked into his eyes. “This is enchanting! Thank you so much for taking me.”

He squeezed my hand on his leg. “You’re welcome. Thanks for coming with me. See? This is what our life will be like when we’re married.”

I took my hand away and placed it on my leg. “Oh Dax. Stop. Don’t be in such a hurry. I never even had a boyfriend before, never mind a husband.”

He nodded. “I know. I’ll slow down. Now that you mention it. I’m being a real jerk. I need to allow you time to establish your new you. You need to date other men beside me. It wouldn’t be right if you didn’t.”

I shrugged, gazing at him, holding my martini glass delicately between my glinting, long-nailed fingers. I brought my lips to the edge and sipped it delicately. He’d be this swept up with me yet risk losing me so I could have dates? He was incredible. I didn’t believe it. He’d probably freak if I ever did it. “Date other guys, huh?”

His hand was obsessed with my stockinged leg. I could see him throbbing in his pants still. “Yeah. I mean…you’ve only been a girl for not even a day. You don’t know what kind of guy you want. You might even want a girl. Or a girl like you. You don’t know what you don’t know.”

I nodded. “True. Man plans, God laughs.”

“Right.”

“You’re the man planning for me. God’s laughing. How do you suppose I choose who to date and where to find them to get this test done?”

“Test? What test. You think I’m testing you?”

“Kinda. If I date other guys, you should date other girls.”

“There are no other girls for me. You’re it.”

“There are a ton of girls on our campus. You never had sex with a girl and you never dated any. You should try to be normal and see how it works. If I’m dating other guys. You should date other girls. We could double date. That’s the only way I’d feel safe. If you’re around, I’d feel safe.”

He rolled his eyes. “Okay, then we can figure out someone for each of us. Suitable candidates not dorks or bimbos. We can pick out people for each other. People on campus.”

I nodded. I knew a girl he might like. “I know a girl who I’d watch all the time. She had a killer body, but the time I’d really like her was when she was on stage acting. She was a knockout.”

“On stage? I might know her then. We went to some shows together before. Was she in them?”

I nodded. “Great actress. Don’t know what she’s really like, though.”

Dax nodded and sipped. He looked up. “I have a guy for you, too. He’s another engineer, so no problem with long-term finances again. He’s a double-E I think. Nice guy. Kind of like you were. He was in my electrical classes you didn’t take. Sharp kid. Good looking. Not macho. Like I said. Kinda like you were.”

I nodded. “Another me. What the heck. Let’s sleep on it. For now, I just want to enjoy being a girl out with her arm candy and eat and drink and celebrate.” I slid my hand up and down his leg and leaned in, gave him a slow, gentle kiss on his lips. “Thanks for thinking of me.”

He wrapped his arm around my shoulders and hugged me to him, kissing me on the forehead. “Mmm!”

“Would you love birds like another drink or and some food?”

William stood smiling at us, his hands behind his back. He winked at me. “You both still seem to have hungry eyes. Maybe you need some more?”

My face flushed. I sat properly and Dax removed his arm from around me, then looked up at William. “I have a desire for some oysters. Do you, Gene?”

I nodded.

“How about eighteen assorted north-west coast oysters?”

“Right away.” He looked at our drinks. “Another round? That would go well with the oysters.”

Dax looked at me and I nodded and he nodded and William ran off.

Dax took a deep breath. “Wow. This is tough.”

“What?”

“You make me so horny now. It’s weird. You never did before.”

“I know. I do it to myself too. I guess it’s natural.” I looked around and no one could see us since we faced the gardens. I looked back and William was at the outside bar, mixing. I placed my long nailed hand on Dax’s lap and wrapped his hard cock in his pants and rubbed it. It was huge and very hard. I turned to face him. His eyes told me he wanted me to continue. I looked around. William was still mixing. I took a napkin from the table and placed it on Dax’s lap and slid under it with my hand and worked the zipper down.

William was on his way back. Dax crossed his legs and straightened the napkin over it. Nothing showed.

William placed the drinks and left to fetch the oysters from inside. The coast was clear. I had to touch it. A real cock. I’d dreamt of doing this. I never thought I would, though. Just the toys I played with. Dax helped get it out. I wrapped my fingers around his hot, hard flesh and stroked it, looking into his eyes. “I love it, Dax. This is so nice.”

“Oh god. It sure is. Your hand is so soft.” He glided his hand on my stockinged thigh. I stroked his hard, silky cock tenderly, gazing into his eyes. I used my other hand to roll his hairless and velvety balls in my palm. He caressed my hair. Gave me a peck on the lips and touched my cheek with the back of his fingers. He sniffed my hair and his breath was hot on my neck. He whispered, “Oh god, Gene.” He looked around. “Inbound oysters.”

I pulled my hands out and picked up my drink. My heart pounded. 

“Oysters for the beautiful couple.” William chimed as he came around our seat.

Dax crossed his legs, trapping it and covered it with the napkin, his face flushed, smiling nervously. William stood up from placing the oysters before us. His eyes flitted about. He looked around and came around to Dax. He quietly spoke to us both as he stooped beside Dax. He looked very serious. Fuck! “We encourage our guests to make the most of their experience here.” He looked around.

I thought, oh shit. He caught us. He’s kicking us out.

“We want our guests to savor and remember their evenings here. We pride ourselves on impeccable service and impeccable food and drink.” He waved his arm at the gardens. “That’s why we also have created these gardens. To add another layer of experience for our guests. When we see a young couple enjoying themselves that might want to express their pleasure further in a more private setting, we offer a place for that. A lovely short stroll down the path will lead you to another path with a gate on it that says no admittance. The combination for the lock is 123. Unlock the gate and proceed down that path and you will find a little nest suitable for any private matters you’d like to discuss or indulge in. Your seats are reserved for the evening and we want you to have a leisurely meal. Take your time. Bring your drinks if you like. I’ll keep my eye open for you when you return.” He stood up and smiled, his hands behind his back. He winked at me and left.

We stared at the oysters and laughed.

“I can’t believe it. He’s getting a hell of a tip,” Dax laughed again. “Guess we should have the oysters first.” He took one from the plate along with a tiny fork and held it before my lips. I leaned my head forward and opened my mouth, holding a napkin under my chin. He slid the oyster into my mouth as I looked into his eyes.

I closed my eyes, then opened them and rolled my eyes. I nodded. When I was done crushing the delectable between my tongue and the roof of my mouth, I swallowed. “Oh, my god. Perfect. Have one.”

I picked one up while Dax tucked himself away and zipped. “Like any mignonette, lemon, or caviar?”

He shook his head. “I’m a purist. I want to taste all of the oyster like you did. We can eat the caviar separate with the crackers.” His eyes were glued on the oyster. His lips parted. I pushed the oyster down the shell with my long painted fingernail into his mouth. His lips closed around it and my finger. I withdrew my finger and sucked it, looking into his eye. Then I imagined my finger was my favorite dildo I’d played with and gave it the royal treatment.

Dax rolled his eyes as he swallowed the oyster and watched me suck my finger seductively. He rolled his eyes. “Oh, my god. You’re wild.”

I nodded and looked round, then poked my finger in to push my cheek out on the side as if there were a cock in it. I burst into laugher and glided my hand on his crotch. “Bet that got ya going?”

He laughed. “Sure did.” He took another oyster for me.

He picked up the tiny fork.

“Use your finger, Dax. I want to taste it on your finger.” I looked around.

He grinned and delivered the oyster and his finger into my mouth, which I gave the royal treatment as if I was sucking his cock. He rolled his eyes and removed his finger. “Phew. Wow.” He laughed. “We better concentrate on eating for a while.”

The plug shot off in me. I wriggled on it and pressed my hand between my legs on my hard-on. “Right. I’m really enjoying my date with a man very much now. Almost too much. I might mess my dress.”

“And me my pants.”

We ate and sipped. I couldn’t stop thinking about going down the path and sucking his cock for him—something I never did except with toys. My cock bobbed beneath my dress constantly and uncontrollably while we indulged in the other sixteen kisses of the sea.
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“More food? More drinks?” William stood smiling, his linen towel across his arm as he looked at the empty oyster shells on the ice.

Dax smiled, his arm around my shoulders. “I think we’re good for now. Could you bring a wine list for later? We’re going to take you up on that stroll.”

William’s smile split his face. “As you wish. Take your time. Enjoy.” He left.

Dax stood and offered me his hand. I took it and stood, straightening my dress with one hand. I slung my purse on my shoulder and placed my crop top sweater to hang on the purse.

Dax took a linen napkin from the table and placed it in his pocket. He took his coat off and carried it in front of him, hiding his raging hard-on. We held hands, and I clicked down the asphalt path, my cock flailing and the tip rubbing the satin of the dress, my breasts jiggling my cleavage and tugging on me, my plug sending ripples of pleasure into me. I took out my phone and tapped it a few times while we walked.

“What’s that?”

“An app for the big pink vibrating plug inside of me. I’m turning it up.” I laughed and placed the phone back in my purse and took his hand.

“Really? Holy shit. You are one fiery lady. And talk about candid.”

“Why not be candid? You were. Besides, plugging is what us girls do to train for later. And by the way, you’re making me hotter every second.” I snuggled next to him, pulling him close with my arm as we strolled.

The gate opened with 123 and locked behind us. The scent of the flowers on both sides of the shaded, tree covered path was heavenly, mixing with the scent of freshly mowed grass. I sprayed a spritz of perfume over my hair and shoulders and placed it back in my purse.

At the end of the path was a little nest, as William said. A pit area with a gas fire we could light and sectionals fixed to the stone pavers. I seated Dax where I wanted him and took my sweater to lay it on the ground between his legs.

“No. Here, use the napkin.” He handed it to me and took the sweater from me.”

I knelt before him like I did before my bed with a toy on it that I’d imagined was real. This time it was no toy and very real. I unzipped his pants, and he monitored the path as he unbuckled his pants and opened them up. He pulled aside his sheer black bikini and out popped his hairless balls and his big cock dancing in the air. I grasped it in both hands and stroked it, looking up at him. His hand caressed my hair gently as he gazed into my eyes.

I dove onto it with a fervor. It was overwhelming, the hardness, the heat of it, the energy in it, how far open my jaw had to be for it. I bobbed my head and ran my tongue in circles around it while stroking it with one hand and rolling his velvety balls in the other hand while looking up lovingly at him. This was heaven. I was making a person feel wonderful, and it filled me with delight, gratification, pride, and confidence in my feminine allure.

“Oh God, Gene. You look so beautiful like that. Can I take a picture for later?”

I mumbled a thank you around it and blinked rapidly. I nodded and posed with my face stuffed with it, looking up at him. He took a pic with his phone and put it away. Then, I immersed myself in the glory of his manly cock. Now I know why they called them glory holes. It was total magnificence. I was in my glory.

I was in complete control of him, seeing his eyes and his every reaction to my ministrations. When I flicked his tip, running my tongue into the hole, he’d twitch and jerk and his face would contort. When I tugged on his velvet sacks and bobbed my head, he’d roll his head on his shoulders, then reattach his eyes to mine. When I stroked it with one hand and ran my tongue around the shaft, he’d take a deep breath and hold my head tight.

I popped off it, slurping, and stroked it with both hands while looking up at him. “When it’s time to come. I want to swallow my reward. Okay? Unless you want to put it on my face and hair on my breasts.”

“Oh god. It all sounds great. But…let’s keep you from getting messy. Mouth is wonderful.”

I dove back on and brought him to the edge over and over until I couldn’t take it anymore. The plug shot off in me and I wriggled my butt, my cock leaping and falling of its own accord under my dress. I locked eyes on his and went at him. He squeezed my head tight and groaned. His hips lifted, and he shoved in little strokes into my face. I ran my tongue around it, rolled his balls in my hand, and stroked it.

As if it had been electrified, his cock swelled rigid and then spasmed and jerked violently in my fist and mouth. A gush pulsed through my fist into my mouth and I swallowed greedily, keeping myself from choking as he crushed my skull and looked into my rapidly blinking wide eyes while his cock pulsed and shot voluminous gush after gush into my throat.

The plug was at full speed and power as I came profusely beneath my dress. My body spasming, my legs tensing, my mouth quivering open and ushering girly whimpers as I looked into his eyes. My body shook. I wriggled on the plug.

His cock stopped its emissions, as did mine. I held his fast in my mouth, unmoving, just gazing up at him, the plug humming inside deliciously. The enormity of what had happened for the first time in my life filled me with pride and pleasure as I knelt there like a submissive wife, attached to her favorite thing, like a blood-sucking vampire that had just fed on pure energy. 
I blinked and blinked, just staring up at his gorgeous loving face as he caressed my hair, the object of my affection shrinking in my mouth. I didn’t want to let it go from my mouth. It was softening like delicious ice cream melting in the sunlight. Melting from my light, I had brought to him. Melting from the heat of my love for it.

He tried to get me off of it. I wouldn’t let it go. I savored the way it filled my mouth and stretched my jaw, and connected my brain and soul directly to his passion for me. It continued to soften, and I loved it getting shorter, smaller, yet still much larger than mine. When it became malleable, I mushed it into my face, still looking up at him. I sucked it, but it didn’t respond.

“It’s done sweetie. It’s going to sleep for a little while.”

I nodded, but wouldn’t let it go. Soon I could take it all into my mouth, like gorging on ice cream or filling your face with potato chips. I glutinously stuffed his glorious velvety globes in my face with it and rolled them around like very large oysters, my cheeks puffed out like a trumpet player. I bobbed my head, sucked and tried my best to breathe life into all of it again.

Dax watched me lovingly. He stroked my hair while I indulged. I could feel it growing in my mouth once more. My eyes lit up. I mumbled around it with delight.

Dax shook his head. “No. That would take too long. Let’s go eat honey. Later, okay?”

My shoulders slumped. He gingerly removed my face from his package and it fell free, all wet and shiny. He helped me to my feet, and I slid my panties off and wiped the underside of my come covered dress, then folded the wet part of the panties inside and placed them into my purse.

Dax said, “You came too?”

I nodded. “Like a rocket, honey. You enraptured me. There was no holding back once you let go.”

“Wow. But now you don’t have any panties.”

“It won’t show. I had them under it all evening and it was free since you’ve picked me up at the house. No one can tell. Besides. Mine’s limp now too.”

I took my phone out and shut off the plug. “I’ll go to the bathroom and take the plug out, too. Now we can relax and not be two nymphos for a while. Okay?” I kissed him deeply on the lips and he hugged me to him and lifted me off the ground in an embrace.

We held hands, walking back slowly. I was filled with bliss and relaxation. “It’s so nice now, not being all wound up, isn’t it Dax?”

“It is. Thanks for that.”

I chuckled. “No. Thank you. It was incredible. I never imagined it would ever be that good. I could do that all day long.”

“Wow. You never did that before?”

“Just to toys. This was so much more. I’m definitely addicted.”

“Which is why you need to date other men. You need to experience things as a girl. All the beauty and pleasure of it.”

I shrugged. “We’ll see. Right now, I just want to cuddle. This is so nice, being closer to you after all these years. Now we can be.” I grabbed his arms and snuggled him next to me as we walked. “Latter though… you’ll have to help me experience something else when you’re ready.”
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Dax had William take a picture of us standing with the sun setting behind us for my sister, and I texted it to her and Dax.

We ate several small courses and watched the sunset. It was surreal. It was as if I had gone to heaven. We were both just us, like we always were, but it was so much more than before. All the walls and boundaries were down. We were intimate, caring, loving. Dax was so sweet. I was falling in love.

“So… are you my girlfriend now?” He glided his hand sensually on my stockinged thigh as he gazed into my eyes. I loved him caressing my stockinged leg. That, too, was addicting.

“Uh…” I squeezed his now hardening cock under the napkin through his pants. “…I.. uh.”

“That’s okay. Like I said before, I understand. You need to play the field. Explore. You shouldn’t limit yourself to the first man that comes along. I’ll help you with that.”

“Uh.. I don’t need another—”

“Stop. Let me take care of you. It’s what I want to do. I’m here for you.”

We sipped our espressos, his arm securely around my shoulder making me safe and warm. The sky turned from pink to orange to purple and gray over the stretching gardens, and it reflected in the fountains. “It’s so beautiful, Dax.”

“Like you. Full of color and variety. Peace and beauty, filling me up like being with you does.”

I snuggled against him. He was so sweet. So loving.

The sunset show had ended, and the light became dim, leaving the gas tiki torches to light the patio.

“Anything else I can take care of for you two? Another walk down the path, maybe in the moonlight, before you leave?”

I chuckled. “William, this evening has been more than anyone could dream of… Thank you.”

He nodded and snapped the check from behind his back and handed it to Dax. Dax’s eyes opened wide and he placed his credit card on it and handed it back. “It’s worth every penny.”

“Thank you, sir. So happy you both enjoyed it so. I’ll be right back.” William trotted off.

“So where to, Gene? I have an idea unless you can think of something.”

I took my phone from my purse and tapped it a few times.

“Your sister respond?”

“Just turning my plug back on. It’ll help set the mood for some action down there later.”

Dax nodded. “I thought you took it out when you went to the ladies’ room.”

“I forgot to. Just as well. I’m getting aroused again, anyway.”

“Excellent.”

I checked my messages, and my sister had responded. The text read, ‘Wow. Is he an engineer too? I never saw such a handsome engineer. Is he your boyfriend? If not, he should be. Marry him.’

I texted her back.

Dax asked, “Did she?”

“Yes.”

“What did she say?”

“She said we looked great together and loved my new hairdo.”

William came back. Dax tipped and signed the check, and we left.

In the car, I thought about Dax and I. We should date. I just didn’t want to commit so soon. Not that I want anyone else. I don’t like that many people. Most of the guys I know are jerks and the girls are bimbos. I looked out the passenger window as Dax caressed my thigh while he drove. The plug cycled and my cock danced under my dress, deliciously.

I turned to gaze at Dax. So handsome. I slid my hand over the console and found him hard in his pants. I leaned over and undid his zipper and buckle and took it out. I stroked it while he drove, throbbing freely under my dress. I gazed lovingly at his handsome face as I stroked his huge, warm and hard cock and caressed his hairless velvety balls… “Is that nice, sweetie?”

“It sure is.”

I took my phone out and maxed out the plug. It sent ripples of sensation into me. I bent over and took him into my mouth and worked him with my hands and mouth, savoring the full, jaw opening sensation in my mouth as my tongue wrapped round it in circles over and over and my head bobbed.

“Oh, wow. You’re incredible.”

I mumbled around it and continued.

“You love doing this, huh?”

I nodded and mumbled and kept going.

I felt the car turn and bump. “Sorry. You’ll need to stop for now. We’re there.”

I slurped off of it and he tucked himself away while I composed myself, reapplied my lipstick and tried to figure out where we were. I sprayed perfume on my hair and shoulders and under my dress. “Where are we? I can’t make it out?”

“We’re at a frat. The engineering frat.”

“Why are we here? I thought we were going back to my place.”

“We’re here so you can be social and meet some other men. Like you need to.”

“Oh Dax. Stop. I don’t—”

“You do. Don’t worry. They’re all as worldly as me and love tgirls. Almost as smart as you, too.” He gave me a peck on the lips and came around to open my door. I took his hand, got out, and straightened my dress and adjusted my cleavage. I fluffed my hair.

“Ready?”

“If you say so.” I took his offered arm and clicked in tiny steps up the slate sidewalk, my plug delicious, my breasts and cleavage tugging, and my cock failing in the silky underlining of my minidress. I laughed.

“What?”

“You’re taking a horny tgirl who wants to get suck cock and get laid into a frat house full of frustrated engineer men to meet them. Isn’t that risky?”

“Gene. You need to meet other men. The world isn’t made of just you and me. If you’re interested in pleasing and indulging in them, I think logically, you should. You’ve never had the chance to. You have to, so you know what you want. It would be a mistake not to. You need the data for a sound decision.”

“But I’m horny and you know how much I enjoy sucking cock now. My plug is racing and I want to feel a real one in me as well.” I stopped him before the stairs and looked up at him. “Why don’t we go home and you fuck me? Let me feel that wonderful part of you connected to me as it spasms and pulses deep inside my soul. That’ll work, won’t it?”

He rolled his eyes. His hand ran through my hair. “I’d love nothing more. But I know you. You need to experience some other men first. If you don’t, questions will always be in your mind.” He kissed me deeply on the lips.

“Don’t be mad at me if I lose control. Okay?”

“I won’t.” We climbed the stairs. Music was pounding inside. We walked in. There was a banner across the parlor entrance that read. “Speedo party.”

There were a few women in skimpy outfits, like jogging shorts, sneakers, and sports bras. The better dressed women wore jeans and sneakers and tight tops. The guys were all wearing bikini or thong bottoms, sheer, shiny, and revealing, and they wore open, button-down shirts. Some were geeky, others were hot as heck with six-packs and firm legs and asses. Seeing that many cocks showing through skimpy underwear was crazy.

A few of the guys noticed us walk in. One of them, a tall, handsome one, walked over. “Hey you two. Looking pretty fancy for a speedo party.”

Dax nodded. “Just came over after a dinner out. Mind if we hang out?”

“Hell no. Any guy that brings a girl this hot gets a free pass. We can’t guarantee she won’t be stolen, though.” His eyes flitted over my hair and face, cleavage, and legs. “Nice stockings and heels, miss. Best looking woman here.”

“Thank you.”

Dax leaned into him and whispered in his ear. When he was done, the guy pulled back and did a second take of me. “Really? No way.”

“Way. Just so there are no surprises for anyone. If there are guys who object to girls like her, I need to know now.”

“No way. Girls like her are the best. We all had that discussion. Just never met one. Or at least didn’t realize it.” He put his hand out to me. “My name’s Jeff. Pleased to meet you.”

“Hi Jeff. I’m Gene. Pleased to meet you, too.” He kissed the back of my hand. My eyes locked right on his hard cock in his sheer black thong as it throbbed beneath it. I couldn’t look away.

He stood back up. “Uh… let me get drinks for you two and take you around.”

Dax patted his back. “Great!”

The guy walked in front of us, leading us to the bar, his firm, bare ass cheeks revealed as his shirt floated up.

I clicked in tiny steps, my breasts jiggling as the girls all looked at me with disdain. Dax and I sat at the bar and Jeff drew us beers from the tap in frosted mugs. We clinked with him and he came around the bar and sat next to me. He swiveled in his chair to face me, his bare leg resting against my stockinged leg. “So Gene. Why haven’t we met before? Do you go to school here?”

“Yup. Engineer. Last year. First day as a girl, though.”

“Wow. An engineer yet. What a catch.”

“You bet. If you can catch me.” I laughed. He was cute. His face was very expressive and animated as he talked. His cock was making a tent in his thong. I couldn’t help staring at it. I glided my stockinged leg against his bare one and watched his cock throb.

He laughed. “Uh… this probably isn’t the best party to come to the first night of being a girl. You keep staring at it. It likes you a lot. Hope that’s okay.”

I looked into his eyes. I smiled. I turned to Dax. He shrugged. “Nice, huh? See? I bet he’d let you touch it, too.”

Jeff’s eyes lit up and his cock danced. “If the lady would like to, I’d like nothing more.” His hand rubbed my shoulder while he looked at my cleavage and legs as my one crossed leg bounced in its high heel. The plug shot off in me and I wriggled in my seat. Sipped my beer.

I looked at Dax.

“Go ahead. Please. It’s killing me. Touch Jeff.”

I placed my hand on his shaved, firm leg and glided it up to his thong and back and watched his cock react. I giggled. Then I rubbed the front of his thong, rubbing his cock and seeing the tip ooze through the fabric. “Mmm, very nice. It’s drooling. It’s so big, Jeff.” I looked up into his eyes while I slid my hand under his thong and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it. I tugged the thong under his shaved globes and rolled them in my palm and stroked his cock, looking into his eyes. “Is this nice? It is for me.”

“Very nice.” Jeff glided his big hand on my leg. “Love your stockings. So silky and sexy. And your hair is so pretty and your makeup and dress, and you even smell like a dream.”

I was leaping and dancing under my dress. My second real cock in the same night. I felt bad for Dax watching me. I checked on him. His eyes were watery looking, but he nodded and said, “Good job. Keep at it, girl.”

I looked around. A few other guys had moved closer and were watching as they sipped their beers, their cocks all hard and proud in their revealing undies. I was making a scene. A few of the girls in their jogging outfits trotted out the door, bitching as they left.

“So Jeff. It seems no one has a problem with me here. The kind of girl I am. Is that true?”

“I’d say so. Look around. They’re all like flies to honey, and you are the sweetest honey they could ever imagine. None of today’s women look as classy and put together as you do. They just don’t know how to, or are too lazy to do it.” He repeatedly humped into my hand. He sniffed my hair.

I slid off the bar stool and Dax handed me a pillow from his seat to kneel on. I took it and knelt before Jeff. He slid off the stool and stood before me, his hands on my hair. I looked up at him with a smile and I rolled his shaved balls in my hand and stroked with the other hand then enthusiastically dove onto his thick hard cock with my mouth.

I watched his face as I brought him to the edge as he held my head tight and groaned. I popped off and looked around and the other guys were jerking off, watching me. It filled me with passion and pride deeper than the plug filled me and brought me closer to the edge. I had all these men wanting my attention, jerking off to my appearance.

I waved another guy over. He was smaller and cute and I continued to stroke Jeff while I sucked the little one’s cock. It was so different yet so alive and thrilling, looking up into his pretty face, seeing his lust for me as I bobbed my head, tugged his balls and ran my tongue around his little shaft. Jeff held my hand snug around his cock and in a position so he could hump into it, watching me.

I had my third cock on my first night as a girl. I wanted more. I couldn’t stop. Each one was slightly different, but they were all velvety smooth and hairless and the men smelled fresh with cologne. I went back to Jeff and had to finish him and harvest his passion for me. I went bezerk on him while the little guy humped into my hand and four other guys were jerking off watching me.

Jeff’s hands clenched tight on my head and he thrusted quick strokes a couple of times, then held it there as it pulsed in my mouth while I looked into his eyes and I harvested his passion for me. I swallowed every fabulous compliment.

The little guy in my hand whimpered when he saw that cock finish spasming in my face, and he whimpered and began spurting. I dove onto it and captured his ropes of pearls and sucked them down. They were done. I stood, straightened my dress, and looked at Dax.

He winked at me. “Now you’re doing it. Keep going. Go crazy. It’s finally your time for it. Your time to be you.”

All the guys were looking at me. The girls had left. There must have been twenty of them. All different, all cute or handsome and clean, trying to find a hot chick tonight. Now I was the only girl left. They were all mine. What should I do? The plug shot off. My body was filled with a tingling sensation all over. I looked around. There was a garbage can behind the bar.

“Excuse me, boys. I’ll be right back.” I ran behind the bar, pitched my plug into the trash, and came back around. The bar had a bowl of condoms on it. I took two handfuls. I walked around looking at each guy up and down and the ones I wanted to fuck me. I gave a condom to them and told them. “Save it for making love to me.”

I took a comforter from the couch and spread it on the floor. I took a big pillow and tossed it down. I lay on my back, pulled my legs back, wrapping my arms through my knees, exposing my tight hole for them, and arranged the hem of my dress out of the way above my bobbing cock. I waved over one guy and lay my head back as I jerked my cock.

The first was a guy of slight build, almost boyish, that hurriedly opened the condom and slid it over his cock. He scurried between my legs and I watched as he guided his little cock between my cheeks and pressed it against my hole. I pressed back, and it popped right in. He pushed it all the way in and held my hips as he thrusted like a rabbit. His eyes were wide as he looked into my eyes. He whimpered as he pumped into me. He was so cute.

It was a nice, though small. His small cock limited the sensations from him as I urged him on with my hands on his ass, my long nails digging into him. My cock flailed in the air between us, spewing a drop or two now and then as he pumped me.

Another guy came over with a rubber tucked in his thong for after and he knelt by my head and gently joined his cock to my mouth and then humped my face. I loved the sensation of having a cock in each end of me, knowing and experiencing how engrossed the men were with my sexiness.

I heard the young one groan and whimper. Then he shoved hard, and he held it there as he came in the rubber inside of me. He collapsed, then rolled off me to the side and the one in my face came out of it and took the little one’s place after putting on a condom. This time, it took effort to have the thick bulbous tip of his torpedo-shaped cock press into me and get past the gate, making me gasp.

I pressed my hips toward him and he held my thighs nailed to the comforter as he shoved it all the way in and thrusted over and over. His eyes locked on mine as my head shook with his thrusts and my feet and cock flailed in the air. Another guy had arrived and was using my curls to wrap his cock in as he jerked off in it. I turned my head, took it into my lips, and ran my tongue around it voraciously.

The one in my bottom was bringing me to the edge and his grunts and groans coincided with bottoming his cock into me and pressing my thighs down hard. Soon, I sensed his cock as it spasmed inside of me, jerking around and releasing his passion as he groaned and held it there.

I let go of the one in my mouth to look at my penetrator as he shoved his last thrusts into me and rolled his head on his shoulder. My cock had a stream of pearls oozing from it. They filled my body with sensation as the one that was in my mouth shot ropes of pearls over my hair and onto my face.

Another man replaced the one fucking me and another stuck his cock in my mouth while the rest watched and jerked off. The one now inside of me was a handsome black man. He guided his luscious cock into me. It too was shaped like a torpedo but had to be ten inches long and two inches wide in the middle. He was very gentle as he guided it and forced the tip against my begging hole while I looked down at it, my cock bobbing of its own accord between us.

His enormous hands held my thighs pressed to the floor, my high heels above my head, and he gazed into my eyes as his mammoth rod spread me and made its way into me. It stretched me and hurt a little, but the fat head finally made it in and he slowly made it disappear into me. Each inch it entered me made the sensations grow. I tingled all over. He peppered my face with kisses and told me how gorgeous I was and how good it felt and asked if I was okay. He had it completely buried inside of me.

I nodded quickly and grabbed his hard ass cheeks, digging my long nails into it, and urged him to fuck me. That was all he needed to lift himself up, look into my eyes, and hold my legs back and fuck me like he was drilling for oil. He groaned his deep voice and sent a rush of sensations through my bottom and into my soul to run its course from my toes to my head and back. His cock stroked long and fast, the thick head and thick middle making me twitch. I was oozing and splaying white ropes from my flailing cock between us with each pounding thrust. It filled my body with a wonderful sensation.

I whimpered like a little girl. “Oh god yes! Fuck me!” I cried.

Little squeaks emanated from me as if they came from somewhere else, as I drifted into a sea of sensation, looking into his eyes. He pushed and held it there and it seemed to explode inside of me as his face contorted and my cock spasmed and jerked between us, as his did in me. I came profusely from his passionate release. My body twitched and my toes tensed and pointed in my high-heels above my head. I whimpered and held tight to his ass, holding his magnificent electric torpedo deep inside me as I locked eyes with him.

When his monumental cock finished throbbing and jerking inside of me, depositing his lust for me into his rubber, he kissed my forehead and withdrew. Another guy the size of a young boy took his place and began humping into me while another fucked my face.

I lay there, already having come profusely myself and took their offerings, which now didn’t bring me to the edge, but gave me a sense of peace and pride for having them so thrilled by me. The tremendous sensations I had before were no longer there, but they filled me with a sense of gratitude for their using me so passionately as their vessel, their depository, their slut.

I took one after the other in my bottom and my face and let them come in my hair and on my breasts and face and even hump my leg and come on it. At times, there were as many as five men coming on or in me at the same time. It was overwhelmingly heartwarming.

No… it was glorious. I was a goddess to them, and they rewarded me with their donations. I was a total slut by any standard, and every drop and gush I harvested from them gave me immense gratitude.

I lay there, swishing the come in my mouth from my last face fuck, my cock totally limp with my eyes closed as the last boy-like guy whimpered and fucked my tight bottom, then scampered away, leaving me lying there in peace. I was warm, satisfied beyond belief, drifting in some silky, feminine place. A drop of come slid down my cheek, another down my forehead. I wiped them with my finger and licked my finger off.

Someone lifted me up in their arms and I heard, “You did what you needed to and did it well. Rest sweet princess. I’ll take care of you.”
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I woke to the smell of bacon. The sun was bright through the window as my eyes struggled against it, my hand shading them. I slid out of bed, realizing I was in my new home. I stepped into the bathroom and peed, then stood before the mirror. My hair was matted with white stickiness in splotches and there was a splotch on my eyebrow. My dress and stockings had dried white splotches on them. Groaning, I stripped and climbed into the shower. I couldn’t be seen by whoever was cooking bacon the way I looked.

I cleaned up, dried my hair, and did my makeup for a daytime look, slid into a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with a part of the gusset cut out. I put on a pink bra and matching panties and filled the bra with my gel breast forms and made cleavage. I dressed in a simple beige corduroy skirt with a tan and white plaid blouse open enough to reveal my cleavage, then slid on a pair of beige wedge heels. Spraying perfume over my hair and body, I filled a beige rope purse, slung it on my shoulder, and went downstairs.

Dax was seated at the table sipping a coffee and reading the news on his phone. He looked up. A big smile filled his face, and he stood. “I made you breakfast. You had a busy evening, and I thought you’d be famished.”

I walked up to him and stood on my toes and hugged him to me. “I’m so sorry. I was such a bad girl last night.” I held him tight to me and didn’t want to let him go for fear I’d lose him.

He pulled me back from him and pushed my hair from my forehead and kissed it. “That’s what you had to do. It was good you did it. You needed it. You were experiencing being a woman.”

I chuckled. “I sure did. Christ! I was a total slut. I couldn’t help myself. I’m so sorry. I hope I didn’t hurt your feelings.”

He leaned back with me in his arms. His eyes flitted my face and hair. His fingers moved a stray hair from my forehead. “How could you? You’re not my girlfriend, right? But maybe someday you will be. Once you settle down and decide what kind of girl you want to be. I’ll be here. However long it takes. Enjoy yourself. Men will all drop at your feet. Feel your feminine allure. Enjoy it.”

“Really? I don’t think I can. I mean. I don’t want to just be a sex object. It’s fun. Don’t get me wrong. I’ve never had anyone be so smitten and desirous of me before, and the power it fills me with is incredible. But, it’s only sex. Lust. Empty, yet powerful, but very lonely, loveless sex.” I gave him a peck on the lips. “Thanks for being my best friend and helping me with all of this.”

“You’re welcome. Now, will you be my girlfriend? I’d prefer you be my fiancé, but I’ll take what I can when I can. Tell me you’ll be my girlfriend. If you think you ever want to have a fling or a gang bang again, fine. I’ll be there for you. But what I need is to have you show me you love me like I love you.”

Tears welled in my eyes. I hugged him to me and choked on my words. “I do! I love you. I always loved you. Now we can show it. I love you Dax. Please be my fiancé. I want to marry you when we graduate.”

I flew into the air like a bird as he lifted me above his head and gazed up at me, his face splitting with a smile. “God yes! Thank you.” He brought me down and held me above the floor as he kissed me deeply on the lips. He broke the kiss and gazed at me, his eyes flitting about my hair and face. “I love you. Thank you. Wow! God, okay. Let’s eat. Let’s eat and we’ll do whatever you want. We can even go to the campus and you can suck all the cocks you want if that’s what you want.”

I laughed, and he put me on my feet, then brought me to the table and sat me down. He served me breakfast and watched me eat as well as I could with a smile that wouldn’t leave my face. We had overcome our obstacles. I had become the girl of his dreams. I had become the girl of my dreams. He had become my intimate partner in life.

I finished my breakfast and sat back, pulling the chair out so I could cross my legs and bounce a foot while I sipped my coffee and took in Dax’s gorgeous eyes, which were absorbing every detail of me, and filling me with his love. I nodded. “It’s done. You sped up my decision.”

“What’s that?”

“We’re going bowling today at the campus lanes. My sister bought me a pink bowling ball and matching bowling shoes. I have to try them and send her pictures of us.”

“Ah. I see. We can do that. So your sister thought we made a good couple?”

“She did. She actually told me to marry you last night. She knows from our talks you’re my best friend ever. She knows how I was worried about leaving school because we’d be apart.”

“Wow. I never knew you felt that way.”

“Yup. And then, of course, you sped up my decision process by helping me get gang banged and suck off a million guys and use empirical data that I gathered in massive amounts last night like I did their passionate releases. Probably years’ worth for any other girl. But I have the data and now I know you’re my choice. Especially when you say I could have a transgression and you’d be okay with it. Not that I think I will. You’re plenty of man for me. But it was nice of you to offer and it takes the pressure off. You’re just too damn smart for me. You’re also too damn kind and good. If your heart were a lovely cock like you have, I’d be able to wrap my whole body around it because it was so big. I’d be an idiot to not follow my heart and my head.”

“Yup. Well, we’re both pretty smart. We’re engineers. Engineers solve problems you didn’t know you had in ways you can’t comprehend. I guess we both did that for each other somehow.”

“We sure did. You deserve a reward. I have a taste for it. I can’t resist.”

I drank my juice, stood in my heels and went over to Dax. I knelt on the floor and reached for him to give him a kiss on the lips. I broke the kiss, unzipping his pants and unbuckling them. I took his thick, flaccid dick into my mouth and looked up at him while I ran my tongue around it and delighted in it growing in my mouth. I smiled broadly around his cock and mumbled, with my eyes blinking rapidly. He laughed and patted my head like a puppy. I was in heaven.
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