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Friday, after my last class, I went for lunch and then shopping to find some new clothes for the weekend. My dorm-mate was going home for a couple of days after his last class at noon to iron out issues with his old girlfriend. I’d have the room to myself, so I decided to take advantage of the privacy.

I returned to the room and took a nice long shower, shaved my body smooth and silky, and applied skin cream all over. I used a curling iron to add some curls and volume to my hair, then did my makeup in a night-time look. Once I was finished with eyeshadow, eyeliner, blush, contouring, and creamy, painted full lips, I gazed at myself in the mirror and throbbed in my panties. I was a knockout. Too bad I didn’t have the guts to actually go out, but at least I’d look nice online, where I could meet up with others like me. It was my only comfortable way of being with people when I was the girl inside me.

I nearly shuddered as I slid on the sheer, silky, suntan pantyhose with the gusset I’d partially cut out for ease of access. I slid a pair of crotchless black lace panties that hid the hole in the gusset and prettily framed my very hard little thing. Over those I slid a pair of stretchy lace panties to hold it hidden against me. I put on my black lace bra and filled it with my gel breast-forms and adjusted them for maximum cleavage, feeling the crush of the breasts and the luscious restriction of the bra. I slid on black, strappy, open-toe stilettos and secured the ankle straps. I slid up my new, sequined V-neck minidress with the black tulle skirt and satin lining, reveling as it slipped deliciously over my legs.

I replaced my two sets of stud earrings in each ear with long, dangling silver and rhinestone ones and a pair of huge silver hoops. I loaded my fingers with rings and my wrists with bracelets and put on a silver heart necklace that rested in my cleavage. I sprayed perfume all over, sat at the desk, crossed my legs, and put on my long, metallic pink fake nails that matched my toenails, which I pedicured that morning.

I cracked the window open, heated up some microwave ramen, and mixed a stiff margarita. I ate and sipped and looked out the window as I bounced a crossed leg and savored all my favorite sensations of being fully feminized. I watched as students on the street below hurried about to enjoy the weekend. I wished I could go out there dressed as I was instead of having to be in mundane boy-mode to be out there.

I finished my ramen and fired up my laptop to go online. I heard a key at my door, scratching to get into the hole. My heart raced and the door opened. I stared wide-eyed at the intruder.

The intruder stared equally wide-eyed at me, his mouth hanging open. “Whuh? Huh? Uh...Sam? Is that you?”

“Shut the door, you oaf!” I said in my polite voice, which made it sound very girlish. I always use my polite voice when I’m her, and it fits my presentation perfectly.

He shut and locked the door behind him. He stared, his eyes roaming all over me.

“Why are you here? I thought you left at noon to go fix things with Allison.”

“I uh...” He dropped his duffel bag and sat on his bed. “I tried to get to see her, but she wouldn’t go for it. I told her I was coming home, and she said don’t bother because I wouldn’t find her. She said we were done for good. We were never really right together anyway. She was all looks and no brain. So I went to the gym and ran for a while.”

His eyes weren’t so much shocked anymore as intrigued. He smiled. “You know, you look pretty damn hot, Sam. More like a Samantha than a Sam, for sure. When we first met, I wasn’t sure if you were really a guy until I saw your stuff when you put on your underwear after a shower. Shit.” He sniffed his pit. “I stink. Sorry. Hey, don’t do a thing. You stay right here, okay? I wanna get some food after I shower, and I’d love to take you out with me.”

“You’re kidding, Bill. I never go out like this.”

“Why not? All dressed up like that? You should! You could pick up all sorts of guys. If you wanted to, that is. You look a lot more attractive as a girl than as a guy. I mean, you’re a decent-looking guy and all, but a feminine kind of guy. I’m not trying to make you feel bad or anything. I’m trying to make you feel good. This really suits you. You look so perfect… You’re a gorgeous girl.”

“Uh, Thanks... I guess. But I’m not into guys, and I don’t know if I could take them hitting on me. Besides, when I show my ID, they’ll see the ‘M’ on it.”

“So what? What are they gonna do? They’ll take one look at you and want you for their own.”

“I don’t think all guys are as open to it as you are. I never would have guessed you were so open-minded.” I tried to gauge his sincerity. The now soft gaze, somewhat full of pity but lovingly so, convinced me he was sincere all right. He actually thought I was pretty. “You’d really go out to dinner with me? With me like this, I mean?” I held out my hands with their painted nails, motioning to all of me.

“Absolutely. Then you don’t have to worry about anything. C’mon. It’ll be great. I’ve never gone out with a chick who dresses and does her makeup and hair so great. You’re stunning. I’d be proud to have you with me.”

“But I’m a guy.”

“Only between your legs... if that counts at all. You’re further from being a guy that a lot of girls I know. A hell of a lot smarter too. And a lot nicer a person. Don’t worry. I’ll behave myself. Let me shower and we can go out on the town. It’ll be great. You’ll see. C’mon. We’ve gone to dinner and drinking together plenty of times before, and we always had a great time. Why not now?”

I looked into his pleading eyes. Why not? Bill was a nice guy. I trusted him. He accepted me as somewhat of a femboy when we started rooming together, so why not as a girl? “Okay, go shower. I’ll wait.”

With his back to me, like he’d done a million times before, he hurriedly stripped his clothes off, his firm hard ass and masculine body showing his male perfection. He put his clothes in the laundry basket in the closet and went naked into the bathroom. I heard the shower start, and he started singing Rod Stewart.

“Tonight's the night

It’s gonna be alright

’Cause I love you girl

Ain’t nobody gonna stop us now

C'mon angel, my heart’s on fire

Don't deny your man’s desire...”

I stood and yelled into the shower. “Bill! Find another song to sing, please.” I couldn’t help laughing. It was actually really flattering, and I loved the approval. He was just being nice in his joking way. Luckily, I trusted him enough.
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I was taking the last sips of my margarita. The fragrance of freshly cut grass wafted in through the window while I watched couples heading into town, hand in hand. Would I ever be able to do such a thing? What girl would ever go for a guy like me?

Bill came back into the room, toweling his hair. He was almost fully hard, and it was huge. It wagged around, all shaved clean and free of any hair, just like the rest of his body, which glistened, showing off the nice cuts of his not overly grown but firm musculature.

He turned and looked down at me from his six-foot-two height as I bounced a crossed leg, and he stood there naked, his towel in one hand. “Hey bud, where do you want to go? Maybe someplace nice? Something other than pizza and beer? You look so good—we should go someplace nice. I can even put on some dress pants and stuff.” He toweled his hair while his face showed his excitement. “You are damn hot. Sorry, Sam.” His rod leapt and now stood fully erect. “I uh, I better trap this confirmation of your alluring looks in some underwear, huh?”

He laughed and turned to the dresser. It leapt and fell, over and over. It made me nervous to see it, because it was totally wrong, and yet it made me tingle all over knowing it was me who did that to him. It was a huge compliment on the success of my feminine presentation. But it was also a clear statement that I wasn’t the least bit manly, even though I was a male, so it was kind of an insult.

The thing is, the insult stung less than the compliment thrilled me. I throbbed in my panties, tucked it under my thigh, and bounced a high-heeled leg, grinning as I watched him. My heart raced.

He held his underwear and socks in his hand, his very manly, very aroused maleness at full attention. “So, a nice place?”

My face was hot and my eyes were locked, staring at his thick, long, gorgeous, manly flagpole. The contrast of his to mine was ridiculous. “Uh... I uh…” I throbbed uncontrollably in my panties, but my male mind was ashamed and nervous as hell. My heart raced. I turned and looked out the window. “Yeah. Nice is good. Then I won’t look out of place so much.” I turned back toward him, being unable to resist a last look.

“Right.” He sat on the bed and slid on a stretchy, sheer black bikini bottom, flattening his meat against him so the head poked out the top. A drip glistened on the tip, further emphasizing his heightened interest. “You won’t look out of place at all, bud. I know just the place.” He pressed it down and made the fabric compress it as best it could. He slid on a pair of black socks, black dress pants, black polished shoes, a white button-down shirt, and a blazer. He stood with his arms out. “Good?”

“You look great, Bill. I’ve never seen you dressed that well.”

“Thanks!” He went into the bathroom, and I heard the spray of his cologne. He came out smelling and looking like a male model. He offered me his arm. “Ready, Samantha?”

I gave him a nervous smile, put on my crop-top sweater, and hung my purse on my shoulder. I looked at him—he was so excited to do this. I clicked over to him in my stilettos and took his strong arm. “Ready, Bill. Now behave, okay?”

“I promise, princess. I’ll be the perfect gentleman.”

He led us out of the dorm and to his car. My heels clicked on the pavement, and my breasts tugged on my chest with each mincing step as I held onto his arm. The breeze blew under my dress, and the feeling of being out in public as Samantha was crazily exciting. I got smiles and nods from the guys we passed, who obviously thought I was all girl.

Bill opened my car door and held it as I tucked my dress under my thighs and slid in, then crossed my legs. He closed my door, went around, and got in. A crooked smile was on his face as he gazed at me, wide-eyed. “Stunning. Wow.” I nervously slid my hand on my silky stockings and caressed my thigh with my long nails. I throbbed in my panties. He started the car.

“Thanks for doing this for me, Bill. This is really, incredibly exciting right now. I never would have done this on my own.”

He patted my silky thigh with his big hand. “No problem, buddy. My pleasure, actually.” He pressed his hard-on down in his pants. “Have to get this thing down before we get there, or I’ll need to carry my sport coat over it to hide it.”

My heart raced. I thought I might take care of it for him, if I was his girlfriend and a real girl. Could I? Is that what he wanted? I stared at it.

He rubbed it. “Damn, Samantha.”

He glanced at me, begging with his eyes. I was still staring at it. “You can touch it if you want. I won’t mind a bit. If you want to, that is. You don’t have to, though, and I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. I can cover it with my coat.” He rubbed it. “Wow.”

I recrossed my legs and trapped my hard little buddy between my thighs and bounced a foot. He was making me crazy. “I am dressed like a girl, so I could see why you’d be feeling like that, Bill. It is quite a nice compliment about how nice I look, and I take it as one.”

“Good. Glad I’m not grossing you out.”

“Not at all. I just have such conflicting feelings right now.” I caressed my stockinged leg, relishing all the sensations in my body. I felt so pretty and feminine, and my perfume drifted to my nostrils as I watched my roommate rub his huge thing. He kept glancing at me like I was a porn star as I wriggled in the seat.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you, Samantha?”

I nodded, then dropped my head down, my eyes glancing up sheepishly. “Unfortunately, yes.”

“It’s okay to be thinking like that. It’s natural for a girl. Don’t think you aren’t a girl, Samantha. You sure are. Guys don’t give me this response. It knows you’re all girl.” He reached over and caressed my stockinged leg with his big silky hand. He squeezed my thigh. “So sexy. Such a gorgeous woman you are.”

I placed my hand gently on his, then slid his hand on my leg. “That feels so lovely, Bill.”

He moved it farther up and down. My heart raced. His fingers bumped into the hem of my dress, pushing it up my leg until the tips of his fingers poked between my thighs. I relaxed them, and his fingers moved up and rubbed my hard little thing through my silky panties. “It’s so cute and feminine. And happy, right?”

“Oh god, yes, Bill.” I laughed. “It’s very happy.”

“You can feel how happy mine is if you want.” He grasped my hand and moved it slowly toward him. I resisted just a little, but I couldn’t help letting him pull my hand where he wanted it to go. I watched it reach his crotch and land on his lump. I felt his hardness for me as he rubbed my palm against it. “Oh god, Samantha. Atta girl. You’re so damn hot. Just do that for me for a little while. If it’s okay with you.”

I couldn’t resist rubbing it and squeezing it. It was so huge and hard. I had never felt a man’s rod. My heart raced. My mind said stop. This was wrong—but how could it be wrong when it felt so damn good to do it? I looked at Bill’s face while he drove, and he winked at me. “We’re almost there. A couple of blocks. I guess I need to carry my coat.” He laughed.

I rubbed his compliment and wondered if we shouldn’t go around the block and maybe find a place for me to take care of it for him. I could just keep touching him until he let go. I squirmed in my seat; I was on the edge and could have come between my legs, I was so excited. I squeezed Bill tight and really stroked it.

“Oh god, Samantha, that feels so good, baby.”

Baby. He called me baby. So much nicer than buddy. Then we pulled into the driveway. I kept at it until the last moment, when the valet approached my door.

I took a deep breath and accepted the valet’s hand to help me out of the car. Bill came around with his coat draped over an arm in front of him, and he offered me his other arm. I took it and we walked to the door. My heart was racing. He whispered, “That got me really close, honey. Really nice too, thanks.” He called me honey. I was falling for this arrangement fast. I loved how he treated me like his girlfriend.

The maître d’ took us to the patio. “Would you prefer a table or one of the casual seating areas, sir? The couches are more comfortable, and people like to have tapas there.”

Bill said, “The couches look nice facing the woods like that. All right, honey?”

“Uh, sure, Bill. Good thinking.”

We seated ourselves on the loveseat, and Bill put his arm over the back above my shoulders. He wove his fingers into my hair, wrapping it around them and tugging it. It felt incredible. He sniffed it. “Such gorgeous hair, and it smells so pretty too. Like the rest of you.”

“Thanks. I’d love to get it highlighted and styled more femininely.”

“You should. For sure. Why not?”

“Then I’d have to present as a girl all the time.”

“So?”

I nodded. “I know. I feel better this way too, but I’m afraid.”

“Don’t be. Put the fear aside. Have courage. Be a powerful woman, not a guy who doesn’t feel as good being a guy.”

The waiter came over and took our drink order. Bill ordered us both Manhattans up. I adjusted my seating and my purse alongside me, our thighs touching. I crossed my legs, pulled the hem of my dress down. Put my hands together over my knee, staring at my pretty nails.

“See? You’re as taken by yourself as I am. Sexy nails, by the way.”

“Thanks. I am taken by myself this way. That’s what’s so weird. I’m a girl who arouses herself to be a girl.”

“It must be so much more sensual than being a guy. The clothes, the scents, the vulnerability of the attire and shoes… Why wouldn’t you be aroused like that? Women who dress that way probably feel the same way. That’s why some of the more interesting ones dress like that for dates. They dress because it makes them feel sexy, powerful, alluring.” He ran his hand along my thigh.

“Yes, incredibly sensual. Luscious, actually. Women probably do feel like that. I just thought I was feeling like that because I was twisted.”

I rested my hand on top of Bill’s and set the pace of his caresses. It was heavenly. I throbbed in my panties. His coat was folded on his lap.

“You aren’t twisted. You’re a lovely girl.”

Our drinks arrived.

He toasted. “To my wonderful, powerful, sexy best friend, Samantha. May she always be present.”

I shrugged and clinked, and we drank. The waiter placed menus before us. Bill’s hand went to my leg again, and I looked around. The placement of the couches was such that no one could see what we were doing as we sat there. I couldn’t help sliding my hand under Bill’s coat and running my fingers against his thick, hard meat. I squeezed it and rubbed it. “I love how you feel, Bill. I can’t stop for some reason. It’s not wrong, is it?”

“That’s not wrong—it’s a good sign. I love how you make me feel too.” He clinked my glass. I held it by the stem, looking at my nails, and I sipped it carefully so as not to leave too much lipstick on the rim. I put it on the end table, opened my purse, and sprayed some perfume on my wrists, dabbed some on my neck, then rubbed some on my legs.

“Mmm, that smells fabulous.” Bill sniffed my neck.

I automatically slid my hand back under his coat and could feel him throbbing under my hand. “Seems that scent makes you more aroused too.”

“It does. It smells just as feminine and pretty as you are.”

I squeezed him tight. My brain cried out how wrong it all was. I yelled back at it to shut up.

“Mmm, I think we need a break,” Bill said.

“Agreed.” Reluctantly, I took my hand away and moved his from my leg. “So, what’s new? Any chance you can get back with your girlfriend?”

“Nope. Don’t want to, either. Especially now that you’re like this.”

“Oh, Bill. I really like you a lot, but I don’t know. You’ll never be able to have kids with me, and do you really want to be with a freak for life?”

“I don’t want kids, and you’re no freak. You’re beautiful, intelligent, the best friend I’ve ever had.” He gave me a peck on the cheek.

“That’s all really nice, and you may think that way right now, but... Well, I don’t think I’m ready for something like that. I mean... I still am attracted to women, not men. Looking at myself like I am now is a turn-on.”

“You turn yourself on because you’re dressed sensually and sexily like we talked about. And you are attracted to men. Some men. You’re attracted to me... so far. We’ve been great friends and roommates, so we know we can live together. We’re a perfect couple.”

“Yes. And I’m having mental issues with your attraction to me and mine to you.”

“Well. Let’s just enjoy each other tonight like we have any other time we’ve gone out and see where it goes, see how you feel as it goes. Can’t overthink this kind of stuff. Gotta feel it in the gut.”

I picked up my drink. “Good idea, Bill.” I clinked and drank it down. I waved to the waiter for another two.

We had a great meal, our usual stimulating conversation, and we felt wonderful after our espressos. Bill was caressing my leg again. I couldn’t restrain myself from unzipping his pants and wrapping my hand around his thick shaft, stroking it discreetly under his coat. I flicked the oozing tip with my thumb and made him shudder. I loved every iota of control I had over him as I caressed him, his arm around me, snuggling me to him. His compliment in my hand felt so nice and thick... and firm... and warm... and alive... I felt safe and warm and electric all over, and I was oozing in my panties from all of it.

“Go clubbing, or go home and go to bed together?” He grinned.

“You said you’d behave. Besides, I want to go clubbing. Samantha has never done that before, and she feels like partying like all the girls I’ve ever watched at clubs.”

“Hmm. Then I would kinda like it right here for now. I mean, your hand is so soft and warm and silky, and I’m really close...” He pecked my cheek and raised his hips into my hand. “Mmm, Samantha, please?”

I wanted to. I stroked him faster.

“That’s it, baby. Please? Let it rip. I’ll clean the coat.” He started lifting his hips into my hand. His breath was hot on my neck. “That’s it, honey.”

He called me honey again. I was in heaven, and then my mind yelled at me. Jerking another guy off? Gross! I let him go like a hot poker. “Shit. Stop, Bill.”

“I’m sorry.” He put himself away, looking around.

“It’s okay. It was my fault. I led you there by your lovely leash. Sorry to not let you finish and to make it worse for you.”

“No, no. It’s okay, sweetie. It’s my fault for not having better control of myself. I promised to be a gentleman. Maybe later?”

“We’ll see. Let’s go clubbing, big guy.”

He kissed me lightly on the lips and gazed lovingly at me. “And then... then we can go home and...” His eyes went wide. He whispered, “Maybe then I could make love to you, angel.”

I imagined my legs pushed back, pushed way back, high heels flailing in the air from Bill thrusting into me like he would a real woman—all his passion inside me, intimately bonded to me. “Oh god, Bill. I’m never going there, so stop. Please. I’m a guy masquerading as a girl tonight. That’s all it is. Tomorrow I’m back to being boring old Sam looking for a girlfriend. All right?”

He looked at me, disappointed. “Okay. We’ll see. I think you need a little help becoming the girl you really are.” He signed the check and stood up, coat over his arm, offering his hand to me. I took it, stood, and straightened my dress. “Thanks for dinner. It was great.”

“Yes, it was. I hope this isn’t the last time we have one like this.” He took his phone out of his pocket and held it. “Okay if I go to the men’s room before we leave?”
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It was ladies’ night at the club, and there was no cover charge for me. Even though the doorman checked my ID, he smiled broadly. Didn’t he see the ‘M’? I didn’t care. I’d had enough to drink and had plenty of confidence being on Bill’s arm.

We worked our way to the bar, Bill leading me by the hand through the crowd, the music thumping a sexual beat. Bill ordered us drinks, and three stools opened up. He held one for me, then sat. A sexy young woman sat next to me and ordered a cocktail. Bill and I skooched our seats close, and I crossed my legs and let them rub against his pants. He slid his leg lightly against mine and grasped my hand on the bar. He gave my cheek a peck and ran his hand over my hair as he gazed at me lovingly. I could get used to this. Would it last?

Our drinks arrived, along with the drink for the woman next to me. Bill toasted. “To one hell of a night!” I raised my glass, and the woman next to me leaned in toward us. “Yeah! To one hell of a night, you two.”

Bill’s eyes roamed her face and cleavage. He gave her a flat-lipped smile and clinked my glass, then sipped the Manhattan.

The woman placed her warm silky hand with long painted nails over mine. She leaned forward and looked back and forth at both of us. “Hi! You two make a great couple. Mind if I drink with you? My name’s Cameron.” Her sheer-stockinged leg rubbed against mine under the bar, then rested against it. She was hot as hell, and of course I throbbed from the attention she was giving me. A real woman at that!

My eyes were wide, and a smile filled my face. “I’m Samantha, and this is an acquaintance of mine, Bill.”

Bill jabbed me in the ribs with his elbow as he put his hand out to shake hers. “Yeah, I’m Bill. Samantha is my girlfriend.”

I placed my hand on Cameron’s elegant, silky leg. “Well, I’m not really his girlfriend.” Another jab in my side. Bill put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer to him to show his possession. She placed my hand on her leg and slid it gently up and down and I said, “Your leg feels so silky.… You’re so pretty. Do you go to college here?”

She smiled warmly, tilted her head. “Graduated last year. You’re really pretty too.”

I repeatedly slid my leg against hers under the bar. Bill grumbled under his breath and leaned over to her. “Yeah, she’s not my girlfriend technically, I guess. That’s because she has a dick under her skirt.”

I turned and slapped him in the face. “Damn you!”

Cameron leaned over, and she, too, slapped his face. “How dare you say she’s not a girl because of that? She sure looks all girl to me. She just has something special. The best of both worlds. Why don’t you go be a nice caveman and go look for some loose cavewomen you can screw?” She turned to me and placed her hand on my cheek. “Are you okay, honey? Do you need a ride home later if he leaves?”

I nodded sheepishly. She kissed my cheek. I turned to Bill. His face was red and his eyes watery. I felt bad. “I’m sorry, Bill. Please stay. Don’t leave your girlfriend.”

“Oh, right. Now you’re my girlfriend. Before I was just an acquaintance. When you figure out what you want and what you are, then we can talk. So have a good time with your new friend. I’ll leave the door unlocked so you don’t have to wake me when you get home. If you come home.”

Bill took off in a huff, leaving his drink on the bar. Cameron turned to me and moved her chair closer. She crossed her legs against mine and snuggled up to me. She held my hand under the bar and caressed the inside of my arm. “I’m sorry, Samantha. I didn’t mean to mess up your night. He is really cute, handsome, and sexy too.”

“He is. He’s a great guy. It’s my fault for not letting him call me his girlfriend. I was so excited to meet a real woman who liked me… When you said hi, I just lost my head.”

She laughed. “Happens all the time. I have to tell people before it goes too far, though. You know how it goes if it’s a surprise. Not good. He did you a favor by outing you. I could use more friends like us. We’re special. You are especially special. Adorable.”

My eyes went wide. She wasn’t a genetic woman?

She gave me a peck on the lips, and her eyes flitted back and forth on my eyes, lips, and cleavage. “Mmm. Adorable, alluring, so feminine and pretty.” She sipped her drink, admiring me. “I used to think I wanted a genetic woman too. Seems weird now. I want a guy, or better yet, a girl like you. The best of both worlds, you know.” She slid her hand on my leg, looking into my eyes, and her hand got higher and higher up my leg until it was under my dress, and I parted my legs for her to slide between them.

Her eyes lit up. She slid her hand under my panties, wrapped her fingers around my happy fellow, and stroked it. “Oh yes, girl. You are adorable.” She took my hand and put it between her legs, and I went right to her panties and did the same thing. She was substantially larger than me, but not as big as Bill. She put her arm around me and sniffed my neck while we both stroked each other. She whispered, “Isn’t it great, the access we have with these minidresses? Girls have it so nice and easy. You feel so wonderful. Your hand is so soft.” Her hips moved slightly, pumping it into my hand. I did the same to her.

What was I doing? I looked around the bar, and no one was the wiser, or at least they couldn’t care less. I relished the smell of Cameron, the warm silky feel of her in my hand. The sensation of her soft hand stroking me deliciously. I was electric all over. Then I realized we were two guys in a crowded nightclub jerking each other off. I pulled back. “Phew! Gotta stop that.” I picked up my drink and raised it to Cameron. She reluctantly let me go and tucked me back in my panties before lifting her drink to me. “To getting to know you better, girl. I think we’re off to a fantastic beginning.”

I clinked and took a gulp, then took Cameron in. She was gorgeous, and everything about her appearance was what I wanted from a real girlfriend—even though she was a guy underneath. I never had a real girl do that for me a few minutes after I’d met her. I was rock-hard and throbbing in my panties. I rested my hand on her silky thigh and just gazed at her while she lovingly gazed back at me, and we sipped. Again, the little voice in my head said, Two guys jerking each other off in a nightclub, dressed in girls’ clothes.

Cameron ran the back of her hand against my cheek. “Penny for your thoughts, pretty lady.” Her hand glided on my leg and slid between my thighs while she locked eyes with me. I loosened my legs to her, and she slid into my panties. “My thoughts. Yeah. I should share my thoughts... Oh god, sweetie, huh...” I moved my hips into it. “That feels so nice. I should share my thoughts with you.” My hand irresistibly slid under her dress.
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I stroked her sensually, as she did me, snuggled together on the bar seats. Our silky, stockinged legs slipped gently and alluringly against each other while we sipped our drinks with our free hands. I kissed her cheek lightly. “Thank you. I’ve never met anyone like you. I mean, like me. This is wonderful.”

“Isn’t it? I’ll bet doing this with Bill is wonderful too.”

“Uh, yeah.” I took my hand away. Hers stayed and continued to take care of me.

“Something wrong, sweetie?”

“I, uh... I’m still having trouble accepting how good it feels play with someone’s cock and so on. You know, the hetero paradigm.”

“Of course. I went through a little of that. Very little. Once I realized I was touching the furthest thing from a guy, it didn’t matter anymore, and I set myself free. Now I love girls like us or regular guys too. I prefer it to being with a genetic girl or any hetero stuff. I mean, real girls are great and the sex can be great, but somehow, this is more exciting for me now. Maybe because it reinforces that I’m a girl, not a guy. A hard dick is a compliment to me, and it’s much easier than trying to figure out if a girl is being sincere or even interested. You just can’t get such an obvious flag from a girl.”

She ordered us two more drinks, then caressed my leg with her other hand while she stroked me and squeezed me. “Isn’t it a compliment? Have you made Bill hard? Felt him? Tasted him? Had him inside you?”

“Oh, gosh. I mean, he gets aroused by just looking at me, and I just held a man that way for the first time tonight with Bill, and it felt like a compliment for sure. I imagined having him in me but... you know. The paradigm. We’re still two guys, basically.”

“Hmm. Physically, in only one place, we have a male feature. Do you feel male tonight while I’m doing this? Do I feel like a man doing this to you?” She flicked the ooze on my tip and made me shudder.

“Huh, oh god, no. I see your face and breasts and the feminine, womanly appearance, and it’s wonderful.”

“Did you enjoy feeling mine? I did.”

I nodded sheepishly.

“Why not put your hand back?”

I gazed longingly into her eyes. I wanted to so badly. I heard in my head, Two guys jerking each other off in a bar. “Uh...” My heart raced.

She gently brought my hand back to where it longed to be. I wrapped my long-nailed fingers around her velvety shaft under her dress and began stroking it again.

“Atta girl. Nice?”

“Very.”

“I agree. We need to get you fixed, girl. Get these old paradigms out of that pretty head.” Our drinks arrived, and the bartender took off. Cameron caressed my leg firmly with one hand and stroked with the other as she looked into my eyes. I stroked her and slid my hand on her leg, caressing it.

She kissed my lips deeply. “So, girl. Are you ready and willing to become the girl you are... all the way? Will you let me help you?”

I nodded quickly.

“Okay. First, I want you to let it all go in my hand, and I’ll release in yours at the same time. Wouldn’t that be nice? Two girls feeling really nice at the same time.”

I nodded nervously as it built inside me, crying for release. My heart pounded.

“Then after, we can relax and talk about a training method for you to overcome these reservations you have. Maybe then you can even make up with Bill. Is his maleness nice?”

I nodded quickly, my eyes wide.

“Do you like him a lot?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, then. Imagine Bill making love to you.”

I took a deep breath… the voice, Two guys. “Umm, my head is saying we’d be two guys.”

“Ignore it. Tell it it doesn’t matter. Come back to us now. Just feel us. Feel me excited for you and you excited for me. Are you ready to give me your reward? Will you give me mine?”

Her ministrations sped up. Mine did too. I nodded and looked around quickly, then back at her. I nodded again, my eyes wide. “Oh, Cameron.” I bit my lip. I breathed in her ear. “Cameron, honey.”

“Good girl. Me too.” She kissed me deeply, her hand in my hair, tugging it. I tugged her shaved globes and stroked her firmly. I felt it as it made its way through her shaft; her body clenched, stockinged legs pressing and sliding against mine. She bit my tongue gently, then broke the kiss, her breath hot on my neck, my nose in her perfumed hair as we both clenched each other.

Hers gushed through my hand into her dress and onto her stockings, and mine did the same to me. She and I both pushed into each other’s hand and held it there as we pulsated and squirted our pent-up passion. When it stopped, she gave me a peck on the lips, and we both tucked things away and used our bar napkins to wipe our stockings, then stuffed the napkins in our purses.

We both took a deep breath and picked up our drinks. She smiled broadly, and her smile infected me. I laughed at what we had done. She raised her drink to me. I raised mine. “To breaking your paradigms.”

“To breaking my paradigms.”
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We sat and sipped our drinks. Initially, I felt remorse for what we had done. I was embarrassed, and I felt dirty and cheap. After some discussion and nurturing from Cameron, though, I felt better about it until she actually had me feeling proud of what we had done. Then we relaxed in the wake of our shared pleasure and talked, just two girls who had shared something lovely together.

We exchanged phone numbers, and even though her invitation to stay with her that night was tempting as heck, I didn’t want to piss Bill off more by not going back to the dorm. She drove me home, and we had one more session in the parking lot like we had at the bar. This time, though, it was even better.

“Go ahead, Samantha, take it between those pretty lips of yours and see how nice it feels in your mouth.” I stared at it, my long, painted nails glinting in the dim light as I stroked it, her pink lace panties pulled to one side of her silky, shaved package. She continued to stroke me while I hesitated. “Go on, girl. One step at a time. Just feel it in your mouth.”

She pulled my head gently to prod me forward. I leaned down, and she let go of mine. I wrapped my leg over, and she prodded me to lean in toward it. I smelled her perfume as I approached her thighs. So sweet, so feminine. She was no man, that was for sure. She pressed my head down, and my lips touched the tip. I licked a drip off and tasted the salt. I opened my lips, and she pushed my head down onto it gently. It felt like silk between my lips. It was warm and firm. She let out a little gasp. “Oh yes, Samantha. That’s a good girl.”

I savored it and began to get immensely excited, feeling her excitement through the piece of her in my mouth. I pressed my loose cock between my legs with my dress, wrapping it in satin as I continued to grow enamored with what I was doing for Cameron. Her hands rested on my head; her fingers wrapped in my hair. I bobbed my head up and down and ran my tongue in circles around the shaft and the tip, making her twitch and squeak from time to time. I rubbed her stockinged leg with one hand while I feasted.

“Oh god yes, baby. You are all girl! Are you ready to swallow?”

I quickly nodded my desire. It was essential for me at that point. I wanted it from her so badly. It was just a few more moments of my diligent ministrations while I humped myself into my dress. Cameron gasped and moaned and gave out a squeak as I felt the first gush go through it into my mouth. She held my head tight and humped up into my face while I swallowed the first load. I continued to bob and circle her shaft with my tongue, which was now bathed in her luscious creamy passion for me.

My body clenched as her second gush went through her shaft, past my tight lips, and entered my hungry mouth. I humped my release into my dress like an adolescent into his pillow and squealed around her gorgeous cock.

When we were both done spasming, she pulled me close and peppered my face with kisses. “Good girl, Cameron! That was such a big-girl thing to do. You made it past that paradigm with flying colors. How do you feel? Did I sense you coming too?”

I nodded. “Yes, it was incredible. You made me feel so powerful, so sexy.”

“Of course, girl. That’s how it works. That’s what we feel. We don’t even need to come. Just having them come for us is fantastic.”

“I’d never have believed I could do that or enjoy it so much.”

“See? You’ll love doing that for Bill soon. Maybe when you get home you will—if he’s still not pissed. This might make him feel better.”

“Maybe. Maybe I should try at least.”

“That’s the attitude! Then soon he’ll have you on your back with your heels held back while he makes love to you and puts his passion deep inside you.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that.”

“Or maybe I can be your first.”

“Hmm. Better, but still... It’s something stuffed in my butt. A guy’s butt.”

“We’ll see. I’m gonna send you a training kit and then text you the instructions. It’ll arrive tomorrow at your dorm. I want you to follow the instructions for the next week or so and then tell me you don’t want to do that with Bill... or with me making love to you. Now go and slip next to Bill and give him and yourself a nice treat.” She kissed me deeply on the lips and hugged me. “Go.”


6

I wasn’t sure I wanted to do that for Bill because I had already finished twice that night and wasn’t sure I’d get into it. On the other hand, I wanted to make him feel good and not be mad at me. I started to get hard thinking about it as I walked through the dorm to our room. By the time I had clicked in my heels to the door, my breasts tugging on my chest, I felt so feminine and sexy, I was ready to do it. I’d go straight to him and not say anything, and even if he was sleeping, I’d do it for him. My heart raced. I wanted to make him feel good with my mouth.

I took my heels off, quietly opened the door, and went into the room. The streetlight shining through the window revealed that Bill wasn’t there. I checked to see if his sport coat was hung up. No, he had never returned.

Damn! I guess I had pissed him off. Should I text him? Nah. Better to wait until he cooled off. I slid into bed and fell asleep.

In the morning, I showered, redid my hair, and put on some light makeup and eyeshadow and went for the daytime girl look. I even wore a bra and gel breast-forms and put on some girl jeans, girl boots, and a plaid shirt. I looked cute. Definitely not a guy, but a cute college girl in a casual outfit ready for the day. I looked at Bill’s untouched bed. He must have stayed at a friend’s apartment somewhere. I’d catch up with him later.

My phone dinged multiple times. A series of texts from Cameron.

Good morning, sweet princess. Your package will be there by 2 p.m. Your mind must be filled with the images of you making hard shafts spurt their passion in your mouth or your bottom... [eggplant emoji, spurting emoji]

Watch the linked videos, imagining you are the girl in them. Then, for the next three days, release as many times in a day as you can while watching the videos until the time you go to sleep. Imagine it’s you giving the pleasure. That’s the first step. Do it!

When your package arrives, I’ll give you further instructions. Get stroking, girl, and make that pretty thing spurt.

I texted back. Can we meet?

No, I’m traveling on business all week. See you after. Be a good girl and do what I say. [Kissing lips emoji]

The links showed up in a series of texts. I opened one, and it began to play. It was a girl like me with a huge mouthful of real manly man. I watched her passion for it and felt it. I swelled in my jeans. I unzipped them, pulled my panties aside and grabbed a fresh pair of silky panties from the dresser. I sat on the bed and watched the video while stroking and getting into it. I imagined it was me, and I shot instantly, my legs spasming in my heeled boots. I fell back on the bed. As many times as I can, huh? I’d never tried doing it more than a couple or three times in a day when I was really horny. Hmm, we’ll see.

I couldn’t imagine what she was sending in the package either. I cleaned things up and went out for breakfast and classes. At that point, I didn’t feel like I’d want to be jerking all day, but as I sat in class and thought about it, I became more interested in it. I remembered Cameron in my mouth and all the sensations and thrills of it, and by the time class was done, I was ready to go again.

I ended up shooting blanks after the third time, but I kept at it, and by the end of the day, I had done it six times. I was actually quite proud of my achievement, since I had never seen how many times I could do it. I had to do this for three days! But now I knew I could do it.

After class, the package was there. Bill must have come back to the dorm while I was in class, because his blazer was there, and his duffel bag was gone. He wasn’t coming back anytime soon. I felt horrible. Maybe I’d see him eating out tonight.

I opened the package, and I already had texts from Cameron.

The tubing and attachment are to put on your shower to clean your bottom out in the morning after your duty is done. Then you use the lube and plugs, starting with the little one and working your way to the largest.

Wear the plugs all day. By the third day, be wearing the largest. Do it! It’ll prepare you for the real thing and break your paradigm that it’s gross or wrong. Keep on working yourself with the videos while wearing them, as well. Be the girl and imagine what’s in you is him... or me, baby.

Put on the cage on the fourth day, and then there’s no more playing with it. You’re only allowed release when a real one replaces the plug. Don’t worry. You’ll want it soon after you’re caged—your body will be so used to releasing so frequently that you won’t be able to resist, and that plug will keep reminding you how good it will be. The last paradigm will be broken, and you’ll be able to be the girl you are without any reservations.

Wow. I looked over all the paraphernalia. The plugs all vibrated, and the last one was a totally realistic shaft and head and bigger even than Bill’s. I couldn’t imagine walking around with that in me, but who knows? The smallest one wasn’t very threatening looking, so that seemed reasonable. I read how to install the attachment for the shower and got that out of the way.

I had homework to do, so I put the things away in my dresser and became diligent about my schoolwork. When I was done, I watched another video and did what I was told. I imagined Bill this time and felt a longing for him I hadn’t felt before. I felt horrible that I had said I wasn’t his girlfriend. I had to get rid of these stupid paradigms of mine so I could be decent to him. He had tried so hard and was so understanding of me. He was such a nice guy.
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I went out to get pizza and beer where Bill and I usually went. I sat at the bar. The waiter came over. “Hey, Sam. You look great tonight! Really pretty. What’s different?”

“Thanks, Pierce. Just a little more makeup and more attention to things.”

“You should do that more often. You look so pretty and hot.” He winked. “Where’s your buddy, Bill?”

“Not sure. I was gonna ask you. Did you see him at the dorm today?”

He shook his head. “Haven’t seen him yet today. He wasn’t at the dorm cafeteria either. Didn’t see him in the dorm lounge or outside. Maybe he’ll be here later.” He leaned on the bar and looked into my eyes. “Gorgeous. Really gorgeous.”

“Thanks.”

He stood at his full height and smiled broadly. “So, the usual for you? Anchovies, pepperoni, and peppers with a draft?”

“Sure.”

“Right away, pretty miss. Can I say that? Or should it be something else? I mean... before I wasn’t sure, but now it seems right.”

“Sure. That’s nice, actually. Thanks.”

I crossed my legs and bounced a foot in my heeled boots, feeling pretty and girly. I took some perfume from my purse and dabbed it on my neck and wrists. I sniffed it, feeling as pretty as it smelled. I watched Pierce behind the bar—his tight jeans on his firm butt, the shape of his torso, and his height almost a foot over mine. When he turned, I couldn’t stop my eyes from going to his crotch to check it out. I had never done that before, but now I wondered. There was a sign of hardness there, and it was large. Was it me? I throbbed in my panties at the thought of me making him hard.

He brought my beer. “Here ya go, sexy. Want some popcorn while you wait?”

“Sexy, huh? Hmm. Thanks, I guess. And sure, I’d love some popcorn.”

He went and scooped a basket out for me and brought it back. It was definitely hard under his pants this time. “Here ya go.” He dropped the basket on the bar, backed up so I could see all of him, then said, “If you need anything—I mean anything—let me know, okay? I’m here for your pleasure.” My face flushed. He had a hard-on for me. Pierce was a really nice guy and open to things, so I knew I could ask. I extended my index finger with its long, painted nail and motioned him with it to come over. I leaned over the bar toward him.

He came over, smiling, and leaned in toward me. I caught a hint of his fantastic, clean-smelling cologne. “Yes?”

I whispered to him, “Is that a pickle in your pocket or are you really happy to see me?”

He laughed then whispered back, “I am really happy to see you... pretty ladyboy. If it’s okay for me to say that. I want you to know it’s okay by me if that’s what you are. Don’t mean to insult in any way. Mmm, you even smell pretty.”

“Wow, Pierce. I’m shocked.”

“I’m sorry! What can I do to fix it?”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m just thinking I should have done this a long time ago. I get nicer attention this way.”

He nodded. “Yes, you should have done this sooner. You should be as feminine and pretty as you can because it suits you so well. You glow.”

My face flushed. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

My pizza came and I ordered another beer to go with it. No Bill yet. I ate and people watched quietly and discreetly. And for use in possible fantasies later, I also memorized how Pierce looked. My pizza came, nice and hot. “Here it is, Samantha.” He gave me more napkins. He polished my knife and fork and placed them on the bar. “You might want these so you don’t mess up your lipstick. Your lips look so nice.” He leaned back against the counter, his arms crossed, his hard-on very obvious.

He grinned, watching me as I began cutting the pizza. “Are you gonna stand there and watch me eat, Pierce?” I smiled up at him. My eyes couldn’t help going back and forth to his crotch. My face flushed.

“If it’s okay. Everyone is caught up, and you’re the prettiest thing to watch. I want to see you part those lips and take it into them.”

He throbbed under his jeans when he said that. “Uh...right. Of course. What the heck.” I gave him a show. I took a small corner piece and forked it, then lifted it to my lips, parting them slowly and licking them while I gazed into his eyes. I licked the tip of the pizza with the tip of my tongue and then slid it into my mouth and chewed.

Pierce flung his head back and spun around. “Holy shit, Samantha.” He took his stance again, looked around, then rubbed his crotch and adjusted it perfectly vertical. It almost hit his belt. I bounced my crossed leg, squeezing my hardness as I gave him another torturous display. He took a deep breath. “I need help.”

He came close and leaned on the bar, watching me eat. He whispered, “Do you think you could help my obvious problem with those pretty lips?”

I tilted my head. “You have an obvious problem? I didn’t see any problem. I just see an opportunity to get to know more of you.”

His eyes went wide. “I’m done in thirty minutes. I’ll go wherever you want. We can go back to my room. I think my roommate will be gone.”

I gazed into his eager eyes while I chewed. I tilted my head. Shrugged. Made him wait. Should I? Who was I kidding? Of course I wanted to. I needed to—now. I had discovered something wonderful and had to see if there was any difference between one and another. Besides, I needed to keep releasing, and this was better than a video. I winked at him and smiled. I licked my lips. “Works for me.”

Pierce ran off, took care of everyone, and set things up for his replacement. I watched and imagined what he’d be like while I finished my pizza and beer. It tasted so much better tonight, as if the flavors were richer and fuller. Imagine how good Pierce would taste and feel! My body tingled all over, and my heart pounded while I throbbed in my panties.

I slung my purse over my shoulder and went to the girls’ room. I peed and fixed my hair and added fresh lipstick and blush. I sprayed more perfume in my hair as I tousled it and made it fuller.

When I came out, Pierce had come out from behind the bar and was waiting. He held his arm out for me. I took it and we left.

Back at the dorm, we went to my floor; I checked my room but no Bill. We went down a few doors to Pierce’s room. The door shut behind us, and I took a pillow from his bed and knelt on it before him as he sat on the bed. I unzipped his pants, and he took them off along with his underwear. He was shaved smooth all over and smelled fresh and clean, with his gorgeous thick flagpole leaping in the air.

I wrapped my hands around it and stroked it while looking into his eyes. “Ready, Pierce?”

“Oh god, yes, girl.” I unzipped my pants and slid my panties aside, letting my own little buddy free. I stroked it with one hand while I stroked Pierce’s and dove onto it with my mouth. I was in heaven. Thick, velvety, warm, and firm—my tongue raced around the shaft and tip, and my head bobbed on it furiously while I looked into his eyes. I let go of my rod since I was so close and put that hand to use tugging on his globes. My own shaft bobbed up and down on its own, oozing.

His hands rested on my head. “Oh god, Samantha. I’m almost there. Better get off it if you don’t want it in your mouth.”

I shook my head and increased my fervor as I watched his eyes and face. I felt his shaft swell in my hand and a gush pass though it into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily and kept it all going. I milked one gush after another from him and drank it all down, seeing the pleasure in his eyes. My shaft began erupting on its own and shot all over the pillow.

When we were both done, Pierce lifted me up and pulled me onto the bed with him. I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants and rested on his strong chest. He stroked my hair, his gleaming wet shaft rubbing against my leg. “You were fabulous. Thank you.” He tucked himself away.

“Thank you. That was incredible.”

“Can I take you out for drinks?”

“Uh, I need to rest a little. It’s been a busy day. Maybe in a few minutes.”

“Okay.” We lay there, cuddled together. I felt warm, safe, and happy. Not a bit of remorse. I dozed off for a bit. When I woke, Pierce’s roommate was quietly sitting in a chair watching us. “Hi, Sam. That’s you, right, Sam? Or is it Samantha?”

I sat up on the edge of the bed and fixed my hair with my fingers. “Yes. Samantha is correct, Mike.”

“Nice! Love it. You’re so hot now.”

“Thanks.” I could see Mike was hard for me in his gym trunks. Can’t hide anything in those. He was another good-looking, good-smelling, shaved-body kind of guy. Hmm. I felt a stirring in my panties. This could be number eight, and it was still only six o’clock.

“Have you seen Bill, Mike?”

“Nope. Stopped at your room to see if he was there to ask him about an assignment. Not there.”

“Oh well. So, is that a pickle in your pocket or are you happy to see me?”
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Well, need I tell you? Mike was great. His was short and thick and he had a ton of juice. He left the room right after, and before I knew it, I was doing three guys all at once right there in that room. I was in heaven. One of the guys had a tiny one, which was really fun, being able to take it and the globes in my mouth and make him squeal like a little girl when he finished. Another had a horse-sized one and the third a short, thick one. By the time I was through with them, I had my ninth release in my panties without even touching it.

I was spent and ready for a rest. My belly was full of nice, thick cream, and I had now done something I never dreamed I would do or ever enjoy doing, to my fifth dick. Four of them today alone. It certainly helped with the goals Cameron had set for me.

I checked the room and no Bill yet. I put on clean panties, a denim mini dress, and wedge heels. I went over to get Pierce, and we went out for drinks. I ended up staying with him in my room. Fuck Bill if he came home. It was wonderful sucking Pierce off again and falling asleep next to him.

In the morning he was gone, and I had to do my duty and plug. If this routine was making me crazy, and plugging was supposed to be great, what would that do for me? I was feeling so nice, I thought, Why not skip ahead and cage myself? Then I could be done with yanking it off all day and be plugged and on my way to the end goal.

I caged myself after some struggling to soften it up. Of course I had to yank it off to let it soften enough, but soon I had the cage on and felt relieved I didn’t have to play around with it anymore.

I did my duty and then cleaned out, and it wasn’t as gross as I thought. I felt clean and fresh. I plugged with the smallest one and turned on the quiet vibrator, then did my hair and makeup. I felt so sexy, I decided to wear a white denim miniskirt with sheer suntan pantyhose (with a cutout for my caged buddy, of course), pink lace panties and a matching bra with gel breast forms, and a pair of wicked high, hemp wedge heels, and V-neck top to show my cleavage.

I did my hair in two ponytails, one on each side of my head. Good grips for the boys, I thought as I put them in. I put on twenty-four-hour lipstick and did my makeup completely and alluringly. I sprayed perfume all over, and I was feeling the girl one hundred and ten percent.

If the little plug was this good... I decided to skip to the mega one. It took a little doing, but it went in delightfully. It stayed snugged up inside from the taper on it, and the vibrator was larger and more intense but just as quiet. I walked around. Wow! I was swollen in my cage.

I went down and ate breakfast with Mike and one other guy I’d sucked off yesterday. Even after the big breakfast, I was hungry for a certain protein drink, but I had classes.

In between classes, the plug’s batteries were still going strong, and the sensations from it made me crazy. I went back to the dorm, and evidently word had gotten around about my new hobby. Guys smiled evil grins, and I took advantage of their interest. My ponytails on each side were perfect for the boys to hang onto as they filled my face. I did two between my first and second classes and three at lunch, then four more in the afternoon. I was ravenous for more protein drinks. It really scared me to wonder how I’d feel later, because I couldn’t get a release for some time with it all locked up. But Cameron had gotten me this far... I had to listen to her and continue.

I was now known as the resident blow queen of my dorm. I was the dorm girl. Somehow it didn’t bother me a bit. I loved the attention, not to mention the pleasure I was able to give the guys. The only problem was that in the short time I had done the multiple releases in a day, I had become used to releasing after nearly every BJ, and now I couldn’t. I oozed steadily from my cage. I had a few days yet until Cameron returned, and I wasn’t sure I’d last. I texted her what I’d done.

“Good girl! Seems you’re an overachiever and have sped up the timeline. I’d say you’re ready for the real thing, girl! Find Bill or wait for me or do whatever you feel you want to. Be the girl and feel how good it is.”

Well, there was no way I’d be able to do any homework, attend any classes, do anything but be the dorm girl unless I finished and achieved my goal. Could I? I wriggled on that thick vibrating plug and just imagined what it would be like for a guy to replace it and go crazy over me while he got his rocks off inside me.

Of course I could do it! I had to do it. I wanted it. I needed it. It was my destiny. What the fuck!? I was a dorm girl now. The BJ queen. Why not take it one step further and be the girl… uh, the total slut I had become?


9

I decided to remove my plug, take a shower, and get dressed for a wild night. I would get drinks and dinner somewhere, then find my victims and drain them of their essence as they held my ankles in my heels, back by my head, and enthusiastically made love, shoved, rammed, thrusted, and knee-shakingly deposited their passion intimately deep inside me, then collapsed, one after another.

I did my makeup and hair and made my eyeshadow and eyeliner really intense and sexy. I painted my lips with a cupid’s bow and filled them out, full and luscious, with a twenty-four-hour lipstick. I hung long dangling earrings and super huge hoops in my ears. I gelled my hair back slick and pulled it up in one ponytail on the top. I wrapped it in a blingy scrunchy and fanned the hair out and sprayed it.

I put on a sheer pushup bra that showed the nipples of my gel breast-forms though it. Around my waist, I fastened a matching black lace garter belt and attached sheer, black, lace-top stockings. Matching crotchless panties framed my caged little monster, and I tied black satin ribbons on it, further feminizing it and reminding me that was not where my pleasure would be coming from this evening.

I slid up the thin fabric of the black V-neck, flared-hem mini dress, put my arms through the straps, and adjusted my cleavage. My nips stood out proudly beneath the fabric, and my cleavage was obvious and full. I now knew that someday I’d replace the gel-forms with implants.

I slid on a sweater bolero that could cover or reveal those nips when so desired. I slid on my five-inch, strappy black patent stilettos and fasted the ankle straps. I sprayed myself with perfume and put it into my purse along with lipstick, blush, my wallet, and a large handful of lubricated condoms. I put on bracelets and rings and a necklace to rest between my breasts.

I stood before the full-length mirror. I had never before taken my look this far to the slut side, but I now looked like a high-class hooker ready to get to work. I throbbed in my cage thinking about my new experience on the rapidly approaching horizon. Was this really me?

I stared into my eyes. I certainly was a girl and definitely not a guy. I’d come to that conclusion. I wanted to be loved and desired by someone who could fill me up with their passion and whom I could intimately connect to. But I also wanted to be in a relationship as a couple. Did I want to be the dorm girl and just have sex with every guy in my dorm? Did I still want a genetic girlfriend? What I wanted was to be in love and have a man/woman relationship.

My shoulders slumped. I had been overcome with the thrill of being wanted, being sexy and desirable, and had overlooked what I really wanted. Or had I? I was so confused.

I posed and moved about in front of the mirror, turning this way and that, flashing my hard nipples by moving my crop top aside with a motion of my arm. I felt my own attraction to my image and throbbed in my cage over and over, knowing how men would be doing the same throbbing when they admired me and lusted for me. It gave me a tingle all over. Most girls would be threatened by me. My couple relationship would most likely be with a man. Someone who was understanding, caring. Someone who loved me first as a person and friend. I stared at my image in the full-length mirror.

What the hell? I was already dressed. I may as well just go out and figure this thing out as I went along. I felt good, sexy, powerful, and confident as a woman. I should celebrate having come this far. In the past, I’d never have even gone out dressed as a woman, and now I was certain of my identity as one.

I slung my purse on my shoulder, closed the door behind me, and clicked my way down the hall. My breasts bounced and tugged with each tiny stride in my ultra-high, very vulnerable, and sexy heels. Guys’ eyes all followed me, smiling and lusting. Some of the ones I had already given BJs to shouted my name. I kept walking, my head held high, until I left the building.

On the street, I made my way past the couples enjoying each other and wondered, as I had before, if I could ever have that. Only this time, I no longer needed to be the guy with a girl but could be the girl with a guy.

Thoughts of Bill came to mind. I missed him. I was foolish to piss him off that night when we met Cameron, but I never would have come to this realization if I hadn’t met her. I felt my sexy feeling fading and sadness replacing it. I was quickly limp in my cage.

I walked into the classiest place on the strip because I was not really dressed for any other place. I made sure the flared hem of my dress was smoothed down and my top was sufficiently hiding my nipples. I glanced at my reflection in the brass and tinted-glass door as I walked toward it. I looked like a classy young woman.

The maître d’ smiled as I entered. “Welcome, miss. Reservation?”

“No. I’m meeting a friend in the bar.”

He motioned to the bar entrance and nodded. “Very well. Enjoy!”

I clicked across the hardwood floors and found a corner seat. I swiveled the heavy chair and lifted myself onto it, slid my dress under me, crossed my silky legs against each other, and hooked a heel on the footrest, my thigh feeling the coolness of the supple leather against it. The bartender delivered some snacks in a bowl and a stemmed glass of ice water. I ordered a dirty martini up.

I snacked on the kibble, nibbling one bit at a time and looking around the bar. It wasn’t all college students, since this place was a bit pricey, but there were professors, professionals, and other neatly dressed individuals in polite conversation.

My drink arrived and I sipped the salty, powerful concoction. I checked my phone. Nothing. I reread the series of texts from Cameron. Her last line was, “Be the girl and feel how good it is.”

Was I? I knew I was the girl, and it did feel good. But I didn’t want to be alone. I didn’t want to be just a motivated Fleshlight for the rest of my life. As much fun as that might be, I wanted what other couples had.

I texted Cameron. “Taking a break. I know what I want now. I know I’m a girl. I want Bill. I want love and caring.”

I stared at it, waiting to see if she’d respond. I sipped. I looked around. The moving dots showed she was replying.

“Fantastic. That’s wonderful. You’ve run the gauntlet and are now ready to live well. I can’t wait to see you and Bill together. See you soon.”

I scoffed and put my phone away. She must have forgotten that Bill dumped me like a hot potato. I took a deep breath and sipped. The more-than-handsome smiling bartender came over, looking sharp in his pressed black pants and white shirt with black tie. “Is there anything I can do for you? Something you’d like?” I’d heard that from Pierce before. He even had that same kind of smile. I glanced at his crotch automatically while his eyes drifted to my cleavage. He was thick but not rigid.

“Uh, let’s see. I put my index finger with its long, painted nail on my lips and looked up, wide-eyed, at the ceiling. I grinned back at him. He smiled and I saw a throb in his pants. That made me feel good. Especially now.

He came closer and leaned on the bar, gazing into my eyes. “If you don’t mind my saying, you’re lovely.”

“Thanks. You’re quite attractive yourself. In a different way of course. You’re very tall.”

He stood tall and moved back, holding his arms out. His growing hard-on showed nicely now. “Yes, six-foot-three and not an ounce of fat.”

“Very nice. I see you’re happy to see me too.”

“Yes, very. Maybe we could...”

“Of course we could, but right now... I’d love a plate of six oysters please.”

He was flustered. “Uh yes. Of course. Right away.”

I laughed. I could do that now. I had the choice. I could tease and take away if I chose. Why not? I bounced my leg over the other one, feeling my cage tighten on me as I savored the little game we’d just played.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned. It was Cameron. She kissed my cheek and sat to my left. I felt another kiss on my other cheek and looked. It was Bill. He sat next to me and placed his hand on my stockinged leg. “Hi, Samantha. We thought it was time to see you.”

I looked back and forth between them. The bartender came over and took their drink orders. “Cameron, you were on a business trip. Did it end early? Bill, what are you doing with Cameron?”

Bill slid his hand seductively on my leg as he gazed into my eyes. Cameron smiled broadly and nodded.
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Bill and Cameron ordered drinks. Bill took a deep breath. My mind was racing. What were the two of them doing there? He picked my hand up and kissed the top of it, then looked like a puppy dog. “I apologize, but it was the only way I knew how to... I know your mind must be racing trying to figure out what’s going on, and I’m sorry to put you through this. I hope in the end, you’ll forgive me and still see me as someone you care for.”

“Go on. I’m waiting.” I sipped my drink and theirs arrived.

Bill sipped his and continued. “First, I have to introduce Cameron properly. She’s a psychiatrist. We met in a class on campus and have been friends ever since. I told her about my new roommate whom I was falling in love with and what your predilections were, and she was able to relate to you one hundred percent because she had been through the same thing back when we first met.”

I looked at the two of them. Cameron smiled broadly. “Bill helped me get though my transformation a lot. I owed it to him to help you, not to mention I’d help any girl like us.”

Bill nodded. “So I told Cameron about you and what I perceived. She suggested I show up when I wasn’t supposed to be around one weekend, and I might find you in your natural state. That could be an open door to a future for both of us. And she was right, and so was I. I found you in your natural state and took advantage of it as best I could to try to help you overcome your paradigms.”

“But then you set up Cameron to do the rest?”

“We had anticipated different things you’d do and planned what to do, based on what you did and said at dinner, to make this the easiest and most expeditious paradigm breaker for you. The way you were talking and acting, you might never get there, so we put plan B into motion. Make you know you’re a girl.”

“But what if I found other guys or found a girl or Cameron and I fell in love?”

“So be it. At least then you’d be past the point of hiding in your room when you were in your natural state, and you’d be free to choose. It would be the best thing for you. I’d take my chances at losing you to have you be who you are first. You couldn’t go through life like that. It would be torture.”

“True. I feel much better now that I’ve decided who I am.”

“Good.”

“But, I mean, the things I did… I’m a known entity now at the dorm and not in a classy way. I’m not proud of what I did, but it did teach me who I was.”

“I know. Don’t worry about that stuff. It’s not a big deal. Besides, Pierce was in on it too. I asked for his help and asked him to make sure any other guys he set up for you were clean and safe.”

“What!? So they did that as a favor? They didn’t really want to?”

“Sweetie, trust me when I say they sure wanted to, but they knew it was for a good reason—they wanted to help you change. So after this, you can continue that if you want, but if you don’t, they won’t think anything of it.”

I rolled my eyes. Sipped my drink. “I don’t know what to feel.”

Cameron leaned into me, stroked my hair, and grasped my hand. “Feel good. Just feel good. You’ve discovered who you are. Do you know what you want? When Pierce told us you left the dorm dressed as you were, it seemed you were on a mission. Did we interrupt that mission?”

“Uh, I wasn’t sure what to do. I started out on a mission to get laid, and I ended up just missing Bill and what we could have had. I figured I was already dressed so I’d come here to have a drink and think. Then you guys showed up.”

Bill ran his big hand up and down my silky thigh. “Missing me? I was hoping that would happen. The odds weren’t really in my favor, but I wanted it so badly. That makes me very happy.”

I throbbed in my cage. “Glad to hear that, Bill.” I slid his hand on my leg. “That feels lovely.” I gazed into his eyes.

Cameron smiled and said, “Well, guess we got lucky. It worked out well. Don’t you think so Samantha? Is this what you wanted?”

“Yes, god, yes.”

“Bill? I this what you wanted?”

Bill gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Ever since I first met Sam, it has been.”

“Then I guess we’re done. Shall we celebrate and have some dinner and drinks together? Unless, of course, you two want your privacy.”

I looked at Bill. “We at least owe Cameron a nice dinner for all she’s done.” I whispered into his ear, “I have a cage on now, and I’d really like you to make love to me later. The dinner would be a nice way to build some anticipation for us.”

Bill nodded. Smiling, he turned to Cameron. “Samantha and I would like to thank you with at least a dinner and drinks tonight if you’d be kind enough to join us.”

“Sounds wonderful! Maybe we can all go dancing afterward too.”

I nodded and reached past Bill to glide my hand on her stockinged thigh. “Absolutely. We can be bookends on Bill’s arms tonight. The two girls he helped to become girls owe him the royal treatment, don’t you think?”

Cameron grinned and grasped my hand, sliding it on her leg. She looked at Bill. “I think he might like that. Would you, Bill? Of course, I could leave you two at any time. After dinner if you want.”

Bill broke into a wicked grin. He looked into my eyes. “Really?”

“Really, big guy.”

“As long as you’re okay with it, Samantha. All I need is you, but I’m ready to do whatever you like to make you happy. I see how well you and Cameron get along together, and I want you to enjoy the new you to the max.”

My cage was clenching me tight. My whole body was electric. I took Cameron’s hand, placed it on Bill’s crotch, and we both rubbed him through his pants. “Ready to eat? I’m famished. Hey, my oysters never came. Bartender!”
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Dinner, drinks, and dancing. It was fabulous. We were at the nightclub enjoying some fresh air, walking around on the patio with our drinks. Cameron held my other hand, and Bill had his arm around me. We found a secluded, private section of the patio bar, but a sign prohibited entry, saying it was under construction. Bill looked at both of us and shrugged. “Maybe this area would be nice for you two girls to have some privacy. It looks clean, and there are some tables and things.”

Cameron and I both giggled and stepped carefully in our heels into the area as Bill held the sign to the side and slid it back into place behind him. He sat on a barstool. Cameron and I had him unzipped in a second and were both working his gorgeous tool with our mouths and hands.

Cameron would give me a kiss, and I’d give her one back as we shared in the treat. Bill’s hands rested, one on each of our heads. “That’s incredible, girls, but why don’t you two take care of each other a little? Maybe Cameron should help you get started on a new form of pleasure for you, Samantha. Before I do.”

Cameron held Bill’s rod, stroking it and looking into my eyes. My lips formed a wide smile, and my eyes went wide. We dropped Bill’s meat like a hot potato, and Cameron moved me against a table and lifted my leg while I pulled aside my panties. She maneuvered herself closer and pressed her now lubricated condom-covered hardness against me. I moved my hips, forcing it to enter me. I gasped and looked into her eyes.

Cameron held my hips while I held my legs back. I rested on the table, and she began thrusting slowly, letting out little moans. Her eyes showed her pleasure, and then she took one arm and brought my body close as she breathed in my ear. “Such a tight little girl you are. Oh god.”

I looked over her shoulder at Bill as he kept watch while rubbing himself through his pants and glancing at us. He smiled at me and nodded.

Cameron sped up and went harder, faster, and deeper until the lock on my cage rattled in time, and I began to ooze continuously through it. “Oh god, Cameron, that feels so good. It’s like one continuous release.”

Cameron’s hot breath was on my neck. She pushed my legs

back as she thrusted and held me tight. “I know. See how good it is to be the girl? I’m doing all the work. Nice work though. Soo nice. Ready for your first injection, little girl?”

One of my legs was twitching with each thrust that forced another ooze out of my cage. “God, yes.”

Cameron slammed me over and over and until she went rigid, and she looked into my eyes while she pulsated inside me, releasing her passion into me. The oozing felt like it would never stop. I wanted more. It wasn’t like a regular, motivation-stopping final release. I still wanted more.

She kissed me deeply on the lips as she gave some last slow strokes and finished shuddering. She pulled herself out and let me down onto my feet again. We both arranged ourselves. I gave her a big hug. “That was wonderful. Thank you for helping me see what I am.”

She gave me a crooked grin. “Of course, Samantha. You think I don’t know how good it feels? It was wonderful to give that to you too. You’re so sweet. Wait until Bill takes care of you.” She looked to Bill and winked. She checked her watch. “Time for me to leave. I have a ten o’clock patient to see in the morning.”

We all left and went back to the dorm. As Bill and I entered, a couple of the guys I had given the BJs to were there in the lobby, sitting and drinking beer. They gave a thumbs up to Bill and me and a couple of hoots. “Congratulations, you two,” Pierce said to us.

Bill said, “Thanks!”

“Thanks for your help, Pierce,” I said.

He laughed. “No problem, Samantha.”

Bill closed and locked our door behind him. He stripped naked, and I lay on the bed, my legs pulled back, watching him in the dim light. He made his way between my thighs and proceeded to put a condom on. I stopped him. “Don’t need that unless you want one. I’m well lubed, and I want to feel you deposit it all inside me.”

I pulled him to me, and he dropped the condom on the floor. I guided him into me and let out a gasp as he made it past the gate. We both watched each other’s eyes until I had him all the way in. “Oh god, Bill. You feel heavenly. You’re so damn big. Now get that thing going and give me a full body, shaking, spurting release so I can go to sleep.”

“What? Cameron didn’t?”

“No. If you don’t either, that’s okay. It still feels heavenly, honey.”

Bill began and the oozing started once more—that body electric feeling that went from toe to head. I slapped his bottom and dug my nails into it. He pressed my legs back with my heels by my head and pounded it into me like an oil rig while letting out grunts on and off from his efforts. I looked into his eyes. “I’m your girl, Bill. I’m all yours if you’ll take me.”

He kissed my forehead as he pounded. “God, yes. You’re the girl I’ve been waiting for. So sexy, so hot, so smart. Ungh!” He shoved, then shoved again. My heels flailed, my cage clattered and oozed. Then Bill clenched and looked into my eyes and gave a deep up-to-my-throat shove and held it there. I felt the first pulse, and my caged rod spasmed and spurted rope after rope between us and onto my dress while Bill pulsated over and over inside me.

When he was done, he collapsed to the side of me, breathing heavily. “Oh god, Samantha. That was fantastic.” I felt him losing his rigidness in me. I wrapped a leg over his body and pulled him inside me. I ran my hand through his hair and peppered his face with kisses. “I truly love you. You’re who I’ve wanted for life. My best friend and now my lover too. Thank you for doing this for me.”

“I did it for me more than for you—well, kinda.”

“I know. Mind if I get breast and hip implants? I want to be shapelier and not have to mess with forms.”

“Go for it, but you don’t need to for me.”

“It’s for me, silly. I’m a girl now, remember? May as well do it up all the way... almost. I’m keeping it, caged or not.”

“Whatever makes you happy, honey.”

In his arms, I drifted off into a sweet, blissful dream state.


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

Barb and Thom
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