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   CHAPTER ONE
 
   Gavin Delaney had been very successful in heating system sales during his first five years with his company, however the past two years had been very disappointing. So disappointing, in fact, that he had been called on the carpet and told to begin producing or else find another job. Gavin really liked his job and felt he had really been working quite hard, but that his “luck” had just not been there.
 
   He did all the required prospecting to find out who was thinking about buying a new heating system, but he just couldn’t seem to close any sales. “Maybe I’m in the wrong business,” he thought, but he knew that he had been successful and wasn’t ready to throw in the towel yet.
 
   Gavin was sometimes too concerned about the sale, and not concerned enough about servicing the customer after the sale.
 
   “Perhaps I will have to be more concerned about after sale service so I can get more references,” he thought.
 
   “If the customer requires some extra attention for me to get the sale, I’m just going to have to do it!”
 
   With that in mind, Gavin had begun to get more activity and had actually quoted several heating systems, any one of which would make his quota and get him back in good standing with his boss. However, he had not actually closed any sales and time was running out. Gavin had heard that Simpson Realty, owners of a large apartment complex, was in the process of buying a new heating system for one of their buildings, and were ready to make a decision within two weeks. Gavin knew he was a bit late in coming in for the sale, but he was determined to try.
 
   Gavin called and made and appointment with Miss Simpson, the manager of the complex. When he arrived at the model apartment, he was met by a beautiful woman who introduced herself as Beatrix Simpson. He was invited to sit down. Gavin sat down, took out his briefcase while secretly admiring her sensuous figure.
 
   “Well, Gavin, we are ready to make a decision on our new heating system within two weeks. You are a bit late, but let’s hear what you have to offer,” Beatrix stated.
 
   As Gavin began his presentation, he felt Beatrix’s eyes drilling through him with a piercing look. Gavin began to feel a bit uncomfortable as this lovely woman scrutinized him, but he continued his presentation.
 
   When he had finished, Beatrix said “your presentation sounds good, Gavin, but we are looking for more than just purchasing a heating system. We want to feel as though the salesperson that sells us the system comes with it and will give us good service. How do I know that you will give us that service?”
 
   Gavin answered Beatrix, assuring her that the service and installation would be more than satisfactory.
 
   “Well, Gavin,” Beatrix continued, “we just have to have the feeling that our salesperson is personally interested in making sure we are pleased.”
 
   Beatrix had a slight smile on her face, with her last comment.
 
   “Okay,” thought Gavin, “She want’s something extra, I guess I’ll have to find out what she wants and do it.”
 
   Gavin continued saying, “Beatrix, I can assure you my interest in personally satisfying my customers is paramount. Whatever assurances or any other actions you need from me I will be glad to provide.”
 
   “Well, Gavin,” said Beatrix.
 
   “I am delighted to hear you say that,” said Beatrix.
 
   “In fact, there is something you can do to assure me of your good intentions. Meet me back here at Five, and we’ll have cocktails and discuss it further.”
 
   “Great,” replied Gavin, “see you then.”
 
   Beatrix then rose and escorted Gavin out.
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
   For the rest of the day, Gavin continued his work, but he was somewhat excited at the possibility of not only closing a big deal, but also having cocktails with a beautiful woman. Gavin returned at five. As he entered Beatrix’s apartment, Beatrix asked Gavin to mix drinks while she went to change into “something more comfortable.”
 
   Gavin began to get even more excited, but just about dropped the drinks on the floor when Beatrix walked back into the room. She was dressed in a pink lacy corset and sexy black stockings. The corset lifted her beautiful breasts up, almost like offering them on a plate. Gavin gulped and Beatrix stared at him with an amused smile.
 
   “Do you like what you see,” she asked.
 
   Gavin stammered, taken aback by Beatrix’s beauty and very erotic attire.
 
   “Remember, Gavin, I told you it was very important that our salesperson is responsive to our needs,” said Beatrix.
 
   “I have some needs that require your assistance,” she purred, “why don’t you go hop into the shower.” Gavin didn’t need any coaxing as her ran for the shower.
 
   As he stepped out and dried himself, Beatrix walked into the bath.
 
   “I’m sorry I don’t have a proper robe for you Gavin, but here you can wear one of my peignoirs.”
 
    “Oh, no, I don’t need a robe,” said Gavin, but Beatrix insisted.
 
   “Gavin, I would love to see you in this. I think it would be kind of sexy! And I would love to be able to tell my partner that your heating system is just right for us!”
 
   Gavin thought, “What the hell, if she wants me to wear it, I’ll wear it!” With that, Gavin put on the black sheer peignoir that Beatrix offered him. Beatrix looked at him with an amused expression.
 
   “Oh Gavin, that is just Sooo cute! Here, let’s compete the outfit, I’m getting turned on!”
 
   With that, Beatrix Helped Gavin don a red satin corset, frilly panties, sheer black stockings and 4-inch high heel shoes.
 
   “Wow, I am getting really hot looking at you, Gavin” said Beatrix, “Fetch our drinks from the desk.”
 
   As Gavin walked back from the desk with the drinks, a flashbulb went off in his face. “Oh I just want to have a picture of you, Gavin, you look so cute in that getup” cooed Beatrix.
 
   Gavin went to grab the camera from her but she grabbed his arm. “But Gavin, I thought you were going to make sure that you personally pleased me. Do you think I might have to look elsewhere for my heating system?” Gavin stopped.
 
   “Whatever it takes to get the order,” he thought. He smiled at Beatrix.
 
   “That’s better, Gavin, in fact I would love you to pose for me” giggled Beatrix.
 
   A bit humiliated by now, Gavin did as she asked, posing as a “pinup” girl might do, while Beatrix snapped away with the camera.
 
   When Beatrix had finished her photo session, she put the camera down. She then went up to Gavin, put her arms around him and said, “Please me now, darling, I want you to worship my body.”
 
   While Gavin worshipped Beatrix’s body, his cock grew harder and harder. Finally, Beatrix climaxed. Beatrix then proceeded to caress Gavin’s cock licking and kissing it, and finally sucking on until Gavin exploded in Beatrix’s mouth. She squeezed the last of his cum out and smiled as she swallowed.
 
   While Gavin recovered from Beatrix’s exquisite blow job, Beatrix said “As you can see, we are nice people to do business with. I would like you to come back tomorrow night. We can continue our business discussion as well as continuing where we left off tonight.”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
   The next night, Gavin returned to find Beatrix dressed in a formal cocktail dress. “Good evening Gavin, I have thought a lot about your proposal for the new heating system. Your system is quite competitive but so is your competitor’s. I guess the big difference between your proposal and you competitors is that I feel more comfortable with you as a woman.”
 
   Gavin was somewhat taken aback, considering the events of the previous evening.
 
   “Gee, Beatrix,” said Gavin, “I am really surprised that you feel that way. What have I done to erode your confidence in me?”
 
   “You haven’t really done anything wrong, Gavin,” said Beatrix, “It’s just that your competitor is a woman. Somehow, I feel much more comfortable dealing with a woman. But, after last night, maybe we can compromise. You did look quite fetching, and perhaps you can give me the illusion that I am dealing with a female sales person.”
 
   “Oh no!,” Thought Gavin, “How much do I have to do to get this order!”
 
   As thoughts raced through his head, Gavin finally decided he would humor this very demanding lady.
 
   “Beatrix, I will do anything to give you confidence in me,” he said.
 
   “Wonderful!” exclaimed Beatrix, “Let’s dress you up so we can continue discussing business!”
 
   Then she ordered him to sit down. While Gavin was sitting, Beatrix made-up Gavin’s face to look as feminine as possible. Gavin protested, but Beatrix kept reminding him that the order depended on him doing as he was told. After making him up, she dressed him in lingerie, heels and then made him parade around for her while again, snapping photos of him. Finally, Beatrix finished dressing him in a very feminine party dress and petticoats. Beatrix completed the transformation by placing a long chestnut-brown wig on Gavin’s head.
 
   “Oh, Gavin!,” she cooed, “you look so pretty. Now I feel so much more comfortable discussing business with you!”
 
   Gavin and Beatrix went over the proposal, discussing the equipment needs, installation and pricing.
 
   Gavin felt a bit ridiculous sitting there in the frilly party dress, but thought “What the hell, whatever it takes to get this order…..”
 
   Beatrix then finished the discussion by saying, “Gavin, everything looks just fine, with one exception. Your proposal is perfect, the pricing is very competitive, but I just want to make sure that you will continue to provide service to us after the sale is completed. Wait here a minute and I’ll be right back.”
 
   Shortly thereafter, Beatrix returned. When Gavin saw her, his face registered amazement. She had changed into in a leather, wasp-waisted corset, black sheer stockings, 5” high heels and was holding a whip in her hand.
 
   “Well, Gavin, to prove you can really provide the extra service we need, I want you to remove your dress and petticoat. ”
 
   She then had him kneel before her and worship her feet, legs and thighs.
 
   Beatrix then dressed Gavin in a sexy French maid’s uniform. The uniform was black satin, with a very short but very full skirt. Under the skirt were white petticoats, which made the skirt stand out. To complete the effect, Beatrix tied a white lacy apron and placed a white frilly cap on Gavin’s chestnut wig. Beatrix then ordered him to prance around for her. Gavin was overcome with humiliation and embarrassment as Beatrix giggled and took more photographs of him.
 
   “You are so cute,” giggled Beatrix, “In fact, you look so sweet, that from now on your name is Jennifer and you are to call me MISTRESS Beatrix!”
 
   Beatrix then continued her domination of Gavin, ordering him to serve her drinks, kiss her feet and worship her high heels.
 
   “Well Jennifer,” she exclaimed, “I am having so much fun with you that I think I shall give you the contract. However, the I can’t do that until my business partner meets you.”
 
   Beatrix continued, “My partner, like myself, likes very submissive young ladies. I am going to tie you up in a kneeling position, to emphasize your submission to us. Then you will be introduced.”
 
   Beatrix then bound Gavin in a kneeling position, completely immobile and helpless. She then gave him a kiss on the cheek saying
 
   “Oh, Jennifer, my pretty little sissy, I just know my partner is going to just love you!” Just then, Gavin heard the sound of a car door closing.
 
   “That must be my partner now, Jennifer. You just wait here while I go open the door.” “Wait here, though Gavin, what the hell else am I supposed to do tied up like this. Damn, this is too much, but I need the order and perhaps Beatrix’s partner is as beautiful as she is.”
 
   Gavin heard the sound of footsteps approaching. As he looked up, he was horrified!
 
   Standing there with Beatrix, was a man! He was about 6’ tall, had light brown hair and hazel eyes, and was extremely well built. He had an amused expression on his face. “Jennifer,” said Beatrix, “I’d like you to meet John, my partner!”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   Gavin struggled to get out of his bindings, but to no avail.
 
   “Well, well,” said John, “I love your new maid, Beatrix. Do you think she can provide the ‘personal’ services we really need?”
 
   “Oh, I am sure she can, John, why don’t you see for yourself,” cooed Beatrix.
 
   John walked over and stood in front of Gavin. He placed his hand under Gavin’s chin and gently tilted Gavin’s face up so he was forced to look directly into Johns eyes.
 
   “Beatrix tells me that you will do whatever you are asked to do. That’s critical to us for any salesperson we deal with.”
 
   Beatrix then walked over to John and began to remove his shirt, she slowly helped him remove his jeans and finally John was standing naked in front of the helplessly bound Gavin. Beatrix then began to slowly run her hands over John’s body, caressing him. It didn’t take long before John had a raging erection.
 
   “Do you like my little French maid, John?” said Beatrix.
 
   “Oh yes, Beatrix,” replied John, “She has such a sweet name-Jennifer- in fact I have a big stick of Jennifer for her to suck on!”
 
   John then began rubbing Gavin’s face with his huge cock, then placed it against Gavin’s lips.
 
   “Open your mouth, Jennifer, I have a nice Jennifer cane for you.”
 
   Beatrix giggled, “oh yes Jennifer, and It has a nice cream filling for you as well.”
 
   As Gavin protested and tried to avoid John’s huge cock, Beatrix stood behind him and held his head to he couldn’t move away. John squeezed Gavin’s cheeks forcing his mouth open. He thrust his cock into Gavin’s mouth and began slowly moving his cock in and out of Gavin’s mouth.
 
   “Suck his cock, Jennifer,” ordered Beatrix, “suck it until he cums all over your face and lips.” Beatrix then reached over and started caressing John’s balls as John fucked Gavin’s mouth faster and faster. Soon John was moaning and writhing as Gavin sucked.
 
   Just as his cock was ready to explode, John suddenly pulled his cock out of Gavin’s mouth. Beatrix grabbed John’s cock and began pumping it.
 
   “Keep your mouth open, Jennifer” exclaimed Beatrix. Suddenly John’s cock erupted. Beatrix trained the exploding cock, depositing hot sperm all over Gavin’s sissified face. Finally she placed John’s Cock back in Gavin’s mouth and continued pumping it until John came again, spewing hot sperm against the back of Gavin’s throat and filling his mouth until the hot load dribbled out of Gavin’s lips. Beatrix grabbed her camera and began snapping pictures of John’s cock buried in Gavin’s mouth.
 
   “Oh, Jennifer,” exclaimed John, “you’re a pretty good cock-sucker, but I think you’re ‘gonna have to have more practice.”
 
   Gavin protested, saying that enough was enough.
 
   “But, Jennifer!,” said Beatrix, we are going to sign the contract right now. Besides, I do have some interesting photographs of you that your boss, and perhaps your secretary might like to see.”
 
   “As a matter of fact, Jennifer” Beatrix continued, “you will now be working part time, on weekends and evenings as our personal maid. You will serve us and our business associates. You will do whatever we want you to do, whenever we want you to do it!”
 
   “Beatrix,” said John, “I would like her here next Saturday night. I am hosting a small get-together, and I think Jennifer can serve cocktails and ‘whatever’ else our guests desire.”
 
   Gavin, tears of humiliation rolling down his face, swallowed hard, tasting again the semen John had just deposited there; and thinking of how much more of the delicious cream he would be swallowing at the party next week. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror om the bedroom door, and smiled as he tossed his silky soft hair over his shoulders.
 
   “I guess they don’t have to know I’ve dreamt of dressing up and sucking a beautiful cock for a long time,” thought Gavin.
 
   He wished he could stay like this forever. The feel of the silky hair brushing his shoulders, the feel of the silky stockings on his legs, and mostly the taste of the bitter-sweet come filling his mouth made him realize that his dreams were worthwhile. Gavin knew what he had to do. He would turn this situation right around on Beatrix and John - he would transform himself into the hottest blowjob slut around before Beatrix could dominate him. He knew just who to ask for help - Jason - his last sale and the very gay owner of a beauty salon in town. He had just 5 days to prepare. He would get that sale and wrap those two around his finger in the bargain!
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
   The next day Gavin went to see Jason at the salon just before it was closing time.
 
   “Jason,” he said, “can we meet for drinks at your place after work?” Jason was thrilled, he had no idea Gavin was “that way.”
 
   “Maybe he’s bi,” he thought.
 
   “Sure Gavin, I’d love to see you later. You know were I live. Stop by around 7:00, O.K.?”
 
   He was already wondering how Gavin’s cock would taste! “Right Jason, see you then. I have a personal problem I think you can help me with,” said Gavin.
 
   Just after 7:00, Gavin knocked on Jason’s door at his exclusive condo. Jason answered the door, except it sure didn’t look like Jason. Gavin had to catch his breath gazing at what was before him. Jason was now an absolutely GORGEOUS woman! Jason smiled seductively at Gavin, tossed his ass-length mane of shiny brown hair, and said
 
   “Hi Gavin. My name is Jasmine, won’t you come in?” stepping back and allowing a stunned Gavin to step into the room.
 
   “My God,” he said, “You are absolutely stunning Jason, I mean Jasmine!”
 
   He stood there and just stared at her/him. She was wearing a simple but elegant (and SEXY!) black silk shirtwaist dress, black shear stockings, and a simple gold chain around his softly feminine neck. Plain gold drop earrings adorned his small ears. Her hair came almost to her tight ass, parted on the side and swept across her forehead in wispy bangs.
 
   He wondered what Jasmine was wearing under that dress!
 
   “Well,” Jasmine said, breaking him out of his stupor, “what do you think? Do I stand a chance of getting you in my bed? I’ve been wanting you since the first time I saw you?”
 
   Gavin smiled back at “her” and said, “pleasure before business. Which way is the bedroom?”
 
   Jasmine stepped up to Gavin, put her arms around his neck, and kissed him lightly on the lips. “
 
   I knew it,” she said. “I knew there was another side of you.” With that she led him into her bedroom.
 
    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
   We left off with Gavin being guided into the bedroom of “Jasmine,” his friend, customer, owner of a high-class hair salon, cross-dresser, and soon - the one who would help transform him into what he hoped would be a female half as lovely as his friend!
 
   Jasmine held Gavin’s hand as they walked slowly through the apartment to her bedroom. She had spent the last three hours preparing for Gavin. She had wanted him badly from the first time she had laid her eyes on him when he walked into the salon. As soon as she had gotten home from the salon, Jason/Jasmine had raced to the bathroom and turned on the bathtub, adding a generous amount of her favorite bubble bath.
 
   Jasmine had worked long and hard at keeping her body in proper condition for her nightly excursions into her “other self,” as she called it. A slightly built, unathletic, graceful, and as her mother said “too pretty for a boy” face had caused numerous fights and episodes of name-calling during her youth.
 
   She knew she was not like the other boys from the start, and felt much more comfortable dashing into her mom’s room as soon as she left for work and putting on her clothes, makeup, and one of her many wigs. She would stay as “Jasmine” until just before her mom was due home, then run for the shower to become Jason again.
 
   That was until her mom had come home early one night sick and found “Jasmine” curled up on the couch sleeping. When she woke “her” up, Jasmine had been frightened half to death about what her mom would say, seeing him wearing her clothes, makeup, and with a sexy short blonde wig on her head.
 
   Rather than being angry with Jasmine - her mom held her tightly, and said softly “I finally have the daughter I’ve been wishing for.”
 
   Jasmine was shocked, but happy. Soon, her mom took her shopping for her own wardrobe, and spent hours teaching “Jasmine” the ways of womanhood. And then…mom was gone. But she was to live on in Jasmine. The hours spent putting on her makeup “just right,” of the painful electrolysis to remove her body hair, of toning and developing her feminine figure, and most of all - the hair.
 
   The crowning glory, hours and hours spent conditioning, brushing, trimming until it was so soft and silky that her lovers would cum as soon as she swept it across their body’s, back and forth, brushing their ass and cocks before hungrily taking the throbbing tool in her mouth. Jasmine felt she could make ANY man cum just using her hair.
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
   Gavin was not at all what you could call feminine looking. Although athletic, he was not a “jock” in school. He was not big and muscular - but he was strong - and softly handsome. He was also confused over his sexual identity. He wondered why he was attracted to some of the more handsome boys he knew, all the while being a favorite of the girls because of his gentlemanly nature. Now, seeing “Jasmine,” he knew why. So did Jasmine.
 
   Jasmine and Gavin walked hand-in-hand into Jasmine’s room, the room of a stylish young lady. They stopped next to her bed, and Jasmine, looking into Gavin’s eyes said, “Gavin, this is who I really am- Jasmine. The only time I’m that ‘other person’ is during the day. I hate Jason, hate what he was and who he is. I love being Jasmine. Can you understand that?”
 
   “Yes Jasmine, I can,” he said softly, looking deeply into her eyes.
 
   “I can understand now what I could not understand all my life.” Jasmine touched his cheek and smiled.
 
   “Gavin, you want to be a girl too, don’t you?” Gavin could only close his eyes and softly moan.
 
    “Gavin,” Jasmine said, “I want to love you. I want you to make love to me like a woman. Can you do that for me Gavin? I want your cock in my mouth. I want to taste your cum, and swallow all you can give me. I want you to fuck me, Gavin. Will you my darling? And I promise that if you’ll be my lover, I’ll help you be the beautiful girl you really want to be.”
 
   Gavin nearly came thinking about what was ahead of him.
 
   “Oh Jasmine,” he said softly, “I want you so much. You’re so beautiful I can’t believe this is happening! Please suck me baby!”
 
   Jasmine kissed him deeply, probing his mouth with her talented tongue. They clutched each other like lovers who had not seen each other in years. She felt Gavin’s cock straining at his pants. She stepped back a bit and said to him, “I think we’d better do something about that, my love. Take your clothes off and sit on the bed, I want to strip for you.”
 
   As Gavin undressed he never took his eyes off Jasmine. Her silk dress and silken hair swayed as she walked to the stereo to put on some soft music. Gavin stood before her naked, his cock pointing almost straight up. She had never made love to a basically straight guy before, and the knowledge that she had made his cock as hard as stone without even touching it made her swoon. She stepped up to Gavin and again put her arms around him. His eyes closed and his breath hissed as the silk of her dress caressed his skin.
 
   “Doesn’t the silk feel wonderful against your skin, Gavin?,” she asked.
 
   Gavin could only nod his head. She stepped back and said, “Watch me, my love. Watch me strip for you.”
 
   Jasmine slowly unbuttoned the top of her dress. She then unbuckled the wide belt and dropped it on the floor, and finished undoing the buttons. She never took her eyes off Gavin, and Gavin never took his eyes off her. She slipped out of the whispery soft dress, hearing Gavin moan as he saw her undergarments. She was left in a short black lacy slip (real silk of course). She slipped that over her head, tossing her long hair back into place as she did. Now she was in high, french-cut black silk panties, a black garter belt holding up her sheer black stockings, black high heel sandals, and a lace pushup bra that matched the garter belt. The bra formed two small, but real enough, breasts. Jasmine smiled as Gavin stared at her.
 
   “Like them babe?” she asked.
 
   “I’ve been taking hormones for almost a year. I hate hiding them when I’m dressed as Jason.”
 
   Gavin’s knees were shaking as he stood and gazed at her. “Better sit down darling, I’ll get to you in a moment.”
 
   As Gavin sat on the bed, Jasmine took a brush from her night-table and began brushing her long hair. Gavin was going crazy with lust watching the soft, silky mane cascade over her shoulders. Jasmine knew full well what Gavin wanted, and walked over to him.
 
   She held the brush out to him and said, “Brush my hair for me, baby”
 
   She sat on the bed next to him as he began to pull the brush through the thick, silky hair. “Oh God,” he said, and buried his face in the softness. Jasmine stood smiling and took back the brush.
 
   “Let me,” she said, and lifting the hair over her head she let it fall over Gavin’s head and down his back. she swayed side to side, letting her hair brush and caress Gavin’s body.
 
   Gavin took her small nipples into his mouth and sucked as Jasmine swept the hair lightly over him.
 
   “Lay down,” she whispered, “On your belly.”
 
   Gavin did so, feeling the bed sag as Jasmine kneeled over him. Now she swept her lustrous hair back and forth over his legs, buttocks, back, and neck. Jasmine knew he could not last long and said, “Turn over now, darling, I want you in my mouth soon.”
 
   She got to his side on her knees, and began sweeping the hair again over him from face to feet. The feeling was incredible.
 
   “Oh God, please Jasmine, suck me!”
 
   She leaned to kiss him, saying, “Yes baby, I’ll suck your cock. I want you to come in my mouth baby! I want to drink a quart of your cum! Fill my tummy with your juice!”
 
   She turned around on him, and brushing her hair over his cock slid her mouth down until he was all the way in her throat. She felt him throb almost immediately and grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed to stop the eruption.
 
   “No No, baby, not yet,” she whispered.
 
   Gavin opened his eyes to see Jasmine’s tiny cock hanging free of her panties over his face. A drop of pre-cum oozed from the tip.
 
   “Might as well practice starting now,” thought Gavin, and he lifted his head up to take her cock into his mouth.
 
   “Yes baby, suck my clit!,” Jasmine hissed, as she began to drive his cock into her mouth from tip to stem.
 
   Gavin felt her cumming at the same time he began to shoot stream after stream of semen into Jasmine’s hungry, sucking mouth. He felt his mouth fill with Jasmine’s cum as she sucked and sucked to get more cum from his cock, twirling that amazing tongue around his shaft as she did. He had never had ANYONE suck his cock like Jasmine did.
 
   Gavin swallowed her cum without a thought as he caressed her ass. Jasmine was busy squeezing the last bit of cum from his cock, saying
 
   “More! More! Give me more baby!” Gavin knew there was no more left - for now.
 
   “Baby, you’re incredible” Gavin said softly.
 
   Jasmine bent her head down to look back at Gavin and said, “You’re not so bad yourself my love. I could almost believe you’ve done that before!”
 
   “We’ll get to that later,” Gavin thought, “but for now I want to concentrate on this incredibly sexy ‘lady’ I’m with”
 
   Jasmine turned around and lightly laid her incredible body over Gavin. She flipped her hair over her head so it covered them both in silky darkness and licked a trace of her cum off Gavin’s lips before kissing him deeply and passionately.
 
   She slid up Gavin a little so he could again suck her budding breasts into his mouth. She could feel Gavin’s cock growing again between her legs and knew it was time again.
 
   “Baby, love me like all those girls you fucked in college. Fuck me baby, fill my asshole with your cream!” Gavin wanted to fuck Jasmine, but he also wanted to really make LOVE to her.
 
   She deserved it; she was more of a woman than any real woman he had ever known. Putting his arms around Jasmine’s tiny waist, he rolled her over so HE was on top of her, still wrapped tightly in each other’s arms. Gavin looked into Jasmine’s pleading eyes, and then began kissing her lightly all over - her eyelids, face, lips, neck - as he gently whispered “Jasmine…you are the most wonderful lover I have ever known. I don’t know what’s happening to me but I think I’m falling in love with you. You are everything I’ve ever wanted, and more. And now I want to make love to you like you deserve to be loved.”
 
   Jasmine closed her eyes and said “Oh Gavin, I love you so much. I want you to be with me always.”
 
   Gavin had already started working his way down her body, marveling at the tightness of her femininity, her beautiful tight ass and long slender smooth legs. He gently removed her bra and panties, leaving only the garter belt and stocking. He gently kissed her tiny cock again, and took its softness into his mouth until he felt it beginning to again grow.
 
   Sliding his mouth off her cock - after licking off the drop of pre-cum that oozed from its tip - Gavin flicked her balls with his tongue before sucking them gently into his mouth. Gavin knew what HE liked, so he figured anyone else would too. Jasmine’s moan from deep in her throat told Gavin he was right. Popping Jasmine’s balls from his mouth he licked down deep under her scrotum. She smelled sweet even there! Gavin licked up and down from her balls to her anus as if this was a pussy he was eating, and now it was Jasmine’s turn to go crazy!
 
   “Oh Gavin, Gavin, lick my pussy baby. Oh God, I wish I had a real pussy for you to suck!,” Jasmine moaned. Gavin knew he could not last too long at this level of excitement, his cock was already as hard as a rock, with pre-cum oozing from its tip. Gavin watched Jasmine’s face as he stuck his tongue deep into her asshole.
 
   “You do have a pussy for me darling, right here,” said Gavin, as Jasmine gasped in surprise and pleasure.
 
   She reached down to pull Gavin up to her, sticking her tongue deeply into his mouth, which he sucked on greedily. Jasmine could wait no more.
 
   She held him tightly to her body and said “Oh baby, please fuck me now! I need you in me! Please Gavin, fuck my asshole. I want your come in my ass too!”
 
   She pulled her legs up until her toes touched the bed next to her head. Gavin slid back down her pulsing body and again stuck his tongue deep into her to moisten her pussy hole. He worked up a quantity of saliva and forced it into and around her asshole - never thinking of it as such. Jasmine was by now going crazy with desire for him.
 
   “FUCK ME GAVIN, FUCK ME PLEASE, NOW BABY!” she screamed.
 
   Jasmine’s asshole was open and pink as Gavin gently pushed the tip of his oozing cock into her, stopping for a second to let her ass get used to the size of his cock. Neither of them would last long now.
 
   “MORE, MORE, I WANT IT ALL BABY!,” Jasmine moaned.
 
   Pulling out just a bit to pick up some saliva for lubrication, Gavin then drove forward - deep into Jasmine. He pulled almost all the way out and again drove into her until he was in as far as he could go, his balls crushed against her ass. Looking into Jasmine’s beautiful face, Gavin could see she was loving his assault on her ass. Her eyes were bright with lust, her red lips opening and closing as she took short gasping breaths.
 
   Gavin began to take short, quick thrusts into her, pulling out only slightly before ramming back in to the base of his cock. Jasmine was moaning and crying as Gavin let himself fall forward onto her, wrapping her tightly in his arms as he sped up his thrusts into her bowels.
 
   She held him close, eyes wide open staring into his eyes, her legs now holding Gavin deep in her. Gavin felt the wetness of her orgasm flow between their bellys as Jasmine squirted again and again. “CUM IN ME BABY, I WANT YOUR CUM IN ME!”
 
   That was all Gavin could stand. He felt the hot come boiling up his cock as he looked into her eyes and gasped, “Here it comes darling, here is my love for you.”
 
   Jasmine could actually feel the cum rising hotly up his shaft as it was buried deeply into her, moments before she felt hot cum explode into her deepest insides. She felt its warmth penetrate her insides, loving every throbbing squirt. Gavin felt her squeezing his cock with her sphincter, milking his cum like her mouth did before.
 
   After what seemed like 3 minutes of shooting his cum into her, Gavin lay exhausted on Jasmine’s panting body, still in her but shrinking slowly, his face in her hair. He was thinking about his date with John and Elaine on the weekend; the thing that brought him to this fabulous creature who had just made love with him unlike anything he had ever experienced before.
 
   He rolled to Jasmine’s side, still holding her tenderly in his arms. She snuggled into him, their legs entwined. Gavin slid his arm under Jasmine’s hair and lifted it up and over his body, covering them both like an exquisite silk blanket. Neither said a word as they drifted off to sleep together. The die was cast, Gavin knew what his future would be with Jasmine.
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
   Gavin awoke the next morning to a strange warmth. He thought he must still be dreaming of Jasmine. As he became more awake he recognized the source of part of his strange feelings, Jasmine. Her mouth to be precise. It was at this time covering his cock, his balls too in Jasmine’s warm mouth. Her tongue was just rolling his cock and balls around gently in her mouth. A pan of hot water, a washcloth, and a towel were on the bed nearby. She had obviously just washed the remnants of his invasion of her asshole just hours ago.
 
   “Good morning my love,” she said, smiling into his eyes.
 
   “Sleep well?” She had already showered, made herself up, and repaired the damage to her silky mane.
 
   She looked simply gorgeous to Gavin, who still had a hard time convincing himself that this was not a real female he had spent the better part of 6 hours making love with.
 
   Jasmine was wearing only a red and black lace waist cincher, bra, stockings, heels and a transparent black peignoir gown. Gavin still had not discovered the reason for the rest of his unusual warm feeling in his insides, until he woke up enough to look down at Jasmine’s smiling face and noticed the 3 straps around his waist and legs. The reason for the warmth was a soft rubber cock pushed deep into his ass! Jasmine laughed as she watched his facial expression turn from questioning to shocked knowledge.
 
   “It’s OK baby,” she said, “I just want you to get used to the feel of a cock in your ass before the big night!”
 
   Gavin’s shocked expression told her she had better explain her statement.
 
   “Who are Elaine and John, darling?,” she asked.
 
   “You have been talking in your sleep about them, and I’m really curious about this ‘party’ you were afraid of. Did they molest you as a child or something? Please tell me about it, you can trust me. After all- think what you could do to me if you told anyone about Jasmine.”
 
   Gavin thought about his predicament, and his plan to turn things around before deciding to tell Jasmine everything. He had not planned for last night to happen- but he was glad it did, and he did not want to hurt Jasmine. He lay back un the pillows, Jasmine’s head resting on his shoulder as he explained how he met John and Elaine, as well as what had happened at their last meeting.
 
   Gavin ran his fingers through Jasmine’s silky hair as he explained how he intended to deal with his “masters,” and how his initial visit to Jason for help led him to realize which way he really wanted his life to go.
 
   “Those BASTARDS,” Jasmine hissed through her teeth, (Gavin had stopped even thinking of her as Jason).
 
   “Gavin,” she said, “I’ll help you with those two swine. You are too great a guy to have to deal with something like this alone. I don’t want you to think you’re alone ever again. I love you, Gavin, I really do.”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER NINE
 
   They walked into the kitchen holding hands, planning their revenge. Gavin soon learned that Jasmine could be a formidable foe as she detailed how she would like to help Gavin deal with Elaine and, in particular, John.
 
   After breakfast, along with planning for the party to come, Gavin retired to the bedroom for another round of frenzied lovemaking. Gavin had completely forgotten about the cock in his ass; he was almost oblivious to its intrusion, and quite comfortable with its presence in his rectum. Jasmine wondered if he had any idea how big it was.
 
   “Gavin, doesn’t a cock in your ass feel wonderful?,” she asked.
 
   “I wish I was big and hard enough to love you but the hormones to feminize me have shrunk my cock almost by half, and I can’t get really hard anymore. My cousin Genevieve deserves a better fucking than I can give!” Gavin had to think for a minute what Jasmine was talking about when she said
 
   “My cousin Genevieve”
 
   Then he remembered - that was the name Jasmine had decided to give his other self! He loved the name - it had a softly feminine quality about it. He started to draw a picture of ‘Genevieve’ in his mind - becoming hard at the thought of his rebirth and awakening as the female side of his psyche.
 
   “Do you really think we can pull this off, my love?” he asked Jasmine.
 
   “After all - I’m not anywhere as petite or pretty as you are. I’m not sure I can really pass as a woman.”
 
   Jasmine just smiled sweetly into his eyes, running her fingers through his hair before replying, “Baby, it’s not really necessary for you to look completely female for the present. That would spoil the illusion for your ‘friends’. You have to have some time to think this through before you decide if this is what you truly want to do - there’s no turning back once the transformation progresses too far. And if you come to that decision - I will guarantee you in 6 months your own mother will not recognize you!”
 
   Gavin shuddered involuntarily as the significance of Jasmine’s statement penetrated his mind. Jasmine noticed his mind begin to grasp her statement, then softly brushed his cheek with her fingers.
 
   “Please, darling, don’t worry about this. I won’t let anything happen to you. I swear it. I’ve been fighting these battles in my mind all my life - I know what you’re thinking - I know your fears. Trust me, we can do this!,” she whispered.
 
   Gavin considered the humor of Jasmine’s statement. Here was what he once thought to be a weak, effeminate sissy - albeit a friendly and unthreatening one - taking the firm hand for him, Mr. Macho! He could see the strength that had come from the adversity of Jasmine’s life; and he drew his own strength from it.
 
   This was one incredible lady! He laughed to himself as he thought back to a statement made by a transsexual, he saw on Oprah not long ago, in response to a burly creep who must have been incredibly insecure with his own identity.
 
   The guest listened to this jerk for a few minutes, the pronounced with as much sarcasm as possible, “You want to know something jerk?, you have just demonstrated to 5 million people that a dick does not make a man any more than a pussy makes a woman.”
 
   While the offending words were bleeped out, anyone could read her lips well enough to know what she had said, and the audience response clinched the issue. The jerk didn’t know whether to shit or go blind! Gavin had laughed as hard as the audience, much to the dismay of his buddies in the office.
 
   Then the TS sent his brain reeling when she pronounced, “What you are is what is in your mind - not between your legs. The rest is just window trimming, or accessories. Your sex is what kind of genitals you have - your GENDER is what is in your brain - what you perceive yourself to be. Everyone - whether they choose to admit it or not - has both masculine and feminine traits. Which of those is the dominant one determines your gender? Therefore, a genetic male who has dominant feminine characteristics could be- and usually is - MORE feminine than most women. Of course, the same is true for genetic females.”
 
   Gavin pondered the significance of that statement for a long time. The ultimate truth of it was proven by one afternoon spent with Jasmine. Now the conundrum was his. Was his feminine side really starting to dominate him, or was it a reaction to his predicament?
 
   Did he really intend to live the rest of his life cross-gender, or would circumstances force him to play roles like Jasmine. He was in deep thought about that very issue when he felt Jasmine’s arms encircle him and kiss him lightly on the lips.
 
   Gazing into his eyes and saying softly,” I know, baby, it’s hard. Think real hard about all this, I don’t want you to make a mistake that you’ll regret forever. The decision can only be yours - and it’s impossible to take it back after its begun. For now - come with me - we have work to do. Relax and enjoy what I do to you in step one!”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER TEN
 
   While Gavin was lost in thought, Jasmine had been preparing herself for the job ahead - Gavin’s (OOPS - “GENEVIEVE’S”) partial transformation to revenge himself for the humiliation he had suffered at the hands of John and Elaine. This would be fairly easy to accomplish.
 
   She did not want Genevieve to look TOO female, for that would ruin the effect for them. John and Elaine’s humiliation and punishment would depend on Genevieve’s obviously being a man and Jasmine’s being a “woman.” Jasmine admitted to having some reservations about Gavin’s becoming a female.
 
   She secretly wished he would be willing to live with her forever as “man and wife” She was perfectly at ease with the prospect of his crossdressing any time he felt the need - every night if that was his wish. But the thought of losing him as a lover - a male lover - was more than she could bear.
 
   She had planned to approach Gavin with the possibility of their “marriage” and her becoming a complete female. That would have to wait, only Gavin could decide the outcome of this adventure. Whatever he decided - she would ask him to stay with her. Whether it would be as a ‘husband’, a ‘sister’, or whatever mattered little to her. She would love him whatever his persona would be.
 
   Just then “Genevieve” walked into the bedroom and stood next to her. He took her in his arms and said, “Honey, I’m scared. I don’t know what’s happening. I’m feeling things I don’t know how to deal with. All I am sure of right now is that I never loved anyone more than I love you.”
 
   Jasmine’s heart soared at his pronouncement of love. Maybe for once in her life she would get what she longed for, on her terms. “Genevieve” took her hand and followed her into the bathroom to begin the transition.
 
   “I want you to know what I intend to do dearest,” Jasmine said.
 
   “The first step is to give you a basic feminization to help the illusion we want to create. Nothing I do will be irreversible. Hair can grow back, makeup washes off, and clothes are only clothes. But remember - anything much more that this will be uncomfortable - sometimes painful, and for the most part permanent. You will have to decide which road you want to take after the weekend. You will have to call your boss and tell him you’ll be out sick for the rest of the week; once I perm and style your hair it will take a while to loosen up enough to comb back into a masculine style.”
 
   Gavin/Genevieve was more than a little apprehensive at the idea of having Jasmine do his own hair - he had thought he would be wearing one of the many fabulously expensive wigs that Jasmine either kept at home or had for sale at her shop.
 
   But as the saying goes - “In for a penny, in for a pound” and if that’s what it was going to take to pull this off, O.K. Besides, he was curious how he would look with a femme hairstyle; he even had a few ideas about looks he had seen on other girls that he found sexy and attractive!
 
   Okay, step one - off comes all that ugly hair on that body! Get into the shower while I cream you.”
 
   Genevieve stepped into the stall and Jasmine began spreading a cool pink cream all over her body, from her feet to her shoulders, around her genitals, all over her arms, and her back. Wherever there was hair, Jasmine coated her with the cream - 2 bottles worth!
 
   Jasmine gave Genevieve’s rising cock a brief sucking as she creamed his crotch. “More when we’re finished baby,” she said as Genevieve begged for more.
 
   “First things first, this is going to take a while, you know” while the cream was doing it’s job, Jasmine lathered under Genevieve’s arms and shaved her armpits clean, then used wax to remove all traces of facial hair.
 
   “This will last about a week, Genevieve, but it won’t attract any attention.”
 
   By that time the cream was ready to come off and Genevieve rinsed all the cream - and hair - from her body, then soaped up with Jasmine’s perfumed shower gel. The feeling of her smooth body - devoid of all traces of hair - excited Genevieve. It felt wonderful, and extremely sexy. Jasmine dried Genevieve off, then applied a generous amount of scented moisturizer. Genevieve couldn’t believe how good the bare, smooth skin felt!
 
   Jasmine noticed Genevieve’s excitement and giggled “Feels nice, doesn’t it? Wait till you feel stockings on your legs and silk underthings!”
 
   “Hurry, darling,” Genevieve muttered. “I love this!”
 
   Jasmine looked at him lovingly and said, “Slow down, we have lots more to do before we get to the silkies.”
 
   Jasmine led her to her dressing table where she gave Genevieve a manicure and pedicure, using a pretty coral color that would go well with her makeup and hair.
 
   “O.K. love, now we have to get dressed and go to my salon to put on the finishing touches. Nothing fancy for now, you can wear your own clothes, no one will notice anything unusual about you. I Have a valise packed with some basics for you to wear while we go shopping.”
 
   Now that caught Genevieve off guard! “What do you mean - shopping. You’re taking me out today?” “Sure,” said Jasmine.
 
   “Believe me baby, when I’m done at the salon nobody will suspect a thing.”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
   Arriving at the salon a few minutes later, Jasmine had Genevieve strip again and put on a short silky robe, which felt incredibly sexy against Genevieve’s newly hairless and smooth skin. Jasmine took her to a private booth and washed and conditioned her hair.
 
   She then began to shape Genevieve’s medium length hair into a more feminine style. It was not easy, having had to maintain a basic line that could be brushed into an acceptable male style, but when she was done and turned Genevieve’s chair around so she could see the result - well, Genevieve’s gasp of surprise and pleasure was worth the effort.
 
   “Oh Jasmine,” Genevieve said breathlessly, “it’s just like I pictured! I love it - it looks as good as it feels!”
 
   Jasmine had styled Genevieve’s hair into a chin length pageboy with soft, wispy bangs across the forehead, side parted and lightly teased for some height and fullness. She had to admit it looked great on Genevieve, and VERY sexy! She demonstrated different ways Genevieve could arrange it - putting one side tucked back behind the ear for a breezy casual look; pulling both sides to the front for a sexy, vampy look, or teasing it big into a bouffant for a more formal look.
 
   Genevieve was getting into playing with her new hairdo, flipping it back and forth, tossing it back off her face imitating Jasmine, and basically playing with her new crowning glory! It felt wonderfully soft on her neck and ears, much like being covered with Jasmine’s mane.
 
   “O.K., calm down dearest - now your makeup.” Jasmine laughed. Genevieve sat back in the chair as Jasmine went to work. Jasmine was a master at camouflaging with makeup; highlighting good features and downplaying more masculine features.
 
   After almost an hour of brushing, crimping, tweezing, and the like, Jasmine stepped back and said, “You are a very pretty young lady, Genevieve, very lovely indeed. If I were a man I’d fuck your brains out!”
 
   Jasmine giggled naughtily at the idea of it. Genevieve was nearly crazy with desire. Her face felt wonderful covered with the tools of womanhood, and she couldn’t wait to see herself in the mirror. “Wait until I brush out your hair again, my love, then you can see yourself as ‘Genevieve,” Jasmine whispered.
 
   “God, she really looks terrific,” Jasmine thought to herself. It may be harder than I thought to keep Gavin with me after he sees Genevieve.”
 
   Jasmine re-brushed Genevieve’s hair back into its pageboy and tucked one side back behind her ear. She decide to try something else and got a few gold clips and clipped back both sides above the ear, giving Genevieve a sweet, very feminine look.
 
   “Are you ready Genevieve?,” asked Jasmine. “Yes Yes!,” Genevieve almost shouted.
 
   Jasmine swung Genevieve’s chair around so Genevieve could examine the new person she had become. Her gasp of pleasure and excitement told Jasmine she had done her job well. “Oh my God Jasmine, it’s un-believable! Is this really me?”
 
   Genevieve began to pose in front of the mirror. The female side was coming through strongly. She slowly opened and closed her eyes, taking in the long, dark, curly lashes Jasmine gave her; The subtle but striking browns and golds of her eye shadows - highlighted with light pearl into the thinned out and reshaped eyebrows; the thinned out nose (amazing what a little color can do) and rosy high cheekbones (more artful application of blush); and finally the perfectly shaped mouth, outlined with a dark red pencil and filled in with a ruby red high-gloss lipstick.
 
   “I know girls who would KILL for lips like yours Genevieve,” said Jasmine, taking in Genevieve’s obvious delight in her new look.
 
   Genevieve got out of the chair and stepped up close to the mirror, gazing at the lovely creature before him as if it were a gorgeous piece of ass he would love to fuck senseless. She could just imagine what a cock would look like sliding between those lips!
 
   Genevieve turned and walked up to Jasmine and tenderly embraced her. Looking lustfully into her eyes, she said to Jasmine, “Come with me darling. I want to be your girl for a while.”
 
   Genevieve took Jasmine’s hand and led her to the couch in the private waiting area for special customers.
 
   “Would you mind re-doing my makeup in a bit - I don’t think it will be in very good condition when I’m through?,” Genevieve whispered.
 
   Looking lovingly into Jasmine’s eyes, Genevieve unbuttoned the waistband of Jasmine’s skirt (it wasn’t easy with her new long nails, but she managed) and let it drop to the floor. Jasmine stepped out of it and flipped it aside with her foot. Genevieve gently began to brush Jasmine’s cock through the outside of her red lace silk high-cut panties until it began to grow, then slid her hand inside to wrap her hand around the growing shaft and pump it gently. She took her other hand and slid Jasmine’s panties down, holding them so Jasmine could step out of them.
 
   “Can I have these for my wardrobe?” she asked.
 
   Jasmine could only moan softly, “Baby, you can have anything of mine that you want.”
 
   “Right now I only want your cock in my mouth, Jasmine,” said Genevieve, as she slowly slid down to her knees in front of Jasmine, moving her slightly so she could see herself in the full wall mirror next to the couch.
 
   She gazed at the reflection of a beautiful girl on her knees, her hand with long, polished nails wrapped around a cock, and with eyes fixed on the mirror - leaned forward to engulf the small but rock-hard cock in her mouth.
 
   Putting one hand on each asscheek, Genevieve slid her ruby lips off to the knob of Jasmine’s cock before driving it deeply into her mouth. She saw her cheeks draw inward as she sucked hard on the sweet cock. Jasmine was moaning from deep in her body as Genevieve again withdrew and rammed the cock back deep in her throat, watching all the while in the mirror.
 
   Genevieve noticed that her hair was swinging back and forth against her cheeks and spilling onto Jasmine’s groin as she sucked (exactly the effect she desired) in a shorter version of Jasmine’s own special trick.
 
   “Oh God Genevieve, You’re going to make me cum!,” cried Jasmine, putting her hands behind Genevieve’s bobbing head and driving deep into her throat.
 
   She had to have Genevieve’s cock in her mouth again; and whispering throatily to Genevieve said “Genevieve, please, I want your cock, let’s sixty-nine.”
 
   Genevieve only opened her mouth enough to gurgle, “um ummmmm, thiths wy tweat-cub iw mwa mowf.” (uh uh, this is my treat- come in my mouth).
 
   Genevieve’s lipstick coated Jasmine’s cock - the visual effect was awesome. Now Genevieve pulled Jasmine down (still sucking wildly) and-crawling on her knees as she turned her- pulled her onto the couch, spreading Jasmine’s legs wide as she forced every bit of her cock deep into her throat. She stole another of Jasmine’s tricks and with her cock still captive in her sucking mouth used one hand and flipped her hair up over her head and with her fingers fanned it out over and around Jasmine’s groin, tossing her head about to brush her sensitive skin.
 
   Jasmine’s reaction was the same as when she did the same thing to her many lovers - she gave a deep moan and began squirting again and again down Genevieve’s throat. She had not come like this in years, since before the hormones. As Genevieve lifted her head slightly, Jasmine’s cock would clear her throat and squirt into her mouth, only to be driven past her tonsils again where she would feel Genevieve contract her throat around the cock and squirt again. Jasmine wondered if she had “created a monster” as the saying went.
 
   Genevieve just kept sucking her deeply, her lips squeezed tightly around her cock-shaft so none of the come could escape as she moaned “uummmmm uuummmmmm uuuummmmmmmmmmmmmm” from deep in her throat.
 
   Jasmine could not believe she was still hard, and even more unbelievably, she felt she was going to unload AGAIN! Feeling the hot come again pulsing up from her prostate she grabbed Genevieve’s bobbing head, fell back on the couch driving her cock in Genevieve’s mouth until Genevieve’s nose was in her ‘pussy hair’, and shouted “Oooohhhh myyyy Gooooooddd - I’m coming againnnnnn, aahhhhhhh!”
 
   Now her incredible creation proceeded to lift her head completely off her pulsing cock, and - flipping her hair back so Jasmine could see her -wrapped her fingers around her cock and pumped it up and down an inch or two from her open and waiting mouth.
 
   Staring into Jasmine’s dazed eyes, Genevieve had barely enough time to give her a wink and a quick smile before she began to shoot stream after stream of hot come onto her tongue. Genevieve had to curl her tongue slightly to keep the pool of steaming, white cream from spilling over her lips. When the squirts stopped, Genevieve stared deep into Jasmine’s glazed eyes, held her mouth open enough for her to see the large pool of steaming white come in it, and tilting her head back a bit - gulped the entire load down into her tummy in one swallow.
 
   Jasmine just gazed at Genevieve and shook her head in wonderment. “I don’t believe you!” she whispered.
 
   “I learned from the best,” Genevieve said softly.
 
   “And I’m not done YET” Jasmine stared questioningly at Genevieve as she kissed her way up to her mouth.
 
   “Guess who’s still hard?,” whispered Genevieve.
 
   “Do you think you can get up one more load for my ass?”
 
   Jasmine could only mutter a shocked, “WHAT!” before Genevieve got to her knees, straddled her still hard cock, and squeezing a quantity of come from its length to lubricate her asshole - took it in her hand and rubbed the tip against the opening of her ass and slid the first few inches of her cock into her hole.
 
   Withdrawing a bit, she then sat back on it until it was buried all the way into her rectum. Flipping her hair back so she could she Jasmine’s beautiful face - she began to raise and lower herself on Jasmine’s still hard cock - sliding it almost all the way out of her ass, and then all the way to its base back in, staring into Jasmine’s face and whispering to her
 
   “Fuck me baby- fuck your baby’s ass. I want your come in my ass now. Come on baby, come once more for me.”
 
   Genevieve’s soft hair was bouncing sensuously around her shoulders as she drove Jasmine’s cock up her ass. It felt wonderful against her neck and shoulders - soft and silky, like Jasmine’s.
 
   “Someday my hair will be that beautiful.” she said to herself. Genevieve could again feel the warmth of the load of come rising up Jasmine’s cock, and she relished the warm creamy deposit she was waiting for.
 
   She leaned forward to embrace Jasmine just as the first jet of come blasted deep into her bowels, and with her silky, soft hair falling onto Jasmine’s face and covering them both stuck her tongue deep into her lover’s mouth. Jasmine could taste her own come in Genevieve’s mouth.
 
   The two lovers sucked madly at each other’s mouths - lost in erotic space as Jasmine worked her still pulsing cock in and out of Genevieve’s ass, her hot come squeezed out around her cock and dripping onto her balls. Exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms for a while to catch their breath until Genevieve’s slid down to clean Jasmine’s cock and balls - with her tongue. She licked her cock clean, then sucked her balls into her mouth, sucking all the spilled come from them. When she was done, she slid back up to caress Jasmine, only to find her softly sobbing - tears in her eyes.
 
   “What’s wrong baby?” Genevieve said softly, cradling Jasmine in her arms.
 
   “Oh God darling, I don’t want to lose you! I need you so much!,” Jasmine cried softly.
 
   Genevieve kissed her lightly on the lips, eyes, and around her face, licking up her tears and whispered “You’re not going to lose me my love - NEVER - I’ve never been happier than I’ve been the last 3 days. The only cock I desire is yours no matter how far this gets. Please believe me - I’ll swear to you like you swore to me our first time together - I’ll never leave you. As soon as we deal with John and Elaine, I’m calling my boss and quitting my job. If you want to go somewhere else and live as Genevieve and Jasmine - or as man and wife - or even stay here in whatever situation you want, I’ll be with you.”
 
   Jasmine’s heart was pounding as she listened to her true love.
 
   “At last,” she thought, “at last I’ll be at peace with myself - with a lover who understands me and who I understand.”
 
   “And now,” she said to Genevieve, “lets finish our plan to take care of those last 2 obstacles to our happiness.”
 
   They returned to Jasmine’s apartment after midnight, and following a nice shower together sat on the bed drying and brushing each others silky hair. They fell asleep in each others arms, their plan firmly set in their minds, to arise to a new day and a new beginning.
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   Jasmine and Genevieve awoke Saturday morning physically exhausted. Jasmine’s cock was red and sore, and Genevieve’s asshole was a little tender.
 
   Genevieve was thinking to herself, “that wasn’t so bad, my ass doesn’t hurt much. In fact, it feels empty without Jasmine’s cock in there. I wonder what a really BIG cock would feel like though?” Genevieve knew she wouldn’t have to wait long to find out - the party was tonight and John was very big, and who knows how many friends he would have over to use him.
 
   Genevieve had stopped thinking of herself as Gavin - at least until after the party - it would take her out of character. She gazed at Jasmine, lying beside her, and thought she was beautiful even in the morning. Genevieve had slept with other real women, of course, who looked like ragbags in the morning without their makeup. She was in a class by herself that girl, never mind that dick between her legs. Genevieve knew then that following the party - she would never be Gavin again, and she would live with Jasmine as “sisters” - they were similar enough.
 
   “Hi sleepyface,” she whispered to Jasmine, kissing her lightly but tenderly on the lips.
 
   “Did you sleep as well as me? Do we have enough time for a quickie before we start to get ready?”
 
   “Uuuummmmmm, you crazy girl, I wish we did - but we have a lot to do before tonight,” Jasmine said.
 
   “I want to take you for some clothes; and we have to go back to the salon. I want to color your hair to finish it off. I think a nice dark chestnut brown with blackish highlights would look stunning on you with those gray eyes.”
 
   Genevieve was excited already thinking about it, and said “anything you want to do is okay with me, babe.”
 
   They both retired to the bathroom to shower, after which Jasmine touched up Genevieve’s face with another wax treatment. Then, Jasmine sat Genevieve down to do her makeup and blow-out her hair. She did a simple daytime makeup, and styled Genevieve’s hair into a sexy, bouncy flip with wispy bangs from the side part.
 
   Genevieve thought it looked terrific and decided maybe she would keep her hair about this length rather than letting it grow real long. She tossed her hair around, relishing its sensual, soft feel on her neck, then took the brush from Jasmine and followed her directions to smooth it back into place.
 
   Jasmine just looked at Genevieve, “it’s you, love. The pageboy looks great on you too, but the flip is fantastic.”
 
   Genevieve had to agree - it did look great. She stared in the mirror as she ran her fingers lightly through her now soft and silky hair, shaking her head side to side and watching it move in silky swirls over her.
 
   “Come on beautiful,” Jasmine giggled, “lets get dressed and go shopping.”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
   Genevieve was a little worried she would be ‘discovered’ being around all those women in the shops, but Jasmine reassured her nobody would suspect her real sex. Jasmine selected a pair of black stirrup slacks over simple panties, nylons, and bra stuffed with a set of Jasmine’s silicone breast forms.
 
   They were incredibly natural looking in the bra, jiggling slightly as she moved around. Jasmine picked out a simple white blouse with a bow at the neck to go with the slacks. She finished the outfit with black patent leather pumps with 2-inch heels and a satin bow on the instep - low enough for Genevieve to walk easily without looking awkward.
 
   Genevieve gazed at her reflection in the wall mirror, and saw a very pretty 25-year-old girl dressed much like any stylish professional looking back at her. “I love this,” she thought to herself. “I look great, and I feel great and very much at ease with myself.” She smiled at Jasmine and said brightly, “LETS GO SIS! I’M READY!”
 
   Jasmine just shook her head and laughed softly “You are a trip you know that? Okay - ‘SIS’ - let’s go”
 
   The two future ‘sisters’ returned home hours later, loaded down with shopping bags full of outfits and accessories for Genevieve. Genevieve was flushed with excitement, and embraced Jasmine tenderly.
 
   “Are you sure you can afford all this, darling? We spent an awful lot of money.”
 
   Jasmine laughed and took Genevieve’s hand in hers, saying, “Genevieve…last year my salon grossed almost $400,000.00 dollars. Yes…I can afford it.”
 
   Genevieve was shocked, she knew Jasmine did pretty well - but had no idea she did THAT well! That was 5 times more than her TOTAL earnings in the 3 years she had worked for the air conditioning company.
 
   “Come on, dear, put that stuff in our bedroom, we have to get to the salon. I only have a few hours to prepare you. Are you sure you want to go through with this? I don’t want you to get hurt.”
 
   “I’ll be alright my love. It will be worth getting gang-fucked to fix those two,” Genevieve replied softly.
 
   “Are YOU sure you can handle someone else having me to accomplish this?”
 
   Jasmine knew it would bother her greatly, she had an idea what Genevieve would suffer tonight for SHE was the victim of a gang-rape only a few years ago when she decided to ‘come out’. The difference was - she knew she was a homosexual and had had sex with boys before - although not by force. Genevieve was not gay as far as she could determine, at least not in the sense of desiring other males sexually.
 
   Arriving at the salon, Jasmine got right to work on Genevieve. She had her undress and put on the robe she used last night, then led her again to her private booth and washed and conditioned her hair before applying the coloring lotion. While they waited for the color to set, Jasmine took the time to wash and style her hair in a sleek french twist, full on top with bangs.
 
   She looked very sexy with her new sleek hairdo. She did her makeup and then washed out the color solution, using special shampoo and condition for colored hair. As Jasmine dried her hair, Genevieve agreed that the darker color was perfect for her. The medium brown she was born with was now a lustrous shiny dark brown with black highlights.
 
   Jasmine towel dried Genevieve’s hair before starting on her makeup. Where last night she was conservative with colors and effects - tonight she went with a heavier, more formal look. Lots of black mascara; heavy dark eyeshadows, darker blush, and blood red extra glossy lipstick.
 
   She refused Genevieve’s request to see the end result, saying “No babe, wait until I finish your hair so the full effect is there. Bend over so I can get more fullness in your hair.”
 
   Genevieve bent over forward in the chair as Jasmine brushed her soft, silky hair over her head. “Okay, hun, sit up straight and flip your head back.”
 
   Genevieve sat up and snapped her head back, flipping her hair back with her hand to keep the hair off her makeup. She was DYING to see how she looked with the dark hair and heavy makeup! Jasmine finished smoothing out the fuller, more formal looking pageboy, brushing it slightly under on the ends, and brushed loose some wispy bangs. Jasmine nodded pleasingly as she examined the finished product, then took her diamond drop earrings off and clipped them on Genevieve’s lobes.
 
   “Perfect,” she proclaimed, “the earrings set off the pageboy perfectly.” She took Genevieve’s hands and pulled her from the chair. She had to admit it - Genevieve was gorgeous! The hair clinched it.
 
   “Okay, are you ready? Take a look!”
 
   Genevieve turned to look in the mirror and just stared, getting weak in the knees. Last night was one thing - this was something else entirely! Genevieve didn’t say a word as she walked up close to the mirror, never taking her eyes of her reflection, turning her head from side to side to see the total effect of Jasmine’s work.
 
   She remembered Jasmine’s lessons in feminine ways of moving and used her two middle fingers to lightly push back her hair on the sides to examine the swinging earrings. Jasmine embraced Genevieve’s shoulders from the rear, peering over her shoulder and locking eyes in the mirror. The resemblance between them - enhanced by the dark hair - was uncanny.
 
   “Those pigs are going to shit in their pants when they see you hun,” she said softly. Genevieve nodded in agreement - she was speechless. “Go get dressed - you have about an hour to get there.”
 
   Genevieve walked towards the bedroom unsteadily to dress in the outfit they chose for the party. She emerged 10 minutes later wearing a ‘drop dead’ outfit - black bustier with lace around the bra and bottom skirt; black silk crotchless panties, her dick hanging between her legs; sheer black stockings clipped to the garters on the bustier; black patent 4 inch heels with a sexy little bow at the heel; and Jasmine’s best breast form - the flesh colored one that glued on with spirit gum so it could be worn without a bra if desired.
 
   When she glued it in place Genevieve was amazed to see it even sagged slightly - and was complete with dark nipples. She had cupped the breasts in her hands like she had seen numerous girlfriends do - marveling in how lifelike they were. She decided to wear nothing more to the party except a long trenchcoat for the ride over. Her intent was to show Beatrix that she was not going to humiliate her by dressing her as a female. She would turn the tables on them both.
 
   Jasmine nodded her approval, then walked to the telephone to set the plan in motion.
 
   With a frightened sound to her voice for effect she said “Hello, Police? This is Mrs. Gavin Micheals. Please help me - my husband has been abducted! Yes yes! I just got a call from some guy named John - he said he had my husband and wanted money or he’d KILL him! I don’t know why - we aren’t rich - he must have mistaken him for someone else. Yes, he said he’d call back with his demands later. I live at 323 East 16th street, apartment 2D. Yes thank you, I’ll be expecting you. Goodbye.”
 
   Turning to Genevieve, she laughed and said, “Okay, on your way. I have a few minutes to get to your old place before the Police get there. I have my computer set to dial your number and turn on the tape recorder at 8:00 sharp. It should only take the cops a few minutes to get to John and Beatrix’s, which means you have to endure about an hour before they get there. Can you handle that?”
 
   Genevieve kissed Jasmine lightly on the lips and hugged her tightly, then replied “Honey, if this is what it will take to be free to spend my life with you - I can handle it. I can’t wait to see their faces when the cops bust in there and lock them up!”
 
   You know this will probably be very embarrassing for you - having the cops and everyone see you dressed like this and knowing what they did to you?”
 
   Jasmine said softly, kissing her back. “And don’t forget the trial”
 
   “I’ll be Okay” Genevieve whispered. “Don’t worry. Go. I love you baby!”
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
   Genevieve arrived at Beatrix and John apartment just around 6:30 - about 30 minutes later than Beatrix had ‘ordered’ her to be there. Genevieve expected her to be angry with ‘Gavin’ - actually she was hoping Beatrix would be; that was also part of the plan devised by Jasmine.
 
   Genevieve took a deep breath, tossed her hair, and rang the doorbell. From inside she heard Beatrix ask “Yes - who is it?”
 
   “It’s Gavin mistress,” Genevieve replied. “Well it’s about time - you piece of shit! Didn’t I order you to be here (the door opened to reveal Beatrix in her Dominatrix outfit - her mouth dropped open at the sight before her) ……at…six? GAVIN - MY GOD - GAVIN…is it really you???”
 
   Genevieve laughed inside at the expression on Beatrix’s face; she was beginning to enjoy this! “Yes - it’s me mistress.” she said.
 
   Beatrix could hardly speak she was amazed with the idea this gorgeous young lady in her doorway was the young MAN she intended to humiliate and keep as a female slave!
 
   “Well - can I come in?” Genevieve asked. “By the way - my name is GENEVIEVE now, mistress.”
 
   Genevieve heard John call Beatrix from the master bedroom/play room; “Is that son of a bitch here Beatrix? The boys are getting (walking to the hallway and observing ‘Genevieve’ for the first time)…..restless.
 
   Genevieve laughed at Johns reaction to ‘her’ appearance. “Well - hello John - cat got your tongue?” John was clearly stunned; he looked Genevieve up and down, shaking his head, his eyes as big as saucers.
 
   “GAVIN? HOLY SHIT! Beatrix - what the hell’s going on? Dressing him in drag was supposed to humiliate him into doing our bidding!”
 
   “I don’t know what to say John - I’m as confused as you!” Beatrix replied. Whatever Johns words were meant to convey - his bulging pants revealed what he REALLY was thinking; and Genevieve was loving it.
 
   “My name is Genevieve now John.” she walked up to him and put her arms around his neck and gave him a light peck on the mouth) and from the looks of it (glancing down at his bulging front)… “you’re pleased with my new look.”
 
   She turned her head slightly and brushed her silky hair against his face; then backed away so he could get a good look as she unbuttoned her trench-coat and undid the belt and opened the coverup wide to reveal her ‘outfit’, slid it like a stripper off her shoulders like Jasmine had coached her and asked him teasingly
 
   “Well John - what do you think? (pirouette sexily)” She really didn’t have to ask - the wet spot in the front of Johns pants said it all.
 
   “Oh John… REALLY NOW, what a bad boy - wasting all that sweet come like that!” Genevieve teased. It was going better than expected! She had made him COME without laying a hand on him! Now it was Johns turn to look humiliated.
 
   Beatrix was still unable to speak as Genevieve turned to her and asked sweetly, “Mistress…would you mind very much if I sucked your hubby’s cock?”
 
   Beatrix could only shake her head slowly; opening her mouth to speak but unable to.
 
   She walked slowly past them both to the couch, and looking back over her shoulder and tossing that silky hair said, “Well…come on, John…don’t you feel like a blowjob? Didn’t you tell Gavin you were going to jam that big cock of yours down his throat?”
 
   Johns eyes flashed with momentary anger as he walked over to the couch and unfastened his pants, dropping them and slipping them off.
 
   Genevieve watched it all with an amused look on her beautiful face as John sat in front of her. “Okay slut, let’s see what you can do!,” John spoke with a bravado he really couldn’t back up.
 
   Genevieve looked at him and laughed; then looked over at Beatrix and said with as much sarcasm as she could gather “Oh MY…what a big, tough man you are, John! I just don’t know if I can handle that monster cock of yours! Promise you won’t HURT your little SLUT?”
 
   John was mortified; his buddies had heard the commotion and had come out of the bedroom to see if their ‘toy’ had arrived, and had heard the entire exchange.
 
   “OK…SUCK IT YOU LITTLE PANTYWAIST COCKSUCKER!!” (John was trying to put up a good front, thought Genevieve)
 
   Genevieve decided to put on a little show for the boys and whispered softly to John so the others could not hear, “I’ll suck your cock, sweetie, but when I’m READY to! Shut up!”
 
   She turned and smiled at the gathering group who were yelling encouragement to John; “Hi fellas - I’ll be with you in a sec’ - this won’t take long!”
 
   They burst into laughter as Genevieve looked up at John and asked, “Do you like my hair John? I know you like soft clean hair….see how soft it is? (she turned her head so all the silky curls fell to one side and softly swept it back and forth over his cock and balls) Johns breath hissed as he succumbed to the feel of its softness.
 
   “Oh shit…please…don’t STOP!,” John moaned.
 
   Genevieve held his cock up straight from the base and again swept her silky hair back and forth over John as he moaned with delight. His buddies stood watching silently - except for an ocassional “Jesus - she’s unbelievable! I thought Johnny said this was a slave! She LOVES IT!”
 
   Genevieve stole a look at the group - who were mostly naked already - and was pleased to see a few hands pumping furiously on cocks.
 
   John opened his eyes to observe his wife on her knees in front of one of his buddies, sucking wildly on his rock-hard cock, her hair a mess as he clawed at her head. “SUCK MY COCK YOU BITCH!,” he yelled, “SUCK IT….EAT MY CUM!
 
   Genevieve could tell the guy was coming, Beatrix was gurgling from her throat, her cheeks bulging -she was swallowing hard - gagging on the amount of come in her mouth; it was spilling out the sides of her mouth and dripping down her cheeks onto her tits! And yet Genevieve had still not taken Johns cock in her mouth - he was begging now. She gazed up at John and said softly, “John…watch me suck your cock…watch me eat your hot come.”
 
   She lowered her mouth over his throbbing cock - her hair spilling over her face to frame her sucking mouth with its silken curls. John took one last look down at the sight of that incredible sucking mouth - blood red lipstick coating his dick wet with her saliva - her face barely visible behind the mass of soft, silky curls - and blasted an enormous load into her throat. “Aaaaaahhhhhh…… SUCK HARD BABY!!!”
 
   Genevieve pumped his cock with her hand and swallowed every spurt of come - and there was a LOT of it. Now Genevieve started to moan deep in HER throat - John thought it was his cock causing the display of pleasure - until he opened his eyes and saw that his wife was laying on the floor between his feet; her head between Genevieve’s legs and sucking madly at her cock; another of his ‘friends’ on his knees between her kegs pounding his cock into her!
 
   “Beatrix!…WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?” he yelled. “Bill, you prick…I’ll kill you!! You’re supposed to fuck HER!..I MEAN..HIM!!”
 
   Apparently neither of them heard him - Bill leaned back and moaned as he shot his load into Beatrix’s cunt - and she was sucking wildly at Genevieve’s spurting cock. When Genevieve stopped spurting, Beatrix slid out from under her and pushed Bill on his back, grabbed his come-coated cock, and gobbled it down her throat - sucking it clean and squeezing the last bit of sperm out of it. John was mortified with his wifes display - milky white come was dripping down the insides of her legs and down her cheeks.
 
   She looked up at John and said casually, “Go FUCK yourself sweetheart! I arranged this little party so you and your buddies could use Gavin as your plaything - while I was ignored! How do you think that makes me feel - my HUSBAND would rather have a GUY suck his cock - and fuck a GUY in the ASS instead of his WIFE. If YOU don’t want to fuck me - it’s your loss, you prick!”
 
   Genevieve was eating it up - the noise they were making would make great evidence for the cops!
 
   She shouted for all to hear - “OK..all of you…relax and lets all just have fun!”
 
   She got up from the couch and put a few pillows on the floor as everyone tried to figure out what she was doing.
 
   Then she swayed sexily up to the 5 guys who had not yet participated, brushed her hands over them and pumped each ones cock a few times as she gave each a wet sucking kiss (much to their shocked dismay - having a guy suck your cock was one thing - having a guy stick his tongue in your mouth was another!) then said, “OK boys, I feel like a come bath. Gather around!,” then laid down on the pillows, spreading her beautiful hair out over them, and motioned for them to get on their knees around her head.
 
   As they did, she took their cocks in her hands and switching back and forth sucked each cock. The guys were fighting each other for position over who would get sucked most and yelling “SUCK OUR COCKS YOU COCKSUCKER! WE’RE GOING TO COME ALL OVER YOUR FACE!”
 
   Beatrix could stand no more and dove down between Genevieve’s legs, sucking her cock deep into her throat!
 
   John totally lost it and shoved his wife out of the way, yelling “GET OUT OF THE WAY…I’M GOING TO FUCK HER IN HER ASS!!”
 
   He slid another pillow under Genevieve’s ass, lifted her legs up over his shoulders and drove his cock deep into Genevieve’s ass. It went in with no problem; between the stretching from Jasmine’s rubber cock - Jasmine’s own cock - and Beatrix’s saliva dripping between her legs Genevieve was very loose.
 
   John began pounding into her as all 5 of his buddies moaned and shot over Genevieve’s face and hair. Beatrix, meanwhile, had sat on Genevieve’s cock and was taking a load of Genevieve’s come in her pussy as she leaned forward to lick the boys come from Genevieve’s face.
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   While all this was going on - Genevieve had heard the pounding of the cops feet coming down the hall to her ‘rescue’ and began yelling “NO NO! STOP! YOU’RE GOING TO KILL ME! STOP PLEASE! STOP!” thereby creating the necessary pretext for the cops to kick in Beatrix’s door! And that’s just what they saw as they broke down the door and poured through it - horrified at the sight on the floor.
 
   One bastard had his penis in the poor guys rectum - they had the guy dressed as a woman - even had his HAIR styled for crissake! - and had ejaculated all over the poor bastard while one of the guys WIFE was FORCING him to have intercourse with her!!!
 
   And that’s exactly the testimony they each gave before the horrified jury at the most sensational trial the city had ever seen. A friend of Jasmine’s - who was a shrink testified how Gavin was probably damaged psychologically forever by the experience; and Jasmine - bless her - attended in her most casual dress, her hair demurely styled into a twist and barely made up; and told how her husband had not laid a hand on her since his ordeal, except to ask her how she thought he would look as a woman!
 
   The jury of course was properly outraged over what the poor man had suffered, and with only an hours deliberation convicted all seven of the defendants of rape, sodomy, and unlawful imprisonment. They also awarded Gavin 1 million dollars in damages, and another 500 thousand in compensation! ‘Gavin’ tried not to look to smug as the verdict was announced, and Jasmine managed to burst into tears - sobbing loudly to increase the effect.
 
   As ‘Gavin and his lawyer (another of Jasmine’s friends) passed through the gate separating the trial area from the observation area - Jasmine ran sobbing up to her ‘husband’ - and throwing her arms around his neck kissed him passionately pledging her undying love and promise to ‘help him become a man again’. ‘Gavin’ managed to remain expressionless through it all as he whispered into his ‘wifes’ ear, “Don’t try TOO hard baby - I have a very expensive wardrobe at home I’m..excuse me..Genevieve..is very fond of!”
 
   Jasmine threw her head back and laughed, then looked deep into Genevieve’s eyes and whispered, “Genevieve honey..I went shopping this morning before coming down here; I have a nice surprise for you at home. I think you will enjoy our celebration tonight very much!” Genevieve couldn’t wait to see what Jasmine had bought her!
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
   “Gavin” and Jasmine walked out of the courtroom, past the cameras and reporters yelling their obnoxious questions, and then out to a car driven by one of Jasmine’s assistants from the salon.
 
   As they drove away from the mob scene in front of the courthouse, The driver - a lovely blonde named Jessica who did makeup for customers - caught ‘Gavin’s’ eyes in the mirror, saying “Congratulations ‘Genevieve’, we’re all very happy for the both of you!”
 
   Genevieve was momentarily taken back by the comment, until Jessica noticed her surprise and said softly, “It’s Okay, Genevieve, Jasmine’s told a few of us - those who knew about ‘Jasmine’ - what was happening.
 
   We’ve all been doing what we could to help you both. You should know by now that Jasmine has a LOT of friends. She’s been very good to us over the years and we would do ANYTHING for her. You’ll find THAT out TONIGHT!”
 
   Jasmine said nothing, she only gazed lovingly at Genevieve and smiled brightly at his questioning look. “I’m taking you two to my cabin upstate so you can unwind and be alone together, AFTER our celebration of course. We have a special surprise for YOU Genevieve!,” Jessica said softly smiling.
 
   They arrived at Jessica’s cabin after about a 3 hour drive, Jasmine and Genevieve drifting off to sleep in each others arms, as Jessica wondered why SHE couldn’t seem to find a guy like Gavin/Genevieve to love like this.
 
   “Well, someday maybe,” she thought wistfully, “They make a gorgeous couple”
 
   “Okay guys..we’re here!,” Jessica said loudly enough to wake the lovers.
 
   Genevieve was more than a little disturbed to find half a dozen cars parked out side the cabin - all the lights glowing brightly inside.
 
   “It’s Okay, baby, they won’t be staying long, they just want to help us get settled in and have a drink with us.,” Jasmine whispered.
 
   When they entered, eight or nine beautiful girls and two guys ran up to them, hugging each warmly and offering their congratulations. Genevieve had no idea so many people knew about ‘Jasmine’. The two guys were very effeminate, and were obviously lovers judging by the way they hung on each other.
 
   “Isn’t it strange,” Genevieve thought to herself, “how males who were overtly homosexual tended to be so flamboyant, and males like Jasmine - who are more female - tended to be very quiet about their activities.”
 
   Jasmine did not act at all like the stereotypical gay males she had been familiar with. Rather she acted more as a genetic female would about her sexual tastes. Nor did Genevieve consider herself to be a ‘flaming faggot’ as her father referred to them, despite the fact that the sexual acts he had engaged in recently could only be referred to as homosexual acts. She thought of her behavior simply as expressing love to someone she loved, period.
 
   She wondered what he would have said had he stayed with Mom long enough to see him as Genevieve - remembering the taunting he had suffered when he came home dressed as a coed cheerleader from his high school fraternity “hell night.” A few girlfriends had made him and 5 other pledges up and dressed them that night.
 
   Though he protested as loudly as the others - he privately was excited by the idea, an obvious indication of which was a raging erection he tried to conceal from Susie, whose cheerleader outfit he was being dressed in. She had seen right through him, winking slyly at him as she yelled at him loudly enough to be heard by the others outside her bedroom door - then proceeded to grab his cock and jerk him off into a pair of panties. They became very good friends after that, she occasionally dressing him in a pretty outfit after a date only to get so turned on by the deal that she then would rip the outfit off him and fuck his brains out!
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
   Genevieve wondered if all the turmoil in his life had contributed to his female side emerging as strongly as it had. She really didn’t care that much. She was very happy with the way her life had turned out.
 
   She was grateful to John and Beatrix - though she couldn’t say so! Her deep need for love and understanding of the inner struggles she faced was very much the same dream Jasmine had. And now they had each other. Although Genevieve much preferred to think of Jasmine as a female - and Jasmine think of her as a male - they both were comfortable with both personas each had. Only the details were left to be worked out.
 
   As the friends gathered around, Jasmine called for attention. “Okay, everyone, I have a gift for Genevieve I want you all to share with me - because without my friends none of this would have been possible.” Jasmine turned to Genevieve and said softly and lovingly, “Darling, I bought this in the hope you would take me as yours forever. I promise that if you let me wear it I will make you happier than you have ever been. The significance will be obvious as soon as you open it and - I hope to God - offer it to me.
 
   If you do, I have another present strictly for you.”
 
   Genevieve stood silently as Jasmine gave her speech - those of her friends who knew of the gift were seen wiping away tears listening to her pledge of love. Jasmine took Genevieve by the hand and led him to the couch, where a large box wrapped in a pink ribbon sat.
 
   “Open it, baby,” Jasmine whispered.
 
   Genevieve gazed into her teary eyes and saw the expectant glances of Jessica and others, then sat and pulled the box onto his lap and untied the ribbon. She paused a second, then took the top off the box. Inside was an absolutely gorgeous white gown, complete with a filmy veil, white lace garter, and white heels.
 
   Ooooos and ahhhsss came from the group as Genevieve stared at the gown; then as she understood what was happening - looked lovingly up at Jasmine, who was crying softly and looking for a sign of acceptance.
 
   Genevieve lowered her head for a second before lifting the wedding gown out of the box; stood in front of Jasmine; and extending the cradled gown to her said, “Jasmine, would you do me the honor of wearing this for me? Will you be my wife?”
 
   The circle of friends broke into loud applause and squeals of happiness for their friend as Jasmine fell crying into his arms.
 
   “Oh baby, I’ll make you so happy - I’ll be the best wife you could have!”
 
   They kissed deeply as the friends gathered close, hugging and kissing them both.
 
   After they all gathered their composure, Jasmine called for silence again. Jessica brought Jasmine a pile of different size boxes and set them down in front of Gavin.
 
   “My love, these are for you, or should I say - for GENEVIEVE. After you open them, my friends have other gifts for you. They represent my love - OUR love - and acceptance of the other feelings inside you. I hope you like them,” Jasmine said.
 
   She needn’t have worried - the boxes contained various items of clothing for Genevieve, female clothing, beautiful and expensive. There was everything from sexy frilly undergarments from Victoria’s Secret to designer dresses, accessories, shoes; and from Jessica - a large makeup case stuffed with special makeups of all kinds.
 
   “Do you like everything, hun?” Jasmine asked. Genevieve looked up dazed; then looked around at all the smiling faces and said, “I don’t know what to say. I hardly know you all!”
 
   Jessica stepped up to Genevieve and lightly taking his face in her hands said, “Genevieve, we told you that Jasmine is very special to us; and if Jasmine loves you and you make her happy - well - YOU are special to us also. We want you to be comfortable around us as Genevieve. We understand such things, and we accept it without making judgements. To prove that to you - we have one more ‘special gift.”
 
   With that, Jon, one of the male stylists, handed Genevieve a large round box, saying “Genevieve - I worked on this for a week to get it just the way I think you’d like it. I know JIMMY (his boyfriend) would, that queen!” Everyone laughed loudly at Jons joke, except Jimmy, who went into a pout.
 
   “OPEN IT GENEVIEVE” they all squealed.
 
   Genevieve took a deep breath and opened the box. Her jaw fell open as she realized what the special gift was. Reaching into the box, she lifted out a wig-form topped by the most magnificent wig she had ever seen! It was as long as Jasmine’s hair, styled exactly like Jasmine’s - slightly tapered, side parted, swept bangs, and so soft and silky the hair seemed to slide over itself in waves as Genevieve moved it around - just like Jasmine’s. It was also the exact same dark brown with black highlight color Jasmine has dyed his hair that fateful night.
 
   Genevieve was speechless as everyone gathered around Genevieve, hugging and kissing, and offering words of encouragement.
 
   Jessica called for attention and said, “Genevieve, we hope you will allow us to help you become Genevieve tonight. We are the best at what we do - no offense to Jasmine, who did a terrific job with you - but each of us is a SPECIALIST in at least one area, and we can make you even more beautiful than did Jasmine. Will you permit us to help you?”
 
   Genevieve could hardly say no, so looking to Jasmine for approval, she simply nodded her acceptance.
 
   Looking over at Jasmine, Jessica said, “Jasmine, will you excuse us girls for a while?, we have some details to attend to. Why don’t you freshen up and wait for Genevieve in the bedroom - we’ll all be leaving you alone as soon as we’re finished.”
 
   Jasmine just smiled and said, “Why certainly. Take good care of my ‘husband’ for me; oh, and have fun darling!”
 
   Genevieve was escorted to the guest bedroom by their friends to begin her formal transformation.
 
   Almost 3 hours later - Genevieve was almost ready to make her appearance. Each of the friends had taken charge of one area of the process of creating Genevieve, from manicures and pedicures to bikini waxing, from fitting Genevieve with a duplicate of Jasmine’s breast form so well it was indistinguishable from real breasts, to Jessicas final application of makeup and hair.
 
   Jon and Jimmy had helped Genevieve dress in the items they had selected for her - a clinging black Donna Karan designer dress, off the shoulder style over electric blue silk french cut panties, lace pushup bra, lace garter belt holding shear black stockings, and a thigh length black silk slip. The dress fit like a glove but was very easy to wear, as a 500 dollar outfit should be! Genevieve surprised herself by not feeling the least uneasiness as the 2 gay lovers fluttered around her, even when Jon reached into Genevieve’s panties from the back and gently grabbed her cock and tucked it up between her legs for her.
 
   She even laughed when Jon went “oooooooohh - it’s so BIG!” as he did so!
 
   There was no mirror in the room as Jessica finished her makeup job and smiling into her face whispered, “Well Genevieve, are you ready for the crowning touch?”
 
   Genevieve had been eyeing the beautiful wig throughout the night and said simply, “YES.”
 
   Jessica took the handmade, pure virgin Italian hair wig off its stand and walked slowly behind Genevieve, then carefully placed and adjusted it on Genevieve’s head. When it was adjusted to her satisfaction she pinned it in place to Genevieve’s own hair, which had been put in pincurls and covered with a piece of stocking. Genevieve had closed her eyes and taken a deep hissing breath as the soft and silky hair fell over her shoulders and down to the bottom of her shoulder blades.
 
   As Jessica carefully arranged and brushed the hair into place Genevieve would whisper “Oh God… it feels WONDERFUL!” Then Jessica whispered softly, “you’re finished love, I hope you like your new self. There’s a full size mirror on the closet door - go take a look!”
 
   Genevieve walked slowly to the mirror and stopped dead in her tracks as she first caught her reflection. “Oh my God! Oh my God. Is it really me?”
 
   Jessica smiled with delight as she walked up behind Genevieve and put her hands on her shoulders, then unconsciously fussed with her hair. Genevieve simply could not believe that the stunning creature in the mirror was her!
 
   She turned, posing like a model, examining herself from various angles; tossing the luxurious hair around like Jasmine did; closely examining the face and makeup job.
 
   “You’re STUNNING!,” whispered Jessica.” Jasmine is very lucky - I wish I found you first. Come on, Jasmine and your friends are waiting!”
 
   As Genevieve and Jessica stepped through the door into the living room to see the others, she was met with stunned silence. She walked into the middle of the crowd, tossed her hair, and did a model’s turn for everyone. She walked slowly up to Jasmine and stopped in front of her, and said softly, “Well? Do you still want me for your husband? I warn you - none of your clothes will be safe around here anymore!”
 
   Jasmine burst into laughter, and taking Genevieve’s hand, turned to the crowd who had been looking on approvingly and said, “Thanks, all of you. We will never forget you. Now - would you all please excuse us for the rest of the night - we have a few things to DISCUSS about our wedding.”
 
   Looking at Genevieve she continued, “And NO, Genevieve, you CANNOT wear my wedding gown!”
 
   Then a little more quietly, she giggled, “at least not till our honeymoon!”
 
   The two lovers turned and to the applause and teasing comments of their friends, walked slowly into the bedroom - and Genevieve’s new life!
 


 
 
    THE END
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