

































Fem Tips











- An LGBT, New Adult, First Time, Short-Read Romance











by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen







Copyright Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen October 2021



The publisher and authors do not have any control over and do not assume responsibility for third-party websites or their content. The reader has the sole responsibility to use, or not use, the information contained herein, as well as for the results of using this information. This is a work of fiction; any resemblances to names or places are coincidental.



Cover photo by LTim on license from Shutterstock.com







To purchase another copy of this book, or to see our other books go to




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








A few of our other books



R
 ealizing Jessica - A Femboy Gets Fem and Discovers Inner Passions and Love



Desires- Fantasy Becomes Reality for an Occasional Crossdresser



Trannies - Two Guys Get Fem



Jessica’s Turn: A Gender-Bending LGBT Romance



Frat House - A Gender-Bending LGBT Romance



Finishing School - A Boy Is Sent to a Girls’ Finishing School - An LGBT



Romance



All Dolled Up: A Student Gets Fem - An LGBT Romance



Sissy Boyfriend



Being Candy



Paying My Dues



Virtual Vacation



Filling in For Her



His New Dress



Her Gift to Him



Telling Her



Feminized to Win



Crossdreaming



Feminized by Her



Taking it for the Team



Feminized Men: A Guide for Increased Joy in Crossdressing



Feminized Vacation



The House of Enchanted Feminization



Heirs to Heiresses



Connected



Our Gift to Each Other



Girlfriend



Insatiable



A New Taste for Life



Spellbound



Femboy Guild



















1







“Thanks, kid.”



I looked down at his hand as he handed me a buck. I took it. I needed every cent I could get.



I smiled at him as if his buck was a lot. “Thanks for using Food Sprinters.” I leapt off the step and into the sweeping turnaround where my car sat sputtering, the lopsided grill giving me a look of disdain. I slid in and checked my phone on the dash for another possible delivery. Nothing yet. I rumbled across the pavers and down the switchback driveway of the mansion back to my central waiting place at McDonald’s, where I parked in the shade of the tree.



A cute blonde girl was fixing her lipstick in the rearview mirror of her glistening convertible coupe. I’d seen her come and go before and wondered if she was sprinting too. She finished primping and looked over at me. “Hi! Nice day, huh?”



“I guess. You’d think people would be in a good mood and give struggling sprinters like me better tips. Especially the rich ones.” I shook my head.



She exited her car, came over, and leaned on my door, peering inside. “Hmm, so you’re sprinting too?”



“Yeah, I am.
 You
 are? In a car like that?”



“I couldn’t afford this car without it. It’s a great job. I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She tossed her hair confidently and put her long painted nails on the hip of her denim miniskirt. “Tips have been great today, and the rich ones have been tipping really well.” Her eyes roamed my face and hair, and she glanced down at my clothes. “You’re cute.”



“Thanks. You’re pretty darn cute yourself.” I couldn’t help looking at her substantial cleavage in her tight V-neck top. She stood her little body back from the car and posed in her high heels and miniskirt. “Maybe this is why I get such good tips. Of course, I do take excellent care of my customers too.”



“Ah, I see. So you
 take care of them,
 huh?”



“I do. I get really good tips from all of them, but there are a few guys that are hard for me to resist. I’ve gone on dates with a couple of them. Who knows? Maybe one of them will marry me, and I can live the life of a rich wife. Who am I kidding, though? None of them has been exactly what I want. They’re all too masculine for me.” She checked her phone and I looked at mine on the dash to see if we had gotten orders for delivery. She looked back at me. “You know, I bet you could draw better tips like I’ve been getting...
 if
 you were willing to improve your appearance. Something to show you were at least trying to be successful. You know, dress for success.”



“Really? You mean like put on a tie or something?”



“Maybe not a tie, but something like that. But the beard has to go. It’s not that full anyway, and you don’t have enough facial hair to really pull it off. It looks more like a dust-bunny got stuck on your chin.”



“Thanks a lot.”



“That’s not a bad thing. It means when you do shave, it’ll be nice and soft and smooth. Your face will be pretty.”



“Yeah, that’s kinda why I grew the beard. People thought I was a girl.”



“See? You’re halfway there already. Let me help you make more money... honey. I’ll be your
 presentation adviser
 if you want. Free of charge.”



I looked her up and down. She was a knockout. Maybe she’d be my girlfriend. What did I have to lose?



She got dinged and checked her phone. “Gotta sprint. Quick. Pick up your phone.”



I did.



My name’s Robin. Put me in your contacts, then call me and I’ll add you—uh, what’s your name?”



“Sam.”



“Samantha. perfect.” She gave me her number and I put it in then called her.



“Sam, not Samantha.”



“Yeah, right. Gotcha in there now. Talk later. Money to be made. Gotta sprint.”
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I sprinted all day and made only sixty stinkin’ bucks. I thought the job would be great, with flexible hours and lots of freedom, but without money, there is no free. I was stuck doing it all the time just to make ends meet, and I couldn’t even save enough to have time to look for another job. I was trapped.



After the suppertime rush was over and I was ready to call it a day, Robin called. “Hey! What a great day it was. I raked in a ton. Bunch of cash tips, too, and those are worth twenty-four percent more just in fed taxes, since I don’t claim them as income. Must have been the weather. When people get sprint on a good day, it’s not because it’s crummy out and they don’t want to go out in it, it’s because they’re in a good mood and don’t want to mess with cooking. Much better tips. How’d you do? Was it a better day for you?”



“Nah. Same sucky result. Never seems to change for me.”



“Ready to change that?”



“If you think I can, that’d be great.”



“You sure can... and will. Super! Now. I have a date tonight with one of my customers, but you can get started yourself. You have to follow my directions, though, or I won’t be able to help you. You promise?”



“Promise. Whatever you say, I’ll do. I’ve got nothing to lose.”



“Okay. This will sound weird, but do it. I want you to shave your beard and any other facial hair really smooth and keep it that way. Shower before work and style and dry your hair so it’s neat and clean and shiny. Do you have some nice clothes?”



“Uh, I have some clothes I’d wear to an interview, if I had one—will those work? Khakis and a golf shirt?”



“I guess. Any pastel golf shirts?”



“I have a pink one that’s like new because I never wore it.”



“Great! Wear that with the khakis. Clean shoes or sneaks?”



“Yeah.”



“Good.”



“Now the next part will sound weird, but I want you to invest in something. Buy some mascara and eyeliner. Your eyes will pop, and it’ll make your whole face look prettier.”



“What? Are you kidding?”



“No, I’m not. You said sometimes people think you’re a girl. So make the most of your assets and look pretty. With the pink top, clean clothes, and styled hair with eyes that pop, they’ll think you’re a hard-working, driven, cute girl who deserves a tip. Try it. If you don’t try it, I can’t help you.”



“I, uh, I...”



“Your voice is even perfect for that kind of presentation. What’s the big deal? Do you want to make more money or not?”



“I do but... I’m
 not
 a girl.”



“Are you sure ’bout that? Have you ever
 tried
 to be one?”



“I happen to have something about my body that makes me undeniably male.”



“Oh yeah? So I guess you never knew a girl with one of those, huh? They’re girls, too, and unless you can pull off the handsome, strapping male look, I think this is your best option right now. It’s only some makeup and making use of your assets based on your best qualities. You don’t see beer being sold in bags and pretzels being sold in bottles, right? You decide. I have to go meet my date. I’ll see you tomorrow when we end up waiting for calls. Be positive, Samantha! You’re gonna make
 fem
 tips. Good tips. Men
 and
 women will tip you better. Be brave! Be a big girl! Bye.”



She hung up.



That was weird. My mom always said I’d have made a pretty girl when I was little. She was probably right, but I never thought I’d be trying to look like one. Mascara and eyeliner. Hmm. Some guys wear those. I’d seen movie stars’ pictures, and rockers did it. I guess that’d be okay. I’d be wearing guys pants and stuff too. Maybe a pretty guy would get more tips. Nah. They’d have to think I was a pretty girl.



I went to the drug store and bought them. I figured I might as well get some lipstick, too, if I was trying to look girly anyway. Somehow, I was getting a little thrill from it.



I pressed my shirt and pants, set up my breakfast for the morning, and laid out the mascara, eyeliner, and lipstick. I clipped off my beard so I could shave it easily in the morning.



I lay in bed, my mind racing about what it meant if I did this and what it could mean if I could make money like Robin did. And what if Robin and I became a couple? A real girlfriend. Wow. She was something. Pretty, confident, well-spoken, powerful, nice. I’d love to love her.
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I was up extra early, without much sleep, but I had a ton of energy from being excited about making more money. I ate breakfast, brushed my teeth, and did my usual routine, then showered and did my hair, being sure to dry and brush it out well. I dried it upside down and then even put some hairspray in it to keep it fluffed up. I had abundant, curly hair, and it styled up beautifully. I shaved my face smooth and put in my shiniest silver and faux diamond stud earrings in each ear.



I applied the mascara carefully, then did a thin line of eyeliner on the bottom lid. I did the eyeliner twice on one eye to get it right, but the second eye went on flawlessly. I applied the glossy pink lipstick. When I took it all in in the mirror, I didn’t recognize myself, and no one would ever think I was a guy. A grin came across my face, and I started to feel aroused as if I were looking at a pretty girl.



I shook my head. This was so wrong. I was a guy. I slid into my tighty-whities, socks, loafers, khakis, and pink golf shirt. I checked myself out in the full-length mirror. The pants actually emphasized my hips a bit and made me look even more girly. I throbbed in my undies. It was all so wrong, yet I grinned at myself in the mirror again and felt more confident. The image in the mirror was nicer to look at than before. Out loud I said, “Fem tips, Sam!” I turned and ran out to the car.



Sam.
 I’d said Sam. Maybe I should have said Samantha. That’s who I was trying to look like. But Sam suits girls, too, I guess. I rolled my car into the drive-through and bought a large iced coffee, then parked under the tree in my usual space. Robin wasn’t around yet. I signed into the app on my phone and set it in the dash holder. I sipped the coffee and stared at the phone.



I put the coffee down and noticed I had left lipstick on my cup. Weird. I’d almost forgotten I was presenting as a girl. Now I remembered, and it gave me a thrill. I fluttered my eyelashes and felt the mascara on them, exciting me again. Fem tips. I’d have great tips today. I told myself that over and over. “Great fem tips, Samantha. You’re gonna get great fem tips.”



While I was staring at my cup in my hand and repeating those words, Robin appeared alongside me. “That’s it, girl, repeating your goal is good. Fem tips! Get out of the car, Samantha. Let me see you.”



She had a flowered minidress on and some moderate wedge heels. She looked fabulous. “Oh, Samantha, you look so much nicer. Your eyes look so big, and you put on lipstick too! That’s wonderful.” She kissed my lips lightly. “I’m so proud of you. You’ll see. Today will be great. Your hair looks so pretty, fluffed, brushed, and clean, and your earrings... They could be dangles, but at least they’re nice and shiny. Are you nervous? How do you feel like this?”



“Thanks, Robin. I feel good. Confident for some reason. It’s actually a little exciting, and when I see myself in the mirror, I like it.”



“Great, then you’ll do great.”



“It just seems... wrong.”



“Oh, stop it, Samantha. Don’t pass judgement on yourself yet.”



I nodded sheepishly and stared at her luscious cleavage for a moment. I looked into her smiling blue eyes. She moved closer and wrapped her arms around me, crushing me to her. She leaned back and ran her hand through my hair. She sniffed it. “You even smell pretty.” She kissed me on the lips again, this time deeply, and I kissed back. I was instantly in love. I throbbed in my undies. My heart raced in my chest, and I felt lightheaded.



Her phone went off and she ran back to her car. She leaned inside and came back with something. She sprayed me all over with perfume. “There! Now you really smell the part.” She went back to her car and got in. “Gotta sprint. See you later, big girl. Good luck. Now remember you’re presenting as a girl, so act like one. Walk, talk, and move like a girl. Okay?”



“I kicked my hip out, put my hand on it, and with my other hand, I flipped my hair back. “Yes ma’am. Thank you, ma’am. Thank you, sir... How’s that?”



“Perfect. You’re a natural.” She winked at me and drove off.



My phone showed a sprint. From Bob Evans to an office building. I took it. My heart raced as I drove and did the pickup, which went without a hitch. They definitely thought I was a girl. I began to relax and feel more comfortable about the situation, and I loved the smell of Robin’s perfume on me. I imagined smelling it on her when we next kissed.



I signed in at the front desk and went up in the elevator. I entered the office carrying Bob Evans’ bag and announced myself to the receptionist.



“You can take it right in, sweetie. Mmm, you smell so pretty.” She waved her hand with its long painted nails toward the open office door.



“Thanks!”



I walked in and approached his desk as he stood and smiled, digging his wallet out of his pants. “Hi, miss! Aren’t you a pleasant sight in the early morning? Thanks for sprinting for me. Don’t know why I’m so hungry this morning.”



I put the bag on his desk. His smiling eyes roamed my face. He was a handsome twenty-something in a great job.
 God, why didn’t I go to college?
 “You must need it, sir.” I smiled and flipped my hair.



He offered his hand and I shook it gently. He slid cash into my palm, and I slid it into my pocket. “Thank you, sir.”



“Bob, please call me Bob. Maybe I’ll see you again and we might become friends. What’s your name, young lady?”



“I’m Sam, uh, Samantha.”



“Samantha. I like that. I like the feminine versions of names better than the men’s versions. Samuel and Sam seem so tough. Samantha is sweet... Like you, I bet.”



“Uh, yes, sir.”



“Well, nice to meet you, Samantha. I hope you’ll be doing other deliveries to me sometime.” He looked at his watch. “I have to scoff this down now and go to a meeting. Have a nice day.”



“You too, sir. Thank you again.”



“You’re quite welcome, Samantha.”



I walked out and got back on the elevator. I looked at the tip he gave me. Twenty bucks! Wow! It was gonna be a great day. Usually when I delivered, no one even gave me a smile or said hi. Today I was treated like something special and tipped generously. This was gonna be great. Fem tips!



My next delivery was a bunch of food to a warehouse. When I arrived, there was a group of men sitting at a picnic table in the shade of a tree. They waved to me. I drove toward them, and they came over as I got out and started taking the food to the table.



“You don’t have to carry all that, girl. We’ll get it.” A handsome young black man flashed a big smile at me; he came and grabbed some bags, and the others got the rest from the back seat. When they had it all, the guy said, “Okay, guys. Hand me your tips for this hard-working young lady. Make them good, now. She has to make a living too.” He collected the tips from the guys. They smiled and winked at me as they handed the money to him. He arranged it and folded it up, then handed it to me. “Thanks, miss. You’re worth a nice tip. It’s great to see a pretty girl in the morning. Makes our day.”



I took the money and slipped it into my pocket. “Thanks! Hope you guys have a great day.”



Into the car and I drove back to my waiting spot. I checked my tip. Thirty dollars! Before, I was lucky to get five or six bucks from a group like that. Every delivery was better than before. Even the women I delivered to that day gave me really decent tips compared to my old ones. Fem tips were worth every bit of the effort... Which was no effort at all.



I didn’t cross paths with Robin all any of the times I went back to my waiting spot until partway through the supper rush. When I tallied up my tips and my hours of sprinting, I had made just over three hundred bucks. The tips were the biggest part, and I didn’t even have to pay taxes on them unless I claimed them. My pockets were jammed with cash.



I turned off my sprint app and was leaning against the car in the shade, watching for Robin to arrive. She pulled in next to me. She hopped out, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me quickly. “Ready to call it a day? I am. We have lots to do. How was it, girl? Good day?” Her sweet eyes roamed my face.



“Fantastic. Over three hundred. Five times better than normal.”



“See? Want to make more?”



“Really?”



“Really. An average day for me is about four hundred. You could do the same. Want to?”



“Of course. Why not?”



“Well, I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about wearing a skirt or dress and heels or wedgies. Some kind of cleavage is worth a good bit too.” She pulled her shoulders back, wiggled her boobs, then laughed.



“Uh, not so sure about going that far.”



“Why not? It’s like wearing a uniform. You can take it off after work. It’s your work clothes. Of course, once you see how nice it feels to wear a dress or skirt, you won’t want to go back to pants. At least at work. Even after work probably. You’ll see what I mean. C’mon, Samantha. Let’s go buy you a couple uniforms for work with all that money you made today. We can go to Goodwill or Salvation Army and find plenty of inexpensive dresses and then get you shoes and things at the mall. It won’t cost you much. Okay? Then we can have a couple of drinks at my place and pick an outfit for tomorrow for you.”



“Drinks at your place?”



“Sure. Why not? We’re buddies now, right? I hope we are.”



“Uh, yeah. Of course we are.”



She took my hand. “We’ll get your car later. Get in.”
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It was strange trying on all the different skirts and dresses and things, but interesting. I was seeing myself in a whole new light. We went to the mall and bought some shoes, bras and panties, sheer pantyhose, cheap dangly earrings, and some other jewelry. I was amazed how much fun it was. When we were done, I had plenty of work outfits and even some nicer things I couldn’t pass up. I surprised myself how much I fell in love with the clothes. There was no doubt, though—I needed boobs to make them fit well.



“Okay, little girl. It’s off to my place.” I slid into the car and Robin drove us off, chattering. “When we get there, I want you to rinse off in the shower and shave your whole body. I’ll set up some outfits for you to try for tomorrow, and then we can get dressed to go out for an upscale dinner. I’ll buy.”



“Wait, shave my body?”



“Of course. How many women do you know with hairy bodies? It’s not like you’re a hairy guy anyway. I bet your leg and chest hair are even less prominent than your so-called beard was anyway. Just get rid of it all. Between your legs too. It’ll feel better when you’re wearing panties.”



My face flushed and I looked out the window. My heart was pounding in my chest. I wasn’t sure if it was from fear or excitement.



“Samantha, you okay?” Robin reached her hand over to mine and squeezed it. She glanced at me, and I nodded sheepishly at her.



“You’ll be fine, girl! Don’t worry. Hair can grow back if you hate it, and then you can go back to being the
 manly man
 you thought you were.”



At her place, she set me up with a towel and razor, and I showered and shaved as instructed. As soon as I was done, I wrapped the towel around me under my arms and walked into her bedroom, where she sat on the bed waiting, her legs crossed, bouncing a high heel. “All set? Get it all?”



“You changed.”



“Yes, for dinner. Let me put a coat of quick-dry nail polish on your nails.” She did my fingernails and toenails in a flash. I held my hands out and waved them to dry.



“Now try that dress on for tomorrow. But first, here are your bra, breast forms, and panties.” She held the panties out to me. “Don’t be embarrassed. Slip them on under your towel.” I sat on the bed and slid the pink satin panties up. I was hard as a rock in them. Luckily, they were snug and held it pressed against me.



She took the towel off me and handed me the bra. “Now hang it in front with the front side facing you then spin it around and fasten the back, then spin it back and slip your arms through the shoulder straps.”



I fussed with it to get the proper orientation, and she helped me put it on. She adjusted it before sliding the cold gel breast forms into it, adjusted it again, then tugged my flesh up under the forms, creating cleavage. I had very real-looking breasts. I gasped and throbbed in my panties as I stared down at them.



“I see it’s a little exciting for you, isn’t it? That’s expected when someone with your parts sees a pretty girl like you are now, don’t worry. Doesn’t it
 feel
 nice so far? You
 look
 perfect.”



My face felt flushed and hot, and I nodded sheepishly.



“How’s it feel, Samantha? How does it feel to be a sexy, pretty girl with breasts and cleavage?”



I rolled my eyes. My face was burning. “Uh, oh god, this is...”



“Feels how?”



“F...f…f...f...fantastic.” I laughed.



She kissed my cheek. “Good girl!”



I was shaking as she handed me the dress. It was a flowered, cotton, cap-sleeve dress that gave me hips and a waist thanks to the way the skirt flared out. She gave me wedge heels to put on.



“That should do for work, right? Go look in the mirror.”



I walked over, and the image was of a pretty girl my age.



“I think that’ll increase your tips. You look like a sweet, innocent girl. With nice cleavage too.” She laughed. “Good? Work clothes for tomorrow?”



“I guess.” I stared at myself. Moved around and spun so the hem fluttered around my thighs. I flipped my hair back. It felt so incredible. It was scary.



“Okay then. Let’s dress you for dinner and we can go eat! I’m famished.”



Robin placed a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose on the bed. “I cut the crotch out a little, so you’ll need to take your panties off and then put them back on after you slip into the pantyhose. It looks nicer that way, it makes it easier to pee, and it’s more comfortable.”



She showed me how to roll the pantyhose on my fingers to put them on. I slid out of the panties, and my shaved shaft was waving and bobbing uncontrollably in the air. I slid the pantyhose up and put my thrill indicator through the cut-out, then put the panties back on. I slipped out of the work dress and into a silky black V-neck minidress with an empire waist.



Robin was at my feet, taking off the wedges and replacing them with a pair of strappy, open-toe stilettos and fastening the ankle straps for me. My pretty pink toenails peeked through the sheer pantyhose. “Stand up and walk.”



I did, quickly caught myself from falling, and then walked carefully.



“Walk more on your toes than your heels.”



I did as she directed and found my balance. It became comfortable and felt so feminine, vulnerable, and sexy, having to take tiny steps.



“Good girl! Let’s get your jewelry on, and I’ll put some eyeshadow and blush on you.”



She loaded me up with our new costume jewelry and did my eyeshadow and blush. I looked at the sexy girl in the mirror as Robin sprayed a luscious-smelling perfume all over me and under my dress. I never felt so sexy in my life. It was as if I had become the girl of my dreams. I was my own favorite girlfriend. I grinned as I checked myself out in the full-length mirror while Robin loaded a pocketbook with my things and slung it on my shoulder.



She stood next to me and put her arm around my waist, pulling our hips together side by side. “You’re perfect. Gorgeous, actually.” She kissed me lightly on my lips so as to not mess our lipstick. “Let’s go.”



I throbbed uncontrollably in my panties. I was incredibly aroused, and my heart pounded in my chest. What was I doing? I was going to go to a chic restaurant dressed and looking like a sexy girl. This was incredibly wrong.



Robin tugged my hand, trying to get me to move and stop ogling myself in the mirror. “I know, it’s hard to stop looking at yourself, isn’t it? You’ll always be checking yourself out now that you’re a girl. Girls do that.” She tugged my hand again. “C’mon, honey. Let’s go eat. I bet you could use a drink or two too, huh?”



I nodded. I leaned close and whispered, “It’s wrong. So wrong.”



“Oh stop. That’s just your silly societal paradigms, girl. You’re a girl right now, so enjoy it. You can always go back to your old boring self if you want. Besides, I bet you never felt so sexy.” Her hand went to the front of my dress and rubbed me through the panties. “See?” She kissed my lips lightly. “Let’s go, girl. We’ll be late for our reservation.” She handed me the bag of my purchases. “Your things so you don’t forget them. You can put them in your car so they’re there when you leave tonight.”



Our heels clicked and clacked down the hall as she tugged me by the arm out of her house.
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In the car, I couldn’t stop running my hands over my stockinged legs or crossing and recrossing them, feeling the sensuality of the sheer, sleek stockings against my smooth and silky shaved skin.



Robin glanced at me while she drove. “Feels lovely, doesn’t it? Sometimes I wear stockings to work, too, they feel so nice. Plus, it’s easier on your feet because the shoes don’t rub, so no calluses or blisters. Not to mention they make your legs look nicer with the added color and gloss.”



I lowered my head, looked up at her sheepishly, and nodded. Unconsciously, my hand couldn’t stop caressing my leg.



“Don’t be embarrassed, honey. It’s natural. Some men feel good dressed well, and so do some women. Now you know how good it can feel for a woman to dress nicely. Immerse yourself in the pleasures of femininity. That’s all it is. Men don’t get to enjoy such splendid things as the sensual, sexy feeling you’re having now. Enjoy this new side of you. Be happy, not embarrassed. Be proud and confident. That’s how you’ll get tips, and that’s how you’ll be accepted. Not to mention...it’s who you really are.”



I sat up, smoothed my dress, and lifted my head and neck. I took a deep breath.



“Atta girl. Feel the power in you. Feel the strength. Sometimes repeating a mantra helps us to believe things better—like you did with fem tips. Repeat after me, ‘I am Samantha. A confident, pretty, sexy, and powerful girl.’”



“I am Samantha. A confident, pretty, sexy and powerful girl.”



“Good girl. Keep saying it.”



I did. My regular voice even sounded like a girl’s now, being dressed that way and feeling like I was. Each time I said it, I felt the statement more intensely. By the time we reached the restaurant, I was smiling and happy and felt every bit of the mantra I had repeated.



The handsome valet helped me out of the car, beaming at me and checking me out. Robin and I entered arm in arm.



I walked with a genuine smile on my face, my head high, my gel-form breasts jiggling and my hips swaying, feeling the mantra rushing through me as my perfume wafted to my nose. I felt like a goddess.



We took our seats on a couch on the patio by a fire pit. Robin smoothed her dress around her sexy, silky thighs, and after I sat, she took my hand in hers. She gazed lovingly into my eyes and almost made me melt. I was falling in love—me, dressed like a girl, of all things. I’d never be able to have her for my girlfriend now.



She slid her hand seductively along my stockinged thigh, sending ripples of pleasure into me. “For dinner we can have finger food so we can sit here and not need a table. They have lots of tapas to choose from.” She tilted her head and ran her fingers through my hair. “You’re so pretty. Okay, Samantha?”



My heart was pounding in my chest. She was so beautiful. Her hand glided up and down my silky thigh, and she tilted her head. “Okay, sweetie? You all right?



“Uh, yeah, that sounds nice. Finger food.”



She gave me a peck on the lips and let her hand rest on my leg as she picked up the menu with her other hand and held it for us to read. She gently squeezed my thigh on and off. It was driving me crazy; my hardness was trapped and undulating uncontrollably between my crossed legs. I let out a whimper and my body shook.



“What’s wrong, little girl?”



I held her hand fast to my leg. I whispered to her “Please. It’s too much. I might...I might...let go.”



Quietly she said, “Oh my!” She laughed. “Sorry, honey. But I’m glad you’re enjoying it so much. If that does happen, don’t worry. I won’t mind, except I’d like to not waste it.” She licked her lips and winked. “I’d rather have it in my mouth... or another place. Maybe later I can take care of it for you... if you’d like me to. I’d
 love
 that.”



My eyes went wide, and I covered my mouth with my hand. My face flushed and I looked away. I thought about baseball to try to get under control. “Oh, my. That was almost an accident.” I breathed deeply, then laughed. “You’re too much, Robin.”



“Good. More is always better. Too much is best.” She patted my thigh and removed her hand to grasp my hand and squeeze it. She gazed longingly at me. “You’re so beautiful in more ways than one. I think I might be falling in love with you, Samantha.”



She was falling in love with
 me?
 How could that be? A geeky guy like me who was now dressed like a girl? She was fabulous. I was falling in love with her. It was too bad I wasn’t a guy at that moment. I’d have been proud to be taking her to dinner.



I looked into her smiling eyes. “Next time, I’ll take
 you
 to dinner, and I’ll be with you as Sam. I promise. I’d love to be your boyfriend. I’ll even keep the beard off and wear a tie and stuff.”



She pulled her head back and glared at me. “Don’t you dare, girl. I want Samantha. It’s her I’m in love with.”

































6







Dinner was fabulous. It felt like Robin and I had always known each other. We had so much in common in our world views and our ways of looking at things. She was much more confident and assertive than I was, but I was feeling I could be more like her. She might turn out to be just what I needed in life.



All the time we were eating and talking, we touched each other on and off, and it seemed so natural. Holding hands, caressing each other’s legs, touching each other’s hair. I couldn’t stop myself, and neither could she. We’d steal a kiss from each other from time to time. Robin would rub me in my panties now and then. It was a dream come true, except in my dream, I was a guy and not masquerading as a girl. Could it really work? Would I have to present as a girl all the time? Could I? Would I? I was too into Robin to give it much thought at the time.



We had dessert and she picked up the bill. “Okay, girl. Work tomorrow, and remember you have a longer morning routine now, being a pretty girl. Let’s get you to your car.”



She led me out by the hand, and the valet brought the car for us. She pulled away and her hand slid on my crossed leg as I gazed out the window, wondering about us and the future.



“You okay, Samantha?”



“Uh, yeah. Just thinking. Tonight was great. The best night I’ve ever had.”



Her hand slid between my legs and squeezed my hardness as she concentrated on the road. “Mmm, me too. Seems you’re feeling as sexy as I am.” I uncrossed my legs and rolled my knees to the side. She pulled my panties aside and stroked me gently and slowly with her soft, cool hand. “It’s so nice and silky.”



I gasped and whimpered. “I uh, I...” I pulled her hand off and tucked it away, then crossed my legs. “Sorry.” I looked out the window and thought about baseball again.



“Sorry? No need to be sorry. You’re giving me and all of this a compliment, sweetie.” She laughed. “Hope it didn’t squirt yet. Like I said, I want that in me.”



Both her hands were on the wheel. I looked out the window feeling silly, but I was thrilled at what she was offering. Something I’d never had before. I couldn’t wait. Maybe she’d let me stay the night.



“I, uh, I could stay over if you want?”



She glanced and winked quickly. “Thanks for offering, but I don’t know you well enough for you to see me all undone in the morning.”



“Oh yeah, okay, of course. Sorry for asking.”



“No that’s sweet. Someday maybe. I’d like that when we’re ready for it.”



She pulled into her parking space next to my car and shut her car off. “Okay, Samantha. We’re here. Stay right there.”



She got out of the car and opened the trunk. She closed it, came around to my side, and opened my door. She took my hand and helped me out then shut the door. She placed a folded blanket on the ground in front of me and looked up at me, smiling. She lifted the hem of my dress and pulled my panties aside; she wrapped her long-nailed fingers around my hard and throbbing shaft.



I stood there in my heels and leaned back against the cool metal of the car, looking around the private yard. The moon was full and cast a soft light on her lovely features. A cool breeze flew up my dress and through my hair.



She took my rod into her hot, wet mouth, looked up at me and began to bob her head on it while she ran her tongue in circles around my shaft and head. She took my hand and placed it on her head. She placed my other one on it, too, and pressed them. I held her head tight, and she nodded, her eyes smiling up at me.



She bobbed wildly, her hot tongue racing around my shaft, her gorgeous eyes staring into mine in the moonlight. My wet, gleaming rod disappeared into her painted lips and came back out to the cool breeze over and over.



I gasped. “Uh, god, Robin?? Huh!”



She nodded, her eyes pleading. I held her head tight and I began to shake and whimper as electricity went through me head to toe—my knees shook, my ankles went weak in my high heels, and I shuddered as each shot flooded into her mouth and she swallowed, her eyes locked on mine. I saw her wriggle her bottom as I shot again, and her torso shook. Her eyes rolled. I thrusted into her face and held it there as the last loads shivered through me into her mouth, and her body twitched.



When I was done, she was still passionately bobbing her head and running her tongue around my shaft, making me jerk and twitch uncontrollably. I had to forcibly pull her off me. I lifted her up and gave her a deep kiss, tasting my release in her mouth. I tried to press my hardness between her legs, but she placed her palm between us and squeezed it as she kissed me.



She pulled back and arranged herself as I tucked away and put my hem down. She glanced around, then turned to me and smiled. “Thank you! That was lovely. You had quite a bit too. It was fabulous.” Her hand ran over my hair.



“Thank you. It was heaven. Seems you might have enjoyed it as much as I did, the way your body shuddered.”



She raised her eyebrows and licked her lips. “I get into it, all right, and doing that for you was more exciting than it
 ever
 was for me with
 anyone
 else. I’ve never had a girlfriend, or boyfriend, as exciting as you.”



She gave me a hug and tugged my hand, leading me to my car. “Go home. Get a good night’s rest and tomorrow be the pretty girl you are.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “I love you, Samantha.”



“I love you too, Robin.”



“See you tomorrow, girl.” She ran off in her heels to her house.
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She loves me!
 I drove home on top of the world. I even loved the feeling of my heels and minidress as I drove. The windows down and blowing my hair blowing around, my perfume wafting to me on and off, the fresh night air was sweet, and... I had a girlfriend in love with me!



I went inside, and as brilliantly as the night had turned out, I felt silly, an imposter somehow. I stripped my clothes off and laid out my clothes for tomorrow. I slipped into a pair of tighty-whities and went onto the balcony of my apartment with a cold beer. I had lingerie that Robin made me buy, some really sexy nightwear, but I didn’t feel right wearing it right then... even though I still had my makeup on, hair done, dangling earrings, and I smelled like a girl. If I didn’t see how much like a girl I looked and just wore my tighty-whities and had a beer, then I could believe I was a normal guy with a fantastic girlfriend.



I sipped the beer and stared at the night sky. I loved this girl, and it was the best time I’d ever had. Why
 wouldn’t
 I be the girl she loved? It would be plain stupid to give her up. Of course, I’d done dumber things than that. Like not going to college, and not getting a real job, and not being a real man. I was a dismal failure, and she was my heavenly salvation. I
 had
 to be what she wanted me to be, or I’d be the same as ever... nothing.



She was probably right that I really was a girl, regardless of my body parts. In my head, I was more a girl as far as how I liked to look. I always looked more like a girl, and I even liked acting more like a girl. She had to be right. I had to be smart this time and stop fighting with myself. I had to be Samantha or be nothing.
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I set my alarm a half hour earlier to allow me to primp. I woke to the sight of my prettily painted finger- and toenails. I loved doing my hair and makeup, and I put on a flowery, flowy, short beige V-neck dress with sheer suntan pantyhose and some cute high-heeled wedgie shoes. I sprayed perfume all over myself. I felt like a million bucks as I checked myself out in the full-length mirror and throbbed in my panties hidden beneath the flare of the minidress. I adjusted my gel breast forms and cleavage.
 God,
 it felt good being this way. What a freak I was.



I slung my purse over my shoulder and slid into my car. I realized what crappy a car I had while wearing that minidress. It felt dirty to sit on the seat. I ran back in, got a towel, and tucked it around the seat. I told myself if I kept this up, I could replace the car soon. It felt wonderful driving in heels with the wind blowing in my hair, but it made me realize I’d have to ponytail it like I used to or get it cut shorter. It was all fluffed around my face at the stoplights and I had to wrangle the curls back where they belonged. I had to laugh at it. What a girl I was! Note to self: Get your hair styled shorter.



I pulled into the lot, and Robin was already there in wedges and a denim mini, sipping a large coffee and leaning against her car. She beamed at me as I pulled in. She opened my door and held her arms out. “Look at you, girl! Fem tips for you today,
 for sure!”
 She gave me a gentle peck on the lips, careful not to mess our lipstick. “Mmm, my sweet, sweet girl. Good morning.”



“Good morning.”



“Getting a coffee?”



“I made iced tea for my thermos.”



She looked me up and down then at her watch. “Should be getting sprints soon.” She looked at her phone, tapping it with her long nails. “There’s one. Bob Evans. I missed him the other day.”



“Uh, I think I got it. Good looking young businessman? Nice guy? Good tipper?”



“Yup. I have a date with him tonight, sweetie. Maybe you should come too. I bet he’d love that.”



“A date?”



“Well, not like
 our
 dates. No love involved. Just play, really. Entertainment. It would be great if you came along. I bet he wouldn’t mind a bit. You could learn some new things, too, about being with a man.”



“I am a man.”



She gave me a smirk and shook her head. “Pick up the sprint...
 girl.
 I’ll get the next one. When you see him, see if you can come along. It’s always at a really nice restaurant.”



I picked up the sprint on my phone and got into the car. “Uh, you guys go. I’d feel like a fifth wheel. I don’t know how I should act going on a date with my girlfriend and her boyfriend.”



“Samantha. He’s not my boyfriend. It’s you I love.”



Frustrated and jealous, I started the car and revved the engine, making it sputter and cough. “Gotta go!”



I drove off noisily. I knew it was too good to be true. My girlfriend wasn’t my girlfriend at all. She probably has a ton of boyfriends who would be taking her time for
 entertainment
 . I was steaming and almost crying as I drove to do Bob Evans’ delivery. I picked up the food, and by the time I reached the office building, I had composed myself.



Up the elevator, past the secretary, and into his office. He stood tall, flashing a smile ear to ear. “Samantha! So good to see you again. I expected someone else today for some reason.”



“Robin said I should take your order if that’s who you meant. I saw her at the parking lot.” I placed the bags on his desk and tried not to look at him. I glanced around the office and out the floor-to-ceiling windows.



He checked inside the bags and reached into his pocket. “Something wrong? You seem agitated.”



“Nope.” I stared at him expressionless. My heart was pounding.



He cocked an eyebrow. “Did I offend you in some way?”



I took a deep breath, shook my head, and looked down.



“What’s the matter? Was it wrong for me to say I was expecting Robin? We’re good friends. As a matter of fact, we have a dinner date tonight. Hey, I know what—why don’t you join us? You know Robin, right?”



I nodded, still looking down.



Then come. I’m buying dinner and drinks. We always have a nice time. I’d love to have you there too. Please?”



I gazed up at him, my head down and watery eyes looking up. “She’s
 your
 girlfriend. I thought she was
 mine
 , but now I know she isn’t.”



He placed a hand gently on my shoulder. “Aw, Samantha. Don’t be sad. If you say she’s your girlfriend, then she is. That’s between you two. She and I are just friends enjoying some time together. Please. Join us. I’d love to treat you two lovers to a nice night out.”



“Well, we aren’t exactly lovers.”



“Well, whatever you two are, I don’t want to get in the way. I can just cancel with Robin. But I’d think she’d be the one canceling if she thought you’d be upset. You might upset her by getting all wriggled up in your panties over this, you know.” His hand rubbed my shoulder gently. “What do you say? Join us tonight? Please?”



“Uh...you might be right. I guess maybe I’m making too much out of it.”



“That a girl. Robin can fill you in on where we’re meeting if that’s okay. I have to go to a meeting.” He reached his hand out and slid cash into mine. “Have a great day, Samantha.” He picked up the bags, opened the door for me to leave, followed me out, then turned down the hall and called back to me while holding the bags up, “Thanks!”



I stammered. “Uh, thank you.”



I looked at the cash and put it in my purse. Another twenty bucks.



Was I overreacting to Robin and Bob? I hardly knew her and not for very long. She said she loved me, and I knew I was head over heels for her. I took a deep breath, and another sprint came across my phone. The day went one sprint after the other until we quit early at six. Robin and I texted back and forth throughout the day, and I felt more comfortable about our dinner that night. I was even looking forward to dressing up for it. Robin said she loved to really do it up because the places Bob took her were so classy.



I knew just what to wear. I got home and rinsed off, then changed right into it, freshened my hair, makeup, and perfume. I felt like a princess in my black chiffon overlay, V-neck minidress with gartered black stockings, and black-lace bra and panties. I throbbed in my panties as I checked myself in the full-length mirror and sprayed some more perfume on.



Robin picked me up to save time and so I wouldn’t be embarrassed giving my car to the valet. The matre d’ escorted us to the patio, where Bob sat in a shaded circular booth that faced off into the woods. He stood and motioned for us to sit on either side of him.



He gave Robin a peck on the cheek and turned to me. “May I, Samantha?”



I smiled nervously and leaned my cheek toward him for a kiss. It felt weird having a guy kiss my cheek. Not bad really, but weird.



I crossed my legs beneath the table, feeling my silky stockings sliding over each other lusciously. I reached for the glass of water, and Robin reached her hand across Bob to squeeze my hand as she smiled and said, “Isn’t this place wonderful?” She patted Bob’s leg and said, “Thanks again for taking me out—and for taking out my girlfriend, Samantha. You’re so nice, Bob.”



“Nice? Not nice. Selfish. What man wouldn’t want to eat dinner with two gorgeous bookends like you two? Thank you both for joining me.” His hands landed on our thighs and slid up and down them nonchalantly and then gave them both a squeeze. I throbbed in my panties from the erotic feel of his large hand on my leg. It was so sensual.



My heart pounded. “I think I need a drink.” I reached for the drink menu and picked out the Pink Lady. The waiter took our orders, and we chatted idly amongst ourselves until he brought the cocktails.



Bob said, “Be careful with that, Samantha. The Pink Lady can be very potent. Don’t let her femininity fool you. Just like Robin here.” He laughed.



Robin snuggled against him, beaming at me, her hand under the table. “Samantha’s pretty potent too, Bob. So now you have two potent ladies drinking Pink Ladies. Think you can handle us?” She raised her glass to us. We all clinked and sipped. I downed mine and put the empty glass on the table. Bob raised it to the waiter standing across the room.



It looked like Robin was rubbing his crotch under the table. Bob glanced at me, a grin on his face. His hand slid onto my thigh again and caressed it. It felt heavenly for some reason. “I don’t know, girls. You’re both so sensual, feminine, and inviting. I think any man would be overcome with your allure.”



Bob was trying to slip his hand between my legs, and I crossed them tighter. I looked at Robin. She was rubbing him through his pants. She looked around, and I could tell she had taken Bob’s rod out of his pants beneath the tablecloth. He leaned back and put his arms over our shoulders.



Robin grasped my hand, which was holding Bob’s from going farther on my crossed leg, and she placed it around his huge, silky, and hairless shaft. Clasping my fingers around his rigid shaft, she squeezed my hand tight on it and made me jerk it while she looked into my eyes. “That’s it, Samantha. Feel Bob’s compliment for you. Make Bob feel good and enjoy your compliment. Bob doesn’t mind one bit. Be a big girl and enjoy being one.”



I nodded nervously, looking around. No one was the wiser or could be, given the long tablecloth and the direction we were facing.



She relaxed her grip on my hand. “Now don’t you let go, or I’ll be mad at you.” She released my hand. I continued squeezing it and stroking it and noticing how good it felt in my hand. How powerful I felt making Bob feel so good! I was in control of his pleasure, and it felt wonderful feeling his desire for me to continue. But how wrong this was—I should let it go and put my hand in my lap, but it felt so good I couldn’t help myself. Just one more stroke, I thought. One more squeeze, and it just one more after that.



Robin sipped her drink and watched me to be sure I was doing it. She nodded. “Good girl. Now keep going. Slowly. Don’t finish Bob off, though. Let him ride the edge. Torture him.” She beamed at me and kissed Bob lightly on his lips.



He laughed. The waiter came. I stopped but held onto it while smiling at the waiter. He left the drink, grinning as he did and diverting his eyes. I felt the huge velvet pole, solid and throbbing, and just squeezed its firmness and thickness until the waiter left. It felt so good to hold it, knowing how good it made Bob feel. Bob continued to caress my legs. I couldn’t help stroking him again as soon as the waiter left. Again, I thought, how I could possibly be doing such a thing?



One more stroke. One more squeeze and I’ll stop forever and be normal. My heart raced, I throbbed uncontrollably in my panties, and I was breathing rather hard. I
 loved
 the feel of him in my hand and how I was controlling his pleasure. One more became another, over and over.



Bob whispered in my ear. “You have such soft, silky hands, Samantha. Thank you for the honor of letting me feel such a delight. It’s heavenly. But... Oh my...” He pulled my hand off it and took a deep breath. “Almost slipped. Give it a minute okay, honey?”



I let go like it was burning my hand and nodded nervously, then sipped my drink. My face was flushed. I recrossed my legs and pressed my uncontrollably leaping hardness between my thighs.



Robin lifted her drink to me and said, “To nice men and all their wonderful entertainments.”



She winked at Bob, then looked back at me smiling. “Right, Samantha? Don’t you love the entertainment nice men bring?”



“Uh, I… uh...”



“Clink my glass. That will be enough agreement for now.” She held it out to me.



I clinked it and sipped.



Robin said, “Exciting?”



I nodded quickly, my face red.



“Fun?”



I nodded again.



“Want more?”



I covered my mouth and nodded vigorously. She took my hand and put it back on Bob’s throbbing shaft, slick from his oozing. I rolled my eyes. I spread the wetness around the tip with my thumb and stroked it instinctually. It had become as natural to me as breathing. I had always liked doing this to myself, but it was
 so
 much more exciting doing it to Bob. Better to give than receive, I guess. His was so inviting. I found a new passion. Bob smiled and caressed my thigh beneath the table, and we perused the menus, snuggled together, while I held on to my new favorite toy. Robin tugged on Bob’s shaved globes beneath the table while I stroked, and then she’d stroke and I’d tug and roll them in my palm.



We stopped to order and paused to eat, coming back to Bob on and off. By the end of the meal, all I wanted to do was make love to Robin. I had never been so aroused in my life.



We had espressos and dessert. I had a nice buzz, as I think we all did. I didn’t know how Bob could take all the attention. I know if I were him, I’d have come a long time ago. He stopped us several times but resisted finishing and always came back for more.



Robin whispered in his ear. He nodded. She leaned across Bob toward me and motioned me close. Her eyes were bright. “Samantha. I think you might like to finish Bob. I think you’d feel more confident of your feminine nature then, don’t you? More proof to you of who you truly are.”



I stared blankly at her as I thought about it. My heart was pounding in my chest, and my face grew hot. I throbbed over and over and could feel myself oozing in my panties. I was a guy, though; I should be repulsed by such a thought, but I sure didn’t feel like a guy. It thrilled me to think of making him release from my efforts. I imagined jerking him all the way and feeling him let go. It was so exciting, thinking I could excite him so much that he’d do that over me. But was totally wrong. I resisted showing Robin how badly I wanted to. I shrugged.



“Good, then put your head down and suck it all in. Bob’s ready.”



Bob was smiling and nodded permission.



I leaned into her and whispered, “Uh, Robin... I thought you meant, uh... I thought you meant... with my hand.”



“Oh, sweetie. Why pass up all that reward? Plus, it will be a lot less messy, and Bob would certainly like it more. Come now. Be a big girl. You can do it.”



My heart raced. I realized I was a guy dressed as a girl and had been jerking a guy all night, and to think of following that all with having him finish, stuffing it into my face... well. Squirting it all into my mouth? It thrilled me, yet it appalled me. I imagined myself making a scene as I gagged on his release.



“Uh...no thanks. Okay?”



“Okay, honey. Then you get Bob ready, and
 I’ll
 take the reward.”



My girlfriend was going to swallow this guy’s load? I didn’t know which was worse. Could I watch my girlfriend swallow another guy’s gushes right in front of me, with his shaft shoved in her pretty face as I sat there dressed like a girl, or should I do it myself and take the chance of gagging? I’d be such a jerk watching my girlfriend please another guy like that! A total freak. I should just suck it up, literally, and be a man. I would take Bob’s load into my mouth and force myself not to gag.



I throbbed in my panties and oozed some more. Robin sat, waiting patiently while I slowly stroked Bob. She whispered, “Listen to me. Be a man and take his load.”



My brain raced. Oh god! What kind of man am I? Watch Robin do it or do it myself? Let another guy use my face like a Fleshlight? My stomach rolled. My heart raced. I was so conflicted. I kept jerking it without thinking and stared off into space.



“Uh, Samantha. Be a big girl and put on your big girl pants and make Bob give you his reward in your face. Are you going to reap the reward, or should I? You can if you want. I think it would be good for you. A new accomplishment, further proving yourself as a desirable girl.”



I whispered. “Uh... I better not. I’d hate to make a scene if I gagged.”



Robin nodded and patted my leg. “Okay, sweetie. Then get Bob to the edge, and I’ll finish.”



I loved doing it. I watched his face, his loving gaze. He moved his hips a little and looked around. He pulled Robin closer, and she snuggled next to him and looked around. “Whenever you’re ready, Bob.”



She watched me and smiled. “Good girl, Samantha. Tug him too.”



I tugged his globes and stroked his shaft intently, squeezing the firm velvet shaft tightly as I gazed with intense anticipation into his eyes. I tugged and rolled his globes with my other hand. I was leaping and oozing in my panties. Maybe he’d never make it into her mouth, and I could feel him gush for me through my hand.



He winked at me. “That’s it, Sam. Good job, almost there.”



I looked deep into his eyes. It was as if I could see the soul of the beast inside of him. His hand slid on my stockings. I throbbed in my panties and bounced one leg over my trapped hardness.



He whispered, “That’s it, Sam. Good job, Sam.”



“Samantha. Not Sam, please.” I went faster.



“Good girl, Samantha.” He looked around, turned to Robin and nodded. “Reward time.”



I went as fast as I could trying to get him done with my hand. Robin dove onto it. I held the base snug and tugged his globes while she bobbed her head on it. Bob tensed as he held my girlfriend’s head and moved his hips to thrust into her pretty face. She gazed up at him, her filled red lips engulfing his gleaming rod. I felt his shaft swell and gush through my grip and into Robin’s face. I felt each gush move through his shaft while gripping it in my hand. He made a low grunt and held it there while my girlfriend swallowed gush after gush. I saw Robin's body tense and shudder while she swallowed every drop. My girlfriend—and I was watching her while dressed like a girl. I was a freak!



Uncontrollably, my body shuddered, and I instantly and intensely came between my legs, soaking my stockings while a couple of whimpers escaped from me. Bob squeezed my leg. “Nice job, Sam.”



Shit! Did he really know I was a Sam? Did I give it away when I came, and my body shook? I studied his face, slid my napkin between my legs and wiped off my stockings as he grinned at me. “I’m sorry... I meant Samantha. Nice job, Samantha.”



Robin leaned across Bob and pulled my face toward her to kiss me. She held the back of my head tightly, her tongue entered my mouth, and she pushed a big load, maybe all of Bob’s reward, into my mouth. I didn’t gag. She kissed me passionately, moving the salty, creamy liquid across my tongue and gums. The stuff I made him give for me. The stuff that said how sexy I was. I swallowed all she gave me and felt an electric shudder pass through me again.



She pulled back and observed me, her eyes flitting around my face, her hand on my cheek. “Okay, dear?”



I nodded and licked my lips.



She patted my leg. “Good girl!”



As I shrank in my damp panties, I wondered,
 What on earth am I doing?!
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I hurriedly left for the girls’ room. Robin followed after a few minutes. We both freshened up; my mind was racing about what had just happened. How had I watched as my girlfriend sucked the passionate release of another guy while I came uncontrollably all over my stockings while dressed as a girl? What had I become?



Bob said goodnight to each of us as the valet got our car. Robin and Bob chatted happily while I stood silently. I offered my cheek to him as he kissed us goodnight.



In the car, Robin said, “Are you okay, honey? You seem quiet.”



“I’m fine. Just tired, I guess. That was a big night for me.”



She glanced at me quickly as she stopped at the light and reached into her purse and fished around in it. “It was, and I’m so
 proud
 of you. You were
 such
 a good girl. Bob really loved having us both there tonight.” She handed me what looked like a credit card in the dim light, and then she pulled away from the light. I held it and watched her as she cheerily continued, “He gave us each a hundred-dollar Amazon card to go shopping with. He said he’d like to take us shopping some time, but he doesn’t have the time right now. Isn’t he great?”



I slid it into my purse. “A hundred bucks? Is that what you usually get for a BJ?”



“Samantha! No. I’m not a hooker and neither are you. Some men just like to be nice to girls they like. It’s a simple gift. If you don’t want it, I’ll take it for you. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy the evening. I saw you. I know you soiled your stockings when he was filling me up with his reward. I know you liked tasting it from my mouth after, because you shuddered when you did, and when you tasted it in your mouth, you swallowed it all down very greedily. Tell me the truth. You loved every
 single minute of tonight.”



“Well...” I crossed my silky, stockinged legs and caressed them unconsciously. “I, uh... even though my brain is a mess, I guess it was nice. But we got
 paid
 to get Bob off. That’s not right. That makes us sluts.”



“It doesn’t. We didn’t get paid; we were given a gift. It’s a simply because Bob is such a nice guy. If he didn’t give us a gift, you would have enjoyed it just as much. If you like, we can go out with another guy who won’t give us gifts. I know some guys that can’t afford to. Would that make you feel better?”



“Another guy? How many guys do you service!? How many guys are you the entertainment for?”



She shook her head and threw a quick burning glare at me as we passed under the streetlight. She had the look of a guy ready to kill someone, not a pretty girl. “I’m at no one’s
 service
 . They are at mine! If they happen to be entertained, it’s because I want them to be. It’s my choice. I enjoy controlling men like that and having them depend on me to make them feel good. I like being able to decide when and how I become their foremost fantasy, which I can fulfill. I like being their dream of the perfect girl they can’t get enough of and not being a just wimpy, boring guy—like you were before I found you—who has those dreams. And I know you loved it just as much as I did, so take your old paradigms and self-righteousness and stuff them where the light doesn’t shine, you little wimp!”



She pulled into my driveway, the car jumping around the turn and screeching to a stop in front of my place. “Get out! Get out and think about what you just said to your girlfriend who loves you.” Her voice was choppy, her eyes filled with tears. She slapped my thigh and arm over and over until I got out.



My mouth hung open as I stared at her in the moonlight.



She looked out her window. “I love you and I know you as well as I know myself, so stop lying to yourself about who and what you are and get used to being the hot sexy girl you are.” She turned back to me, her eyes full of tears. Choking on her words, she sputtered, “Until you realize that... I... I… don’t know if I can love you anymore. Right now... I’m mad you think I’m the things you think I am. I’m just trying to share a great life with you! Go back to your shitty old self if you want! Go!”



Frightened and shaking, I ran up the stairs and into my place. I fell on the bed and cried into my pillow until I fell asleep.



















10







The next morning, I felt like a piece of shit. I felt like I had lost my best friend. I stripped off my dress and stockings and threw everything in the wash. I put the gel breast forms in the dresser drawer. I showered and put on my tighty-whities, a tee-shirt and some ripped jeans and flip-flops. I put my hair in a ponytail and stared at myself in the mirror. There I was! The usual failure I was used to. I nodded at myself and left.



At the parking spot, there was no Robin. A sprint came in for Bob Evans, and it was picked up before I could think about it. It was probably Robin going to Bob so he could console her and set up a date for tonight with him and maybe some others. Slut!



I sprinted all day. Seventy bucks was my reward. Pretty damn boring. I thought about how Robin called something else a reward, and it aroused me to think of me doing it, and even how hot it was watching her do it. Then the pain started in my stomach, and I put it out of my mind.



I went out to the dumpiest bar in the area and drank loads of cheap beer and ate greasy food, getting sneers and dirty looks from the filthy guys at the bar who knew they could all beat the girly-looking guy to a pulp if they wanted to be entertained. Well, I thought to myself, at least I’m entertaining to them. I laughed as I stumbled out of the bar. Entertaining in a different way to a different crowd. I was so much more with Robin. Even if she didn’t fit my old idea of what a good girl was. Even if I had to parade around masquerading as something I wasn’t. It was still better.



I went on like that for a week, Being the old me. Telling myself I was a guy, not a girl, and this was who I was and should be. Earning crap for a day’s work.



Yet I constantly checked my phone for a text from Robin. I thought about texting her, but if she didn’t want to text me, how much could she love me? She wasn’t even showing up at our usual parking spot anymore. I even left a scattering of french fries between visits to see if anyone drove over them, and that didn’t happen. The birds just ate them before I returned. She must have been using another place to wait between sprints.



What should I do? I was making sixty to eighty bucks a day instead of three to four hundred. I was miserable. I hated the way I looked. I hated the way I felt. I missed Robin so much. I’d hit rock bottom. It was the worst I’d ever felt in my whole miserable, unaccomplished life. I couldn’t go on this way. My life was pointless, useless, unentertaining for anyone unless I decided to piss off those filthy guys at the dive bar and let them be entertained by beating me to a pulp. At least then, I’d have a purpose, and it would probably be the last time I’d have to be miserable again because I’d be dead.



I sat on the curb by the dumpster at my apartment, sucking down beer after cheap beer out of the brown shopping bag, my mind racing and catastrophizing one scenario after another of what my life would be like if I did things differently. It all ended the same way. Why not take the easy way out? Why be such a pussy, afraid of the way out? Why not have some courage and use the balls I had between my legs? I had to stand up and do what was right. I had to do what my life had led me to. It was the only thing left to do, and I had to have the courage to do it.



I sucked down the last beer and decided to do it tomorrow after I sobered up. I’d just do it and be done with it and never have to worry about things again.



I had a grin on my face as calm washed over me, having made my decision. I passed out on my bed.
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I took my Amazon card and showed the balance on it to a kid at McDonald’s. I sold it to him for seventy bucks. That and the money I had left from the more successful days would do it. I could buy what I needed.



I bit the bullet, so to speak, and walked into the shop, gritting my teeth at what I was about to do. She was sitting in a chair reading a gun magazine; she then put it down and stood, studying me. She smiled sadly, somehow knowing why I was there.



She was tough-looking, but pretty—she had shaved the sides of her head, and the long hair on top flopped over to one side. Her eyes were made up dark, and she had long, blood-red nails. She ran her hand over my hair as she said, “Are you sure, honey? It’s a scary step. You won’t be able to change things afterward by just wishing it. You’re so young.”



“I have to. It’s what I need to do, and I have to do it all the way. I have to commit to it and follow through. I’ve never been good at doing that my whole life, and now I don’t have a choice because of it. I have to do this. It’s my destiny. It’ll be easier this way if it’s something I can’t change back. It’ll be done, and I’ll have finally accomplished something to fix my life once and for all.”



“Wow, that’s intense. Is this over a girl, honey?”



“It is. I’ll show her what effect she had on me! It’ll make her think.”



“Okay. It’s drastic, but it’s your choice. Every person has a right to do what they want with their life. When it’s done, you’ll be at peace... or in hell.” She kissed my cheek and ran her hand over my hair. I could feel her caring. “Come, let me show you what we have and what I’d recommend.” She picked up a magazine from the table and put it on the counter.
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I bought it. It was powerful. Incredibly so. Every time I looked at it, a grin plastered my face ear to ear. I couldn’t believe I actually did it. It gave me confidence and made me feel powerful... sexy even. Very sexy, actually. I think it was the strength of it. I looked at it in front of the mirror, my hands touching it, looking at myself up and down. Robin would go nuts. She’d know the impact she had on me. Now I had to set up a meeting with her so she could see the result of her work. She might not recognize me with it. How could she? I’d be so changed to her with most of me missing. Me, brandishing this raw power.



I got ready, taking care to do the best I could for my presentation. I paid attention to every detail. I checked myself in the mirror. Perfect!



I’d do it at a public place, not somewhere in hiding like a scared little boy. A classy place. Somewhere she liked to frequent so everyone would know and see the result of her actions. I made a reservation. She’d remember this night forever.



I thought about texting her, but then she might not text back, or it could take too much time. I used my balls and called her. It rang and rang and rang and went to voicemail. I stuttered and hung up. I stared at my phone and waited to see if she’d call back. It felt like a million years. I looked at my hands grasping it. They looked like someone else’s. Someone powerful. I put it back.



My phone rang and I grabbed it. It was her. I was direct. “Robin! Hi! I need to see you tonight. It’s really important. I have something to show you.”



“Samantha. Or is it Sam? Either way, I’ve been hoping you’d call. I miss you so much, but I was afraid if you weren’t contacting me, I should leave you alone. Are you okay?”



“Uh, yeah. You’ll see tonight. I made a reservation at your favorite restaurant. I don’t have any money, but I don’t have to eat. I’ll meet you there in the bar, if that’s okay.”



“What time?”



“Is six all right?”



“Sure. Six is great. We can sit and talk, and I can buy us drinks and dinner. I can’t wait.”



“Good. See you in a little while.” I hung the phone up. My hands were shaking. I checked that everything was loaded in my purse, slung the heavy bag on my shoulder, and checked myself in the mirror again. My heart pounded in my chest. She’d see what she did to me, and I’d shock her to death when she saw who she was responsible for killing off. She needed to see what she had accomplished.
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I parked in a lot down the street so I wouldn’t have to use the valet. My feet were killing me in my cheap new “power” shoes I wore, but it was worth every bit of pain. I settled into a corner seat at the sumptuous bar and crossed my legs. I bounced one foot nervously, and the bartender took my drink order for a triple X-rated vodka martini up with olives and a lemon twist.



He smiled and poured my drink then left. I sipped the frosted concoction and checked the time. Five until six. I arranged myself on the seat facing the entrance so I could see Robin’s expression when she saw me. I was betting she’d not recognize me at first, because the power I was carrying changed my demeanor completely. I was
 very
 powerful now. Confident in my skin. No one could hurt me unless I allowed them to. I’d not be some dregs’ entertainment with what I carried now. And would I show Robin what she’d done.



She walked in tiny steps, a purse slung over her shoulder, her head high, breasts jiggling in the V-neck top of her glittery, curve-hugging minidress. Her stockinged legs glistened beneath each downlight she passed under. She was looking around the bar. She glanced at me and kept going. I was staring right at her. I placed my hand on my heavy, shoulder-slung purse. She turned around the room, looking at everyone. A couple of regulars waved and smiled at her.



She continued. I put the purse on my lap and hugged it to me like a security blanket. I bounced a foot and stared right at her, blank-faced. Her head tilted slightly. A grin came over her face. She walked slowly toward me, uncertain if she should approach and say something. She looked nervous. Unsettled.



I slid my hand into my purse. My eyes began to well up at the thought of what I was doing. I felt like running away. She came closer. Closer yet. A grin slipped onto her face. She tilted her head and looked me up and down. She was in front of me, her eyes fluttering around my face and hair. I stayed rigid. Expressionless, eyes wet, my hand inside my purse, ready for the shock.



She leaned closer to me and tentatively moved her hand with its long, painted nails to my hair and said quietly, “Sam?”



I looked around and no one was watching us. I took what I held in my hand out of the purse and quickly... dabbed my wet eyes. “Robin! What do you think? I’m Samantha. Sam is dead. Dead and gone forever.” I stood and held the seat next to me for her. “Let me get you a drink.” I waved to the bartender and motioned for another martini for Robin.



She gave me a big hug and kissed my cheeks over and over. “I’m so happy for you. You’re so courageous. You sure did kill Sam. Wow! That super feminine, highlighted curly hair of yours is so nice! I love the one shaved upside and the really light blonde in the red. It makes your face so pretty having it that short now too. Your makeup is fabulous and intense... the extra ear piercings...” She held my hands and looked at them. “And those sexy long nails.” She sniffed me. “Mmm, you smell luscious too. I love the new you! I’m so proud of you!”



She sat and we both turned toward the bar. Her hand slid on my leg, and we held our drinks out to clink daintily. I toasted. “May Sam rest in peace!”



“Yes, you’ve given yourself such a gift by killing him off.” We clinked and sipped. “What made you do it?” Her eyes flitted around my face as she slid her hand lightly on my stockinged leg.



“I reached rock bottom. I guess it was meant to be. I mean, our fight and everything. It all led me to realize I had to do something drastic. I thought about actually killing Sam, and then I had this epiphany and decided I’d be doing the same thing if I committed to being Samantha instead, and it would be a lot more fun.”



“Oh my god, Sam. You thought about suicide?”



“I did. I don’t think I’d have done it, though, and this seemed a lot nicer and accomplished the same thing. Thank you. And I owe you an apology. You were right, and I was wrong. You aren’t a slut. You’re Robin, the girl I love. Robin, the girl who saved my life.” I reached in my purse again and took the tissue to dab my eyes. “I’m so thankful for you. Please forgive me.”



Her hand ran across my shoulder, and she pulled my chin to her to kiss my lips lightly. Her eyes were wet as she looked into mine and said, “I love you
 soo
 much. You’re everything I ever wanted. You don’t know how alike we are. We’ll be great together.”



I was so relieved. I took a deep breath and felt myself in my skin and my clothes and my hair and took in the beauty of Robin, my loving girlfriend. Life was good. “Thank you. Sorry I’m broke. It cost me everything I had to bring out Samantha so completely. I’ll pay you back for dinner and drinks.”



“Don’t be silly. I’m just glad you did this. So glad.” She took a deep breath and leaned back in her seat to gaze at me and sip her drink. “You’re stunningly beautiful. So powerful! Confident... sexy.”



“Thanks.”



“And Samantha, we don’t have to go out on dates with others if you don’t want to. I think it would still be good for you, though. At least a few more times. Especially now that you’re committed to being who you are. But not if you don’t want to. You’re more than enough for me.”



“No... I mean yes... I mean dates are fine. I want what you want. I want to make you happy. Not to mention...” I throbbed in my panties for the first time since our date, “it was fun. I want to do it again and maybe even do what you did.”



“That’s wonderful.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I’m so proud of you.” She checked her watch. “Hmm, want me to have someone else pay for dinner? I’m sure I could find someone. Maybe you can do what I did, and maybe you’re even ready to be a real girl and see what it’s like for a girl to be made love to.” She rubbed my thigh, gazing into my eyes.



I throbbed uncontrollably in my panties, thinking about the thrill, but my heart was racing and my hand shook. “Uh, maybe one step at a time. Maybe I could use my mouth first and then maybe... maybe I could go home with you tonight and stay with you?” I caressed her stockinged legs with my long nails as my eyes flitted about her pretty face and I waited.



“We’ll see, honey. Remember I’m nervous about you seeing me a mess in the morning. I might shock you.”



“I doubt it.”



“We’ll see. I’ll know when you’re ready. You don’t need any other things to think about right now. You’re on a good path, and I want to keep you there.” She looked at her watch and took her phone out.
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We had just finished our second martini. Our legs were touching beneath the bar, and we were snuggled together on our seats. Robin’s perfume was heavenly as were her touches as she told me about the new friend I’d make.



“Samantha! Wow, great haircut. You look fabulous.” Bob kissed my cheek, his arm on my barstool. “I’d like you to meet Dave.”



The handsome, shorter guy extended his hand to me. His smile flashed as he said, “Wow, Samantha. An honor to meet you.”



I laughed. “Honor?” I scoffed. “I’m pleased to meet you, Dave.” I shook his hand and looked into his bright smiling eyes. He was cute and almost looked too young to be in a bar.



“Should we find a table?” Bob asked.



“I already reserved a booth for us, facing the gardens,” Robin said. She looked at her watch. “It should be ready.”



Bob offered her his hand to take as she slid off the stool, and Dave gave me his arm. We walked to the hostess and were seated.



Robin and I were in the middle with the men on the outside. I handed my purse to Dave to put alongside him, out of the way. I rested my hand on his firm thigh and said, “Thanks, Dave. You’re very nice.”



“You’re welcome, Sam.”



“Samantha.” I laughed.



“Samantha.”



The waiter brought us menus, and Bob ordered a bottle of wine to go with dinner.



Dave was really nice and fun too. I unconsciously held his hand and slid it on my leg. It felt nice having his attention all to myself all through dinner. I’d glance at Bob and Robin from time to time, and they were in their usual into-each-other mode, hands under the table.



I thought about seeing if Dave would be as open to my ministrations as Bob was to Robin’s, and it didn’t take me long with his touching my leg to convince my hand to stray to his crotch. He wasn’t anywhere near as large as Bob, but he was just as hard for me. He was actually smaller than I was down there, but I had an unusually large one for someone my size, and his was rather cute.



I looked around, then managed to undo his zipper and take it out. The hairless little soldier at attention was even silkier and softer than Bob’s, and I
 loved
 feeling his hardness for me between my thumb and forefinger. I ran my thumb over the wet tip to make him twitch. He laughed and looked around nervously, then stopped me from time to time, like a child afraid of getting caught. His shyness, whether feigned or real, was as cute as he was. I felt like I was a cougar robbing the cradle.



Dessert came along with espressos to make us livelier yet, and after a couple of sips of espresso, I looked around and took the chance. I slid under the table and took Dave into my lips. It was heavenly. I ran my tongue around it while stroking it with my thumb and forefinger and tugging on his little globes with my other hand. I sucked his hairless globes and ran my tongue around them then went back to the shaft and bobbed my head on it and flicked the tip with my tongue until Dave stopped me and pulled me off.



I slid back up and looked around, no one besides a smiling Robin and Bob the wiser. He laughed and tucked himself away. “Sorry, didn’t want to give you a surprise.”



“That would have been fine, Dave. I’d love to have reaped your reward.”



“That’s good to know but...” He whispered in my ear, “I’d rather make love to you.”



My face flushed. My heart raced. I throbbed in my panties and crushed it between my legs. His hand tried to get between my crossed legs. I moved it away and placed it on top of my thigh and slid it. “Sorry, as nice as that sounds, this isnt a good night for that. But later... I can finish what I started.”



Bob paid the bill, and we went next door to a dance club. I danced like never before. I felt so free and confident. So powerful and alluring. I now knew what it was like to be the object of desire and lust. I was attractive to someone. I was in heaven. We partied and danced and touched and played. Toward the end of the night, we went onto the patio. There were semi-private seating areas, and we found one for ourselves and sat down.



Robin wasted no time undoing Bob’s pants. She opened and slid a rubber on him then went into her purse again for something I couldn’t see, and she did something with it beneath her dress. She slid over him and guided him into her, draping her minidress over them. She rode him like a wild woman. Dave’s hand beneath her dress made the hem of her dress lift over and over.



I undid Dave’s pants and took him into my mouth, my eyes moving between his and watching Robin as she made love to Bob. It was incredible. I was watching my girlfriend take another man into her, and I was okay with it. I actually felt proud for that reason along with the fact that I was giving immense pleasure to Dave and enjoying every second of the sensual delight.



Dave was in heaven, his hands on my head, gazing down at me. I loved the feel of his little hard rod in my mouth and how sensitive it was to my actions. I held it at the base between my thumb and forefinger and raced my tongue around the shaft and bobbed my head in tiny motions while I tugged and rolled his hairless and silky sacks in my hand.



Bob was getting close, and I could tell by the way he was driving it up into Robin, one hand on her bottom, the other in front of her making the hem of her dress fluff up repeatedly, and the intensity of their passionate deep kiss, that the grand finale was coming soon for both of them.



I intensified my ministrations on Dave and looked into his eyes as I oozed and leapt in my panties from the thrill of it all. I heard Bob grunt and Robin whimper as their bodies clenched and Bob shoved it deep and hard into her, his hand in front of her still ruffling the hem of her dress. She shuddered and held on to him tight, her arms wrapped around him, her hips thrusting.



Dave’s hands squeezed my head tight, and he began gushing his sweet passionate bursts of lustful cream into my mouth, which I swallowed feverishly and proudly, feeling gratified and thankful for it while I did the same in my panties, my whole body jerking from it. When we had both stopped trembling and practically collapsed, I saw Robin get off Bob and clatter off in her heels across the pavers to the ladies’ room inside.



I took stock of my situation and the state of my panties and felt for my mess. I covered the front with my purse and ran off to the ladies’ room.



Robin was in a stall. I went in one next to her, dried myself off, and wiped off the lining of the dress. It hadn’t soaked through the fabric, luckily. I stepped out to the sink and fixed my hair and lipstick in the mirror and reapplied some perfume. Robin joined me and gave me a peck on the cheek. “You okay, honey?”



“God, yes. That was fantastic.”



“Good. You okay with Bob doing that for me? I used a rubber.”



“All good.” I kissed her lips. “You two were hot. What was he doing in front so busily? Your dress’s hem kept lifting and dropping.”



Her face flushed. “Uh, so? What do you think he was doing?”



“Playing with you, I’d guess.”



She looked relieved. “Of course. Yeah. I like that a lot when he’s in me. He likes it too.”



She fixed her hair and lipstick, and we left arm in arm back to the patio. We all walked back to the restaurant and got our cars, Robin giving me a ride to mine. “Sure I can’t stay the night, Robin?”



“Not yet. Soon though, real soon. You’re coming right along. We’ll talk tomorrow.” She looked at her watch. “I’m not starting until later. Let’s sleep in a little so we aren’t tired all day.”



“Good idea. Start at lunch?”



“Deal. We can eat together first. Pizza?”



“Deal.”
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We sat outside at the pizza place. Robin dug into her purse. “Oh, these are from Dave and Bob. They slipped them to me on the way out to the valet.” She handed me a hundred bucks and put two back in her purse. “What I did is evidently worth more to the guys.”



“Right. Okay. Uh...” I stared at the bill.



“Put it in your purse. It’s just a little gift. Do you expect these guys to go shopping for us and buy us shoes and dresses and perfume and things? C’mon now, girl. This makes it easy for them to feel like gentlemen and nice guys.”



“I guess that makes sense.” I put it in my purse.



“So, young lady. We need to take you to the next step of being a girl. We need to have you doing what I did so you can fully experience the joy of having that connection, having him inside you when he releases all his passion for you. You’ll love it, you know. You know how much you love using your mouth now. Just imagine how good the next step will be.”



“I don’t think I need to experience that. I mean... what are you gonna do? Use a strap-on and take me in my bottom? Gross. I don’t have the parts you do to be able to do that without taking it in my butt.”



“Uh, sweetie. I took him in my bottom. Guys love it. It’s tighter for them, and I love it when they love it. I come from it all the time. A woman can’t get pregnant that way, that’s for sure.”



“You did? But why wasn’t it a mess?”



“No. It’s like having a visitor over. You clean it out first before they come inside.”



“Eww! Gross. And doesn’t it hurt? People always complain about proctologists and so on.”



“Gay men do it all the time. It doesn't hurt when it’s done properly and you’re prepared. It’s not as if you’re being raped.” Her hand ran over my hair, and she slid the back of a finger down my cheek. “Trust me, Samantha. I can help you with it if you’re willing. Remember? Sam is dead. He has no opinion here. Are you a girl now or not? Sam?”



“Okay, okay. Don’t call me Sam. I’m a girl. I know I’m a girl.”



She checked her watch. “Okay. Time to make money. You said you’re a girl, and I’m going to teach you the rest of being a girl. Meet me tonight and I’ll have some presents for you.” She stood and bent down to kiss my cheek. “We’re so close now. Trust me.” She winked and trotted off in her high wedge heels.



My new haircut and look brought me even more tips that day. I didn’t look sweet and innocent anymore, and I think the powerful, seductive look was worth more to people.



Just like what Robin did was worth more. I guess it would be more intimate that way, and I can see why it would be even nicer than what I had done so far. It did make sense having the connection like that, having them inside you, and it was even more of a compliment than taking their essence from them in your mouth. It meant more to them. And it would probably mean more to me. It was more proof of what an attractive and exciting lady I was.



The only thing was, I still thought it was gross. Even if it was cleaned out (gross again). It was still the wrong hole for someone to stick their nice clean dick into. And then... did I really want a dick in me? I mean... I never would have imagined doing that. It just wasn’t something I’d ever think of doing. I was afraid I’d have to disappoint Robin on that one, but I was sure she’d understand. If she’d let me stay over, I could stop worrying about these things.
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We both wrapped up early and went home to change. Robin told me to shave everywhere really well and dress sexy. Maybe this was the night I’d be staying over after all.



She picked me up and drove us to a nice restaurant. She carried a very large purse the size of a shopping bag on her arm and placed it alongside her as we sat together in a curved booth by the fireplace. We had a couple of martinis as we chatted about the day, ate a nice dinner and dessert, and then we both used the ladies’ room one after the other. I was horny as hell after all our touching. I was dressed in garter belt and stockings and feeling exceptionally sexy and anticipating making love to Robin. Robin was very sensual, caressing me and being very lovey-dovey. I was convinced she’d invite me to stay over that night.



Robin pulled into my place, got out of the car, and waited for me. “Are we going in?”



“Uh, I guess. That’d be great.”



I led her by the hand as she carried that huge purse. She must have had clothes for the next day in it, and it seemed she was going to stay at my place. I opened the door, and she went in. I made us each a drink while she used the bathroom. She clattered around in there and then came out carrying her purse, which she put down next to her on the couch.



She toasted me. “To Samantha fully becoming the girl she is.”



I clinked and sipped. “Uh, about that. I’ve been thinking, and it’s not for me.”



“I was afraid you’d say that. Don’t worry, we’ll fix that, dear.”



Robin gave a flat smile, then got to her knees in front of me and lifted my dress. She pulled my panties off and dove onto my leaping rod with a passion I hadn’t seen from her before. I didn’t last thirty seconds until I flooded her mouth, her eyes looking up and smiling at me as she swallowed every gush and ooze, flicking her tongue across the tip. Then she sat there gazing at me, letting it deflate in front of her. “As I said, we’ll fix that nasty paradigm of yours, and once it is, we can both sleep together.”



“What? I thought you brought that big purse because you were staying.”



She stared at my rod going flaccid. She nodded. “Yup. Thought you’d think that. I’ll never sleep with you until you finish becoming a girl.” She continued to watch it shrink until it was minuscule from my disappointment. When it could get no smaller, she quickly reached into her purse and took something out. She shoved my globes and shrunken soldier through a ring, then shoved my soldier into another thing that she then locked to the ring. She had trapped me in a chastity cage. “There.” She looked at it proudly, gave it a tug, and shook it. “That should hold you.” She put the key in her purse.



She stood and drank down the rest of her drink, kissed me on the cheek, and stood up, ready to leave. “Okay, Samantha. Here’s the deal. I installed a thing on your shower. After breakfast tomorrow I want you to poop and clean out your bottom to ready it for a visitor.”



My mouth hung open, and she reached into her purse. She took out a thing and tossed it down at me. “This is the visitor. Use this with this lube.” She handed lube and batteries to me. “Then stuff that plug inside your butt and inflate it and use these batteries to load it and then turn it on. I want you to expand it as far as you can and then find a comfortable and stimulating vibration pattern and intensity and then get dressed for work. You’ll love it. Then whenever you decide you’re ready to finally give up your cherry and become a real girl, we can have that happen. When it does, then the cage can come off... if you want... and we can celebrate by you sleeping over with me.”



I was dumbfounded. “I, uh, I...”



“Don’t be
 Sam,
 be
 Samantha
 . Sam is dead and gone.” She bent down and kissed my cheek. “Sleep well, honey. See you at work.”



I watched her walk out the door. I lifted the hem of my dress and stared down at my tiny, caged stuff sitting above my gartered stockings. It was very tiny. The cage was very pink. My heart was racing. I tried to undo it. There was no way to undo it.



I held the soft plug and used the inflator to pump it up. It got really large. I let the air out. I loaded the batteries in it and turned it on, feeling it vibrate in my hand. It was quiet and intense. I couldn't imagine cleaning myself out and stuffing that thing into me and wearing the cage until I was made love to by some guy. She couldn’t really expect me to do this. I was sure she’d take it off tomorrow.

















17







I showered, dressed for work, and skipped the clean-out because I wasn’t going to stuff that thing into me. I drove with the windows down, enjoying the fresh morning air and feeling the cage holding me tight. The constant attention it brought to that area was strangely arousing, and I was swollen in it.



I pulled into my spot, and Robin was already there leaning against her car sipping a coffee. She was gorgeous as usual and greeted me with a big smile, hug, and a kiss on the cheek. “How’s it feel with your visitor inside, honey? Isn’t it nice?”



My face flushed and my eyes went to the ground.



“What? You didn’t do what I told you to? Why are you making this more difficult for yourself and me? I want to be able to live with you, but you don’t seem able to fully embrace yourself as a girl yet. I’m so disappointed in you, Samantha.” She looked ready to cry.



I felt so bad now, having upset her like that. I touched her cheek and she pulled away. “Robin, please. You know I don’t want to do that. I have no desire to have a guy stuff himself in me and fill me with his gushes. I want you. I want a woman to make love to.”



She took a deep breath and looked me up and down. “That explains it then. Your narrow viewpoint isn’t going to allow our relationship to blossom. If that’s how stuck in the mud you are, then so be it. Good luck, Sam.” She turned and got into her car. She started it and said from the window, “If you’re a good girl and do what I said to and wear it like you’re supposed to, we’ll have that narrow viewpoint gone in no time, and we can be together. It’s up to you. If I were you, I’d go home and do what you need to do. Get some courage and do it... for me.”



She peeled out of there. Well, what choice did I have? I could be stuck in this cage forever, and I’d never have Robin and never have sex with a girl. Like it or not, I had to have a guy breed me like a girl first. I went home and did it all.
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It wasn’t what I expected at all. At first it was hard to get it in, but once I relaxed and let it in and then pumped it up and adjusted the vibration, I was hard from it all day. I was swollen in my cage, and walking with the plug inside me was incredible. My tips were exceptionally good that day, probably because I walked so sexy and felt so sexy, and everyone was picking up on it. I wished I’d had a delivery to Bob just on the chance I might reap a reward from him and maybe even get some relief, even with the cage on.



Robin was parked in the shade when I pulled up and got out. She looked uncertain until I left the car and walked over to her with an ear-to-ear smile... and a wiggle in my walk.



She got out of the car flashing a huge smile, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. “I’m so proud of you, girl. See? Isn’t it wonderful?”



“It is. It’s nothing like I expected. I even pumped it up bigger a couple of times since I put it in. It keeps me oozing in my cage, and I can’t help being aroused. It’s crazy.”



“Good. Ready for replacing it with a real one?”



“Uh...” I wriggled on it. I rolled my eyes. I imagined it. It was enticing now. “I think I am. Can you believe it? That actually sounds intriguing.”



“Good girl! Now. How about Dave making your first deposit. He’s nice and small. I can set up a double date with him and Bob if you want. Tonight?”



“Oh my gosh. That’s so fast. A deposit? That sounds so slutty.” I throbbed in my cage. “But then he’d find out what I am.”



“Girl, he already knows. I told him before the last date.”



“He knew what I was? I’m so embarrassed.”



Don’t be ridiculous. Some men prefer a girl like you. So now, would you rather wear that cage for a few more days, or weeks, or months maybe?”



“Oh god, no. I’d be a nutcase. Since you put it that way, let’s just do it tonight. The best way to get an injection is to not think about it and just do it and get it over with.



“I’m proud of you, Samantha. I’ll set up your
 injection
 right now. Go home and get dressed like a girl who’s gonna please her man by letting him inject his passion deep inside her tight and longing receptacle...
 girl
 .”
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I was decked out with sheer suntan stockings, a pink garter belt with matching bra, a very short, pink, V-neck mini dress with a ruffled hem and shoulder straps, and a pair of ultra-high, pink stilettos that made me walk in teeny-tiny steps. I still had the cage on but took out the plug. It was too much already, and besides, I had already decided to do what I needed to do to be the girl Robin wanted. I was learning to be the girl I was, and then I could have Robin, a real girl, for my own. Robin picked me up.



“Don’t you look all feminine and pretty in pink and ruffles! If it’s okay, I’m gonna just get us a couple of burgers on the way. The boys don’t want to spend the whole evening, they just want us to meet them at Bob’s house.”



“Oh, okay. I guess.”



“What? Something the matter?”



“Well, now it doesn’t feel like a date. You know, no build-up and tension beforehand. Touching and everything. It kinda feels cheap.”



“Don’t worry. It’ll feel heavenly, girl. Just wait until Dave has at you. I think that’s why we’re not doing dinner. Dave can’t wait.” She laughed. “He wants to connect to you and release his passion deep inside you, sister. Well, as deep as his will go.”



We arrived at Bob’s house, and they ushered us in. I could see the little hard-on in Dave’s jeans as he handed me my drink. I sat with my legs crossed on the couch. He sat next to me, and Bob and Robin sat across from us on the other couch.



After I took a couple sips of the drink, Dave took it from my hand and put it on the table, then gave me a deep kiss, his hands slipping up my stockinged leg and touching my bare thigh. He slid it under my dress and tugged on my cage. One hand squeezed my breast, and he broke the kiss to look at me while he kept tension on the cage. “Caged and ready for use as a willing receptacle, huh, Samantha? Are you sure? I hear this is your first time.”



I nodded quickly, grabbed my drink, and gulped it all down. “Uh, yeah. I really want you, Dave. Really, really bad.” I actually did, but I didn’t like the way he was talking and acting. I felt like he wanted to just use me like a Fleshlight or something.



“Glad to hear that, my pretty little girl in her chastity cage and submissive sissy-pink sex-doll outfit. I can’t wait. Hope I can last long enough for you to enjoy it at least a little bit. I guess it’ll be what it’ll be. I’ll love it anyway. Okay then.” He took my hand, brought me to an open area of the floor, and pressed me down onto my hands and knees. “Okay, let’s not waste time on your mouth. I want to last as long as I can, pounding myself inside you, enjoying it as long as possible. Lean down on your elbows.” He unzipped his pants and took it out, shaking it in the air, looking at me lustfully.



I looked over, and Bob was already unzipped, wagging in the air, with his pants still on, and he had Robin on all fours. His hand wrapped in her hair, tugging it as he hurriedly lifted her dress, pulled aside her panties, guided himself into her, and began thrusting furiously. She caught my eye, rolled her eyes, whimpered and said shakily, “Oh god, Bob, you’re so big. It feels so damn good.”



My dress was already lifted, panties pulled to the side, and Dave was humping me furiously. He held my hips tight and humped like a rabbit. It was so fast and violent that my whole body shook. I was oozing from my clinking cage with each thrust, and I felt as if I was having one continuous release. I looked back at him, and he slapped my bottom. “Does that pounding feel good, little girl? So do you like being used like this, you little pink sissy girl? Do you like being used like a Fleshlight?”



His words made me believe I did—it felt
 soo
 good. I whimpered and nodded, then looked back at him. “Oh god, yes, Dave. It feels so incredible. Do I feel good to you?”



I watched him over my shoulder. In spurts of words in between spurts of furious thrusting, Dave said, “You’re tight as hell, little sissy, Sam. This is definitely what you’ve been made for—you’re the perfect sex doll.”



“Don’t call me Sam. It’s Samantha.”



He grunted and slammed into me hard, grabbed my hair, wrapped his fingers in it, and tugged my head back with one hand while wrapping the other arm under me so he could pound me harder. He started to whimper as his short rabbit-like thrusts became faster yet. I felt like I truly was an inanimate rubber love doll that he was using... and somehow, I loved every moment of it. I oozed from my cage onto the floor, drip after drip, as the lock clanked on it.



Robin let out a high-pitched whine, and Bob grunted as he shoved deep into her and held it there. I looked back at Dave. “This is it, Dave. Give it to me. Breed me. Fill me with your pleasure. Now.” He was pummeling me, my body shaking, his skin slapping on me. I whimpered and cried, my breath in gasps. “Please! Oh god, please. Let it go in me. Give it to me!”



I could feel Dave let it go as he pulled me tight to him and clenched up. I went tense and he held it deep while it swelled and shrank in me, filling me with the release of his passion. I gushed spurt after spurt from my cage, and my body shuddered with each one. Dave let out a grunt and slapped my bottom hard. “God, that was good, Sam.” He drew it out and shoved it back in hard and grunted. “The perfect receptacle to leave my load in. My little sissy bitch, Sam!” He drew back and slammed it in hard again. I felt one last gush, and a stream seeped from my cage. My heart pounded. I shuddered and gushed one more through the cage, and then I went limp in his arm. He pulled out and stood right up, dropping me to the floor on my face, all used up.



I struggled up to all fours and caught my breath. Dave had tucked himself into his pants, and I heard him zip them. Bob had done the same already, and Robin and I were now struggling to our feet. After we stood and arranged our dresses and panties, Bob and Dave handed us our purses. Bob said, “Sorry this was so fast girls. Hope you don’t mind, but we couldn’t spend much time getting the monkeys off our backs and into you two. We just needed to get our rocks off. I’m sure you’re used to it and understand that sometimes that’s the best thing for a guy. We’re so happy you were both nice enough to let us use you for what you’re meant for. We know you know that’s your purpose, and you love being of service to real men.”



They each squeezed our asses, then slapped them hard, nearly knocking us over. They dropped money into our purses. As Dave led us to the door he said, “Have a nice night, bitches. Now that you’re all lubed up for the next guys to use.” He opened the door.



Robin took my arm and we left.
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“Jesus, Robin! They treated us like prostitutes. He even kept calling me Sam, making me seem gay. I almost lost the feeling when he did that. Thank god, I didn’t. That would have been awful, feeling nothing and having him use me.”



“But you stayed in the moment and made it past that. Good job. Girls do go by Sam too, you know.”



“I know. It’s just I associate that name with being a guy, not a girl. I’m a girl now, and I don’t like to think about being a guy when a guy is in me.”



“I understand. It’s okay. You did well.” She started the car and placed her hand on my thigh, looking into my eyes. “So! It was fantastic, wasn’t it?” She laughed and pulled out. “I love it like that sometimes. Not every time, but it’s so basic and animal when it happens. It’s not often that happens, but it sure is wild when it does. Wasn’t it good for you, Samantha?”



I took a deep breath looking out the window. “Uh, I guess. It felt fantastic for sure. I never had anyone so passionate about me and enjoying me so much. I even enjoyed it when he said I was a sex doll. I mean. I imagined I was one and he was just using me like one and it made it even hotter. It kinda became very simple when he treated me like just a place to dump his load into.”



“See?”



“Yeah, but at the same time, when I rerun what Dave said and how I was treated, it makes me feel cheap and dirty and just something for men to use to get their rocks off.”



“Cheap? Look in your purse. See what Dave gave you for a gift. Just for kicks. It’ll tell you how much he enjoyed you and what value you have to him by the size of his gift.”



I looked inside, took the bills out and counted them in the dim light. “Holy shit! He thought I was really valuable.”



“How much?”



“Four hundred bucks valuable.”



“You go, girl! See?”



“Now I really feel like I sold myself.”



“Oh, Samantha. It was the best sex you ever had and the nicest gift you probably ever got from any relationship. Why does love have to be involved in it? Save the real lovemaking for me, girl.” She squeezed my hand and pulled into my place. She shut off the car and looked at me, smiling.



“Are you coming in to stay now? Did I pass the test?”



“You passed the test with flying colors, but I want our first night to be really special, and I want to take a few days off so we can just enjoy each other, okay?”



I nodded and hugged her, peppering her cheeks with kisses.



She laughed and pushed me off. “Easy, easy. I love you, Samantha. Not tonight though, okay?”



“Okay.”



“Now go inside and get a good night’s rest. I’ll see you at work tomorrow, and we can put a plan together for our time off, and if you want, you can move in with me and save some rent. Deal?”



“Oh my god, Robin. This is a dream come true.”



“Good. See? I knew you were a girl the moment I saw you, and tonight you proved it by being a girl to Dave. So do you think a girl like you is a freak, or do you think you made a good choice?”



“No more freak. This is definitely me. It’s who I’ve always been and never knew it. Good night, Robin. Thanks so much. I love you.”
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I woke in the morning trying to hump my pillow and realized Robin never took my cage off. I would have to rectify that. I ate and did my routine and even cleaned out and plugged. I was still so horny from dreaming about last night. It made me so aroused knowing how hot I made Dave for me, and how good I had made him feel. I actually felt proud of myself to have let him use me like that.



All showered and fresh with new batteries in my swollen plug and a rubber over my cage to catch the drips, I couldn’t stop thinking about making love to a real girl. My real girl, Robin. I throbbed in the cage while I thought about Robin on her back, her legs wrapped around me while I looked into her eyes and she squirted one flooding climax after the other around my shaft... Hugging me, holding me tight, telling me how much she loved me while I let it go deep inside her.



As you can tell, I was a nymphomaniac at that point. I needed to resolve the Robin equation soon. I’d been waiting for her too long, and now that she gave me permission for such intimacy, I was a lunatic.



Off to work I went and met Robin, sipping her coffee, leaning against her car. She grinned as I approached her.



“Samantha, you have that little wiggle in your walk again, girl. And your top is showing a bit more cleavage, and your heels are pretty high to be walking around in all day.”



I gave her a peck on the lips. “I can’t wait to make love to a real girl, Robin. You’ve got me all wound up. Plus, you never took my cage off, and last night I keep dreaming about what happened with Dave. You have to help me. You have to take this cage off and let me make love to you. I need it so bad.”



She ran her fingers through my hair. “Love how you’re styling this. It’s so sexy.”



“Robin!”



“I know, sweetie. Just think how much you’ll enjoy it when it happens.”



“The sooner the better.”



“The more you ride the edge and the more time that passes, the better it will be. Think of all your arousal like a savings account and how much bigger the prize will be when you cash it in.”



I stomped my high heels and shook my head. “I don’t want to think about it anymore. I need relief. I need to get back to normal.”



“I know, my little sissy princess. I know.” She touched my cheek with the back of her hand. “Soon honey. I’ll take care of you.”



She looked at her phone. “Hmm, an order for Bob Evans, ‘for Bob,’ which is his code for needing a BJ with his order. You take it. That might give you some gratification, at least.”



I throbbed in my cage and didn’t argue one bit. I wanted it. I took my phone out and accepted the sprint. I loved sucking Bob off and getting his reward out of him and down my hungry throat. Of course, it made me even hornier all day.



That night Robin had us set up with a couple of guys for dinner and drinks, and then we gave them both BJs. When we got back to her place, she suggested we move me in tomorrow, and then I could stay there permanently. That meant we should both go home to sleep. Whatever!



We took the day off and moved my few belongings into her place. Then we dressed and went out for a celebration dinner. Robin treated me like her most precious possession, and I felt like she was truly in love with me. She was so happy that I had blossomed into the girl I became. She caressed my legs and tugged at my cage and kept me oozing all through dinner and dessert. I was beside myself with excitement, knowing I’d soon be making love to my wonderful girlfriend.



It was ironic that I had to become a girl to do so, but I knew in my heart it was who I was, and it didn’t diminish my excitement for a real girl one bit. I still had that blatant thing between my legs that would always want to be used for what it was meant to be used for.



I was a bit tipsy when we got back to her place. We had planned to take the rest of the week off anyway, so we were both in celebration mode. She poured me a drink, and we kissed and snuggled on the couch until I couldn’t take it any longer. I took her hand and led her into the bedroom, our heels clacking on the floors as we moved down the hall.



I tossed her onto the bed, rolled on top of her and pulled her top down. I sucked her nipples back and forth. “The cage, honey. Take the cage off.”



“Mmm, hmm,” she mumbled.



“Honey. The cage.”



“Uh, you can’t go there right now, but just roll over, sweetie.” She helped me onto my stomach. Quickly, she deflated my plug, took it out, and I felt something else go inside.



“What’s that?”



I have a strap-on, sweetie. It’s like a real one. You’ll see.”



“But I don’t...” I felt her shove it deep. I gasped. “Huh, god.”



“Is it okay?”



“It’s fantastic. Much bigger than Dave’s.” I pressed back against it greedily. She held my hips and pummeled me with it. I was flat on my belly, and my face was crushed to the bed; she held my neck pinned down and shoved that thing into me over and over. I was oozing from my cage and just about ready. “Oh god, here it comes, my little sissy bitch.”



She grunted and pounded me a few times then held it deep while her fingers tugged on my hair. It almost felt like it was swelling and shrinking inside of me. Robin shuddered and held my hip tight, holding it deep in me. She whimpered as she shook. “Oh baby, you are such a sweet little sissy to use!” She slapped my butt hard, then all of a sudden, she pulled out, leapt off the bed, and dashed into the bathroom.



I rolled onto my back, my partial ruined release dripping from the cage and going down my thigh. I caught my breath.



Robin came back in satin pajama pants and top and slid under the covers. She reached for me and kissed me on the forehead. “I’m so tired. That was wonderful. Thank you.”



“But… but... I didn’t even get the cage off yet. Please?”



“Tomorrow, dear. Goodnight.” She rolled onto her side, facing away from me. I lay there listening to her breathing, which indicated she had fallen asleep. Well, she may have had her period or something, and at least I had somewhat of a release. Maybe tomorrow.
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We were on vacation and Robin had us go through her place and clean it up and get rid of stuff she no longer wanted or needed. By the end of the day, the place was like new, and our digs were great. We sat on the patio sipping iced tea. Robin toasted. “To my love. May we live in happiness and joy forever. Thank you for all your hard work today.”



“No problem. Glad to be here. So should we celebrate tonight? Maybe the normal coupling way?”



“Uh, yeah, right. Oh. By the way, I bought some crypto a long time ago, and now it’s worth a substantial amount. Like enough to get you breast implants and whatever other modifications you might want. You could even chop off your last bit of maleness if you want.”



“Robin, no! That stays. Breast implants would be good, though. How much bitcoin do you have now?”



“Lots. We could retire on it.” She winked.



“Retire? You mean you don’t need to sprint or take gifts from men?”



“Nope. You don’t either. I was only sprinting for kicks, and when I saw you, to help you become what you should be. Now, we have each other and can do whatever we want. We should think about it.”



“Right. Wow! I struck the lottery with you.”



“Sure did, baby girl. So should we plan on implants for you? I think that would be best.”



“For sure. Something substantial. Like yours.”



“Okay. I know just where to go then.”



I nodded and sipped. Wow. A real girl to love and she’s going to get me implants, and we get to live doing whatever we want for the rest of our lives. “Then will you marry me?”



“Of course.”



I was stunned and shocked by all of it. She came over and sat next to me. “Do you love me?”



“I do.”



“I love you so much too. Let’s get ready to celebrate. I want to feel you inside me tonight.” She put out her hand and she picked out a little black dress for me and a more feminine baby blue dress for her. She took my cage off and sucked me cautiously for a while. Then I showered while she dressed, and she helped me get dressed.



We went to a fine restaurant and ate a decadent dinner. We were amorous and sensual throughout the meal. When we returned home, Robin took us straight into the bedroom, slid onto the satin sheets, held her hand over her pantied crotch, and slid her knees up and back. “Come here, baby.”



I slid on the bed and moved over to her on my knees. “Push my legs back so you can get in me deeper.”



I held her ankles in her heels and pressed them back. She reached between us and grabbed my hardness with one hand and pulled her panties aside with the other. She looked into my eyes as I felt the tip enter her tight, wet opening. I slid it all the way in. She gasped. “Oh god, girl, you are nice and thick. Now breed me, girl.”



I held her legs back and pounded her, looking into her beautiful eyes. She began to whimper and cry in little squeaks. “Oh Samantha, that’s it. I’m right there. Fill me with your passion, honey. Let it go.”



I couldn’t hold back. I had never felt something so tight and hot and good. My legs went straight out behind me, and my whole body tensed as I dumped gush after gush into her. Her body clenched and she pulled her panties aside. I felt hot wet spurts of liquid on my belly. She pulled me close to her and hugged me tight, peppering my cheeks with kisses. When we both stopped shaking, we caught our breath and I fell onto her.



She pressed her pelvis up against me. It was wet and slick, and it felt like she was wearing her strap-on again. I lifted myself up and looked down. It was no strap-on. It was rising and falling in the air, peeking out of the side of her panties. I pushed myself into her and lifted myself up. I grasped it with both hands and looked into her eyes, confused.



“Yes, dear. I’m the same kind of girl as you. Hope you aren’t disappointed.” She held her breasts in her hands and whispered, “Yes. Mine are implants, too, and soon you’ll have the same ones.”



I looked from her breasts to her shaft in my hands. I stared at it. Stroked it. Looked into her eyes then back down at me inside her bottom and stroking her shaft. “I, uh, I...”



“Oh honey. I hope you still love me.”



“I, uh. I never would have guessed is all. I mean, I was being silly thinking you were a genetic girl.”



“I am convincing, just like you are. We’re both girls, Samantha. Right?”



“Right!” I smiled and tugged on her now softening shaft. “Girls with something we both love!” We wrapped our legs around each other in an embrace and kissed each other deeply.
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