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When I returned from the corner store with breakfast, my wonderful roommate, Carl, was vacuuming. I kicked the door closed with my foot and yelled, “I’m home!”

He turned and saw me, then held a finger up as he moved down the hall, vacuuming. I put the bags on the counter and emptied them into the fridge and pantry. The vacuum shut off.

Carl walked into the kitchen, his curly blonde hair mussed up, his bright eyes smiling at me. “Hey, buddy! I just thought I’d clean up a little while you were out. I’ll do the shower when I take one, but the toilet, sink, and floor are washed in there.” He ran some water from the sink into a glass and chugged it down, then sat at the table watching me, his one long leg’s ankle on the knee of the other leg. “I know you like things clean, and I can’t stand a mess, either. We make a good team.”

“We sure do. Thanks! You’re awesome. I picked up stuff for French toast and some fresh squeezed orange juice they make there. It’s gorgeous out. We need to spend some time outside today.”

“For sure, Avery. We have all summer, but why waste a great day? It’s so good to be done with school till the fall. Need any help with that?”

“Nope.” I cracked the eggs into the bowl and whisked them. “Perhaps we should do something to the beds out front and neaten the yard.”

“Sure. It’ll feel good working outside.”

I dipped the bread and placed it in the pan, poured us both some juice, and sat at the table, crossing my legs at the knee and bouncing a flip-flopped foot. I was wearing shorts and a crop top tee shirt. I took in Carl’s beaming face, my eyes flitting around it. “You should get a haircut. Just clean it up some.”

“I know. Hey, let’s do that today. You can get one, too. I think you should get something wild and stylish, something that better fits your doll face. I’ll buy. I have loads of money from that crypto bubble yet.”

“Why, so I can appear even more like a girl?”

“Well, you seem to enjoy being feminine. You’re already a total femboy. Why not?”

I shook my head and went to flip the toast. “Carl! I’m a guy, not a girl.”

“Avery, if you looked and acted even more like a girl rather than trying to masquerade as a guy, I might have fewer bullies to protect you from.”

I sat and bounced my foot. “But I have you to take care of that for me. If I were a big handsome guy like you, I’d protect my little buddy, too. But as much as I wish I were like you, I’m not.”

“Exactly. You’re not like any regular guys. For example, when we walked past that bridal store, your jaw dropped when you saw that wedding gown.”

“It was wonderful!”

“Why? What femboy wears a wedding gown?”

“Oh, trust me. If I could, I would. There’s something special about a wedding gown… more so than the style, fabrics, or detailing. Just thinking of wearing one gives me goosebumps.”

“Of course. It’s what a woman wears when giving herself to a man. It’s the sexual component that makes it so special to you.”

“It isn’t. It’s just pretty and feminine and… well… goosebumpy.”

“C’mon. Style-wise, it’s only a beautiful feminine dress like so many others. It’s because it’s white and virginal and implies losing a girl’s virginity to a man. That’s what you’re looking for. That’s where the goosebumps come from. Admit it. You want to be that girl in the wedding dress.”

I sipped my juice, a pinky lifted, and tilted my head. He could be right. It couldn’t be, though. “Impossible! I don’t want sex with men. If I did, I’d have been all over you by now, and it would probably have chased you away. I’m a guy. Someday, I’ll find a girl that likes me.”

“If you can find one as neat and pretty as you. Any other girl would be intimidated by you. Why do you think you don’t have a girlfriend?”

“Because they all want guys.”

“Right. And you’re a girl.”

“No. No! I’m a feminine guy.”

“Avery! Just give up the act and be the girl.” He took out his phone and began playing with it.

I nodded and returned to the cooking. I stood there thinking about it, the pan hot and the toast frying quickly. He’s right, but it seemed like such an enormous change. I’d be trans then instead of a guy. What would that say about my sexual preferences? I love girls. I have some girlfriends, too, but not like regular guys do. My girlfriends treat me more like a girl than a guy. The descriptors they use for me are cute, pretty, adorable…not handsome, hot, and manly.

I placed the food on the table, and we dug in. He watched me eat. I covered my mouth and rolled my eyes. When I finished chewing, I said, “Do you have to watch me eat? It makes me self-conscious.”

“You're cute to watch eat. So dainty. Besides, you need to be much more self-conscious so you can see what I’m saying.”

“Carl! If I present myself as a girl, I’d be hit on by men, and they’d think I’d have sex with them, and they’d want sex with me, and that would be one big mess. I’d rather have some of them bully me, and you defend me.”

“Okay. Well, I enjoy being there for ya, anyway. It just doesn’t seem right. You know you’d make more in tips bartending.”

I shook my head as I chewed and covered my mouth from him watching me. I felt like his beloved pet, the way he always ogled me. “I hate bartending. The guys are such jerks. If I were presenting as a girl and bartending, it might be worse because then they’d hit on me, and if some of them figured out I was a guy, they’d probably beat me up. You gonna be there for that?”

“You don’t need to bartend if you hate it that much. I have plenty of money for us both. I’m telling ya. My dad bought me Bitcoin back at the beginning as a hedge for my college fund. He gave me all of it when I turned 21.”

“That was this year.”

“Yup. Never knew how smart my dad was until he showed me my gift. He’s retiring already. When Bitcoin hit a peak, he reinvested in Nvidia with some of it, which grew ten times. I’ve only worked in the summer to stay busy. Let’s take the summer off together and do something. Relax. It’s our last year before we graduate and have to get jobs. Skip the bartending.”

I stared at him, my mouth open. “Really? Why will you even get a job after college?”

He shrugged. “Nothin’ better to do. If I had someone to kick around with after graduation, I wouldn’t have to.”

I nodded. “Wow. To have the world at your feet like that so young. Incredible.”

“It is, isn’t it?” He sipped his coffee, his bright eyes looking over the mug at me. “So. I’ll buy your haircut. Let me pick one for you.”

“Carl!”

“Seriously. And if you do, I’ll pay for everything this summer, and you won’t have to bartend anymore.”

“Hmm, not bartending sounds lovely, actually. But I’d have a girl’s haircut knowing you.”

“For sure. You need one. Do you think that would be so bad? Try it. Now’s the time to find out. It's time to find out what the real you is, isn’t it?”

I shrugged. “Not bartending all summer would be awesome.”

“That's good for me, too. I won’t have to hang around when you do to protect you. We could do what we want instead. You could always shave your head if you don’t like it. Of course, that would be pretty, too, with your whole doll head exposed. Deal, then?”

“Deal.” I laughed. “You’re so rotten making me do this.”

“Go to work then.”

“Nah. I’ll listen to you. I’ll try being just a little bit more fem. Okay?”

“Fantastic! I already made the appointment and picked out the cut for you. You’ll see. You’ll love it.”
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We cleaned up from breakfast together, and I showered and put on my eyeliner, mascara, a bit of blush on my cheeks, and some lip gloss. I stared at myself in the mirror, trying to imagine what kind of cut Carl had in mind for me. I was afraid of becoming more girly, but at the same time, I couldn’t wait. I slid into some girl’s jeans, a light blue microfiber short-sleeve shirt, and sandals, and I slung my man bag on my shoulder and put my things in it, then checked myself in the full-length mirror. 

Downstairs, Carl was outside sipping an iced tea on the patio, wearing his tight jeans, white button-down-collar Oxford cloth shirt with the top two buttons undone, and sunglasses. Why couldn’t I have been a guy like him? I was so lucky to have him as my bodyguard and best friend ever. “Hi, Carl! I’ll have you know I’m palpitating about this.” I sat, crossed my legs tightly, and bounced a foot, smiling at him.

“That’s still better than working all summer, right?”

“Yup. You may be right though, too. I’m nervous about being more girly, but I always wish I could have the guts to be more girly, so doing this is exciting in more ways than one.”

“Good. See? You’ll love it.” He checked his watch. “K. Let’s go… my pretty buddy!”

He stood, and I stood, and he placed his hand on my shoulder to have me lead us out. “Avery, you need some girly shoes, too. We should get some today.”

“I have girl’s boots with a two-inch heel.” I laughed.

“I know. But those boots almost look like guys. You need to get like four or five-inch heels, strappy, pretty shoes.”

“We’ll see. One thing at a time, okay?”

“Okay, bud.”

Carl held the door for me as I entered the salon. The scent of hair products filled my senses, and my heart pounded. Carl walked up to the counter. “Appointment for Avery?”

She looked at the computer, gave a flat-lipped smile, and led us to a chair. “Have a seat, Avery. I’ll let your stylist know you’re here.” She looked around. “If you’d like, sir, you can sit in that seat. It hasn’t been booked for some time yet.”

He nodded and sat in the swivel chair beside mine, spinning it like a kid and smiling.

“Hi, Avery. I’m Christine, and I’ll be making you proud to be you today.” She held her hand out to me, and we shook.

“Hi.”

Chris stood and came over. He showed her his phone. “She’d like a cut like this. With the highlights and all. And she needs a pedicure and manicure.”

Christine nodded and waved across the room. “Sandy, pedi and mani here!”

Sandy nodded and began picking up things to come over.

“Carl! I thought we were doing a cut.”

“Why stop there while we’re here?”

“You were supposed to get a haircut, too.”

“Oh yeah. I forgot. Oh, well.”

Sandy came over. “Hi, I’m Sandy. Pedi and mani, huh?”

I shook my head and tried to look stern. “Only if he can get a haircut, too.”

“We can arrange that.”

“Good. Something manly.”

“For sure. I’ll be right back with someone.”

She ran off and returned with another girl. The girl checked out Carl’s hair and began talking to him about what to do. Sandy showed me nail polish colors and fake nails, and I became absorbed in picking them out. As soon as I had, Christine flopped me backward in the chair, washed my hair, and started chattering. “The cut he showed me will be so cute on you. You have such a doll-like, adorable face, girl. It’ll show it off well.”

“I, uh, I guess.”

Carl was having his hair washed now, and I tried to relax, loving Christine’s long nails as she massaged my scalp under the warm water, the scent of the shampoo fresh and sweet. I took deep breaths and slowed my heart rate. I relaxed. I heard the girl washing Carl’s hair say, “Is Avery your sister? She seems much younger than you… like 15 or so.”

He laughed. “She’s twenty-one like me. I guess you could call her a sister now. She’s my best buddy.”

Sister? I did always get carded, being petite with no facial hair. I never thought of myself as looking that young, but I guess I did. When I interviewed for the bartender's job, they didn’t believe me until they saw my license. Shit! My license. I’m gonna look like a girl now but have an M in the sex section. My heart palpitated. I told myself to relax.

A towel wrapped around my head, and she lifted me back up and spun me to face the mirror. She toweled my hair, then I sat there looking at myself in the mirror as she worked. Hair fell all over. I had no idea what my new look would be. Sandy took my sandals off and did my pedicure, then glued nails onto my fingers.

Cutting done, Christine fluffed my hair all around and checked the cut with her fingers. Next, she applied foil and painted strands with a smelly product. I looked like some kid’s version of a homemade antenna. Carl was having his hair dried and styled. His unruly thick curls were now marching in step, flowing and moving over his head like ripples in a stream. God, he looked good. He was such a lucky guy. Why couldn’t I have been like him instead of this tiny, wimpy guy? He saw me looking at him in the mirror and winked at me. I gave him a smirk and rolled my eyes.

My toenails now peeked out of my sandals, looking pretty, petite, and shiny. Sandy was applying the last polish on my last fake fingernails, and when she finished, I held them up to admire them. They seemed longer than the ones I had chosen but made my hands appear smaller than before. The light glinted off the metallic pink polish.

“What do you think, Avery?”

“They’re pretty, but I’m not sure I’ll be able to pick anything up anymore.”

“Nonsense. You’ll get used to them in no time.”

Sandy packed up and moved back to her station. Christine checked her timer, and it went off. She washed my hair again, then dried it with her fingers and the drier, fluffing it as she did. “This is all you have to do with it. I’ll add a bit of product to it, even though you won’t need to, just to make it pop and show the layers more.”

It was tight to my neck and short on the side with long, pointed sideburns. Highlights made it seem more textured and thick. The top was somewhat spikey. No guy would ever get this cut. I liked it, though. It was cute and spunky. I couldn't help but grin, seeing myself in the mirror as she ran her fingers with the product on them through it. “There! Cute as a button!”

Carl was beaming beside me. “We’ll take some of that product, too.”

She nodded. “Okay, Carl.”

I stared at myself. I was a girl. A cute girl. A pretty girl. I throbbed in my panties. I was a sexy girl. Shit!
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Carl paid for it all, and we left. He held my door for me, and I slid into the car. He leaned back against his door and stared at me, grinning, his eyes flitting around my face. “Whadaya think?”

“Uh, I think I sure don’t look like a boy. This is gonna be weird. What’ll my friends say? What will my mom say? My dad?”

“They’ll say thank god you stopped faking to be a guy. You’re a stunning young lady!”

“Great! Glad you’re happy.”

“Getting happier by the moment, too. Now, how about we get you some proper clothes? Not femboy clothes, but girl’s clothes. Will you do that for me?”

“Oh, Carl. Do we have to? I’m out of sorts as it is.”

“That’s why we need to—so you can feel it in your skin, so your clothes match the girl you are. You don’t have to wear them constantly, but you’ll want to. If not, they can go to The Salvation Army afterward. Okay? Let’s have some fun. You have the hair and nails already.”

I rolled my eyes and crossed my legs, seeing my toenails glisten. I looked at my hands as they rested on my jeans. I bounced a foot. We pulled into the mall. “Oh, Carl. We’re doing it, huh?”

“Please? Please do it for me. If we do it, we’ll pass the bridal shop.”

“The bridal shop?”

“Sure. You can try on that dress too if you want. Maybe we’ll buy it later.”

“Really? I can try it on?”

“Well, you need to get some things first, but I don’t see why not.”

“Things?”

“Well, there are a lot of flat-chested girls. No offense, but you’re the flattest. We should have you fitted for a bra and some fillers. You know, to help fill out the top of the wedding dress.”

“Me with breasts?”

“Why not?”

“I’m a guy.”

“You’ll be more girl with them. Less likely to appear to be a guy.”

I stared at him, stuck.

“You know the wedding dress will fit better with them. They aren’t permanent, you know.”

I smirked. I rolled my eyes and looked out the window. I throbbed in my panties, thinking about the wedding dress. “Okay. You win. Boobs. Weighty, substantial ones.”

“Right.”

He hopped out, ran around, and opened my door, offering his hand to me. I glared at him and got out. “I don’t need your help to get out of a car.”

“Just being a gentleman. You deserve to be treated with respect. You need to get used to it.”

“Right.”

We walked into the mall, and Carl led us to the shop. He found a salesgirl. “Tell her what you want, Avery.”

“Uh…” My face flushed. “I’d like a bra and some breast forms. As realistic as possible. I’m very flat.”

“Oh, we can fix that. Don’t you worry, sweetie. You’ll even have cleavage. It’s nice your brother is helping you with this. Is this your first prom?”

“Prom?” I looked at Carl.

Carl nodded. “Right. My sister is going to prom, and none of the dresses for sale fit her. Mom wouldn’t want this. My sister does, though, and should be confident in her appearance, right?”

“Of course. Come along, sweetie.” She put her arm over my shoulders and led us to the back. She measured my chest under my arms and then around my breast area. “Okay.”

She led us around the store, looking at bras. “We need the bra to be substantial to create the cleavage from your chest flesh with the forms. Here we go.” She found a prettily styled, sturdy bra with a three-hook back in various colors. “These will do.” She held them out one at a time.

Carl said, “She may as well get a variety of colors so as not just to wear them on this one occasion.”

“Of course.” She picked out colors, and I nodded to her when she held them up to me. “We’ll get some matching panties after, too.”

She handed them to Carl to hold, then searched a stack of drawers, pulled out three sets of forms, and opened all the boxes. “The nice part is that you can be almost any size you want. If you're not too shy, I’d go for the larger ones. They’ll seem more real, have some jiggle when you walk, and make the best, most convincing cleavage.”

My face flushed as I looked at the larger set. She placed one in my hand. It was substantial. I squeezed it. It was very real. The nipple stuck out even.

“Uh…”

“I’d show you larger ones yet, but I think this is as big as they can get on your petite frame without looking out of place. When you get older, if you don’t have any by then, you can go larger when you grow up.”

I nodded. “Right. When I get older. Okay.”

She put the other forms away and then handed me a bra and the box of forms. “As you may have noticed, the back of the forms are a bit tacky. Put the bra on, then slip the forms in and lift your flesh so the bra and forms hold the flesh up and out. Need any help?”

“Uh, no. I can do it.”

I took them into the changing room, and with my hands shaking, I put the bra on and fitted the forms. I looked in the mirror. There I was, a pretty girl with great cleavage and substantial breasts. I was sinfully sexy. I throbbed in my panties, looking at myself. My heart raced.

I put my blouse back on and buttoned it to allow a bit of cleavage to show and the lace edge of the bra. I walked back out, my face red.

The salesgirl and Carl beamed at me. “Lovely! How do they feel?” She came close and examined them closely. “Very nice cleavage.” She stood back and admired me while she adjusted my blouse. “Lovely. How do they feel, miss?”

My voice was choppy. “Good. Odd, heavy. Nice, I guess. Nice.”

“Good. Let’s get your panties then and whatever else you need. A prom is formal. You should have sheer pantyhose or stockings.”

Carl said, “Right. Set her up. I think she’ll be dressing up more as time goes on.”

“Of course.”

Well, it was weird with the woman thinking I was a young girl to be buying garter belts, waist cinchers, sheer stockings, nighties, babydolls, sexy panties, and all kinds of things. But we’d probably never see her again, and who cared what she thought?

We left that store with Carl beaming and carrying my new things. “Wow. That was great. Isn’t all of it super? You’ll be so sexy in all of that.”

“Sexy! Great. Then what?”

“Then we buy the girl a wedding dress.”

“I almost forgot. We can try it on, right?”

“We? You can. I won’t.” He laughed. “You need jewelry, shoes, dresses, skirts, tops, perfume, purses, phone cases, and lots of things first. I’ll let you try on the wedding dress if we get all that. Okay?”

“What? Are you buying me a wardrobe?”

“Absolutely. You’ll love being a girl, and you’ll need it. How do those breasts feel?”

“They tug and jiggle. I’d swear I have real ones. It’s unsettling.”

“Nice, though?”

“I guess. It makes me feel sexy and more girly, for sure. It’s very feminine.”

“Good. Enjoy it. It suits you well. They’re nice on you. Let’s get you a dress to go to dinner tonight. We can celebrate your birthday.”

“We did that already.”

He stopped walking and turned to face me. “No. It's the new you's birthday, the day you became the girl you always were.”

I stared at him, my eyes flitting about his hair and face. “I love your haircut. Thanks for getting one for me.”

“You earned it. Thanks for being you.” He leaned in toward me, his eyes on mine. My heart pounded. He ran his hand through my hair, smiling. “I love you, buddy.”

“I love you too, Carl.”

“Let’s get some lunch and buy those things so we can go out to dinner tonight and celebrate.”
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By the time we had bought everything, we had filled the car's trunk and had to rush home to wash things and put things away in my room. Carl was a whirlwind of help. Finally, we finished, and my dress for the evening, shoes, and stockings were all laid out on my bed.

“Where are we going, Carl?”

“That place we ate at before for your birthday.”

I nodded. “Nice. What are you wearing?”

“Black jeans, sport coat, dress shirt.”

“Good. Okay.” I stared at the outfit.

“Nervous?”

I nodded.

“Don’t be.” He turned me to him, held my chin, and gave me a peck on the forehead. “Relax. You’ll be a knockout.”

I nodded. “Okay. Let me get dressed. Go.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He left and closed the door of my bedroom.

I stripped and rinsed off in the shower, ran a razor over my hairless skin to get any strays, and then dried off and checked my hair. I fluffed it, and it was fine. I took out the new eyeshadow we bought, opened it, and read the instructions. Simple enough. I did my eyeliner more dramatically and added mascara, then applied the eyeshadow, making my eyes seductive. I put on blush and the twenty-four-hour lipstick we bought.

My face in the mirror aroused me. Into the bedroom, I sat and put on a black lace bra and matching panties, and I loaded my forms. I slid into the pantyhose, sending a ripple of pleasure into me as they caressed my legs. My hard little girl was struggling to be free under them, but they looked silly on top of the panties. I stripped them off and looked at the pantyhose. There was a gusset at just about the right place. I cut some of it out and slid them back on, then poked my throbbing package through it and slid the panties back on. Perfect. I looked much nicer.

I slid the black-chiffon, V-neck, flared-hem mini dress up and zipped the back after some difficulty, then adjusted my bra and cleavage. I slid into the matching crop top, then sat and slid on the five-inch strappy stilettos, seeing my pretty pink toenails peeking through the sheer pantyhose.

Over to the dresser in tiny minced steps, the heels forced me to have; I replaced my stud earrings with dangling ones and added a necklace to lie in my cleavage, drawing attention to it. I added the bracelets, rings, and a clip-on black flower for my hair. I sprayed a delicate, feminine, very sexy perfume all over me and loaded my purse, then slung it on my shoulder and hooked my thumb on it. I stepped in my forced, vulnerable, feminine, and very sexy feeling tiny steps to the full-length mirror and checked myself out.

No more femboy. All girl. No one would guess I had a hard dick under this dress. A dick that was throbbing and leaping in my panties but remained unseen beneath the flared hem of the dress. I looked into my eyes and rubbed it through the dress. I wondered.

I lifted the hem of my dress, admiring my shapely legs in the high heels and pantyhose, and slid the panties beneath my globes, then let the dress back down. My little guy…or should I now call it a little girl, bobbed beneath the dress, touching the silky lining but not showing a thing on the outside. I moved to and fro, trying to make it show, but fortunately, it didn’t, even being lifted by my panties.

I grabbed and stroked it while my eyes roamed the new me in the mirror. I was making myself hot for myself. I was sure Carl would have the same response to me. How would I deal with that? I put it out of my mind and let the stroking with the silky dress, the vision of the new me, and the scent of my perfume impregnate me with sensation all over.

My breath became choppy. I heard myself whimpering. My breasts tugged on my chest deliciously. I became lost in the sensations so deeply I didn’t hear the knock on the door. It opened, and Carl said. “See? See how hot you are?” He wrapped his arms around me, keeping my arm stuck with my cock wrapped in the dress in my hand. “See how sexy you are now? All girl, right?” He nuzzled my neck and sniffed my hair. “Mmm, lovely.” He pressed his hardness against my bottom. “Oh god, yes, Avery. I love you.”

“Stop, Carl. I knew this would happen! Stop.” Shaking, from being caught or from his reaction, I wasn’t sure; I freed myself, straightened my dress, and fluffed my hair in the mirror while he stood there, his mouth gaping behind me as I looked at him in the mirror.

He put his hand on my shoulder. “I’m sorry, Avery. I didn’t mean to. I didn’t know…”

I tossed his hand off my shoulder, stepped over to the dresser, took my phone, and put it in my purse. My heart pounded. Now what?

I turned to him, his eyes filled with fear. “It’s okay, Carl. I thought this might happen. It’s not your fault. You're a man. I look like a girl. A simple mistaken identity.”

“Right. Yeah.” His eyes flitted me up and down. His sport coat open, I could see he was still hard in his jeans. It gave me a little thrill to see it like that for me. I never saw it hard before. Not even when we’d check out hot chicks. I stared at it as he began speaking again. It throbbed under his pants. His words were a blur. I throbbed in my panties after he throbbed again. “…I promise to be a gentleman. Every girl deserves to be treated properly, and I’ll be a gentleman…unless you say it’s okay for me to ravage you.” He grinned and winked.

“Enough, Carl!” I slapped his arm and clicked out of the room. “Let’s go, or we’ll be late.”


5

Carl Parked the car. I hurried before he could reach my door to open it for me. I laughed as I got out and slung my purse. “Beat cha!”

He laughed. “Why can’t you just enjoy me being a gentleman?”

His hand took mine in his. I tried to break free from it, but he held me fast. “Carl!”

We’ll be more natural if you let me hold your hand or you take my arm, which makes more sense so you have more stability in those shoes. “He offered me his arm.”

I rolled my eyes and held onto his strong, offered arm. “I suppose. Seems weird.”

“Get used to it.” He patted my hand on his arm and let it rest on mine, holding it gently on his firm bicep. My heels clicked through the parking lot in minced steps, my breasts jiggling my cleavage and tugging on my chest. He opened the door for me, and I entered and waited for him. I retook his arm as we stepped to the hostess behind the podium. She smiled at him, her eyes flitting over him. I could tell she liked the way he looked. It almost gave me a pang of jealousy.

“Hello. Can I help you?” Her eyes didn’t leave his. He could have any woman he wanted, so why was he treating me like one instead?

“Yes, we have reservations for Carl and Avery. Lovely necklace, by the way.”

“Oh, thank you, sir.” She blushed. She looked at the computer. “Here they are. We were able to give you the seating you requested on the patio facing the gardens. Follow me.”

She took menus and led us, gorgeous hips swaying in her high heels, through the restaurant to the patio, where she sat us at a wicker loveseat and table in the shade facing the garden out back. “Is this good, sir?”

“Lovely,” Carl said. “Thank you.”

I slid behind the table, careful not to bump it, and placed my purse beside me on the seat. I crossed my stockinged legs, and they slid delightfully against each other; then, I bounced a foot in my high heels and sipped the ice water in the long-stemmed glass. An icy drip fell from it onto my thigh and sent a chill into me.

Carl slipped in beside me, his thigh pressing against mine. His hand landed on my thigh and squeezed it gently. “Nice, huh, sweetie?”

“Sweetie?”

“More appropriate than buddy, right?” He glided his hand on my thigh. “Your legs are so silky and sensual.”

“Uh…” I wanted to move his hand, but it was wonderful, and it wasn’t unheard of for a boyfriend to do that. “I know. Your hand is actually pretty nice on them. Perhaps there is an advantage to me not being a boy right now.” I smiled a nervous smile.

He beamed and flashed a big smile. “For sure. Finally, we can touch each other and not worry about what someone would say.”

“Hello. My name is Addison, and I’ll be your server tonight. Can I get you something to drink?” Addison smiled. She was petite and looked too young to serve alcohol. I looked at the drink menu.

Carl ordered bourbon and rocks and then looked at me. “I’ll have a dirty martini. Extra dirt and three olives with blue cheese, please.”

Her eyes flitted my face. “May I see an ID, please?”

My heart pounded. My face flushed as I dug into my purse and took it out, trying to cover the sex on my driver’s license. I held it up to her. She took it from me and inspected it.

She looked at my face and the picture. “I like your new haircut, Avery. Very flattering. Sorry to card you, but you appear much younger than you are. I think we have some of the same problems. Dirty martini it is.” She handed it back and left.

I took a deep breath and put it back into my new pink wallet in my purse. “Now she knows,” I said, shaking my head.

“What?”

“She knows I’m a man. I know she saw that M. How embarrassing.”

“She didn’t seem to care. She liked your new haircut, too. I think you think people are more judgmental than they are. She may not even have looked at the sex portion, just the birthday.”

“True. I sipped the water.”

“But I’d like to think she saw the sex portion and liked what she saw…Like me. A pretty girl… and her boyfriend.”

I nodded. “I know. Why couldn’t I be like you? Why didn’t my voice change or my body grow when I was thirteen like most guys?”

“Because you’re meant to be the way you are. Because I wouldn’t be so excited to see you this way, as you should also be now. Because we may have never met when I had to save you from those bullies. Because we’d never have become best friends. Because we couldn’t enjoy holding hands or touching each other and me being captivated by you. Need any more reasons you and I were so lucky?”

I shrugged. Good points. Addison returned with our drinks and placed them. “Is this a special occasion? Engagement? Birthday? Celebration of some sort?” She stood with the empty tray clasped to her significant breasts, smiling.

Carl nodded. “Engagement would be fantastic, but…” He gazed lovingly into my eyes, took my hand, and squeezed it. “That hasn’t happened… yet. You could call it a celebration of a new life, though. A birthday of sorts.”

She grinned. “You’re a lucky girl, Avery, fortunate to have the attention of such a nice man.” She waited as if for a response.

I looked at both of them in turn. “Uh…I know. He’s my best friend ever.” I gave him a quick peck on the cheek. He rubbed my thigh beneath the table.

“Can I get you two anything else right now, or would you lovebirds just like to relax and enjoy your drinks? No hurry. You have the table until you’re all done.”

Carl smiled. “Thanks, Addison. We’ll relax a little.”

She left us.

Carl raised his drink to me. I picked mine up by the fragile stem between my glinting long-nailed fingers, my pinky out, and carefully raised it to touch his.

Carl nodded and said, “To us becoming ever closer friends as you enter your wonderful new world. May I always be there for you.”

We sipped. I took a few deep breaths and gazed at the colorful, sweet-smelling garden a few feet from us, the water gurgling over the rocks and the sun shining off it in flashes. Everything seemed more vibrant and alive to me. “It’s pretty here, Carl. It wasn’t this nice when we were here before.”

“We were at a table and not by the garden.”

“But I didn’t even notice the garden before.”

“You’re coming alive.” He glided his hand sensually up my thigh and slightly under the hem of my dress as he gazed into my eyes. “You're allowing yourself to feel more. Relax, and you’ll find it even nicer as you become yourself.”

I rested one hand on his, and he stopped gliding it. I made him move it again. “No. Don’t stop. I like that. You have my permission as long as you don’t go too far under my dress.”

“Why not? Afraid I might find a surprise?” He looked around and then whispered. “Are you hard?”

My face flushed. I nodded hurriedly.

“It’s okay. It’s natural. You’re a beautiful girl. I’m hard for you, too. He looked around. Wanna see?”

I took a deep breath, shaking my head. “Oh god, no.” I pounded my drink down and looked for Addison. I waved to her.

He laughed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to get you in a tizzy, little girl. I’ll stop.” He lifted his hand from my leg.

I put it back. “No. It’s okay. I understand. I enjoy being hard under this dress and experiencing all the sensations and feelings I get when you touch me like that. My revulsion on some things makes no sense now as I am. I’m more sensual and feminine, and it seems to fit us at this stage with the simple touching. It’s lovely somehow. I’m closer to you when you caress my leg.”

Addison came over, and we ordered another round. I snuggled against Carl, my legs crossed, a foot bouncing beneath the table. His hand caressed my knee as we gazed off into the distance. He sniffed my hair. “You smell wonderful. It’s intoxicating.”

“That’s the bourbon intoxicating you.” I slid my hand into my purse, sprayed perfume on my wrists, and wiped it on my neck and cleavage. “But I love this scent, too. Your cologne smells nice, too. It's very manly.”

“Thanks.” Our second round came. We were both relaxed, and it was beautiful being so close and having Carl touch me so lovingly. I was experiencing a bit of a buzz as I sipped the martini and thought I should go slow. “So Carl. I make you hard, huh? That seems so shocking.”

“It shouldn’t be. You make you hard, too. You’re more sexy and feminine than any girl I’ve ever been with. You should be flattered. It’s a compliment.”

“I guess I am flattered. I never had anyone become aroused by me. It gives me tingles to think of.” I put my hand on his, gazed into his eyes, and moved his hand up and down my stockinged leg. “Does this make you even harder? It does me.”

He nodded, grinning, and looked around. He grabbed my hand, put it on the crotch of his jeans, and squeezed my hand. “Grab it. See how much I love you. Feel how hard you make me.” His eyes flitted back and forth between my eyes. “Even your eyes are sex objects, the way they’re made up and how alive your soul looks inside you now. Squeeze it. Know what it’s saying. Feel my compliment.”

I couldn’t help it. It was wonderful knowing how much I aroused him. My body tingled. I rubbed it, squeezed it, and marveled at it. He moved his mouth close to my ear. “Oh god, you’re making me feel so nice. You can take it out if you’d like. We can cover it with a napkin, and there’s the tablecloth, too, so no one would know.”

My heart pounded as I looked into his eyes. I wanted to, but I had to stop, or I’d come under my dress. I whimpered, removed my hand, and took a deep breath, fixing my dress and sitting up straight. I lifted my glass to him and smiled. “To this new world.”

We clinked, laughed, and sipped. I rolled my eyes. “God, you’re making me hot now, Carl. This is awful.”

“Awful?”

“In a good way…I guess. I’ve never been so… so… captivated by something.”

“Good. Something loves you touching it, too.”

I picked up the menu. “We should have some food before we’re trashed.”

“Right.”
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It didn’t take long before I lost all self-control. I couldn’t help it. It screamed at me, called my name, and practically slapped me in the face. My hand was under the table, wrapped around Carl’s hard velvety cock, stroking it and rubbing the oozing tip with my thumb, being careful not to hurt him with my nails. His hand glided deliciously on my thigh, multiplying the arousal in me. Addison reappeared, and I abruptly stopped stroking, hand still quietly wrapped around his flattering cock, and smiled at her.

She looked around and then back at us. “It’s okay. You’re being very discreet. I’m the only one that would have an inkling about you two. So are you both each other’s first? You seem so captivated by each other.”

I laughed and nodded, removing my hand from beneath Carl’s napkin and moving the oysters to the edge of the table for her. “We are. It’s my first time for all of this.”

“I know what that’s like. I remember my first time as a girl with a handsome man. I was a basket case. All the emotions, sensations, and feelings that filled me. It can be quite the experience. It should be savored for what it is. It’s wonderful. Don’t be afraid, Avery. It only gets better.” She placed her hand on my shoulder and squeezed. “You’re both so lucky to have each other. What can I get you next?”

I looked at my drink. It was half full yet. We’d been so busy with oysters and jerking Carl off while he caressed me, and I oozed under my dress. “Uh, I saw some crab claws?”

“Sure. How about the tower? It has clams and lobster tails, too.”

Carl nodded. “Perfect. Thank you so much, Addison. For your attention and words, too.”

“No problem, sir.” She left.

We laughed. Carl nodded and sipped. “See? She’s just like you. That’s why she didn’t flinch at your license, too. She knows. I’ll bet there are more girls like you than you think.”

My hand dove back to his irresistible cock and smiled at him, face to face, my breath on him. “Mmm, Now I feel better about me doing this too… That is, being a girl and doing what I’m doing for you.”

“Good.”

“Carl. I want to feel you come for me. Will you?”

He laughed. “I’ve been struggling not to. It would be quite easy to, but I hate for it to end. Will you let me do you, too?”

“No. I’m not ready for that, but this is wonderful.” I laughed. “I might just come though when you do. I’ll try not to.”

His eyes seemed to fill with desire. We kissed deeply for a moment, then he sniffed my neck, kissed it, and gazed into my eyes. I was stroking him rapidly and rubbing the oozing tip with his pre-cum, making him twitch. His legs tensed. His hand squeezed my thigh, looking into my eyes. “Oh god, Avery. You are so hot. I’m almost there.”

I sped up, and the napkin flew off his lap onto the floor. I looked around, grabbed my half-filled martini glass, and held it under the table under his cock. “Okay, sweetie. Let it go. Let me feel you come for me.”

He groaned and squeezed my thigh. My cock was doing the Olympics under my dress, oozing and rubbing the silky fabric. His thick, hard cock swelled rigid and then began pulsing in my grip. I aimed it into the glass as he gushed load after load into it, his eyes locked on mine.

His body relaxed. He breathed deeply. I slid the glass out from under and placed it on the table, the swirl of pearliness moving toward the bottom in the cloudy, dirty martini with two olives left. He leaned back, his arm around me. I sat back and let him tuck himself away. I stared at the martini. I did that. I made a man so aroused that his passion overwhelmed him, and I harvested it as my reward. I tingled. My cock was just jogging now, and I was filled with a sense of pride and warmth.

“Here you go, lovebirds.” Addison placed the seafood tower before us. “Would you like some wine with that?”

“Sure. Sauvignon Blanc? New Zealand if you have it,” Carl said.

“Right away.” She looked at our drinks and picked up Carl’s empty one. “Avery, it looks like you have some nicely marinated blue cheese and olives. Why don’t you finish that, and I’ll take it out of your way?”

I stared at it. It wasn’t obvious. Did she know? Who cared? Could I swallow it? It thrilled me to think of where it came from and that I generated it. It seemed a shame to throw it away. I stirred it up with the olives, popped them in my mouth, and held a finger up to her while I chewed, then sipped the mixture. I swished it in my mouth, smiling as I did at Addison, who smiled broadly, proudly back. I rolled my eyes, tasting his come and the salt of the martini, the texture thicker and richer than before.

I swallowed and handed it to her. “Thank you. That one was exceptional. It would have been a sin to waste it.”

“For sure, Avery. For sure. You earned that one, girl. Be right back with the wine.”

Carl smiled at me and hugged me to him. “I’m so proud of you. You swallowed it all. Was it okay?”

“See for yourself. I stole it from you.” I kissed him deeply. I pulled back and smiled. He smiled. “Wow. I love you more each minute. You’re one hell of a girl.” He hugged me and kissed my forehead. I couldn't help but giggle like a little girl when he praised me. His words made me feel so happy! I was so proud.
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The seafood tower was as much of a hedonistic indulgence as Carl’s firm, velvety compliment had been. I didn’t lose my libido one bit from my heightened taste buds and their indulgence in the succulent, delicious food. It only increased. Carl was caressing my leg and hard again in no time. We had turned from roommates to lovers in one day.

We had dessert and espressos. Carl paid the bill, and we left, his arm around me as we walked. “Wow. That was fabulous. Thank you so much, Avery, for doing this for me.”

“For you? I think it was more for me than you. I’m so alive. Everything is more… better with my newfound sensuality. I had a ball. The food and drinks were fabulous. Especially that last martini you donated your passion for me to. Thank you.” I hugged him, my heels clicking as we walked to the car.

He held the door for me and I slid my dress under me and sat, rotating my legs in, then crossed them. He closed the door and went around.

I rested my purse on top of my throbbing “little girl,” who was absolutely begging for release. Carl got in and started the car. When we were on our way, he glided his hand on my thigh while he drove. I gazed out at the passing streetlight in wonder of the world as it had become.

We pulled up in front of our regular bar. “Carl, what are you doing? I thought we were going home?”

“We need to show our friends the new you. Can’t wait forever, you know.”

“Oh, Carl. Please. Some other time.”

“Nope. I’ve been right so far, haven’t I?” He got out, trotted around, and opened my door. We walked in with me hugging his arm.

My heels clicked loudly on the barroom floor, turning heads, and they all recognized Carl. Everyone liked Carl. Even my femboy friends and the big dumb jocks. Carl’s how we all were protected. Carl was the common element, keeping us safe.

My femboy friend Jamie came up to Carl. “Carl, where’s Avery? You have a girlfriend now?”

Carl shrugged. “Yeah. What do you think, Jamie?” He held his arm out to me. I posed with one foot in front of the other, smiling. Jamie looked at me with his eyeliner and mascara eyes; first, my legs in high heels, then my cleavage, then my face. His eyes opened wide when he saw my eyes. “Avery! I see you in there. Those are your eyes. Oh my god, girl. Look at you! Your hair is incredible. You got guts. I wish I had those guts… and fantastic legs and boobs. You’re fabulous!” He gave me a peck on the lips, hugged and held me back. “Wow! You even smell like heaven.”

The other femboys saw and came over. They all were smitten with me, asking questions, touching my hair and dress, and complimenting my shoes, nails, hair, makeup, stockings, and breasts.

Alex asked, “So what brought this on?”

I looked at Carl and held him close to me. “My wonderful Carl. He made a deal with me, and I accepted. So you think I should stay this way?”

“Of course, honey! My god. Thank you, Carl. She’s fabulous. Can you help the rest of us get there?”

He laughed. “Let’s have some drinks, and we can chat about it. I don’t think I could afford to give all of you this opportunity like I did Avery. But that doesn’t mean you can’t get started on your own. I bet all of you would be super.”

By then, the big dumb jock group (Well, I was being mean. I guess they weren’t that big or dumb. They just liked to hassle us femboys.) had noticed and came over. They looked cynical as they approached. “Oh god,” I thought. Now Carl is going to need to defend me.

Joe, the kinda leader of the clan, looked me up and down. He wasn’t smiling. I clung to Carl. He looked at Carl and moved closer to him. Carl stayed still, his arm holding me tight as I clung to him.
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Joe nodded. “Hmm…interesting…very interesting. I don’t see a femboy here anymore. I see Avery, the girl. What do you think, fellas?” He looked at his buddies. They nodded, grinning and mumbling.

Joe stood straight, moved closer to Carl, and stared into his eyes. I could sense Carl’s tension as his muscles readied for combat. His eyes flitted between Joe and his clan. Joe raised his right hand.

Then he patted Carl on the shoulder, a big smile filling Joe’s face. “Nicely done, man. You helped this young lady find herself.” He turned to the other femboys. “Let this be a lesson for you femboys. You too can be something special like Avery has become. If you have the balls.” He put his hand out to me to shake. I grasped it delicately. “Congratulations, young lady. I’m sure this took a good amount of courage. I’m proud to know you.” He bent down at the waist, lifted my hand, kissed the back of it, then let it go. “Drinks for everyone!” He went to the bar, threw money on it, and sat. His clan gathered around him.

Carl had relaxed and was smiling. “C’mon, Avery. Let’s sit with your friends and enjoy our free drinks.” He held his arm out for me, and I held it as I held my head high, shook my hips, and walked in tiny steps, one clicking foot in front of the other, to a corner table in the back where we all could fit. A waitress deposited mugs of beer for all of us.

Carl and I slid in, followed by Alex next to me, Jamie at her side, and the others filling the table. Alex was practically twitching with excitement. “Can I touch you? Will you break? You’re like a doll.”

I laughed, took Alex’s soft hand, and placed it on the stockinged thigh of my crossed leg, my foot bouncing with joy. “Of course. I’m a girl. It’s okay for you to touch me now if I want you to.” I glided Alex’s hand on my thigh.

Alex rolled his eyes. “Oh my god, girl. You’re so sexy now. It must be incredible to be so feminine and pretty.”

I nodded and gave Alex a peck on the lips. “It does.” I squeezed his hand on my leg. “Just imagine you were me right now. You have to do it! You’ll love it.”

Alex was a bit shocked by the peck on the lips. He sipped his beer, his made-up eyes flitting my face and hair. “You gave me a peck on the lips. My hand is caressing your sexy leg. So… so you’re gay now? Not that that’s bad…”

I laughed. “Why are you trying to label me? I’m a girl. That’s my label.”

He nodded. “So… do you have sex with men now? Is Carl your boyfriend?”

I looked around the table. All of them were riveted on me, smiling. I looked at Carl, held his chin, then kissed him deeply and turned back to them all. “I’m working on it. The brain isn’t as fast to change as clothes and hair are. But I don’t see why I wouldn’t like nice guys like Carl and be able to touch my friends, give them a peck on the lips, or let them touch me. It’s all good now. You’ll see if you try it. You’ll be so different. The world will be better.” I snuggled next to Carl and sipped my beer.

All of them looked at each other. Excitedly, they chittered unintelligibly amongst themselves in raised girly voices. The jury was out. What would they do?
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Alex leaned over me to Carl. “You were so right to help her. Can we use her now to help us?” Alex looked around the table to nodding heads.

“Uh…I guess so. I can make a little donation to help you all get started if you want. It’s up to Avery, though, if she wants to help. Avery?”

“Of course. I need to share this wonderful world with my friends. A donation would be much appreciated, too, I’m sure.”

“Well, if it helps everyone make up their minds and try it, it would be well worth it. I’ll help.” He looked around the table and counted heads. “Okay, who’s in? Ladies? Raise your hand if you want four hundred bucks a piece and Alex’s help.”

All the bent wrist hands popped in the air, waving with wide-open eyes on their faces. They all chittered again, squealing. I now had a job to do.

I rubbed Carl’s crotch discreetly under the table amidst the excitement and looked into his eyes. “Looks like I have my work cut out. You don’t mind? I’ll be busy for a bit.” I rubbed his cock, gazing into his eyes.

“What could be bad about that? Sharing this gift with others can only be good. I’m proud of you and who you are now. Besides, my dad texted me that he needs help with a project at home, so I have to go home.”

My voice became full whining girl mode. “Go home? For how long? I can’t have you gone from me now. Honey!”

“Relax, sweetie. It won’t take long. You’ll have these girls to play with, anyway. You can have a pajama party if you want. Have fun. Help the girls explore being girls.”

I looked around at my friends, who were already a little more touchy-feely with each other than they usually were. The blurry femboy line between them being boys was already beginning to blur further. Alex still caressed my leg, and his hand went higher under my dress. I had Carl glance down at Alex’s hand and then whispered to him, “But I think when they’re all feeling girly, we might end up touching each other more and stuff. Would you get jealous?”

Carl laughed. “My sweet, sweet girl.” He pecked me on the lips, grasped my hand on his lap, and squeezed his hard cock with it. “You’re my angel. You can do no wrong. Enjoy your friends. You all deserve to for doing it. They’ll need to learn the new things they’ll enjoy as much as you’ve been.” He stroked my hair, looking into my eyes. His eyes burst open wide. “Shit!”

“What?”

“I forgot to take you to try on your wedding dress you love.”

“That’s okay. We’ll have plenty of time after the girl’s transformations. When do you leave for your dad’s?”

“In the morning.”

I squeezed his cock. “I think we should take care of this at home so I can learn another way to please you.” I licked my lips. “I think it’ll make me come when I do. Will you sleep with me?”

He took a deep breath and slugged his beer down. I slugged mine down, and we said our goodbyes.

At home, I ran up the stairs, tugging Carl by the hand. I pulled the sheets back and helped him strip all his clothes off in the dim light. I had seen his naked body before after he showered, but I never noticed how gorgeous it was. Was it me changing now? Was I always this way? I didn’t care. I was driven by a deep desire to bring him pleasure, and I knew that I had the ability to make it happen.

He slid onto the bed, his cock like a flagpole, and he lay back on a pillow and stroked it, looking at me. I slid between his legs and stretched out against the sheets, my little girl hard and rubbing the bed through the satin lining of the dress. He spread his legs, and I moved my head to his cock. I grabbed it with both hands, then took the tip into my lips and ran my tongue around it, flicking the hole while looking into his bright, wide eyes. His leg twitched in time with my hole flicks. I tasted his pre-cum. “Oh, my god, Avery. If you could see yourself now. And it’s so damn good.”

I mumbled around his thick meat, moved my top hand down to roll his hairless globes in my palm, and tugged them while I bobbed my head on his cock, still running my tongue around his velvety shaft. His eyes were locked on mine, and he stroked my hair and touched my cheek with the back of his hand. “Oh, Avery. Your face and mouth are a dream.”

I mumbled a thank you around his cock, and his praise made me more intense in my ministrations to his gorgeous cock. I was immersed in the sensations of my legs sliding on the bed, my breasts bouncing as I bobbed my head, and the incredible sensation his cock gave my lips and mouth as I bobbed.

His fingers wrapped in my hair, threatening to tear it from my scalp. It sent more sensations into me while further demonstrating his passion and desire for me. I was gratified and proud of how much he was engaged in the pleasure I was giving him.

My little girl was dancing uncontrollably under my dress, slipping the tip on the satin lining. I whimpered around his cock, looking into his wide eyes and loving face. He groaned a deep groan and tensed his leg beneath me.

I let go of his balls and slurped off his cock, letting it bob freely in the air as it oozed a pearly drip from it, and Carl took a deep breath. “Oh fuck. Holy shit. That was close. Do you not want me to finish in your mouth, honey?”

I leaned up to him and kissed him on the lips, then looked directly into his eyes. In a quiet, seductive little girl voice, I said. “Daddy, I want it all. I want to swallow your passion for me. I want to have it jerking in my mouth and spewing your love for me into me. When you do, I’ll be coming with you. I know it. I won’t be able to hold it back.”

His cock had settled down again, allowing me to take it back into my mouth and savor it longer while looking up at him. He cradled my head and lifted his hips over and over into my face. “I need to remember this forever. You’re so beautiful. You need to see it.” He grabbed his phone off the nightstand and took a video while he held my head and fucked my face like a little doll. It thrilled me so to know I’d be able to see how good I looked with his cock in my mouth, that I became more fervent with my tongue.

He wrapped one set of fingers tightly in my hair, making it tug on my scalp deliciously and on top, and he fucked my face while I looked wide-eyed into his phone lens. He grunted, and I whimpered as I did nothing but use my tongue and clench my lips around his thick satin cock as it sent ripples of sensations into me. My little girl was dancing again beneath my dress and oozing.

I whimpered some more and mumbled squeals around his cock. His eyes burst wide as he stiffened, his legs out straight. My legs shot out straight, and my body tensed. He fucked my face fast and grunted, then tugged my hair and held my face fixed. His cock jerked and spasmed in my mouth, and the first gush shot into me. I swallowed greedily, and my little girl shot off in time for his next gush. My eyes blinked rapidly, looking into the phone lens as his cock spasmed over and over, and I whimpered and tried to keep up with the flood of his thick, creamy passion.

He started fucking my face again, but it slipped from my mouth and shot a pearl rope over my face and hair before he stuffed it back into my mouth, and I consumed the next gush. He thrust into my face until no more was coming out. My hips humped in the air shooting my little girl’s spurts into my dress. His cock sat there in my face. I wanted more while my little girl was jerking around in my dress, and I tried to bob my head on it and flick my tongue. He groaned and held my head tight so I couldn’t move. “Stop. Stop, princess, stop.”

I stopped and swallowed, his cock filling my mouth, my jaw open wide, while I stared up into his loving eyes, knowing this was now part and parcel of who I was now. I was in love. Not only with Carl, but with cock.

He still had the phone going. “Did you enjoy that, little girl?”

I nodded with his cock softening in my mouth and mumbled around it, “Erry uch! Oved it.”

He laughed. And patted my head in the frame. “Are you a girl?”

I nodded and tugged his hairless balls and looked up with his cock bent now in my face as it softened. I rolled my eyes. My little girl softened in my now very wet dress. I humped it against the satin.

Carl put the phone down, tugged my head off his cock, and dragged me up to him. He massaged my breast with one hand, kissed me deeply, and cradled me to him with the other. He sniffed my hair. “You’re a doll. Adorable, sexy doll. I love you so much. I think you enjoy being a girl. Did you come? It looked like it.”

“I did. I came so hard and long. It was the best ever. You’re wonderful. I love taking care of your cock. It’s all I’ll ever need.”

“Really? Think twice about that. There are more things a girl would want from it. Like to be made love to.”

“Uh…” I looked into his eyes.

“You look scared, princess.”

“I never did that.”

“Well, if you wish to wear a wedding dress, you’ll need to be a wife and want to consummate your marriage, right? Isn’t that what a wedding dress says?”

I blinked, looking at him. He was right. I needed to step up to the next aspect of being a girl and being the receiver. Being the connection to the man, the receptacle, the place to join the two in wedded bliss. I nodded sheepishly.

He patted my head.

“I’ll figure it out. Don’t worry. When you return from your dad’s, I’ll be ready, sweetie.”

Now, how was I going to do that? I fell asleep in his embrace.
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In the morning, I quietly slid from the bed, stripped and showered, and was dressed in a flared hem, white corduroy miniskirt, sheer suntan stockings, high white string, wedge heels, and a pink V-neck sweater. I was bathed in a fresh scent, with my makeup done for daytime and my hair with some product in it. While I was dressing in the closet, Carl had gone into the shower.

I descended the stairs, made some French toast and coffee, and poured freshly squeezed orange juice. Carl came down in a blue Oxford cloth button-down collar shirt opened two buttons down, revealing his shaved chest, his sleeves rolled up two folds, and wearing jeans and boots. His new haircut was combed close, his blonde curls dry and shining. He was a vision with the sunlight behind him in the window. It took my breath away. I ran in tiny steps up to him and wrapped my arms around his neck, and he leaned down to kiss me. “Morning, princess.” He beamed.

“Morning, my love. Sleep well? I sure did. I feel like a million bucks. I texted the girls-to-be and made them appointments at the salon.”

“Good. I’ll give you the money, and you can pass it on to them. We’ll need to go to the bank before I leave.”

“Okay. Thanks. Sit and eat, and we can go.”

We had breakfast, talking about the project he had to do and my plans for the girls.

“You should have the girls play with each other. I mean, there won’t be men available for them right away, probably, and they’ll need to take some time to get used to their new roles, so this way, you can help them with that. You know, let them suck you and each other.”

“Really? You think we should do all of that?”

He laughed. “I think you’ll have to. You know how sensual you became.” He took a sizeable chunk of toast and chewed it. His face was radiant.

I nodded and cut my toast, looking down at it.

“Is something wrong?”

“I don’t want you to get jealous. Not that I’d want anybody but you, but…”

“I won’t. Don’t worry. It’ll do you good, too. You’ll have a chance to be more intimate with your friends. That’s a good thing.”

“I guess that’s true. We’ll become closer.”

“Right.”

“I need to figure out how I’m going to be a wife all the way now, too. I truly want to, I do, but…”

“Don’t be afraid. Google it. Buy what you need. Practice even. You’ll be ready and very willing after.”

“I know. I’ll do my best for you. I promise.”

We finished breakfast, did the dishes, and drove to the bank. I couldn’t resist sucking his cock while we drove to and from the bank. At home, we got out of the car at the back of the house, and he hugged me. “Now you have the money in your purse, right? You didn’t leave it in the car.”

I patted my purse and looked inside. “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” He pecked me on the lips. “See you when I’m done, then.”

I panicked. “Uh…do you really have to go?” I rubbed his crotch, hanging on him.

“I do, princess. I do. It’ll be fast. You’ll see. Have fun with the girls.”

I unzipped his fly.

“What are you doing? I need to go.” He looked at his watch.

I had his belt undone, and pants opened. I put my purse on the ground, knelt on it, and looked up at him. “I never finished in the car. I need it. Please?”

“Oh my. It seems I’ve created a monster. Okay. No lingering or teasing. Get right to it.”

I sure did. I dove onto it and became crazy on it. I wanted him to come so badly. My little girl was throbbing in my panties again, and I could feel it oozing. I humped in the air as I sucked and looked up, watching his face.

He held my head tight, and I couldn’t move it anymore. He fucked my face. I lifted my skirt and jerked my little girl while sucking and looking up.

“Oh god, Avery. You’re so hot doing that to yourself. Thank you.”

His cock became rock hard, then jerked in my mouth while he looked me in the eye and pumped his come into me. My cock spurted all over the ground in time with him. I whimpered.

When he finished with me, he tugged my head off it, then tucked away. I stood and tucked my little girl into my panties, straightened my skirt, hair, and blouse, brushed off my purse, and slung it on my shoulder. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him deeply, lifting one leg.

“I love you, Carl.”

“I love you too. Gotta go. Oh, I almost forgot.” He took his phone out and tapped it a few times. Then, put it away. “It’s on the way to you. You’ll see how good you look that way. You’re a natural.”

“Thanks.”

He got in the car, honked and waved, and left. I stood there watching his car drive off.
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“Okay, ladies to be. Everyone has their money?”

They all nodded their cars in the salon's parking lot as they stood in a circle around me. All of them were in their most feminine femboy clothes, knowing they’d look more like girls than boys when done.

“Okay then. Do you all have the most feminine hairstyles picked out?”

“Yes, Avery.” They laughed.

“Good. I’ll go in with you and make sure there isn’t anything else. Then I have to do some research, and I might have to leave for a little while. I’ll be back in time to take you for breast forms and things. Okay?”

“Got it.”

We all went inside, and the girls came over to them and took them away. I sat in the lobby and Googled my next pleasure-giving ability, which I needed to cultivate.

I found I needed an attachment for the shower and probably could use some butt plugs to get used to the idea. I set out on Amazon and put the filter on for delivery today. I placed the order. I didn’t even need to leave the salon. I’d have them by three o’clock.

That made me happy, and now that I knew what was involved, I was much less nervous and anxious about it. I’d do it like so many others have done, and I know I’ll love it. Carl will really love it, which made me even happier knowing I’d have another way to please him properly as a wife should. I felt accomplished.

I found an empty chair in the salon where I could watch the girls as they got their toenails done, fingernails put on, and hairstyles created. Seeing their faces and watching them turn from feminine boys into adorable girls was a joy. They positively glowed with happiness as they watched themselves and each other.

They paid, and we went for the rest of their things. It was like a field trip for high school girls on their first time getting ready for a prom and buying their first bras. They giggled, laughed, and raved at each other in the dressing room, their arms filled with all the needed and lovely underthings. We hit the mall and got some basic wardrobe items, fancy dresses, shoes, jewelry, and perfumes. They all became more and more excited as the day wore on.

They filled their cars in the parking lot. Alex asked, “So, Avery, what will you do now?” She held Jamie’s hand, and they both smiled at me.

“I think I’m gonna try on a wedding dress. I found one I love and have to have.”

“Are you getting married?”

“Oh, I don’t know about that. I’m just in love with this dress. I can’t afford it anyway, and no one has proposed to me.”

“Would you marry Carl?” Jamie giggled.

I raised my eyebrows. “The more I think about it, the more I think I would. But what would he want with a dead-end girl that can’t have children? He deserves a real wife.”

“Not all men want kids, and if you two did, you could adopt. There are plenty of unwanted kids needing a good home.”

“True. Very true. We’ll see. I know he loves me, and I love him. He saved my life by helping me see who I was.”

“He’ll propose. I know it. Let us go see the dress with you, okay?”

“Sure.”

I found the dress. It was ONLY $600. It was seventy percent off. I didn’t have that much to spare. I sighed, and the girls made me try it on. It had a revealing beaded neckline that showed off my cleavage beautifully. The gown was simple but had beading on the edges of the swept-up front, which ended up about seven inches from the crotch. The veil was in two pieces: one was long, going down the back to the train of the dress, and another part was shoulder length and could be swept to the front to hide the face behind the sheer fabric.

I stood on the raised area with the three-hundred-and-sixty-degree mirrors as I posed and moved about. The dress made me into a virginal bride, ready to give herself to her man for life. My body tingled. I throbbed repeatedly in my panties at that thought and at the beauty standing in the mirror. I imagined Carl next to me as I held his arm, looking through the veil, which I now did.

The girls chittered below me, watching me and going back and forth between them. One of them held a bridesmaid dress as well. I turned to go take the dress off.

A saleswoman smiled at me. “Wait. Let me see if the fit is just right. It appears to be.” She took me back to the mirror and chatted. In the background, I could see the girls scurrying about, leaving, and coming back.

When they all returned, the saleswoman finally let me take the dress off. “I think it’s all perfect. You can’t get a better fit for a girl. You’ll be lovely in it. Aren’t you too young to get married, though?”

“No. I’m twenty-one.”

“Oh my. Well, that’s wonderful. I thought you were about fifteen and were just getting it because you loved it and your friends loved you.”

“I do love it. My friends?”

“Yes. They bought it for you, along with bridesmaids’ dresses. I hope you have the wedding of your dreams. If you take it off, I’ll bag it properly so it doesn’t wrinkle or get crushed.” She smiled back at me. My eyes filled with tears, and I wiped them as I looked at the girls all jumping up and down. “You guys are crazy!” I sputtered out.

“Carl will love it, and we all want to be at a wedding now.”

“Thank you!”

“You're welcome. Thank you for us.”

We left the store and went back to the cars. “It’s three. Do you want to meet at our regular haunt at six for dinner?” I asked the girls.

They all looked shocked. Jamie said, “Uh, I don’t think we’re quite ready for that. Joe and them? Why don’t we get pizzas and wine and have a party at your house? Carl’s gone, and you have nothing to do anyway, and we can practice being girls. We never even wore high heels. Please?”

“Why not? Wash and put your things away, and I’ll do something I need to do and see you all there. Pizza or Chinese?”

“Chinese,” Jamie said, and they all nodded. “Got it. I’ll have the food there by six. Come early if you get done early. Please?”

They all agreed and left.

I stood there watching them get into their cars, amazed at what we all had done, and then neatly folded my wedding dress into the car. I looked at it through the clear window of the bag. It was mine. I had that fantastic, mystical, magical wedding dress that made me feel more feminine than I ever could… like a woman…a bride…

I choked back my tears and slid into the car, slipping my miniskirt under my legs on the cool leather seat. My high wedge heels fell into place above the gas pedal. I fluffed my hair and put the windows down. I was filled with joy and drove off.
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The girls arrived bit by bit. Alex was first to arrive in a sexy, flared hem, layered, crinoline-lifted dress with a V-neck top revealing her prominent cleavage, rounded shoulders, and thin, unmuscled arms. She was lovely as she held her long, fake-nailed thumb draped over her purse, which was slung on her shoulder. She walked in minced steps in her five-inch high heels up the walk from the driveway to the porch, where I sat sipping an iced tea on the swing on the porch. I had put the attachment on the shower and cleaned the various toys for me to use tomorrow. I was satisfied with my day’s accomplishments, and seeing the new Alex made it more so.

“Hi, Avery!” Alex beamed as she bent down, kissed my cheek, and touched my leg. “I love being able to greet you with a kiss now. It's so much friendlier.” She sat next to me on the swing, crossed her legs in her sheer suntan stockings, and bounced her high-heeled foot, her pretty painted toenails flashing in the sunlight.

I stood and moved to the pitcher and glasses. “Iced tea, dear?”

“Please. Thank you, sweetie.” She beamed at me from her made-up eyes and face, her lips full and painted with twenty-four-hour lipstick.

“You’re stunning, Alex. So pretty and feminine.” I poured her tea and handed it to her, then sat next to her again, our legs touching lightly.

Her hand moved to my thigh, patted it, and rested on it. “Thank you. I love your almost sheer, light summer mini dress. It's such a pretty sage green, too. It shows off your legs and breasts so well. I swear I can see the outline of a nipple, even.”

“Thanks.”

“And are these the same stockings I’m wearing?” She glided her hand lightly and sensually on my thigh as she gazed lovingly into my eyes. I throbbed beneath my dress, my panties lifting it to rub the innermost layer of the sheer liners.

“They certainly are. Aren’t they heavenly?” I caressed her leg, knowing how good it also felt to her. We kissed lightly so as not to mess up our lipstick, which we couldn’t mess up anyway. Her tongue danced with mine and tasted minty fresh.

“Absolutely. I'm so glad you told us about cutting the gusset and using the panties to hold it all up under dresses like this. It’s like being on display even though it’s hidden. A little secret. It’s so naughty the way it rubs and slides under there!” She giggled. “Being hard like this makes me even more feminine and girly. It’s almost ironic.” She laughed.

“I know. The harder my last male aspect gets, the more girly I become.” I looked around. No one else was in sight. I had to do it. I couldn’t resist. Then maybe she’d learn to do it, too. She needed to get a start on being a girl, going further than the clothes and presentation. I slid my hand under her dress and wrapped my iced-tea-cooled hand around her hard little cock. It was silky and firm. I stroked it loosely and gently, looking into her eyes.

“Oh my, Avery. That is lovely.” She gazed into my eyes. I took her hand and put it under my dress on my hard little girl. She wrapped her fingers around it, her eyes wide. “Oh my. What am I doing?”

“Relax, Alex, sweetie. Enjoy it. Girls touch girls and guys. We aren’t guys anymore, worried about doing something unmanly. This is so very right.”

We stroked each other, looking at each other’s face, hair, cleavage, and eyes. “You're so pretty, Alex.”

“You are, too.”

“The other girls will be too. Help me when they get here to show them this is okay and they should do it. Later, we have to all suck each other to get used to that idea. We must do what girls do to honor the clothing, right?”

“Right.” She whimpered and took my hand away. “Sorry, I Don’t want to let it spurt yet. I want to savor it.”

“Of course. Want to suck mine?”

“Uh…” She looked down and watched her hand jerking me off under the dress. I lifted the dress and exposed it. She put her head down and took it in her mouth. I leaned back and swung us on the swing with my eyes closed as I stroked her hair. “That’s it, Alex. Now you’re a big girl.”

She mumbled around it and became more fervent. She bobbed her head rapidly.

“Hello, ladies! Oh my. How interesting.” Jamie arrived and stood there with Taylor on her arm. Alex popped off my cock and covered it with my dress. Her face was red. “Sorry. I just got a little carried away. Where were you girls? We’ve been waiting here forever. We had to entertain ourselves.”

“They laughed, clicked over to the iced tea, poured some, and then filled our glasses.”

“It took time to get ready. We had clothes to wash and makeup to do. Like it?” They stood posing.

We nodded. I said, “You two are incredible. How does it feel?”

“Wonderful!”

“Amazing!”

“Good. Chinese should be here shortly. Have a seat on the couch and enjoy the view. You two smell wonderful, too, by the way.”

“Thanks.” They sat, snuggled, caressed each other’s legs, and looked down the street. It appeared they were much closer than I had known them to be before. That was a good sign.

“If you girls want to touch each other a little before dinner and the others arrive. Alex and I can keep watch.”

They looked at each other nervously.

“Be big girls. It’s not just about the clothes, you know. If you ever want to go out in public and be comfortable around guys, you should at least be able to touch it and suck it. Practice.”

They both slid a hand under the other’s dress and started jerking each other off, looking into each other’s eyes. “Good girls. Now take turns sucking.”

Jamie dove onto the big cock of Taylor. Alex got up and moved over to Jamie, knelt before her, leaned in, and started sucking. I sipped and watched while I slowly caressed my little girl and enjoyed the breeze.

“Hello, ladies.” A young man stood with bags of Chinese. His eyes were wide and smiling at the scene that just burst into skirts, boobs, and clattering heels. He laughed. “Don’t worry, I didn’t see a thing. Chinese for Avery?”

I stood and paid him, then tipped him well. “Thank you. You can put it on the table.” He did and stood there, putting his money away. He had a hard-on in his jeans. He looked pretty young, but who doesn’t around here?

He looked us all over. “Gosh. I’ve never seen such pretty girls in my life. And you all dress so sexy and pretty in high heels, dresses, and stockings. It’s incredible how pretty you are.” His cock throbbed in his pants as his eyes roamed the smiling group. The girls were looking at his cock as it moved.

He laughed. “Oh, sorry. Couldn’t help it.” He covered it with his hands. “Don’t get it off very often. Hate to do it myself, and you girls make it hard.” He was adorable. A pretty face. A huge cock in those pants. I saw Jamie looking at it. She raised a finger to him. “Come here, young man, and let me help you with that.” She patted the couch next to her.

He was there in a flash, undid his pants, belt, and zipper, and took his shaved, silky package all out. It was oozing already. Jamie flung a pillow on the floor beneath her and took it into her mouth, looking up at him while she rolled his globes in her palm and stroked with her other hand. We all watched, discreetly rubbing ourselves through our dresses as she sucked him off and his cock pulsed and spewed profusely in her mouth. Her leg twitched, and she humped the air a bit as she came under her dress and onto the floor of the porch.

He put it away and scurried off, yelling, “Thank you, miss!” Jamie stood, looked down, and wiped her come off the floor with a napkin, wrapped it in another, put it in her purse, and sat down smiling. “Holy shit! Wow! What we've been missing!” She laughed. “That was so darn exciting I couldn’t hold back. He was so cute!”

Taylor shook her head. “I should have done that. Damn.”

Jamie nodded and patted Taylor’s stockinged leg. Taylor took her finger and wiped come off Jamie’s chin and fed it to her.

We sipped iced tea, and the last of the girls showed up. Cameron and Riley joined us, looking as hot and sexy as any girls ever could.

This was to be one heck of a night!


13

We ate, brought out more potent drinks, and enjoyed chatting about our new sensations and feelings. The girls had no problem getting into their new personas as girls who love to play with boys’ parts. They all slept over, and we coupled up. It was heavenly.

In the morning, I woke to Alex sucking my little girl, and she made it fill her face with her morning protein. We all ate breakfast and talked about the next steps for them to accomplish fully being a girl and how to do it, and then we all cleaned up the place, and they drove home excited and ready to do so.

I was just as excited as I did my morning duty, then showered and used my new attachment. It made me immaculately clean and fresh, and I was thrilled to try my new toys. A little lube, and in a second, I had the most exciting one, an expandable, vibrating plug connected to my phone to control it, fully inserted and expanded. If a real man could be this good or better, I couldn’t wait for one to fill me.

I texted Carl, but he said he wouldn’t be home until tomorrow. I was deflated. I told him how well the girls did last night and that I thought they were ready to reveal their new selves to the world. We had planned to tonight, and all of us were going to our hangout to eat pizza and drink cosmopolitans. He encouraged me to do so, support the girls, and have fun with everyone.

I thought about Carl’s wording. Everyone? I texted the word back to him with a question mark.

He texted back the word yes, a man emoji, eggplant emoji, rain emoji, and woman emoji. Then he said I needed to explore as much as I could tonight because after he comes home he wants to have me wear my new wedding dress with the girls as bridesmaids and marry me, if I chose to.

The plug shot off ripples of silent vibration into me, making my little girl dance. I sent back kisses and hearts. I was beside myself with joy. I was going to marry my best friend ever.

I sat on the bed in my satin robe, wondering what to do next. I had a day to kill. Then Carl wanted me to play with the guys at our hangout. I didn’t want to. It seemed like cheating. The plug shot off again, and I wriggled on it. I had to keep it in to get used to it, but it would drive me crazy being this way all day.

I decided to take my mind off all of it and work in the yard today. I slid into my butt and hip padded panties and into a pair of girls’ jeans and sneakers, bra and forms, and a tank top and went into the yard to pretty it up.

The morning flew by quickly, with me enjoying accomplishing what I had done. However, I was oozing in my panties from the delicious plug inside of me, and I needed another distraction. I ate lunch, then took a bike ride to take my mind off things. That was a terrible choice. The more I rode the bike, the more I rode the plug, and the more I wanted it. I wanted to have a real one. I wanted Carl.

At the end of the day, I showered and decided I had to remove the plug or be a writhing nymphomaniac all night. It was a relief, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Carl making love to me. I so wanted to experience his passion for me as his sweet cock jerked and spasmed inside of me, and he told me how much he loved me.

I took my wedding dress from the package and slid into it to enjoy it for a while. I put together everything I’d need to wear with it, put things in bags on the hanger, and grouped it all in the closet. Gosh, if Carl comes home tomorrow and asks me to marry him, we’ll need to plan the wedding. The girls will want to be bridesmaids. Now, I was getting nervous about all there would be to do. I wished Carl were there to calm me.

I dressed in a cute black leather miniskirt, white V-neck sweater, strappy, black-patent stilettos, and sheer suntan stay-up lace-top stockings. I bathed myself in perfume, fluffed my hair, and put some product in it. I did my eyeshadow dramatically and dark for the evening and slung my purse on my shoulder. I checked myself in the mirror. The skirt had enough shape to give me hips, and the panties held my little girl snug and hidden. I was good to go.

I walked a short distance to the bar. My heels clicked on the pavement, my breasts tugged on my chest, and my cleavage jiggled. The scent of my perfume surrounded me. It was a lovely evening with a light breeze that occasionally wafted under my skirt, teasing me with its caresses on my legs. I was lovely, feminine, sexy, and sensual, and I walked into the bar confidently and powerfully. What I saw delighted me.
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I entered and stood there, my jaw hanging. All the new girls were there, and of all people, Joe was engaged in animated conversation with Jamie, and Joe’s clan was hanging on to every word and movement of Alex, Cameron, Taylor, and Riley. The world was finally at peace!

I clicked over and was warmly greeted by everyone. Joe bought me a Cosmopolitan and made a guy move off his barseat so I could have it. I turned the seat to face the group, crossed my stockinged legs, and bounced a foot as I sipped and took in the wonderful energy that filled the place. We chatted and drank and laughed and touched. We were one big, happy family.

I knew I wanted to marry Carl; he was all I could think of. Even though there was much interest in me from others then, it didn’t fill me with pride and love the way Carl did. He said I should enjoy everyone, and by the emojis he sent, he meant having sex with everyone. I didn’t have the tiniest bit of desire for it now with anyone but Carl.

I watched quietly as the girls used their allure and were caressed by the men. The girls' touches on the men kept the men’s fire burning. It wasn’t long before a couple would split off and disappear, then come back with the man’s arm around her and him looking very satisfied and affectionate with the girl. Carl had created an entirely alternative universe. It was marvelous to see everyone so happy.

I turned my seat to face the TV and stared mindlessly at the weather channel while my mind sent wishes to the universe for Carl to arrive, even though I knew he wouldn’t be home until tomorrow. I sipped my drink, nursing it and not wanting to drink too much. I ordered some oysters and occupied myself with them, immersing myself in the sensual flavors as they filled my mouth. A hand landed on my shoulder. I turned.

My eyes burst wide open as I wrapped my arms around Carl’s neck and gave him a big kiss. “I thought you weren’t coming home until tomorrow!”

He laughed, and Alex moved off her seat next to me and went out back, holding hands with a big, handsome guy. Carl sat in her vacancy. His hand caressed my leg nonchalantly as he ordered a beer. He turned to me. “I had to fill my dad in on what was about to happen, and when I told him I was going to propose and hopefully get married, he said he could finish the project himself and sent me off to you. He asked to let him know when the wedding was.”

“Wedding. Yes. Oh god, yes. I love you. I want to marry you and be with you forever. I’ll do anything you want.”

“We’ll travel, and you can be a woman of the world.” He pecked me on the lips.

I slid my hand onto his crotch and found him hard for me. “Hmm, you seem happy to see me.”

“Of course. We could consummate our marriage tonight if you’re ready. We can set up a big wedding later. I heard the girls bought you the dress, and they all bought bridesmaid dresses, too.”

“That sounds wonderful. I’m more than ready. I can’t wait for the wedding. Does your dad know what I am?”

“He knows you’re my best friend. He’s known you since you and I were little. He always thought you were a smart, cute kid. He now knows my best friend looks much prettier than she once did. So yeah. He’s cool with it.”

“That’s awesome. I’m so excited. Can I get breast and hip implants before the wedding? I want to be perfect for it.”

“Sure. Why not?” He gave me a peck on the lips. “I’d love to see you with them. I think it would make you whole.”

“It would.” I rubbed his hard cock under the bar and looked around. It seemed all the girls had gone out back and come back now. I squeezed his cock and looked into his eyes. “Wanna consummate with your bride, husband?”

“Oh god, yes.”

I slid off the barstool and took his hand. We dashed through the bar to the patio out back. I dragged him to a dark corner with an outdoor couch, fell onto my back, and hiked my skirt up. Carl spread my legs, undid his pants, and took his entire package out. I wrapped both hands around it and guided him to my already lubed, begging hole. He slid my panties aside, took my little girl and her little globes out of them, then pulled the panties aside and to my hip on one side. I held his cock against my hole, my legs back. He pressed it and pushed, and I watched until I gasped, and it stretched me and made it past the gate. “Oh god, Avery. You are so tight and hot. It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“Only initially. It’s good now. Fill me. Breed your wife.”

He pushed my thighs back, my feet in high heels drifting above my head. He looked into my eyes and pressed it forward, sending it deeper and deeper into my soul, the sensations running through me to the tips of my toes pointed in my heels. I whimpered. “Oh, Carl, that’s so good. Fuck me, honey. Fuck your little girlie wife.”

He grunted and began thrusting in earnest, making my feet flail in the air above me, and my little girl flail in the air between us, drips of pearls oozing and falling from the tip with each thrust. “Oh god! Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Use me. I’m yours.”

And he did. He grunted like a beast and shoved it up to my throat and back over and over. I drifted into a semi-conscious state as if it were a dream. My whole body tingled and was alive. My breasts jiggled on my chest. I was in some sort of heaven. I was a girl with a passionate man who was making love to me. What more could I ask for? “Come inside of me, honey. Please! I can’t take much more. My heart will burst from all the pleasure you're giving me. Come in me. Let your passion fill my soul.”

He grunted and shoved and held it there, looking into my eyes. His cock squirmed and jerked like a trapped snake inside of me. He moaned a deep moan.

I held his hard ass tight in my hands, my nails biting into his firm flesh. “Oh god, yes, I’m coming.” My little girl spurted wildly between us, sending ropes of pearls onto my belly and into my face. My legs shuddered, and I whimpered like a child. It seemed to last forever. Carl then thrust several more times, fervently crushing my thighs to the couch and filling me with his seed and lust. He let out a huge breath and then collapsed upon me. I rubbed his back, wrapped my legs around him, peppered his face with kisses, and wriggled myself on his softening cock. “Oh god, yes. This is what I am now. I’m a girl. I’m your wife, Carl. Thank you for doing this for me.”

“No, thank you for being brave and becoming who you were always meant to be. Thank you for always being my best friend. I can’t wait to start our lives together.”

“Me either.” I laughed.

“What’s funny?”

“I am. A femboy bride in one week. I should start a course.”

“Maybe you should. From what I saw tonight, your first students seem like they may be on the same path.”

“True. Oh well, maybe we’ll find more femboys to make into brides as we travel. It would give us something to do besides sightseeing.”

“Good idea, my lovely femboy bride.”


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:

Amazon:

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