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Like a robot. Nothing changes. Same old shit. I should have been happy because it was summer break and I had a grant to do my research project, but I felt stuck in a rut. Usually, I felt better cleaned up, so I showered, brushed my teeth, put on my eyeliner and mascara, and a hint of blush and lip gloss, slid on some silky panties and put on my girl’s bootcut jeans and girl’s ankle boots with a moderate heel and a silky black shirt. I checked my clear lacquered nails for any chips, then put my fake diamond stud earrings in, two in each ear, and tied my hair in a ponytail.

I stared at myself in the mirror. I faked a smile. What the fuck was I? I had a pretty face with minimal facial hair to keep shaved and leaned toward the more feminine, but I was a guy. A guy who wanted desperately to have someone to love. A girl. I thought about taking my feminine aspects further tonight by wearing some of the more feminine clothes I only wore in private—like skirts, high heels, stockings. I knew I’d enjoy it for a while and I’d look perfect as a girl...so perfect, I’d be hot for myself. But... I was a guy, and that was a game. An entertainment. Something frowned upon socially. Not to mention, guys would definitely hit on me and I didn’t want that dangerous complication and I wasn’t interested in men. If only I could find a girl when I was like that.

I told myself I was still young and had plenty of time to find someone to love. I was smart, good looking, and at times, proud to be a femboy. Dabbing some cologne on my wrists and neck, I drew in the manly scent. I preferred a feminine perfume, but... I couldn’t masquerade any further as something I wasn’t, any more than I had already taken my public persona as the femboy I was. At least I presented as the sex I was. That was the right thing to do... right? I mean. If I publicly presented myself as a girl, I’d be lying to the world about who I was.

My denim jacket on, I slung my man-purse on my shoulder and put in my lip-gloss and blush, phone, credit cards, ID, cash and pepper spray. I took a deep breath and headed out of the house to the strip of bars to get some food and drink.

Being cleaned up and refreshed, the short walk in the fresh air lightened my spirits. One club after the other was full of people, even the bars that were usually slow. I stepped into the one at the end that was usually the most quiet with no TVs. It was almost full at the bar. I found a seat next to an unusually well-dressed girl and thought this might be my lucky night. I stood there as she gave short answers to the big lug seated beside her, trying to hit on her while she looked at her phone.

“Excuse me, miss, is this seat taken?” She looked at me, her eyes racing around over my face and then up and down. She smiled broadly.

“No, as a matter of fact. I was saving it for you, honey. You’re right on time, like you said you’d be.” She glanced back at the big dude beside her. He scoffed, took his beer, and left.

I sat and slung my man-purse on the purse-hook beneath the bar. She flung her hand out to me. “I’m Katelin. Thanks for helping me.”

“Helping?”

“Yes, by not making a scene when I called you honey. I wanted to blow off that dud next to me. He was so obnoxious…” She made up her bright green eyes beautifully with shadow accentuating the green. Her bleached blonde hair was obvious with brown roots showing, but it suited her creamy complexion well. Her blouse revealed lovely, not oversized breasts with creamy cleavage and the lace edge of her pink bra. Silky suntan stockings encased her shapely crossed legs beneath her soft, gray, woolen miniskirt down to her strappy, black-patent stilettos, revealing pink painted toenails. She was cute as hell. I throbbed in my panties for her, imagining stuffing her. A matching grey blazer hung on the back of her seat. “… and so that’s how I ended up here. How about you? What’s your name? You look so interesting.”

“Uh... I’m sorry. I missed everything you said after the dud was obnoxious. My mind drifted off. I guess it was because I was so taken with you. You’re extremely attractive.”

“Thanks. So what’s your name, or should I just keep calling you honey?” She laughed.

The bartender stood there in front of us, waiting and holding her empty glass. She looked at him. “Yes. Please, I’ll have another and a drink for my honey.” She turned to me, grinning.

The bartender evaluated me, his eyes roaming my face and hair. “And you uh... a drink?”

“I’ll have what she’s having. Thanks.”

He left, and I turned to her. “I hate when they do that—don’t know what to call me. He couldn’t tell if I was a guy or not.”

She shrugged. “That can be a good thing, too. Whatever you are, you’re quite stunning. So, honey.”

I laughed. I was feeling better already, even without a drink. It’s amazing what an impact another person can have on you.

“Thanks for making me feel good. It’s been tough lately. My name’s Frankie.”

She put her manicured, long-nailed fingers out to shake my hand. “Nice to meet you, Frank.”

I shook her soft, warm hand gently. “Not Frank. Frankie. That’s what my license says. Frank sounds old and tough, like a mobster. I’m not a mobster.”

“You certainly aren’t, thank goodness. Nor are you old, or even the least bit tough.”

Our drinks arrived. She turned her barstool toward me, her silky leg brushing my jeans as she held the martini glass daintily in her fingers and eased it toward me. Her hand landed on my thigh and she said, “To my new friend, Frankie, in my strange new place.”

I nodded and held my stem in my fingers, then carefully brought it toward hers to clink the rim gingerly. We sipped the dirty martinis.

“You’re behind me by one, so don’t worry about finishing yours before mine. I prefer a couple of drinks before I decide what to eat. I’m buying tonight. Consider it your consulting fee as I pick your brain. Okay... honey?” Her eyes melted me with that smile. My heart raced. This was like a dream come true. I was falling in love.
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“So, Katelin. If you don’t mind, could you retell me what I missed before?”

“Oh yeah. Sure. I came to school here to get my phd in psychology. The program here is the best for gender studies. I have the summer off, but might do some research if I can.”

“Really. Gender studies. Me too. I’m working on my master’s thesis. You’re a bit ahead of me.”

“But you’ve been at a better school to study it than I was. I was out in the northwest...” her hand slapped my thigh and stayed there rubbing it, her eyes locked on mine. “... where gender is pretty black and white. They pay it lip service out there.” She laughed.

“Well, I’m not sure we’re that much better here.” I looked around the bar filled with the usual players, all being as straight as a penny.

She leaned in to me to whisper and I caught a whiff of her intoxicating perfume and drew in a deep breath of it. “It’s not about the locals, though. It’s the academics and the students. Like you. You’re a mix in your presentation. That’s why the bartender did his crazy flustered question because he didn’t know whether to call you bud, or dude, or boss, or miss. At least he serves us. That’s better than some places down south.”

“True.”

My hand slid beneath the bar and landed on hers on my leg. She pulled it over to her crossed leg and planted it on her stockinged thigh. “Don’t think I’m being forward. The touch of a good person is something I enjoy. I sense you’re a good person. I hope it doesn’t make you uncomfortable... honey.” She laughed. “I might always call you honey now. It’ll be our connection to the first time we met. Is that okay? I do like Frankie too, though. It suits you.”

“Either beats the hell out of Frank.” I laughed and slid my hand on her stockinged thigh and gazed into her eyes. My heart pounded in my chest and I was hard in my panties and throbbing for her. I could imagine making love to her. A real girl. My actual girlfriend. A girlfriend that was smart, pretty, and intelligent as hell and accepted me for the gender misfit I was.

“Hungry yet? Looks like you need another drink.” She raised my glass to the bartender, and he nodded and started mixing another for me.

“Thanks.” I sipped my water. “So, what else can I help you with since you’re new here?”

“You know. Places to eat. I have a place to live. Rented a house close to campus with a nice big yard and patio out back. Where to shop for groceries? That kind of stuff.”

“Sounds to me like an iPhone Maps search would do it. You don’t need me to teach you. I think you can handle it. You’re paying for consulting you don’t need. Let me buy my own.”

I reached under for my purse to get my credit card and give it to the bartender. She pushed my hand away and looked at the bartender. “Frankie is on my tab, please.”

She turned to me. “You found me out. I only want to get to know you better. I’m still paying, though.” She grabbed my hand and put it back on her silky leg, then slid my palm up and down from her knee to the edge of her short shirt. “Mmm, keep doing that, please.” She leaned in closer to me to gaze into my eyes. She ran the back of her hand against my cheek. “The blush is a delicate touch on your flawless, soft skin. Very subtle. Now, if you presented as a girl, you could really make that pretty face pop.”

I became flustered. She said I was interesting and now she thinks I might like to dress as a girl and be a freak. I was research for her gender studies phd. My hand continued caressing her wonderful leg. I throbbed uncontrollably in my jeans. I imagined stuffing it into her, her eyes locked on mine, her legs pushed back by my hands, her high heels by her head. My hand wouldn’t stop caressing her stockinged thigh. I wanted to slip it up under her skirt, but her legs were tightly crossed.

“Uh... I don’t think masquerading as a girl is such a good idea.”

“I’m sorry to be so inquisitive and probing after just having met you, but I think I need to be. We need to be candid. Honest. If we’re to really have a relationship. Right?”

“Of course.”

“Okay then. Why not present as a girl? You’d make a beautiful girl.”

“But I’m a guy. A guy who likes girls like you are very much.”

“I’d still like you as much as I do now, presenting as a girl rather than as a femboy or guy. I might even like you more. You might like yourself even more. Don’t tell me you haven’t at least tried it a couple of times. A person with your looks and body would be foolish not to. Your voice would even match and you have a petite body. You’re a perfect femboy now. Take it one more step.”

I sipped the martini, taking her in, my eyes over the rim, tasting it like a bird sipping water. Should I reveal myself as the genuine freak I am? She is in gender studies. She said she might like me even more as a girl.

Ah, what the fuck. I put the glass down, nodding. “Honesty. Okay, I have tried it. You’re right. The result is excellent. It’s believable, which is all the more reason not to do it. I’d be lying to the world.”

“Would you? I mean, you seem to have a propensity for the feminine already. Your makeup, lip-gloss, lacquered nails, girl’s jeans, and I didn’t see your shoes, but I bet they’re women’s with a low heel. Right?”

I nodded. “Ankle boots, two and a half inch heels.”

She nodded. Tilted her head. Sipped her martini, her luscious painted lips touching the rim so daintily while her bright green eyes roamed my face. “You’re not alone in your feelings, you know. You should already know that from your schooling.”

“I know. It’s just...I guess...my paradigm or mindset. Right?”

She nodded. “Stuck in a rut. Old beliefs in the way. What’s the worst that can happen if you present as a girl?”

“A guy might like me and try to date me.”

“And if he did?”

“I’d be lying to him.”

“You could tell him at some point. Some point when you know it’s safe to, and it’s time. So you don’t chase him away. No one would know unless you told them or they saw you. I think you can control that, can’t you?”

I nodded. Sipped. “But See, you’re talking about guys and I’m not interested by dicks. They gross me out.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because I’m a guy.”

She held her drink out. “I’ll bet the first time you had straight booze like this, it grossed you out, right?”

I laughed. “For sure.”

“You seem to enjoy it now.”

“True.”

“Perhaps it’s the same. You don’t know what you don’t know. You only think you won’t like it, but you haven’t actually given it a chance. It would have to be the right guy, not like the dud next to me earlier. Perhaps a femboy like you, or a nice, handsome, smart guy. Or a trans girl.”

“I guess it’s possible. I don’t know what I don’t know. No one does. But like right now, being honest and candid here, running my hand on your sexy silky leg and looking into your eyes, I haven’t stopped throbbing in my jeans thinking about us—me being inside of you looking in your eyes while I ram it in over and over. That’s what turns me on. I love women.”

“I bet you’d love being a woman, too. Femboy is just a piece. I bet you’d like to be me.”

“I would. But I’m a guy, so that’s that.”

“Because a girl has something special under her skirt doesn’t mean she isn’t a girl. You should know that by now from your studies.”

“True. But I’m not that way. I’m sure of it.”

She nodded and sipped her drink. Scanning the bar, she removed my hand and bounced one foot over the other. “What a shame. An intelligent person like you, shutting doors on opportunities for discovery and richness in life. I guess I was mistaken. My apologies, Frankie.” She turned to me, her eyes no longer bright and happy, but sad and forlorn. It killed me to see it.

Katelin dug in her purse and reapplied her lipstick, looking at her reflection in her iPhone. She took a deep breath and looked around. I froze. Say something! Don’t let her leave, you idiot! “Wait! Katelin, I hear what you're saying. I just need to process things. I’m not saying you’re wrong. Please. Help me. I don’t want you to go. Let’s eat something. Okay?”

She turned to me. Smiled a flat lipped smile. Nodded. Tilted her head and ran the back of a pink nailed finger across my cheek. “Okay, honey. Let’s see what we can do. What is your research project, anyway?”

“It’s about why femboys don’t go further with their feminizations. Ironic isn’t it? That’s why I chose it. I don’t know why, other than my silly reasons I told you.”

“Well, I think you’ll be able to find answers to that this summer from personal experience. This is going to be the best summer you ever had, starting tomorrow. Right?”

“Uh...”

“Right? You’ll start exploring tomorrow, right? I’ll help you be the beautiful girl you are inside.”

“Uh... Okay. I think... Thanks.”

“Let’s order some food and we can discuss a process to get answers.”
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We ate and drank and planned. I was to explore things I never would have wanted to. The good part was I was exploring them with Katelin and I could actually be the girl I wanted to be with her. The bad news was the other stuff, but she was all that mattered.

We made our way home to her house by the light of the moon and the streetlights as we walked the sweet, breezy streets, arm in arm. Buzzed nicely, I was in heaven with a doll on my arm. I had high hopes for what was to come and hopefully what was to come was my dick inside of her.

She unlocked the tall door of the Victorian and took my denim to hang in the closet. I followed her, clicking in her heels to the parlor to pour us each a finger of bourbon from the crystal decanter into gold rimmed crystal rocks glasses from another time.

She held her glass to me, smiling and rotating it in the light. “Aren’t these glasses lovely? I found them at a Goodwill store. Must be at least fifty years old.”

“Mmm, lovely. Like you.” I stole a peck on her cheek.

She wrapped her arms around me, both of us trying not to spill, and kissed me deeply on my lips. She pulled back. “You’re so pretty. I may be falling in love.”

“Me too.”

She took me by the hand. “Let’s take these drinks upstairs.”

I followed her up, and she led me into her bedroom, placed our drinks on the dresser, and took me into her closet. She flipped through things on the rack and took out a short pink satin nightgown with matching panties hanging on the hanger, walked to her dresser and took out a pair of sheer suntan lace-top thigh highs. She handed them to me. “What size women’s shoe are you?”

“Eight.”

“Perfect.” She entered the closet and reached under the rack and took out a pair of strappy pink high heels. “Put these on too. Now take them out there and change and let me get changed too.”

My heart was pounding as I sat on the bed and stripped and folded my clothes, then slid into the panties and short nightgown. I slid the silky stockings up and luckily the panties were snug, so I didn’t make a tent of the short nightgown. I moved my clothes in a stack to the dresser, then sat on the bed and slid into the shoes. Crossing my legs and bouncing a high-heeled foot, I waited for her return. I wished I had my gel breast forms and had done the rest of my makeup and hair. I seemed only half dressed.

Katelin came out in a similar outfit, but in black, picked up the drinks and handed me mine. She toasted. “To my pretty girl, Frankie. May she prosper and grow.”

We clinked, and I shot the bourbon down, as did she. She grabbed me by the hand and we clicked our way over to the bed in our heels. She pulled back the covers, and we slid onto the satin sheets. Our legs wrapped around each other’s. I tried to slip my leg between her legs, but she kept me out of there. My hands roamed her body, and I tried to get a hand between her legs and she whispered to me. “You can’t go there right now. Sorry.”

She must have had her period. I stopped my assault, a bit disappointed I’d not be able to do what I had thought. She slid down and slipped my panties aside and took me into her mouth. She bobbed her head and ran her tongue around my shaft while tugging my globes. I looked down at her with my hands on her head as she gazed up at me, obviously enjoying what she was doing. I watched as my cock, gleaming in the dim light, dove in and out of that angelic face—her painted lips pursed around it.

I whimpered right when I was about to come and she pulled off. “Not yet!”

She slid back up, and we kissed while it bobbed in the cool air below and I regained control of it. I massaged her breasts and sucked her nipples. She leaned over to the nightstand, pulled out a rubber, and handed it to me. “Put this on. It’s back door time for you.”

I never in a million years would think a woman would enjoy having it in her ass. Another dream come true. I never had done such a thing, and I nervously opened the rubber and rolled it on. I wiped the lube from the rubber off my hands onto the sheet. Katelin held her butt in the air, wiggling it and looking back at me with a smile. “I’m ready, Frankie.”

I slid across the satin sheets and held her hips while I pressed it between her butt cheeks and found the hole. She pressed back, and it slid into her as she gasped. “Oh yes. Now fuck me hard, honey.”

I did as instructed, my silky stockinged legs slipping on the bed. I held her tight and rammed her as well as I could while she held one hand under her between her legs and looked back at me.

She was so tight and warm wrapped around my cock. It was heavenly. “That’s it, pretty girl. Let it go inside of me. Let me feel it pulse in me.”

It didn’t take but a few seconds and I held her hips tight and shoved it deep. Her body shuddered and her face contorted, looking back at me, her hand moving between her legs all the time. When I was done, I collapsed on her, still inside of her, catching my breath.

She slid out from under me and I popped out of her. She ran into the bathroom and shut the door. When she came back out, she slid under the covers next to me and I left into the bathroom and disposed of the rubber and wiped myself dry. I came back out and she was curled up, facing away. I wrapped my arms around her and folded into her. She reached back and held my hand and said. “That was lovely. Goodnight, my sweet little girl.”

“Goodnight. Katelin.”
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In the morning, I woke to the exquisiteness of Katelin’s face looking up at me, her mouth stuffed with my cock, her eyes wide and happy. She ran her tongue around it in circles while one hand caressed my stockinged leg. My stockinged legs slipped slowly on the satin sheets. I pointed my toes in my high heels and whimpered as I looked into her eyes.

When I was about to come, she popped off me with a slurp and smiled up at me while it bobbed freely in the cool air. “Good morning, pretty girl. Did you sleep well?” She caressed my stockinged thighs. My cock bounced of its own accord, jerking in the air. “Very well. Thank you. Last night was wonderful.”

“Thanks. Glad you enjoyed it.”

“Did you?”

She nodded and began stroking my cock with her warm, soft hand. “I certainly did, honey. You’ll see soon how good a cock in your ass can be. Did you ever use a butt plug? Tell me the truth.”

I blushed and nodded sheepishly. “I did. Once to have a feather sticking out of my bottom. I thought it might look cute.”

“Did it?”

“It did, but when I sat down, the feather broke off.”

“So, was it nice in there? Did you do it again?”

“Uh...” Should I tell her?

“Honesty, remember? Be truthful, I’m not judging you like you might think.”

“Uh... It was very nice. So nice that I bought vibrating plugs after and now I use them regularly. I even bought an attachment for the shower to clean out every day.”

“Do you have any dildos? Have you ridden any? Like the suction cup ones you can stick to the wall in the shower?”

I nodded sheepishly. My face flushed.

“Good girl. You’re ready for the real thing then. Have you sucked a cock?”

“Uh... I don’t know about that.”

“Right. You don’t know what you don’t know. Have you sucked a cock?”

I shook my head.

“Sucked a dildo?”

I nodded.

My heart was pounding while she continued stroking my cock and caressing my stockinged leg, looking up at me. “Okay. Now imagine I’m you.”

She dove onto my cock and began sucking it, bobbing her head and looking up at me. I imagined what she was experiencing, her lips and tongue on it, her mouth engulfing it. I came to the edge quickly and whimpered again, and she popped off of it.

“Powerful isn’t it? I mean, imagining it’s you.”

I nodded nervously. It had been incredibly exciting.

She looked up lovingly. “Now relax and watch me. Try to make it last. Feel the sensations.”

She sucked me for a few minutes, brought me to the edge, and stopped, then did it again and again.

“Katelin. Please let me finish.”

She brought me to the edge again and stopped, hopped off the bed, tugging me by the hand. “No finishing. I want you to be sensual all day. Tonight you can come if you’re a good girl and do what I say. Now go shower, do your thing using my attachment and we’re going to your house to get you dressed and plugged for our first day together. Don’t you dare finish in the shower. I’ve already showered and I’ll be doing my makeup in there, keeping an eye on you. Okay?”

I nodded sheepishly, my cock still bobbing in the air in front of me, oozing from the tip.
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I did my morning duty, showered, used the attachment. Seemed strange a girl would have one of them, but then again, if she liked it in her bottom, why wouldn’t she? I wondered how many partners she might have? Was I one of many? But she was new to the area, so maybe I’m the first one here.

She was done with her makeup and left the bathroom. I was tempted to jerk off because I was still throbbing from remembering her on it and remembering thinking about me being her... but... I promised her not to. Drying my hair, I put it in a ponytail, and dressed. She had left me a pretty pair of clean, pink-lace stretch panties to use. I tucked my hard cock in the panties, pressed against my belly, and finished dressing in my clothes from last night. I placed my old panties in my man-purse and left the bathroom.

She sat in a chair in the bedroom's corner looking as pretty as the beautiful flowers on the Victorian styled wallpaper. She chimed, “All fresh and ready to go?”

“You bet. Starving too.” She wore a delicate flowered sundress that barely covered her thighs as she sat with her legs crossed, a high wedge heel bouncing. She popped to her feet and slung her purse on her shoulder, grabbed my arm, and tugged me out.

At a sidewalk bistro, we ate a fabulous breakfast of crème brûlée with nuts and fruits and freshly squeezed grapefruit juice while we watched people pass by. The air was sweet with lilacs from a nearby bush, and the sun was warm and invigorating on my face. “I love this place, don’t you?” I asked.

“It is very nice. I could eat here every morning. If it weren’t raining, of course. So, are you ready to present totally as a girl?”

I nodded.

“Any reservations?”

I nodded. “I’ll be lying to the world.”

“Old paradigms.”

“I know.”

“You’ll get over it when you find out the things you don’t know... or at least haven’t believed, when you find out you are a girl, and you’ve been masquerading as a boy all your life. Soon, you’ll think you’re the most a liar when you’re not presenting as a girl. You’ll see.”

“Perhaps. Perhaps not. Maybe this will prove to me I'm right.” 

“Perhaps. Not probable though.”

I nodded and sipped my espresso, taking her in as she ate her breakfast daintily while people-watching. What did I have to lose, and it was what my master’s thesis is about. Who else would I use as a subject for it? It’s not that I didn’t enjoy presenting as a girl. It’s how I prefer to be. At least she isn’t leaving me and thinking I’m a freak. Heck, this might even bring us closer.

Across the tables at the other side, an androgynous-looking person took a seat at a table with a coffee and a powder-sugared French cruller. Dressed in skinny jeans, a blousy flowy cream colored top showing no sign of breasts, biting daintily into the cruller. Hair was to the shoulders and fluffy. No makeup, no lipstick or eyeshadow on the flawless skin with delicate nose and lips and the face of an angel.

Katelin’s hand touched mine. “Do you see what I see? I say it’s another person like you.”

I nodded and sipped the last of my espresso. “Very well done, too. I can’t even tell their gender.”

“Yes, like you. Are you finished? Anything else?”

Her eyes were bright, the sun giving her face a glow. “I’m done. I guess you’re in a hurry.”

“A little. I don’t want to waste the day.”

“Okay.” I stood and slung my man-purse and Katelin stood and straightened her dress, then slung her purse on her shoulder. She took my hand. “Come, we have to say hi.”

She led us over to the person. “Hi! My name’s Katelin. I’m new in the area and this is my friend Frankie.” She put her hand out, and they smiled warmly and sweetly, wiped their hands on a napkin, then shook her hand and mine. “I’m Jamie. Nice to meet you both. How can I help you? Looking for somewhere or something?” The voice was genderless as well.

Katelin smiled. “As a matter of fact. I was wondering if you knew of an upscale restaurant and a dance club we could go to tonight. I’d like to take Frankie out to celebrate her birthday.”

“Oh, how nice. Happy birthday, Frankie.”

I smiled a flat lipped smile at Katelin’s lie, being uncomfortable she lied.

“Yes, there’s a great restaurant with a nice dance club near it on Belmont, close to here. You’ll need a reservation though to eat. You might get a seat at the bar though, if there are no tables. I go there sometimes to eat at the bar. It’s a lovely lounge. Great appetizers. Can make a meal out of them.”

“Nice. That sounds wonderful. What’s the name of it?”

“It’s called Chez William and the club next door is called Come-A-Lots.” They chortled then continued. “Kinda like Camelot's, but more suggestive. You’ll both love it. Feel free to really dress up if you want. All the girls and guys do. Both places are fancy, not beer and pizza joints.”

Katelin looked wide eyed and excited. “That’s fabulous. Well, we’re going shopping right now and getting Frankie’s hair and nails done. Like to join us?”

That startled me. What the heck was she doing? Was she more attracted to him than me?

“Oh gosh. Sorry, but I already have plans. Maybe I’ll see you at Chez William if you two go tonight. Or at the club after. It’s my usual night to do those.”

“Awesome. Hope to see you there, Jamie. Have a great day.”

“You too!”

Katelin took me by the hand and we walked off toward my place. I squeezed her hand. “What was that all about? You trying to pick him up, too?”

She laughed and squeezed my hand. “Do I hear jealousy in your voice? How sweet.” She stopped and gave me a peck on the cheek, then we kept walking.

“I thought it would be good for both of us to have another subject for our research. Not to mention, he was very cute and nice, like you. You should have more friends like you. It would help you feel whole.”

“I guess I should, but I’m kinda shy and relationships get complicated. Besides, I think he’s really a guy and long term I’m looking for girls, not guys. Remember? Dicks are gross to guys.”

“Right. Okay. Is this your place?”

“It is.” We ascended the steps and entered. “So you think I should dress completely as a girl?”

“Absolutely. We’re getting your hair done and a pedicure and manicure, then we’re going shopping for a dress for tonight unless you already have one or want to borrow one of mine.”

“Hair and nails? I’ll be stuck presenting as a girl from now on.”

“No, you can take the polish off your toes, take the fake nails off your fingers and get your haircut in a boy style after if you want to go back so badly. I don’t think you will. Try it. Your research wouldn’t be thorough if you didn’t, would it?”

“I suppose. Okay. If you want some iced tea or lemonade, there’s some in the fridge and you can sit on the back porch and enjoy the fresh air while I get dressed. I’ll only be a few minutes.” I stood by the stairs and gave her a peck on the lips. “Be right back.”

I trotted up the steps two at a time as she looked around the house, moving toward the back.

I found a light, baby blue, V-neck, cotton minidress with a pair of white wedge heels to wear. Changing out of my clothes, I slid into a bra with gel breast forms, making cleavage, then did eyeliner, mascara, blush, and lipstick. I fluffed my hair and tied it loosely and changed my stud earrings for some long silver dangle ones. A few sprays of perfume on my bare legs and in my hair, then I loaded a white shoulder bag with my things. I checked myself in the full-length mirror. It renewed me, looking at the girl looking back at me. My hair and nails were being done. It thrilled me, yet I was nervous as hell going in public masquerading as a girl. My heart pounded in my chest.

I stepped carefully down the stairs in the high wedges and out the back to the porch where Katelin sat swinging on the porch swing and sipping her iced tea. She turned when the screen door slammed. “Oh my, look at you! You sure have done this before. I’m amazed you never did it in public. You look darling.” She stood and gave me a peck on the lips. “Mmm, and you smell like a dream. Ready?”

“I have to tell you how nervous I am. I’m excited to get my hair and nails done, but imitating a girl in public is horrifying.”

“You’ll see you aren’t imitating. You’ll be fine. How free and in your skin you’ll feel. You’ll wish you’d done it sooner. Don’t worry, I’ll protect you.” She laughed. “Wait until you’re dancing at the club and all the men are ogling you! It’ll confirm your feminine allure. Oh1 I almost forgot. Did you plug like I said?”

“Uh...no. I really don’t want to walk around a mall with a dildo or butt plug in my ass. Please? This is hard enough for me.”

“But it’ll help you get over using that part for a real one. I can’t believe you haven’t done that yet either.”

Shrugging, I looked down, feeling somewhat stupid. “I should want it. I enjoy having things in there, being penetrated, like that, but I want a girl, not a guy.”

She looked totally disappointed. “Right. We’ll see. Okay.” She visibly perked up and put on a smiley face. “Well, onward we go. One step at a time.”
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I drove to the mall, loving being in the car with my thighs on the cool leather, my wedge heels on the pedals, and Katelin holding my hand while she sat with her legs crossed in the passenger seat. I was in heaven.

At the mall, it didn’t take long before I wasn’t thinking about being a fake. I loved watching the girls do our nails and our hair. We both got sassy, layered looks with highlights, and it framed my face beautifully. Katelin looked like a doll!

We walked the mall to Nordstroms at the end. “Nordstroms is expensive, Katelin. I can’t afford anything from there.”

“It’ll surprise you. They have clearances that are fabulous and if that restaurant is as fancy as I think it’s going to be I want to have something special for you for your first night out and I want a special dress for my first night out with Frankie the girl. We’ll see what they have. Sometimes they have left over prom dresses and homecoming dresses and that sort of thing. Dresses that usually only sell at those times. I’ve found some steals there.”

We entered Nordstrom’s. The sales people smiled warmly and greeted us with free samples of perfume in little vials and lipstick in little sticks. We made our way upstairs to the juniors department on the escalator; the breeze flowing down from upstairs across my legs and under my dress making me realize how naked I really was with only a bra and panties beneath the dress. I looked around, and no one thought I was anything other than a girl. I was pretty and confident in my new haircut and nails.

“Oh, my god Frankie! Look at these dresses. Only fifty dollars. They’re gorgeous.” She took out a cream colored with silver glitter minidress with a corseted waist and crinoline skirt with beading on the breast area. She held it in front of me and pressed it against me. “It’s your size too, I think.” She showed the size to me. I nodded and took a deep breath. It was stunning. I took it and held it in front of me. “I love it.”

“There’s one in my size in black and gold. We’ll be book ends. And over there are matching boleros. Let’s try them on! Okay? You like?”

“I love them both.”

We scurried to the dressing room, a saleslady smiling at us as we entered. “If you ladies need anything... matching shoes or purses and so on, just shout. I’m Karen.”

“Thanks Karen.” We took the dresses and the bolero tops into the room and tried them on. We stood side by side, looking into the three-way mirror on the raised platform in the dressing room entryway. “No alterations needed here.” Katelin said as she spun the hem back and forth.

I adjusted the straps and tugged down the corseted waist and hem of the dress. It was heavenly, flitting around my thighs. “It’s perfect.” I slid into the bolero. “Perfect too.”

Katelin leaned in to me and hugged my arm. “Perfect. The same as you as a girl. And with the flare and puffiness of the skirt of the dress, you’ll be able to go free under it. No one would know.” She giggled. “Fun, huh?”

I rolled my eyes. “OMG! Do you want to remind me I’m really a guy? Katelin!”

“Nonsense. Do it. I want to remind you that you’re a girl with something special and you should be proud of it. You’ll see how pretty and feminine you’ll percieve yourself to be that way, too. Very sensual. We’ll take care of that mindset later. Let’s get a couple more things and go home. I have shoes and purses we can use at my house. Anything you need to pick up to stay the night?”

I smiled ear to ear and kissed her lips. Stay the night. A dream coming true and soon I’d be doing that inside of her. “Oh god, thank you. Not a thing.”
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The saleslady was so nice. We had to buy some fresh, sheer stockings, garter belts, and matching bras... And, at Katelin’s insistence, crotchless panties. We were back at Katelin’s by four o’clock and both of us were frenzied with excitement.

Katelin called the restaurant on the ride back to her place and reserved seats at the bar where she found out Jamie had reservations and so they seated us together. Not what I cared to do because I wanted Katelin all to myself, but what the heck. Katelin would do what she would do and if I wasn’t a part of it... well, I’d just be incredibly sad. I couldn’t force her to be mine. I put it out of my mind and stayed positive about all the rest.

I showered and borrowed a razor to touch up my body and facial hair so I was perfectly smooth all over. I always loved shaving my legs after a few days, because of how smooth they became. My face I did daily, and it wasn’t much anyhow. I conditioned my new hairdo and dried it all fluffy, then sprayed it and fluffed it again. It presented my face like a doll and the highlights made it look textured and thick, feminine and lovely.

Katelin showered while I did my makeup using hers and loving the new sensations of my long fake painted nails as they manipulated the tools of feminine beauty. Before she got out of the shower, she wrapped a towel around her, then snatched the drier and slid past me out of the bathroom.

For a bold nighttime look, I did my eyes with swept back eyeliner and shadowed lids. Contouring brought out my cheekbones and shrunk my nose. I did my lips with twenty-four-hour lipstick and drew them out to make them luscious with a cupid’s bow in the middle. I was gorgeous. She was right. I should be this way all the time. I became hard, looking at my reflection, and wanted to jump on Katelin and stick it in her.

She came up behind me, hugged me, and wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked it, looking at me in the mirror. “Look at that pretty girl in the mirror. I see you have the hots for her the way you’re all at attention.” She stroked me some more.

“Mmm.” I turned and wrapped my arms around her, slipping my cock against her. “I have the hots for you.” I kissed her deeply. She ran her hand through my hair.

I pulled back. “Hey, Don’t mess it up! I have spray in it.”

“Oh my. Sorry, miss prissy!” She laughed. “No, really... Sorry. I forgot.” She slapped my ass hard and pushed me away. “Go get dressed, girl. I need the mirror for myself.”

We had laid out my clothes on the bed and I sat next to them. I wrapped the cream-colored lace bra around, fastened it, slid it around, and slid into the straps, then inserted my gel breast forms and adjusted them. I wrapped the matching garter belt around my waist and turned it forward, then slid into the gossamer thin stockings that gave me a shudder as they caressed my silky legs then attached them to the garter belt. The cream-colored, ruffle-edged, crotchless panties lifted and displayed my hairless package, standing out of them like a bird in a fluffy nest. It looked cute and very feminine.

Slipping the dress on, the silky, fluffy crinoline seduced my stockinged legs. It was as soft as a pile of cotton balls and as silky and sexual as the sheerest of stockings. Raising it slowly higher, it grazed the tip of my throbbing cock, nestling it in that silky fluff, which slid deliciously with each movement, reminding me that girls don’t have throbbing cocks. I was a guy.

Putting that thought aside, I fit myself into the corseted top and adjusted my cleavage. I slid into my fetishy high, silver, stiletto heels I borrowed from Kaitlin and fastened them around my ankles, admiring my pretty little painted toenails peeking out from under the sheer suntan stockings.

To the dresser, I clicked in my heels to put in dangling blingy earrings, matching necklace, then a matching hair comb on one side. I sprayed perfume under my dress, and all over me and my hair, letting the mist surround me in the blissful scent of femininity, so much nicer than a man’s cologne.

In front of the full-length mirror, I slipped on the bolero and slung my loaded purse on my shoulder, then checked myself out. So cute. So pretty, so sexy. My dream girl stood before me. My masquerade was complete.

My throbbing cock in the oh-so-sensual fluff below showed nothing to anyone except me...it showed me I wasn’t really a girl. Showed me that physically, I wasn’t really a girl, but I felt soo damn pretty and girly and feminine! I wrapped my fingers around it through the fluff of the dress and stroked it while I looked my entire visage over. Shapely legs in high heels, pretty face, heaving breasts with cleavage. A gorgeous girl. I was so feminine.

My breathing got choppy. Unconsciously stroking faster, staring at myself, I whimpered as the sensations of my cock in the silkiness grew stronger and moved through my limbs and chest and arms. I saw myself as immensely sexy in the mirror. She was so pretty... so feminine... so alluring. I whimpered again, my hand jerking myself furiously, my knees quivering as I stood in my fetishy heels. Oh god, oh god yes... I held my breath.

“Hey! Stop that, miss. You’ll mess your dress.” Katelin laughed from behind me while she sat on the bed, slipping into her shoes.

My hand flew away from its heavenly indulgence as my face flushed hot. I panted and caught my breath, held the wall for stability, my legs quivering in my heels.

“Uh, huh? See what a gorgeous girl you are? You get hard seeing yourself the same way the men will on the dance floor. It proves that you’re a perfectly alluring girl.”

“I guess so.” Exactly what a guy in a dress needed. To be alluring to men. Yeesh!.

I settled down and let my hardness bob in the fluff, then I posed different ways with my legs and feet, concentrating on the best ways to present myself when standing. Taking deep breaths, I bolstered myself for going out in public, being so feminine and pretty, with a hard cock under my dress. I tried to make it go away and managed some, but I was so totally sensual and filled with prettiness and femininity it was nearly impossible to make it go away all the way.

Katelin came over and stood beside me, spraying perfume on her, and then nudged me aside so she could check herself in the mirror. She was a vision of beauty in her dress like mine, but in black with gold glitter and jewelry to match. I kissed her nape and ran my tongue in circles on it.

Her hand touched my head gently so as not to mess my hair, and she turned her head to deliver a deep kiss to my lips. I pressed my hard cock against her through our dresses. My hand dropped to her pantied bottom and squeezed it. I could stuff her with it right now with the crotchless panties we wore. I could come right there in her.

She broke the kiss and pushed me back. “Mmm, lovely. You’re my girl now. I love you this way. Thank you for doing it for me, at least this once.” She looked at her watch. “Uber will be here. Let’s go. We deserve some martinis with Jamie.”

She tugged me by the hand as my oozing cock leapt and fell under my dress.
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We rode in the back of an Uber black, Katelin close to me, her hand caressing my stockinged thigh while she chattered about her hunger and how long it’s been since she dressed up like this and on and on. I loved her passion and excitement. It added a further glow to her already radiant self, not to mention she kept me hard and throbbing under my dress, though I probably would be, no matter what.

I imagined her dress lifted; her heels held back by me, by her head, and me stuffing my meat fiercely into her. I oozed and shifted, recrossing my silky legs, slipping them back and forth and caressing them unconsciously with my long nails.

“... and that’s what I want. So what do you want?”

“Want? Oh god. Katelin, I am so sorry! Again, I did it. I was absorbed in you and in all the sensuality.” I whined like a little girl, “Please forgive me.” I took a deep breath. “What is it you want?”

She laughed. “Well, I suppose it’s a good sign you’re so immersed. What I want is for you to have confirmation of your feminine beauty and to know you’re a girl, regardless of your one insignificant male appendage.”

“Insignificant? I mean...it’s not insignificant.”

She chortled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to bruise your male ego. Hopefully, that’s something else that will go away once you’re enlightened. I didn’t mean it was insignificant like that. Only that it’s a small percentage of who you are and that percentage is still all girl when you realize you’re a girl. Your male aspects are insignificant.” She leaned over, glided her hand on my stockinged thigh and under my dress, and wrapped her fingers around my rigid insignificance as she kissed me deeply on the lips, her hand gently on the back of my head. She stroked me slowly and gently while we kissed.

We pulled in front of the Chez William.

“We’re here ladies.” Our driver opened our door and held it while he stood at attention. “I’ll be available until midnight should you need a return ride.”

Katelin smiled and tipped him some cash. His eyes roamed our breasts and legs. “We probably won’t need it, but we’ll let you know if we do. Thank you kindly, sir.”

Katelin took my arm in hers and we clicked in our high heels in tiny vulnerable steps, my hips swaying, my breasts jiggling delightfully on my chest, the breeze blowing up my dress against my bare, hard shaft in the silky fluff, the tip rubbing it deliciously. Simply walking like this was heavenly. All of it, from the tiny forced minced strides, to my breasts, and the breeze, and my perfume, and hair and... It made me so feminine and sexy. A sexy woman, not a man. A man could never feel this way. I felt sexy because I was presenting as the woman I was. Did that mean I was ready for a man? It very well might.

The maitre’d showed us to the bar, and we took our reserved seats next to where Jamie would sit. We were at the end of the bar with four seats in a row and I sat against the wall, then Katelin sat next to me. “We’ll put Jamie between us when he gets here, Okay?”

“Sure. Why not?”

We ordered two dirty martinis, and I crossed my legs, adjusted my dress, and slid my hardness between my stockinged thighs, then bounced a pointed toe in my heels. I took my phone from my purse and checked for messages as if I might actually have any, but was actually checking my lovely reflection in the phone. I put it away and looked around the bar.

Katelin’s hand slid deliciously on my leg and she leaned into me and whispered, “How is it being free under that dress, princess?”

“It’s wonderfully feminine and sensual, but it reminds me what I’m not.”

Our drinks arrived, and she held hers out to me to clink. “To Frankie, becoming Frankie and knowing she doesn’t enjoy being called Frank for a reason.”

“Right.” I clinked and sipped. I guess not liking to be called Frank was a little telling. It was more than being a gangster name. It was being called a guy. Why hadn’t I realized that before?

A gorgeous woman entered the bar wearing a short, formal minidress with her cleavage showing, breasts bouncing, as she clicked in her fetishy high stilettos. Her attire was much like we dressed, but she wore a shawl over her bare shoulders. The bartender stood upright from wiping the bar, smiled broadly at her and said, “Happy Friday, lovely lady.”

She made a gesture with her painted, long-nailed hand. “Happy Friday, Bernard.” She continued down to where we sat and stopped for a moment, taking us in. “Katelin? Frankie? Is that you, girls?” Her hand rose to her mouth.

Katelin stood and so did I, as Katelin gave Jamie a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “It sure is! My! Don’t you spiff up well, girl!”

“Thank you. And you girls! You had your hair done! It looks fabulous.” She turned to me. “And Frankie... oh my... you are stunning.”

“Thanks! You are too. I wasn’t expecting you to be dressed this way at all.”

“Right. Well, we were both boring femboys when we last met and now... now we’re really something, aren’t we? Two gorgeous girls with a gorgeous girl between us. How lovely. Frankie, you should be a girl, all the way, all the time.”

“See Frankie!” Katelin held the seat in the middle and Jamie seated herself, crossing her stockinged legs and hanging her purse on the purse hook under the bar. Katelin and I sat on either side of her.

Jamie turned to me. “Oh! Happy birthday, Frankie.”

“It’s not really my birthday. Katelin lied.”

“I did not! It is. This is the day you are born as a girl.” She scoffed. “Right Jamie?”

“Right. Happy birthday, Frankie.”

Bernard brought over an Old Fashioned for Jamie and smiled and nodded. “Your usual, miss Jamie.”

“Thank you, Bernard.” She touched his hand and smiled back at him.

A reserved sign remained in the corner seat. Jamie’s leg touched mine and her hand landed on my leg as she beamed at me, leaned in, and whispered, “I love it. Why do you masquerade as a femboy?”

“Why do you?”

She raised her thinned eyebrows, her eyeshadow making her eyes seductive and inviting. “I guess because I don’t have implants yet and I tire of fusing with my gel forms all the time and the sweat from them and such, and I don’t feel totally feminine when I don’t have breasts. After I get them, I’ll always be feminine and girly. Is that why you don’t?” She sipped her drink, waiting and watching me with her gorgeous made-up eyes.

Sipping the martini, I looked around, then leaned into Jamie. “I never go out as a girl. I dressed this way to prove a point to Katelin that I’m not a girl. I have a dick, so I’m not a girl. I don’t even like dicks.”

Jamie rolled her eyes. “Oh my, girl. You have some issues, don’t you? Don’t worry. By the end of tonight, they’ll all be gone. I’ll help you, sister. You’re all girl with something special. Just like me, honey.” She patted my leg and gave me a kiss on the lips, slowly and gently. “Oh, my! Did a girl just kiss you, Jamie... or am I a guy?”

She grinned a crooked grin. What could I say and not hurt her feelings? As far as she was concerned, she was all girl and right now, I can’t even see anything male about her. “You’re all girl.”

“Damn right. So are you.” Her hand and long nails nonchalantly caressed my leg as she spoke with Katelin about her hair and me. I took a deep breath and people-watched as I thought about what Jamie had said and who I really was. I was letting my sexual preference impede being a girl. My perceived version of a purely hetero society based on physical attributes, not how we feel. I never felt masculine. Why should I try to be a male? Just because I had a dick? Just because I thought I didn’t like dicks on others? What was wrong with me?

A tall handsome gentleman came into the bar and leaned over it to Bernard and spoke. Bernard turned and pointed to the seat in the corner, came down and took the reserved sign off. The man sat next to Katelin and ordered a drink, shook hands with Katelin and introduced himself.

Katelin turned to us and introduced us in turn and I shook his big hand and Jamie waved to him and smiled. His drink arrived, and he toasted to us. “To a lovely evening for you all.” We all raised our glasses to him and sipped.

He leaned in toward us all, his arm around Katelin’s chair. “Now ladies, I hope this doesn’t seem forward but, I had planned on a meeting with some business associates and they were also bringing a lovely lady for me to meet here tonight. Unfortunately, their Lear jet had an issue with a crack in the windshield and had to make an emergency landing. Now I have the best table in the place and I’m not sure what to do with it unless you ladies would like to join me for dinner on my tab. Please say yes. It would turn a dreadful night into a wonderful night if I could have the pleasure of your company over dinner and not eat alone.”

Katelin was nodding excitedly, looking at Jamie and me with wide eyes. Jamie said, “Oh god yes! I don’t turn down any meals, never mind a free one from a handsome man like you, Bill.”

He laughed and was looking at me. I nodded, uncertain and nervous. I looked at Katelin and she made a face, her eyebrows knitted. She turned to Bill. “Don’t mind Frankie. She’s just been having a hard time lately and needs to relax a little.”

Bill smiled at me. “Don’t worry, Frankie. We’ll have you nice and relaxed by the end of dinner, young lady.” He raised his drink to me, sipped, checked his watch. “Ten minutes and our table will be ready. I made the reservation three months ago. Would have been a shame to give it up to the waiting list rather than some beautiful young ladies.”

He called us young ladies, but he couldn’t have been more than a few years older than us, perhaps twenty-five. He was good looking and obviously well off. Katelin was chatting with him and he’d look at us on and off as she did. Jamie’s hand slid on my leg and she whispered, “He is a catch, isn’t he? I hope his personality is as nice as his appearance. I could enjoy sucking his cock and having him fuck me. How about you?”

“Uh...no dicks.” I slid my hand across her silky leg.

“Oh yeah. Sorry for you.” She sipped her drink, grabbed my hand, slid it under her dress, and wrapped my fingers around her hard cock. “Gross isn’t it?” She held my hand on it there, looking into my eyes and stroked herself using my hand. “You’re so pretty! It makes me hard like this to look at you, young lady.”

I throbbed under my dress. Leaning in, she kissed me gently on the lips, her sweet perfume filling my nostrils. As she let go of her grip on my hand, I held on to her warm, velvety, hard cock, captivated by the thrill it gave me. She slid her hand under my dress and stroked my hardness through the fluff. She pulled back from the kiss and her eyes gazed into mine lovingly. “So gross. Yes, so gross.”

My heart was racing as I rolled my eyes and irresistibly stroked her cock, loving the feel of it in my hand. The velvety skin. The throbbing of it. It was speaking to me of her desire by its rigidness. She smiled and winked. She looked around, then kissed my cheek. “Good girl. See? Not all that bad, is it?”

I shook my head. My heart pounding in my chest, my face flushed, I hesitantly let go of my newfound titillation and sipped my drink, watching Katelin and Bill. Bill looked at his watch and stood. “Ready ladies? You can take your drinks with you if you like, or finish them and get a fresh one, or some wine at the table. I picked them up on our table bill already.”

We all stood, straightened our dresses, and grabbed our purses from the purse hooks and slung them on our shoulders. Jamie took me by the arm, her elbow wrapped in mine. Katelin took Bill’s arm. I was done. She was going with him. I knew it.

Jamie and I walked back to the maitre’d and stood to the side while Bill and Katelin approached like a normal couple and the Maitre’d smiled at them then and led us with menus to our curved booth, facing the lit garden as the sun set over it. A waiter arrived and explained the specials, leaving a copy of them on the table along with a wine list. He poured water into stemmed crystal glasses while we chatted about drinks.

I was sticking with my martini. I needed it. We ordered, and Jamie slid her hand on my leg, gazing out to the garden. “This is lovely, isn’t it? I usually eat at the bar. It’s my social time with the regulars.”

“It is.” I had my legs together and to the side, resting against Jamie’s silky legs. It was comforting having her against me. Cozy.

She nuzzled my neck. “Mmm, so pretty and you smell wonderful.” She smiled at me and touched the side of my cheek with the back of her finger with its long, painted nail. “So soft too.”

Our drinks came, and we all toasted to a lovely evening and sipped. Jamie opened a menu and took me through it, her one hand under the table caressing my leg. I glanced at Katelin and she was leaning in close to Bill, her one hand under the table, possibly on his leg as he read through the menu with her.

I turned my attention back to Jamie and decided to just enjoy it all. I sipped my drink and slid my hand on Jamie’s leg under her dress and found her hardness. Wrapping my fingers around the thick, soft, velvety hard compliment, I gently stroked her, thoroughly enjoying the new pleasure it gave me. A pleasure I never would have imagined having, and now it addicted me to it.

She giggled. “Good girl! You did that on your own. See how nice it can be?”

I nodded, throbbing under my dress, my legs still not crossed, hoping she’d touch me again—wrap it in the fluff and make me experience that prettiness again.

I gazed lovingly into her eyes as I stroked her lovely cock. Her hand drifted to my lap and found mine, then wrapped the soft, silky fluff around it oh so gently, then slid the fabric up and down on it like the touch of an angel’s wings while looking into my eyes. Jamie was my angel.

I glanced at Bill and Katelin. Her two hands were doing something under the table. Bill’s hands were under too, and it appeared they were unzipping his fly. Shortly, Katelin sat back, sipped her drink, then put her hand under the table again and her elbow showed her hand was in motion.

I leaned back and peeked under the table and saw Bill’s enormous cock in her fist, covered by a linen napkin making a tent as she stroked his shaft and smiled at him. Bill’s arm went over the back of the booth around her shoulders and he leaned back and caressed her hair as he looked around the restaurant, even though there was no public view of us.

Once he felt safe, he sipped his drink again while Katelin fervently jerked him, smiling at him and gazing lovingly into his eyes. I was done with Katelin for sure now that she picked Bill, yet what I saw thrilled me to no end.

I had to grab Jamie’s hand and have her stop for a moment. She whispered in my ear. “I bet you’d like to have your hand around Bill’s cock. It’s hot to see, isn’t it? Is that why you stopped me? Too much?”

I nodded and stared. Katelin looked over to me and lifted the napkin to show me Bill’s cock and winked at me. She leaned over Bill to me and whispered. “Perhaps you should investigate this.” She took my hand, brought it over to his cock and my fingers automatically wrapped around the warm, thick, velvety, hard, long pole. Bill looked into my eyes as I stroked him. “That’s lovely, Frankie. Your hands are so soft.” He gave me a peck on the cheek and put his arm around my shoulders, pulling me to him. I smelled his cologne, and it matched him; powerful, strong, clean, manly.

I throbbed beneath my dress uncontrollably. This was incredible. I was enjoying jerking a second stranger’s cock in only a few minutes’ time and I had never held one before, other than my own. Bill bent his head down and lifted my chin to look at him. “You are lovely. The epitome of a beautiful, alluring woman.” He touched my lips gently with his finger. “And such luscious, inviting lips. Not that I’m saying you should, or I’m trying to pressure you into anything, but... I could only dream of you using those lips and mouth on me.” He squeezed my stroking hand wrapped around his cock.

My heart raced. I looked at Katelin, who nodded excitedly and licked her lips, then winked. Jamie leaned into me, looking at Bill’s cock in my hand, and whispered. “You should suck it, girl. That’s a prize winner! A real blue ribbon winner. If you don’t, I will. Do it. Do it now. No one will see. Get under the table and do it.” She kissed my cheek and stroked my cock through the dress while nodding excitedly. “Oh yes. You want to. Go ahead, baby. Take the plunge, young lady.”

My heart pounded. I had to do it. I slid under the table with my napkin and knelt on it. Bill held it out to me and I stared at it, wrapping my fingers of both hands around it and stroking it. The tip oozed, and I licked the salty compliment off his very significant prize. I took the head into my lips and ran my tongue around the head, making him shudder. His hand landed on my head, urging me to take it all in.

My cock was jerking and leaping under my dress of its own accord as I opened my mouth as wide as I could and guarded my teeth with my lips then slid my lips around the thick shaft and pressed down onto it as far as I could take it while I stroked the rest with one hand and tugged his silky, shaved balls with the other. He leaned down and whispered. “Incredible. Fantastic.” He patted my head, lifted the tablecloth and looked down at me.

I cast my eyes upward to see his face gazing lovingly at me as I bobbed on it and ran my tongue in circles around the thick shaft, all the while stroking it and tugging and rolling his balls in my other hand. I was fervent. His eyes were bright as I went crazy on it, dying to have it pulsing in my mouth. I was hungry to make him come for me. I needed to feel it, taste it, make him feel so good.

I whimpered around my mouth full of energy, my cock at the edge of release as I concentrated on pleasing this wonderful monumental piece of man-meat in my mouth. Bill’s hands wrapped around my head and squeezed it tight as his eyes flew wide, looking down at me. It went extremely rigid and then... it pulsed in my fist and shot gobs across my racing tongue. I whimpered and harvested his passion for me greedily. One after another gush bursted into my mouth as did I in my fluff while I shuddered, my flailing, jerking cock, spewing my passion into the fluff.

I continued working fervently on his statuesque connector to get more of his passionate release, and Bill wrenched me off my obsession. I caught my breath and composed myself, fluffing my hair, and slid back up to my seat. Jamie wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight as I dabbed my lips with my napkin and straightened my dress, sensing my dampness on my bare thigh above the garters.

Bill kissed my cheek, then tucked himself away, looking around. He whispered, “You are all girl, Frankie. I hope you realize that now and stop your masquerade as a man.” He winked at me.

He knew what I was! My eyes burst wide, and I looked to Katelin, who was smiling and nodding. “See? All girl.”

Jamie whispered, her warm breath in my ear. “Was it good? Did you come too? I saw you shuddering and heard your whimpers.”

I nodded nervously, looking around. My face was hot and flushed. I laughed and couldn’t hold back a smile from ear to ear. I raised my drink. “To newfound pleasures!”

Bill clinked my glass and sipped his drink. “May you find the next pleasure even more rewarding and full-filling, young lady.”
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We had a lovely, leisurely dinner. Bill was a truly nice guy, and it was as if I had known him for some time. The only thing was, It was as if I had known him with me as a woman, which I had only been for a few hours, and Katelin was right. This was my birthday as a girl. Yet, there was no hesitancy for me to touch Bill affectionately or not like it when he kissed my cheek. It was natural. I loved the touch of his hand on my leg, or my hand on his strong arm.

Of course, Bill and I had released our horniness together and were quite relaxed. However, it was obvious from the body language of Jamie and Katelin that they were very horny still. Through the multiple courses of dining, Bill and I were soon as ready to play as the other two.

After dinner, Bill paid the check and Katelin reminded us about our plans for dancing next door at Come-A-Lots. Bill was more than eager to take us there and pay our way once more and there was no stopping it. Not that I wanted to stop it, mind you, but at that point, all I wanted was to have Bill make love to me. All the playing I had done with dildos and vibrating plugs now seemed to speak to me about how good it might be to have a real man in me. I was no longer turned off by dick. It was quite the opposite now, and I perceived myself to be an alluring, powerful, and very confident woman who wanted to be the receiver, depository, receptor, and harvester of passion.

Katelin walked with Jamie arm in arm in front of Bill and me the two blocks to the club. Our heels clicked, and all the pleasures of walking in my feminine attire flooded me with desire. Not to mention I had a mild buzz from our drinks and the breeze under my dress reminded me I was now a girl with something special beneath my dress. Something special and a girl that a real man even accepted and revered for her allure and beauty.

In the club, Bill found us a small private room with an overview of the club below. They served us bottles of booze with mix and ice. It was like our own private loge. We all situated ourselves and had a drink, made our way down to the dance floor and danced together.

It wasn’t long before others joined our dance party. Bill and I danced with the cutest femboy called Alex, who was a bundle of fun and joy. While Katelin danced with Alex’s cute friend Simon.

Jamie had found a couple of other guys. Jax was a tall, handsome black guy and William was his tall, handsome white buddy. We danced, swapping partners, touching and gyrating, my eyes riveted on the men’s hardness in their pants. It was a veritable cornucopia of cocks showing under pants and telling us how hot we girls were.

I had originally been devoting my attention to Katelin being my girlfriend, but now I realized I had been distracted. As I watched her dancing and having fun, I saw the glow round her. I still wanted to stuff my dick in her and hold her legs back and dump it all into her and wondered now whether a real girl like her would even want me since I was more girl than guy. Had my listening to her sent her away from me?

She saw me watching her and moved over to me while her dance partners joined Jamie and Bill. She put her hand on my ear and yelled to me over the din of the music. “Are you okay? I know I haven’t been paying much attention to you, but I wanted you to soak up the others’ attention.”

As we danced, I nodded and smiled. I looked into her eyes as my hard cock danced under my dress in the fluff and I couldn’t help thinking about fucking her. I moved closer, put my hand by her ear, and yelled. “Thanks. It’s been good. I miss you, though. I could have been happy with only you and me.”

She pulled back and gave me a pouty face, kissed my cheek and spoke into my ear. “Then I’m all yours for the rest of the night. You deserve my attention and, unlike the other night, I’m ready for yours... deep inside of me.” She reached her hand down to the front of my dress and her palm found my hardness in the fluff and squeezed it. “I want this pretty thing inside of me.”

Bill’s hand landed on my shoulder, and I turned to him. “Everything okay, sweetie? I’m tiring of dancing and I thought we might go back up to our space and have a drink.”

I looked at Katelin and pointed to our loge upstairs overlooking the dance floor. She nodded and tapped Jamie on the shoulder and pointed up.

We all climbed the steps to the loge. The relative quiet from behind the windows was a relief. Everyone made a drink for themselves and found a place to sit or stood looking down at the dance floor.

Katelin and I were sipping gin and tonics standing by the window and Bill came up behind me and wrapped his big arms around me and gave me a hug. “I’m so happy I met you girls.” His hand slid to my bottom and squeezed it through the fluff. I stared into Katelin’s eyes as Bill held me fast in his arms. I sensed him fussing behind me with his hand, and his hard cock slid between my butt cheeks. He thrusted it slowly as I gazed wide eyed into Katelin’s smiling face as she nodded. She leaned in to me. “That’s it Frankie. Let Bill inside. You like him. There have been things in there before. You’re cleaned out. He’s lubed, right?”

I could feel the wet coolness of the lubed rubber on it as it slid and pressed at my hole. I nodded.

“Good. Let it happen. Enjoy it.” She looked around the room. Jamie was kneeling on the floor on a pillow, taking turns sucking Jax, William, Alex, and Simon while they sipped their drinks.

Katelin went to Bill, who was slipping his thick cock between my butt cheeks deliciously while I tried to angle my butt properly to take him in. Katelin stood on her tiptoes to speak into his ear. She pointed to a leather psychiatrist’s couch like a chaise lounge with no arms on either side in the room's corner. He nodded. She took my hand and tugged me there, Bill popping out.

She laid back on the couch, spread her legs and pulled them back, then pulled me on top of her. Finally, I’d be inside my favorite ever, real woman. She put a lubed rubber on me, then moved herself around and guided me into her, the fluff of her dress between us. My god, was she tight. Just like the other night when I took her in her bottom, but now I was in front. She was tighter than I ever felt a woman be. It was heavenly, looking in to her eyes, which she rolled when she had gotten me all the way in, then smiled ear to ear, pulling me by my butt, tight to her. I held her legs pressed back. She put me in motion. Her high heels in the air flailed as I thrusted into her over and over.

Behind me, Bill lifted my dress and slipped his gigantic cock between my cheeks. This time I pressed my longing bottom back against the head, and it dove in immediately, making me gasp and my eyes go wide. He held my hips gently and breathed on my neck, whispering. Is it okay, princess? It doesn’t hurt, does it? With a choppy breath and voice, I looked back and shook my head. “It’s wonderful. Don’t stop, Bill. Go slow and make it last.”

I gazed into Katelin’s eyes as she ran her hand across my cheek to my hair and looked lovingly at me. “You’re pretty cock is so nice in me. I love you Frankie. I love you for being you for me. Now I know we can last.”

Each slow thrust of Bill into me forced me deep into Katelin, then out again as he retreated. I was sandwich meat in a heavenly sandwich and didn’t have to do a thing; our prince, Bill, did all the work for both of us.

I raised my head and looked around the room. Jamie was getting fucked on her back by her big handsome black guy Jax, her feet in her heels flailing in the air above her head while Jax’s big white buddy William fucked her face, holding her head.

Cute Alex and Simon were standing, watching them while jerking off. Alex turned to look at us and I motioned with my head for them to come over and licked my lips. They came right over and Katelin reached up for Simon’s cock and took it in to her mouth and I took Alex’s sweet cock into mine. He cradled my head gently and fucked my face, and Simon did the same for Katelin. We glanced at each other sideways and Katelin grinned around the cock in her mouth, as did I.

Bill was speeding up and getting more fierce in his thrusts, making my thrusts into Katelin’s super tight hole more fierce as well. The boys we sucked looked down at us lovingly as we both indulged them passionately. I heard Alex let out a feminine squeal, as did Simon, and they held each other’s hands while they both pulsed in our mouths and shot their creamy fervor into us, one gush after the other. Bill was still raging away into my bottom and me into Katelin.

Bill then shoved deep and hard into me, making me fill Katelin and he held it there as I felt it pulse and gush and he moaned a low moan and called my name. His energy rushed through my body, down to my toes and into my chest as my eyes went wide. My body shook, looking into Katelin’s eyes, his cock pulsing inside of me. He slid it in and out slowly a couple of times and then backed out and off the couch.

Katelin’s gorgeous eyes reflected her bliss as she gazed up at me and put her hand on my cheek. “My lovely Frankie. Don’t hold back anymore. Let it go.”

It shot from me, making my legs stretch out, my toes point. I whimpered like a little girl as I began pulsing in side of her, ripping the white ropes from deep in my soul to flood into her. She lifted the front of her dress and she grabbed...
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... her substantial cock and gave it a few strokes. My eyes went wide as I continued coming inside her. She smiled and let her cock go to flail in the air between us like her feet in her heels did by her head as I rammed myself into her over and over, squealing, my body shuddering as hers did, and she spewed glistening streams of white from her flailing cock all over the two of us and I pumped what seemed a river into her.

I collapsed on her. My breath was heavy on her neck as I tried to kiss her face and neck all over.

“Are you disappointed, Frankie? That I’m not a conventional girl?” Her hand stroked my hair.

“Are you kidding? No more disappointed than I am that I’m not a conventional girl. Thank you for teaching me all of this. I love you.”

“I love you too, baby girl. I love you too. I did get implants and so it wasn’t your fault you didn’t know. Until you became a girl like me, I was afraid to let you know.”

“I understand. I’m going to get implants too. If that’s okay with you.”

She held her hand on the back of my head, gazed lovingly into my eyes and slowly came forward, closing her eyes as she did, and kissed me deeply.

Bill rubbed my back, Jamie kissed my cheek.


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

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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