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Judging?

“C’mon, Lex! We go there all the time. Why not participate in this?”

“Shawn! They’ll judge me. The whole event is about judging. I hate being judged.” I huffed and gave a grimace to my roommate.

“But we always go to Angel’s Nest, and no one’s judgmental. The place has to be the city's warmest and most inviting bar. Why not show off your skills a little and have some fun? I bet you’d win. If you do, we’d get a hundred-dollar gift card, and the night would be paid for. Free drinks and food for both of us. C’mon man! You’d have fun. I know it. You’re an expert at your craft.”

Shawn’s bright green eyes told me how much this meant to him for some reason. Was I just being silly? What was I afraid of? They don’t judge people there. “Uh… I don’t know.”

“Okay. So I’m getting close now if you don’t know. I bet there’ll be a lot of hot chicks there for it. They’d love to see guys doing this stuff. It makes them giddy. Maybe we’ll pick up a couple and get laid.”

I rolled my eyes. “Girls don’t go for me, they just go for you.”

“I’m sure the one that might go for me will have a girlfriend that goes for you.”

“What? Pick up your leftovers?”

“Why not? They’re all hot. Hell, man, why are you so afraid? It’s a simple thing you’re good at. No! Great at. You’ll be so hot, all the girls will go for you, and I’ll get the leftovers. C’mon, dude!”

I shrugged. He might be right. It could be that’s what I need to impress some girls, and then I might be more than just the lonely femboy I am. “Okay. Under protest, I’ll do it. For you.”

His eyes lit up. He lifted me off the ground and gave me a bear hug. “Alright!”

“Hey! Put me down, you big oaf!!” I laughed as I feigned struggling against him like a little girl.

He put me down. “Good job, dude. You’re gonna win. I can feel it.” He handed me the paper from Angel’s Nest titled, ‘Femboy Friday Competitions,’ explaining the theme for tonight's judging and its goal: Facial makeup: Eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, contouring, lipstick, and anything else that will make you the most feminine femboy face in the place.

I nodded. “Okay. I can do that. As a matter of fact, it’ll be fun because I’ll have full license and an excuse to do things I always wanted to but was afraid of doing and taking it too far. This will be cool.”

He patted my back. “See? I knew you’d enjoy it once you got over your paradigms. Now go get ready so we can get a seat at the bar.”

I dashed to the bathroom, rinsed off in the shower, and washed and conditioned my hair to make it full. I ran a razor over my body quickly to remove hair stubble like always. I dried my hair upside down and brushed it out. This alone made me feel better than just wearing a ponytail, like I usually did. I looked at myself in the mirror and wished I had some dangle earrings but then decided just to cover my ears with my hair.

Dressed in my short pink satin robe, I took my makeup bag from the drawer. A lot of the stuff rarely got used in the eyeshadow or contouring departments, and utilizing all the transformation tools was fun. By the time I was done, I had dramatic, seductress eyes, full, luscious painted lips, long eyelashes, high cheekbones, and indented cheeks, or at least the contouring made it look that way, and the face that looked back at me as my fluffy hair framed my face was that of a young, sexy girl. Wow! I had to win. Shawn was right.

My heart raced as I stepped into my bedroom and grabbed some panties and sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out partway like I always did so I could pee without having to take them down. I sat on the pink satin comforter, glided the sheer sensual stockings up my legs, and slid into the stretchy pink, silky, lace-edged panties. Next, I slid on my girls’ stretch skinny jeans and a green satin blouse that matched Shawn’s eyes. I wished he’d let me get him a blouse like that so it could bring his eyes out, but he never would. No one would know it was a girl’s blouse unless they saw what side the buttons were on. He was too chicken for it, though.

Back into the closet, I looked at my shoes. I could wear three-inch heeled boots outside the jeans, but I usually wore them under bootcut jeans to hide the heel. Did I want to take it that far? I did, but I was chicken. Instead, I opted for a pair of lightweight, toe-cleavage ballet flats in a tan color.

I checked myself in the mirror as I loaded up my man-bag (A woman’s purse that looked like a man-bag.) I sprayed an almost feminine-smelling cologne all over my hair and arms and some on my jeans. It filled me with delight. I wished I had the guts to buy real women’s perfume, though, because guys' perfumes didn't have that feminine overtone, even if they did have some undertones. It would have to do.

I checked myself in the mirror and remembered the goal. I had achieved it. Was I missing anything? Should I do more? I decided that taking attention away from my face by having more feminine features elsewhere would detract from the goal. I winked at myself and descended the stairs to Shawn, who was waiting, seated in the living room, sipping a beer.

His eyes popped open wide, and a huge smile filled his face, flashing his white teeth. “Holy shit, man! You’re fabulous. You’re gonna win!” He stood up, slugged the last of his beer down, and came over by me, looking me up and down and walking around me. It was like I was a new car he wanted to buy.

“Gonna buy it?”

“Love to. How much?”

I laughed. “Right. Thanks for the compliment, though.”

“You’re welcome. See? You should do this more often. Take it further even. Maybe after these Femboy Fridays are done, you’ll be ready to.”

I pushed him away as he sniffed my hair.

“Hey! I was sniffing your cologne. Smells awesome. Look at you. You look like a dream and smell great, too. I feel like I’m going on a date with arm candy already.”

“Stop it, silly.” I laughed. “I know you aren't gay, and neither am I, so that was a nice act. You did make me feel flattered if that was what you were after.” I stood there with my thumb hooked on my man-bag and my hip out.

“Good. That’s what I wanted.” He held his arm out for me. I pushed it away. “Get lost. Let’s go win a free night and find some babes.”


Angel’s Nest

We arrived at Angel’s Nest plenty early to get my favorite seats at the end of the bar toward the back, where we had a view of the whole bar and were still hidden by the bar so I wouldn't feel nervous about people noticing when I wore my three-inch heel girl’s boots. I sat and put my man-bag on the purse hook, and Shawn saddled up next to me, leaning on the bar and smiling at the bartender. This bar always smelled clean and fresh, unlike so many others that smelled of stale beer and mildew. Angel had done well with it. It was a totally smelly dive before.

The bartender was a big, fierce-looking dude but a nice guy. “Hey, Shawn! Hey Lex! I see you’re gonna be competing tonight. You got my vote already. Nice job, man!”

“Thanks, Bart!”

His eyes roamed my face and hair. I sat up proudly and smiled. He shook his head. “Not many dudes can do it as well as that. You should be proud. The first round is on me, you guys. Don’t go cheap. You both deserve it for doing this. Takes some guts.”

We looked at each other. Shawn put his hand on my jeans. “Hey bud, how about a Grey Goose dirty martini or a Blanton’s Manhattan? It’ll help you relax before getting on stage in front of everyone.”

“Right! Forgot about doing that. Shit yes. Something strong. I think I’d rather have salty than sweet.”

Shawn turned to Bart. “You heard the lady.”

He chuckled. “Comin’ right up. Two grey goose dirty martinis for the delightful couple in the back of the bar.” He snickered.

I slapped Shawn's thigh hard. “Don’t start calling me a girl. Look what you did by doing that. Bart is calling us a couple now.”

Shawn laughed. “I didn’t call you a girl. I called you a lady. Isn’t that what this makeup contest is about? Looking the most feminine?”

“It didn’t say looking like a girl. It said looking the most feminine… as in a femboy?”

“Okay. If you say so.”

“I do!”

“Relax, sweetie pie. Relax.”

“Stop alluding that I’m a girl! Damn it!”

“Okay, buddy. Okay, dude. Okay, man. I apologize. I won’t do it again.”

“Good.”

Bart arrived and delivered the drinks. “On me. Enjoy, guys.” He must have heard my anger, and he called us guys. Good.

“To Lex being the most feminine femboy in the competition tonight.” Shawn held the martini carefully in his big hands.

I raised mine delicately by the stem, my pinky out and my longer-than-normal guy's nails shining in the down-light of the bar from the glossy clear coat I wore on them. “I’ll drink to that!”

I touched my lipsticked lips gingerly on the rim and sipped down the cold, salty, potent, yet smooth concoction. “Mmm, Grey Goose is smooth. Nice.” I looked for Bart, leaning back in the center, waiting for someone to serve. I raised my glass to him. “Thank you!”

He nodded and smiled. “My pleasure, Lex.”

We sat there and watched people arriving. First were some more femboys, all trying their best to have feminine faces. The competition would be stiff. They all looked pretty darn good.

Jamie came back to say hi. “Lex! You look fabulous.”

“So do you, Jamie. I wish you luck.”

Jamie shook his head. “Need lots of that. You’re downright seductive looking, babe. Like a real girl.”

“Babe?”

“Sorry, just fell out, dude.”

“Understood.”
“Well, gotta get a seat and a drink.” He patted my back with his long, shining-nailed hand and clicked away in his three-inch heel girl’s boots over the tight girl’s skinny jeans, his ass shapely like a girl’s. I wondered if he padded it. Maybe I should have worn my boots and some pads. Damn.

Shawn sipped and looked at me, watching everyone. “I still think you’ve got it so far. They all look hot, but you look the hottest.”

“Thanks. You’re prejudiced, though, anyway, so it doesn’t count.”

“True. I want you to win. I want you to know how good you are at doing this. You need to. It’ll give you more confidence.”

“I have plenty of confidence.”

“Oh yeah? If you did, you’d take it further.”

“Maybe I don’t want to take it further because I’m a guy. A femboy, not a girl.”

“Right. Sorry. I’ll stop. We can’t keep doing this. It’s my fault. Sorry, dude.”

“K. No problem.”

The bells above the door chimed, and the girls from the sorority came in. You know, that sorority that every campus has where the girls in it think they’re god’s gift to men and always dress to the nines. Miniskirts and sheer pantyhose and high heels and fancy hairdos and makeup and great smelling perfume that’s alone enough to get a boner from, never mind how hot they all look. Their voices covered the background music as a cross between chalk squeaking on a blackboard and bunnies being eaten by foxes.

Shawn and I laughed. I turned to Shawn and motioned my head toward them. “So this is one reason we want to do this tonight? So we can pick up one of those girls?”

“I know, huh? It makes you lose motivation when they open their cackling mouths and show how dumb they are, right?”

I nodded, and my eyes took in every detail of their outfits, hair, and makeup. “But they sure know how to look hot and express feminine allure. Man!”

“Right, huh? I’m getting a woody as long as I don’t listen to them too much and just watch. Maybe they’re different by themselves and not in a group. Maybe it's a thing that happens when there are too many of them. It’s like a virus or some kind of tribal ritual where they turn their brains off and break their honey-like voices into shards of glass.”

I laughed.

“You have a voice like them when you aren’t trying to make it deep, and yours never gets like that. It stays honey-like as it should.”

“Really? I have a girl's honey-like voice?”

“Well, not now, because I can tell you’re trying to make it deeper like you do a lot. You have a pleasant voice. It’s soothing.”

“Thanks, I guess. Unless you’re saying I’m a girl again, then I’d say, fuck you.” I glared at him.

His eyes roamed my made-up face. I could tell he was looking at my lips, and then he licked his lips. Then his eyes went to my eyes, and they seemed to weep inside as he tilted his head sweetly, looking like he was in love. “No, no. Not again. I won’t call you a girl unless you want me to.”

We ordered two more martinis instead of our regular lesser drinks. I needed the false courage. We also ordered some oysters and cold shrimp to eat for dinner. Bart delivered the drinks and promised the rest shortly.

I noticed the sorority girls looking at us. They were whispering to each other as they looked our way, making it obvious they were talking about us.

“Hey, Shawn. We have a nibble from the ditzes.” He looked over at them, and their eyes got bigger, and they giggled. He waved. I looked at them, and it seemed they swooned.

Shawn’s hand landed on my thigh and squeezed it. “Get ready, buddy. They’re getting ready to pounce on us.”

No sooner had he said that than two of them stood and tugged the hems down on their miniskirts, fluffed their hair, and tugged their tops tight into their skirts. Their revealed cleavage jiggled with each minced step in their five-inch stilettos, clicking erotically across the wooden floor, all eyes on them the way they liked it.

I throbbed in my panties. They were both so darn… well, you know… you just wanted to stuff their mouth with a ball, or put in earplugs, and stick it in them.

“Hiiiii!” she said, dragging the word out forever. Her eyes were made up almost as well as mine, and her teeth were riveting white, surrounded by metallic pink lipstick. Her friend echoed her greeting, and she put her hand out to me and her friend Shawn as they introduced themselves.

She took my hand in her super long-nailed fingers and shook it. “I’m Janine!”

Her friend said to Shawn, “I’m Candy. My real name is Candice, but I like Candy better. It’s sexier, don't you think?” She was almost posing as she shook Shawn’s hand, one five-inch-heeled stiletto in front of the other, her shoulders back, pulling her top taught enough to show her hard nipples through her thin bra beneath the thin top. She flirtingly flipped her hair back.

We both told them our names. Janine’s eyes were bright blue and flitting about my face. “Your makeup is gorgeous, girl. Stunning. I think you're gonna win.”

“Uh…thanks. But I’m a guy. A femboy, by the way, not a girl.”

“Oh, I know. I’ve seen you around trying to look more guyish than girlish, but I have to say you could be a girl if you wanted to. You’re so pretty. If you dressed like me, I'd bet you’d have more guys checking you out than I do. I think you’d love it. You should do it.” Her hand landed on my thigh and glided up and down. “I’d gladly help you with it if you need it. We could be girlfriends then.”

“Uh…I’m a femboy, not a girl. But thanks anyway.”

“No problem, Lexi. If you change your mind, just let Janine know.”

“Uh…I’m Lex, not Lexi.”

She giggled. “Right. Okay.”

Her friend, Candy, was standing next to Shawn, leaning her body against him on his turned barstool, one of her legs lifting a couple of inches and rubbing the other stockinged leg as if in a pose and being sensual to show how horny she was for Shawn. Her hand rubbed his leg. I could see Shawn was hard in his jeans and smiling ear to ear from the attention as they both smiled at me and Janine. Maybe he would get laid tonight.

Now what? Shawn looked around, wondering the same thing. Bart came over and placed our oysters and shrimp.

Candy’s eyes lit up. “Oysters. You know, I get so horny when I eat just one of them. It’s almost embarrassing.”

Shawn said, “Really? That must be difficult sometimes.”

“Oh yes. It sure can be, especially when no men are around to help with it. Right Janine? Janine has the same problem.”

“Right. Always need men around when the oysters arrive.”

They both looked at the oysters, waiting for us to offer them some. We looked at each other, and Shawn winked. We each took an oyster and let it slide off the shell into our mouths. We ate them, rolling our eyes as the girls watched.

They gave us flat-lipped smiles, fully expecting us to feed them one. We each lifted another oyster carefully and made it look like we might have brought it to their lips, but we didn’t get it close. Their mouths opened like dogs waiting for a treat. I stifled a laugh as we both slid them into our mouths. The girls were lost. They closed their mouths as if they had never opened them like that and looked around to see if anyone had noticed.

Shawn lifted the plate and offered it to them. “Ladies?”

Their eyes lit up, and they beamed at us as they snatched them off the plate. Now they were thinking we wanted them horny so we could stuff them. Now what?

Janine got closer to me and rubbed my shoulder, her perfume filling me with feminine energy. I throbbed in my panties. Her boobs were just about in my face as I sat there, and they’d bump me from time to time as she moved, putting the shell on the plate and grabbing her drink and reposing and rubbing her leg on mine. Hell yeah, we could do it to them.

Shawn was like a rock in his jeans now. Mine didn't show because I tucked it tight in my panties. We ordered more oysters from Bart and shared our shrimp as well, and got the girls some blowjob shots at their request and some shots of tequila.

Before we knew it, the MC, who was also the owner, Angel, was at the front on the little stage. Angel was gorgeous. Classy and sexy. She used to be a drag queen before she bought this place. It was hard to believe she was a guy at some time. “Could I have your attention? Thank you all for coming for our first Femboy Friday, where all our femboys compete in different weekly categories for the most feminine.”

She paused, and everyone quieted down and took seats. The girls looked at our laps. Candy put her arm around Shawn and asked if she could sit on his lap. He took her onto it, his arm wrapped around her.

Janine raised her eyebrows at me. I patted my thighs, and she plopped herself down, wiggling her tight ass on my lap. God, she smelled and felt good.

Angel continued, “This week's category is makeup. The objective is to be the most femininely made-up femboy around. Tonight's prize is a one hundred dollar gift card for Angel’s that I provided. We’ll take a collection up after to build a kitty and make this more interesting for the femboy participants. Hopefully, you’ll all be generous. If any businesses would like to sponsor this, we’re open to your help: salons, boutiques, restaurants, or whatever. We’ll also have a GoFundMe page. Now, I don’t have a list of who’s coming up here, so if you femboys can just come up one after another, say your name, turn to and fro, show us your makeup, and then move to the side and line up in front of the stage together, we can begin.”

I sat there, hard in my panties, Janine wiggling nicely at regular intervals, making sure to rub it down there. My hand rested on her silky stockinged thigh and unconsciously caressed it. I longed to feel a hand on mine like that. Maybe she’d be the one.

A femboy I knew, Bill, walked in his girl's boots, leggings, and a pink cable-knit sweater top to the front, his heels clicking as he walked. I should have gone further, too. However, his makeup wasn't as good as mine, and that was the focus.

Bill went onstage, smiled, posed one foot before the other, turned to and fro so everyone could see his face, and said, “My name is Alexa, just like the Amazon girl. Call out my name, and I’ll answer.” He giggled and got off the stage.

I couldn’t believe he picked a girl's name for this. Should I?

Janine turned to me and looked at me. “You’re adorable.”

“Thanks.”

She wriggled on me.

The next femboy was Sam, who called himself Samantha. It looked like the femboy label was falling apart, and we were all becoming girls now. Was that so bad? It was what we were all trying to emulate. But then, would people think we liked guys and not girls?

I asked Janine, “Do you think I should use my name, Lex, or use a girl's name like Lexi when I go up?” I saw Shawn as Candy got off of him, and he stood. He looked around, adjusted his hard cock in his pants, then sat her back down on it. She sat back down and wriggled and giggled. I was sure she could feel it pressing her ass.

“Uh, I like Lexi. You should use a girl’s name because you don’t look anything like a guy or a boy with your makeup like this. You’re prettier than most girls.”

“Really? Doesn’t that make you think I like guys and not girls?”

“Who cares? As pretty as you are, you could easily have guys, and I bet they’d love it, and so would you. What are you afraid of? It isn’t murder to enjoy making guys come. I do it all the time. I make girls come too. Candy is wild.” She giggled.

“I guess I’m too conservative. Okay. I’ll be Lexi, then. Thanks.”

“No problem, princess.”

Princess. Well, here we go. I need to get used to it. I’m not just a femboy anymore. I have a new persona. Another femboy went and another, and they all used girl’s names. Plus, they all had more feminine outfits than mine. My idea of not distracting from my face may not have been good. It was getting toward the end. All the femboys were either standing in front or waiting to get on stage.

“I need to go up, Janine.”

She slid off me, her hand going into my crotch and feeling for it before she gave me a peck on the lips. “Good luck, girl!”

“Thanks!”

I made my way to the stage and got up there. I grabbed an empty seat from a table in front and carried it up the stage. I made it a point to wiggle my hips as I climbed the stairs, then posed as if I had high heels on, lifting the heel of one foot and turning my head to and fro, smiling at the crowd. I flipped my hair flirtingly. I lifted a foot onto the seat and held both feet, posed as if in high heels, then leaned down, putting my elbow on my knee, my head on my hand, and looked into the audience. “My name is Lexi. Don’t you forget it!” I raised my torso, shoulders back, and head tilted. I flipped my hair. “I’m just a simple girl studying engineering at Tech and would love to be the winner tonight, so I can be motivated to continue competing against all these gorgeous girls. Angel, thank you so much for doing this for us.”

Applause ensued, and Angel came onto the stage and motioned for me to join the others. I stood in front of the stage, my heart pounding. I had never been so bold in all my life. I even called myself a girl. Somehow, I felt proud and relieved I did. No one denied I was. No one was making fun of me.

Angel got everyone’s attention. “Okay, let’s vote.” She went across the stage and held her polished-long-nailed hand above the head of each of us one at a time, and the applause began. It rose and fell with the contestant, and she sometimes held a hand over one of our heads more than once. The applause kept increasing until finally, with her hand over my head as she said my name, the crowd went wild and banged their feet, hooted, and wolf-whistled until it was all deafening.

Angel laughed and held up her hands. “We have a winner. Lexi, the simple girl studying engineering, is our winner tonight. Congratulations, girl! Come up here!”

I climbed the stage hurriedly, my face locked in place with a smile from ear to ear. I almost felt I would cry with joy. “Thank you all!!” I waved a parade girl wave as if I was the homecoming queen. They all hooted and hollered and applauded with hands and feet. I was overwhelmed. I had won a beauty contest. My god. A beauty contest as a girl. It was edifying.

The walk back to the bar was interesting. Regular guys who had never said a word to me congratulated me, told me how gorgeous I was, and asked me on a date. It flattered the hell out of me. No one was ever so interested in me before. Is this what I should be? A girl? I loved the attention of the guys and their sincerity. They kept stopping me to talk to them. Some of them even whispered to me I made them hard, and I’d glance down, and they sure were. Hard and big, and the thought I had aroused someone so much that would happen made me throb in my panties when they said it. It was nothing if not thrilling. I now wondered if Janine might be right and if I should investigate being with a man. I thought about Shawn entirely differently then.

Back at the bar, Janine gave me a deep, tongue-filled kiss, crushing her substantial breasts into me. My hand fell on her tight ass and pressed her to my crotch. I throbbed in my panties some more. Girls and guys were making me hard. I sat, and Janine got back on my lap, and Shawn patted my shoulder. “I think I can say it now. Others have. You should take it as a compliment, too. You go, girl!” He held his palm up, fingers spread for a high five.

I met his. “You bet! This girl is smoking!”

He leaned into me and whispered in my ear. “I hope you don’t freak out hearing this, but I’m sure some guys already told you this on the way over here, so I have to be honest, too. Lexi sure is smoking. She makes me very, very hard. More than Candy on my lap, even.” He winked at me. I winked back.

Angel delivered our gift card, and I put it on the bar and ordered another round. I needed to get chilled. Shawn and Janine were hot for me. What a night. Was Shawn gay? Was I? But then why would girls make us hard? Were we both Bi? I was lost in labels.

Janine turned my head to her and gave me a deep, tongue-filled kiss. I felt Shawn’s hand caress my leg under the bar.

Bart came back with drinks. “Here ya go, gorgeous, hot young lady.”

“Thanks, Bart.”

He winked, took my hand with his big hand, and squeezed it as he looked deep into my eyes. “Now you should realize it, girl. It’s all good.”


Finally, I Get Laid

I was pretty darn buzzed before we left the bar, hand in hand with Janine and Candy, heading back to our place a couple of blocks up a side street in a huge old Victorian split into three apartments. We had a two-bedroom one. The progress was slow as we walked with the girls in their high heels and minced steps, but them walking in them was erotic as hell, and it amazed me how it didn’t bother them a bit wearing those high heels and walking so far.

This would be my first time having intercourse with anyone. I was very nervous but had enough alcohol to overcome it. I always wanted to do it, and I imagined it as the ultimate manly achievement. Odd that a femboy would look to be manly, but I was. I couldn’t wait to stick it in Janine.

“Wow. This place is so neat!” Janine said as she snuggled against me, looking at all the details of the woodwork and the Victorian flavor.

“Sorry about our furnishings. Shawn and I figured some mattresses would be better than investing in furniture, and if we had a party, people would have a place to sleep.” We looked at the king-sized bed on the floor in the parlor, made up with a comforter and black satin sheets. Candy walked over to it, pulling the comforter and sheets back to the black satin. “They look clean.”

Shawn said, “They are. I never had a party or anyone sleeping over. Just sat on top of the comforter to watch TV, which we rarely did because of the 70 hours a week it takes for engineering classes and homework.”

“Aww. This would be a great place for a party. What do you say we have one of our right now?” She winked and began unbuttoning her blouse. Shawn removed his boots and socks and placed them in a corner, and we all started to strip.

Shawn was done first, looking like a god. Shaved, hairless body with shapely, firm, but not overlarge muscles and a big hard cock waving before him above shaved globes held tight to him. He held his arms out to the now-naked Candy, and they rolled onto one side of the king-sized bed. She lay down with her butt in the air, handed him some lube, and held her butt cheeks for him. He entered her luscious ass and thrust as she gasped and moaned in her falsetto voice. His one arm was wrapped around front, fingering her and twiddling her clit.

Janine stopped me from taking off my panties and pantyhose. “Here, sweetie. Let’s try something. I think you’re close to my size.”

She removed my blouse and helped me put on her bra and skirt. Then she had me sit, and she slid me into her fetishy-high heels and had me stand up. She admired me. “Yes! All girl. You are hot, babe.”

“Thanks!” I stood there, not knowing what to do. She lay down naked on the bed, her body full of curves and softness. She motioned for me to join her, and I lowered myself to the mattress and slid onto the sheets. She pulled me to her, embraced me, and gave me a deep kiss, her naked breasts pressing against me. She grabbed my ass in the skirt I wore and pulled me against her. I humped her leg.

She whispered, “Have you ever done it in the back door?”

I shook my head no. I had never done it in any door.

“Wanna try? Guys love it because it's so tight, and there’s no risk of getting me pregnant, so I like it too. Plus, it feels fantastic for me, too. I’m all clean down there. I clean it every day, so I’m always ready.”

“Sure. Let’s try it.”

She slid my panties to the side, lubed my cock. “It’s so cute. So silky, too.” She got on all fours, placed her face on her forearms on the floor, and looked back at me. “Take me, girl.”

I maneuvered between her butt cheeks and parted them, and pushed as deep between those cheeks as I could go. I felt the resistance as it pressed her hole.

“That’s it. Right there, girl. Push.”

She pushed back against it, looking back at me, and I struggled to make it in further. I held her hips tight as the head got partway in, and I tugged her sizable ass toward me, pushing and driving as far in as I could. It seemed I was about halfway in.

“That's it, princess. I think I can feel it. Keep going. It’s in. Fuck me, princess.”

I thrust a few times, and it popped right out. I tried three times. I wasn’t long enough. Janine whined. “Okay, I guess I have too much butt. Let’s try it from the front side in my bottom.” She flipped over and raised her legs.

I guided my pole to her puckered hole and pressed the tip against it. It went right in, and I could drive it a bit deeper this time. I thrust a few times, looking into her pretty smiling face, confident this would do it.

I popped out again, then again, and again. Janine whimpered as if she was ready to cry. “I guess my thighs and butt are still too big for you. Why don't we take a break, and you can clean it off and get a rubber, and then we’ll do it in front, missionary. That should work.” She put her hands behind her head and smiled up at me, and I dashed off to clean it up and get the rubber.

I came back ready to roll with my snug-fit rubber and Janine twiddling herself and playing with her nipples like a nymph in a fantasy world. She was gorgeous. I pressed her legs back and entered her hot wetness. It was much less tight than the back door, but I did get it in further and was able to thrust for a couple of minutes. It wasn’t very tight, though, and the sensations weren’t anything great, and I kept slipping out.

“Okay, it’s back in… I think.”

She pulled my ass toward her with both hands. “Uh, you sure it’s in, baby?” She humped up toward me. “Uh, I think I can feel it now. Go deeper.”

I tried my best to shove it home in her loose wetness. We heard Candy come for the third time on Shawn’s cock. Janine turned her head to watch—a look of desperation on her pretty face. I could tell she wanted that. “Janine, maybe you should have Shawn help you out here. Want me to ask him?”

Her eyes lit up. “Oh god. That would be so rude of me. You sure?”

I nodded.

“What will you do then?”

I shrugged.

“You need to come too. How about if you jerk off for me while…oh wait. How about if you hump into my fist while he fucks me? I’d love to have you both by me. You can suck my boob, too. Sound good? Maybe you can both come at the same time from me. I’d really love that.”

“You would?”

“For sure! It would be such a compliment. Especially you are coming in just my hand as if my hand were some wonderful sex object. Please?”

I giggled. “Okay,” I whispered in Shawn’s ear about it and told him to hold back coming until he was in Janine and she came. He nodded and pounded the hell out of Candy to the point that she begged him to stop when her whole body was wrenching around, and her legs twitched as she was gasping and came for the last time. Shawn was a true animal. A real man to be able to last like that. Incredible. I can only imagine how good it must have been for Candy to be connected to him like that and have such a full-body experience… And that was even in the back door. Who’d have thunk?

He got up, went off to wash it off, and then came back. He looked at us as Candy was lying there, spent and asleep. “So Janine. Front or back?”

In her tiny voice, she said, “Let’s do the front. That one’s plenty big for it, and I see you have a rubber in your hand. Come here, you big beast.”

She opened the rubber and worked it onto him. Her long-nailed hands looked so tiny on his pole as she struggled to roll and stretch it over it. Her eyes were wide with anticipation, and as soon as she had it on, she lay back and pulled her legs back. He pressed her thighs to the bed and pierced her, then swung his hips in a circle and thrust as she moaned and squeaked.

She looked at me, bliss on her face as her head moved from each thrust, her mouth agape. Her hand came out, her fingers rolling up to invite my cock to it, and I lay next to her. She grabbed my cock in her hand and placed my head on her breast. I sucked her nipple. “Yes, that a girl, Lexi. You’re such a good girl. Now hold it back until Shawn comes, okay, sweetie?”

I nodded and mumbled around my mouth full of breast and humped into her sweet, soft hand. She held it open loosely and made it nice and gentle on me. Shawn made her come in seconds, and she whimpered and squealed like a stuck pig, her hand clenching my cock and her leg twitching.

My stockinged legs slid against each other, and I pointed my toes in the high heels as I approached the edge, thrusting into her again lovely, silky, loose hand. I whimpered and sucked her breast diligently, like a babe getting its energy and fuel from it. It was heaven. I slowed down my thrusting and drifted into space on the edge of this bliss.

I turned my head and could see Shawn’s wet and gleaming rod as it advanced and retreated over and over, stretching Janine wide as she made little squeaking sounds. God, that had to feel so good to her. I envied girls being able to have someone inside them like that and feel it throughout their bodies.

I enjoyed the sensations of Janine’s hand, my stockinged legs gliding against each other, and my stuffed mouth filled with fragrantly perfumed flesh.

Shawn drove hard again, and Janine came again. Just before the third time, she called out to Shawn. “Ok, breed me, let it go inside me, and fill me, Shawn. Pound me like your bride.”

The mattress shook, Janine howled, and Shawn grunted and stopped thrusting. I could see his glorious cock squirming and pulsating as it pumped his passion inside of her. Whimpering and gasping for air around her breast, I fucked her soft, little hand like a rabbit and spewed my passion into it. When I was done, she slid her hand up to my face and my lips, and I licked it off. We all fell fast asleep.

I dreamed of seeing Candy and Janine being taken to heaven by Shawn and could almost feel what they felt. Was that my purpose? My proper role? Was I a girl like that, or was I a girl at all? Well, was I a man? It didn’t seem I was as much a man as I thought I could be. My next dream was being fully feminized and having the attention of all the guys in Angel’s Nest. It was wonderful.


The Morning After

I woke in the morning to Shawn pounding Candy again, and Janine snuggled against me, her hand wrapped around my morning wood. Her eyes looked into mine as she jerked me off. “It’s so cute. I’m sorry I woke you, but I couldn’t resist.” She giggled. “Does this feel nice, princess?”

“It does. Very nice. You have great hands.”

“Thanks! You have lovely hands, too. You should get a manicure and long nails.”

“I will for one of the competitions that focuses on it.”

“Good. Hey! I need to come. How about we both do it ourselves and come together? Do you think we could?”

I shrugged, reluctant to lose the use of her hand. It was my new lover. “Uh, okay.”

“Goody!” She sat on the edge of the mattress and began fingering herself and twiddling her button while massaging her breasts and tweaking her nipples. Her face was gorgeous as her lips parted, and she whimpered. “Stand up and jerk it under your skirt and into my mouth, okay? I want to see you standing in your heels, silky, shiny pantyhose, and squirting. It’ll be so sexy.”

I pulled my panties aside and took it all out, lifting the skirt enough to have my hairless package revealed. I used my thumb and middle finger with my pinky out as I looked into her eyes, her mouth open slightly as she waited.

She licked the tip and then sucked the head, running her tongue around the tip, making my leg twitch and my high heel clatter on the wooden floor. She pulled back, and her breath was choppy. “Uh, oh god, that is so hot. I’m gonna…. I’m… oh god.” Her body shook, and she came with all four fingers stuffing her and her thumb on the outside, moving rapidly and her other hand squeezing her nipple.

I couldn’t hold back much longer, and I whimpered and brought it closer to her mouth.

She opened it wide. “Mmm, yes! Good girl. Fill me up.” She opened it again, her pink tongue out. I could tell she really wanted it. She needed it. I jerked it furiously as I whimpered, and I shot a massive rope of pearls into her mouth. Her eyes went wide as my legs almost gave out, and I shot one after another into that sweet, begging face. She struggled to swallow, and on the last two, her mouth was shut, and she had moved her head, and it landed on her forehead and cheeks. She was gorgeous and looked so happy. It amazed me how much she was enjoying this.

I sat beside her before I fell and put my arm around her. She smiled, the pearls seemingly glued to her as decorations. “How do I look?” She giggled.

“Gorgeous.”

“Get your phone and take a pic so I can see.”

I took it from my man-bag and took the pic. I showed it to her. “See? Pretty darn hot, right?”

“Wow. It sure is sexy. I love it. Thanks. Send me that pic, too. Oh. We need to exchange numbers.” She looked at the pic again, then at me. “You know, with your great makeup and stuff, you’d look incredibly sexy this way, too. We should arrange that sometime, girl.”

“Uh…” I shrugged. The thought and image of it sent a thrill through me, and my rod jerked even though I had just emptied it. It hardened again as I looked at the badges of honor on Janine’s pretty face. Maybe she was right. Perhaps I’m all girl like her.


Saturday Planning

The girls left. Janine took her skirt and heels back so she could leave, and Shawn and I had coffee and breakfast afterward. I wrapped my pink robe around me and padded around the kitchen in my pantyhose. “I need a shower, bad. I feel so dirty somehow.”

“Me too.” Shawn sipped his coffee. “I have a fishy girl smell about me.” He laughed.

“I know. The entire room smelled that way. We’ll have to air it out.” I laughed.

“So you got laid too, huh? How was the first time for you? You were a virgin before last night, right?”

“I guess you could say that. I had never fucked a girl before. Not sure that I did last night, though, either.”

His eyebrows wrinkled. “Whadaya mean? Didn’t you stick it in her?”

I nodded. “Several times. But in the back, it was too short and wouldn’t stay in because her butt was too big, and I was too short, and in the front, it was sloppy loose, and she could barely feel it, and we kept seeing Candy coming with you over and over and I could tell that was what she needed. I gave up and offered you to her, and she jumped at it, and I think that was the best idea.”

“Wow. Did you come?”

“Oh yeah. Good too. And this morning, on her face and in her mouth. She sure seems to love cock. I wonder if all girls do.”

“I’d have to say it's pretty much a natural occurrence. Some may not want to admit it, but… you know…I think they’re wired that way.”

“Yeah. It’s incredible how they have those whole-body orgasms, too. Guess they need a decent-sized cock for that, though, and not mine.”

“You just need a slimmer, less hippy and assy girl. That’s all. They’re out there.”

“True. It made me uneasy and gave me anxiety, and it wasn’t very rewarding. I was kind of along for the ride rather than having any effect on her. Not sure I want to attempt it again, even.”

“Then don’t. All the guys went wild for you. Take care of them instead.”

My heart skipped a beat. My eyes popped open. I crossed my legs. “I’m a guy, Shawn.”

“Really? You still clinging to that? Why? You make a perfect girl. Be my girlfriend. You’d beat those chicks, hands down. You got way more going for ya. Now don’t be mad I called you a girl. Everyone does now, and you even asked to be called Lexi on the stage.”

“I know. It seems I’m feeling more like a girl every hour. Something keeps slapping me in the face and telling me I’m not a man. Then something slaps me in the face and says I like something even though only girls like it. It sucks.”

“Does it? Or is there a silver lining in that cloud? Maybe you’re finally discovering the true you. Maybe the universe is conspiring to help you be your best. Chill. Go with the flow. Feel it out. Put aside your paradigms and relax.”

I nodded. “I guess. Well, I should do some psychology homework, but it won’t take long. It’s such simple shit.”

“Me too. Glad we’re into just doing the simple shit classes like that now and creative arts and shit. At least we have some free time. No homework even, most of the time. Now I know why students who aren’t in engineering are always partying. So relax.”

“Yeah. I have until next Friday to be on stage, too. So I can go back to my regular femboy stuff and not worry about it for now.”

“But why? Why don’t I buy you a salon treatment and some clothes? Let me. Huh? Why wait for the stage to get done? The sooner you do it, the better you’ll be at it, right?”

I shrugged. “Salon, huh?”

“Yeah. You can always get a boy-cut after and take off the nails and polish, right?”

“I guess.”

Next Friday is a whole body makeover versus just the face. So you need to think about boobs and stuff.

“I don’t have boobs.”

“Right, and it's feminine to have them, right?”

“I guess.”

“So you probably should get a breastplate or breast forms or whatever to have cleavage and boobs, right?” Shawn’s eyes were bright, and he crossed his legs like his cock was getting hard or something. I throbbed in my panties from the thought of having boobs and maybe from Shawn getting excited for me to have them.

“Wow.”

“I know, huh? So, want to start today? We’ll see what we can do. I’ll google it all while you shower, and then after I shower, we can go. How’s that?”

I shrugged. This was a big deal. I wanted it desperately but was afraid at the same time. “I don’t know. Maybe I should stop now and be the femboy I’ve been.”

“Up to you. But I think it's a big mistake. I saw you on stage. I saw how everyone went crazy for you. I think it’s essential for you to follow through. That’s all. It would really disappoint me to have to end up with a girl like Candy.” He looked down at his phone and not at me.

Did that mean he wanted me more than Candy? Did I want that? Now, I was even more nervous. I sipped my coffee and looked at the ceiling. I showered, shaved my body, conditioned my hair, and dried it fluffy. I looked at my face in the mirror. It looked pretty, but I missed the effect of the makeup. Even a little makes a big difference. I did my makeup lightly and undramatically, using blush, eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, and lipstick. I finished and drew away from the mirror for a full view.

A smile filled my face. I loved it. There was my slap in the face again! I was such a girl. My eyes flitted my face and then my hair. My hair. My dull, boring hair. Fuck it! Shawn was right. I needed a salon day.

I went to the doorway and yelled to Shawn. “You’re right! Make a salon appointment, and let’s go shopping afterward.”

He yelled back, “Yes, Ma’am! Right away, Ma’am!”


A Whole New World

Shawn was diligent. He got me an appointment at the salon and found a place for boobs at a crossdresser shop, of all things. I wore skinny jeans and three-inch heel boots over them. Of course, they’d have to come off for the pedicure, but I didn’t have anything else. I wore sheer suntan knee-highs with the boots. I loaded my man-bag and realized I wanted a real woman’s purse, not something so bland. Everything I had seemed dull now: the jeans, shoes, stud earrings. I needed to immerse myself in being a girl and get off the femboy train now. I was doing nothing more than sitting on the fence and not running in the field on either side. My ass hurt already from sitting on it for so long. Then, I’d leaping off the fence into the pretty field with all the flowers, sweet scents, and stunning views. It would be a whole new world, and I was more than excited about it.

Shawn was beaming as he held his arm out for me to take to lead me to the car. I laughed and pushed it away gently.

He offered his arm to me again. “C’mon. Make me proud. Give me some arm candy, girl!” He winked. His eyes were lit like from a fire. I had never seen him so vibrant and excited. His gaze was that of love. He had a pout on his face as if I’d sting him if I didn’t take it.

“How can I resist you? You’re too sweet to me, and I hate seeing you pout and beg.” I took his strong arm, and we left.

The salon was more than great. I loved my new, highlighted, layered, shiny hair, which bounced around my face as I walked. It was utterly feminine and so pretty. My long fake nails were painted and shining, matching my petite, painted toenails. They were all done with gel, cured and strong, and would last a very long time before needing fixing.

The crossdresser’s store was in a seedier location of the city but was quite the establishment. It had everything you could imagine a crossdresser needing. Wigs, earrings, body shapers, corsets, padded body stuff, and the thing I needed the most, breastplates with boobs on them and gel breast forms to use with a bra to create cleavage.

The girl (crossdresser) was petite. She informed us about all the options and gave us a lesson in proper feminine presentation, utilizing everything available.

“…and these are a pair of cameltoe panties with built-in hips and bottom. The pads are gel and will feel real to the touch when worn, and the cameltoe hides the unmentionables where they belong, and it’s very prominent and realistic when worn with things like our spandex body suit, leggings, or shorts.”

She walked over to the different color bodysuits and took one out. “The best look is belting them and wearing the panties I just showed you. The lighter colors will reveal the cameltoe more than the darker ones. They can be fun to wear because you can use your purse, a coat over your arm, or a longer coat to hide the camel's toe until you want to reveal it.”

She picked up a photo album and opened it on the top of the rack. “I modeled some of them so you can get an idea. The shorts and leggings will have the same cameltoe look as the panties.” She flipped through the pages. It was incredible. Shawn’s eyes were wide. “Wow. That toe is something alright. Kinda primal.”

“Sure is. A real animal attractant. Believe me, it can be quite interesting wearing it with men around.” She laughed. “Of course, you’re kinda stuck in the outfit because taking it off reveals everything you’re trying not to be. So…you’re stuck with playing with just hands and mouth, if you know what I mean, girl.” She laughed.

I laughed and nodded, smiling. “Wow, that’s neat, but…I think we’ll stick with boobs for now. I think I’d like the breastplate for when I want a bigger reveal and maybe some nipples showing, but I want some more realistic, robust-looking cleavage that the gel breast forms can give, too.”

“We can do that.”

“But the breast plates are only in three colors. Are there other skin tones so they match mine?”

“Oh, we can fix that. It’s easy. We have a kit for tinting them with stage quality, waterproof makeup that is alcohol activated and will only come off with alcohol when you want to refresh it or change the color. I can match your skin tone right now if you want. I can do it for you, and you can wear it out if you’d like to. You can also use a good-quality brush-on foundation to match your skin tone. It won’t last as long, but it will come off with soap and can be redone. If you want, I have some great tops to wear with it, too.”

Shawn said, “Yeah, let’s do that alcohol makeup. How about she picks out a bra and form combination while you get the plate ready to match?”

“Super.”

I found gel breast forms, and we bought three sturdy, Lacey, and pretty bras that gave me lovely cleavage and substantial, jiggling breasts and nice cleavage. It almost seemed I should just stick with that, but I wanted to be able to have a bigger reveal of the breast and visible nipples if I wanted to wear it that way.

Shawn and I discussed it, and he made me get the breastplate, too. “Get it. You’ll use both, I’m sure. Let the young lady do the makeup for you. She’s ready.” He looked at her, standing there holding the breastplate in the middle color. “This one is closest, so it’ll match easier. Now put the neck over your head first, then put one arm through each side, roll the latex down, and smooth it out. You can go into the changing room if you want or do it here.”

I looked around. “Heck.” I laughed. “After it’s on, I’ll look like a topless woman when I walk out of the changing room, so I may as well just put it on here.” I took off my blouse and wriggled into the breastplate. The weight of it on my chest was terrific. It seemed as if I had real breasts. They moved and felt like Janine’s did last night. It made me wonder if she was wearing a plate like this. “These are so real and lovely to wear.”

“They are. More comfortable than the forms unless it’s hot out.”

She went to work, dripping small amounts of alcohol into different flesh-toned makeup colors, and began dabbing the form all over with it. It wasn’t long before she had matched the shade of my skin perfectly, and the only way to tell they weren’t real was to see the edge. The armpit edges would be covered, and I could use a choker on the neck. She then proceeded to highlight the roundness of the breasts a bit lighter. “You can do this lightening to make your cleavage pop when wearing the forms, too. Just use a lighter shade of makeup on the curves. Lighter shades come outward, and darker shades go inward. It’s like contouring.”

I looked down as she expertly made them up. “Right. I learned that from videos but never thought of doing cleavage. Good idea.”

“You betcha! And now for the final touches. No one has such perfect skin as this.” She put freckles of different sizes and shapes onto it and made the skin look less than perfect by making some blended shade changes. They were convincing as hell. I glanced at Shawn’s crotch quickly while she finished. He was hard as a rock in his jeans. “Go look in the mirror, sweetie.”

My eyes popped. I covered the seam on my neck with my hand, and there I was—a girl with gorgeous tits and hard nipples. Holy shit! I throbbed in my panties. “Wow. This is awesome.”

She beamed from behind me as she held a top in front of me. It was a sage green, ribbed, short-sleeved, V-neck top. “The ribbing reduces the nipple effect somewhat, though if you look closely enough, they are still there. Try it.”

I put it on. Gorgeous. I beamed at Shawn. His eyes roamed my boobs and face. “Holy shit, girl. You’re fucking hot as hell in that. We’re getting it. Then we can go shopping for clothes next.”

“Try the Goodwill store. You’ll save a lot of money since you need lots of clothes for every day of the week, and it’s all nice stuff. You might even find some nice shoes and purses and jewelry. Start there.”

I nodded. I wanted to hug her. “Thanks! We’ll do that.” I put my arms out to her. We embraced, and she crushed her breasts against mine. It was wonderful. I hugged her tight. “Thanks so much. You’ve been so helpful! I’m gonna tell everyone about this place.”

“Thanks! But I think everyone knows. Angel’s Nest… I mean, Angel, with her femboy Fridays, has gotten all the femboys interested with her competitions going on. It’s been really busy lately.”

“That’s why we’re here.”

“See? Well, you’ve got some stiff competition, but you are the best I’ve seen so far. Good luck, girl.”

“Thanks. We better check out. We have to go to Goodwill and fill the closet.”

“Right. Let’s get you out of here.”


Out With the Old

By late afternoon, we had acquired everything a girl needed in her basic wardrobe, plus some. Goodwill, Salvation Army, and the mall filled all the items on the list. I did laundry and washed all the treasures we found, and Shawn talked me into letting him bag my old clothes and shoes so I could have everything organized for the new me. 
I was beside myself with joy and fear as I put away my pretty panties, bras, tops, minidresses, miniskirts, jewelry, and shoes. Seeing it all made my heart race, wanting to try it all on and mix and match everything into creative outfits. But as Shawn carried away the bags of my boy's clothes, it was like seeing a comfortable old friend going to the other side of the world where I’d never see or talk to them again. It would only be in storage in the basement, but it felt like it would be gone forever. Maybe that was true. Perhaps I’d never use them again.

When the last item was in its place, I looked at Shawn sitting in the chair in the corner. “Thanks to your help, I think it’s all done. I need a break. Want some iced tea?”

“Sure, Lexi.” His eyes waited for my response to using my fem name. I needed reassurance that this was the right thing to do. His arm was out for me to take.

I took it and snuggled it to me. “I’m scared. This seems so final.”

“Don’t be.” He held my hand on his forearm and squeezed it. “It should be final, but if you’re not ready to make it so, then know it can all go back. All of it is reversible. So relax and let the new you emerge free of fear and regret. Be proud that whatever you choose, you mustered the courage to evaluate your feelings honestly. That’s much better than getting a sore ass riding the fence, isn’t it?”

I laughed. “I thought of those exact words not too long ago. I told myself my ass was sore from riding the fence.” I laughed again. “Thanks. You’re right.”

We sipped our iced teas and had a couple of cookies. Shawn seemed concerned but pleased as his eyes took me in as if I were a Monet. He’d pull back slightly and get a more expansive view, and then his eyes would focus on specifics like my lips or eyes or hair. “Shawn, you look like you’re evaluating buying that car again.”

“Sorry. I can’t help it. Like I said before, I’d buy it now at any cost. I can’t take my eyes off of you now. It’s more complicated than before with your new hair and nails and how much it brings out your feminine allure. It’s not just the physical portion, but it seems to have affected your inner self, and it radiates from you now. I know other men will see it, too, which also scares me. But…other men are as crucial to your growth and development in choosing your life forward as all the rest has been. You’ll need to explore those men. I hope I’m left in your desires when you reach that point.”

My eyes were wide. My jaw dropped. I was lost as to what to say. Shawn was in love with me. How could I choose others? How could I even choose Shawn? I remember seeing him pounding Candy and Janine and filling them with his passion. I throbbed in my panties. Could I? Could I have that? Would that make me whole? “Uh… I don’t know what to say. I’m flattered. Do you think of me that way? But I’m a guy. I don’t do men.”

He smirked, and I could see the disappointment on his face. “We’ll see. I think you’ll find that your attention and ability to make men happy will sway you or your perceived interests to this point. You already know you don’t like making love to women or trying to please them sexually.”

“True. Hmm, not much left for me then.”

“Right. So… don't you think you should explore your preconceived notions and look at it from the girl you are now?”

I shrugged.

“Hey! Why don’t the two of us dress nice and go out to a fancy place for dinner with you as my date, and you might begin to see what you think about having a man hot for you?” He grinned an evil grin. “I can play that role well.” He winked. “My lady.”

I giggled. He was so sweet. “I don’t know. It’s so mixed up.”

“The last competition at Angel’s Nest is to play the part of a bride on stage. You’ll be escorted by the groom. If you chose me… think of this as practice.”

“Okay. What should I wear?”

He shrugged. “Something hot. Something you feel pretty, feminine, and sexy in. Maybe incorporate the breast forms or breastplates, too. You’ll need to work those into your daily wear, right?”

“I guess.” My heart raced. I was dressing up for a date with the most handsome, sweet, nice guy in the world. What would I wear in this play? “If we do the bride thing, you’d be my groom. That means we’d be engaged right now when we go on our date.”

“We could be.” He was beaming. “But you need to experience men in general first. You don’t know what you want yet. You haven’t had any experience finding out. Let’s take it one day at a time. Right now, it’s you and me, baby. Right?”

“You betcha.”


Preparing for Date Night?

I flipped through the closet, looking at the dresses, miniskirts, and tops, trying to decide what would be a good look for a fancy restaurant. I kept coming back to a pretty, black satin dress with a laced corset back and a boned front V-neck top with pearl beading on either side. It had a black chiffon overlay on the stiff satin flared hem with crinoline for lift. I fell in love with it at first sight in the Goodwill. It cost me a whole ten bucks! It must have been three hundred new and in perfect shape.

My hands shook as I gingerly laid it out on the bed, letting the freshly washed satin glide over my fingertips. In the dresser, I found the pair of black crotchless panties with ruffled edges and the black satin and lace garter belt with four clasps on each leg. I opened the package of sheer black stockings and draped them on the bed. I chose the strappy, black-patent, five-inch heel stilettos women wear to look perfect for their little black dress ritual and would be considered a staple of their shoe inventory. I lay them on the bed and took it all in. Yes! A true date night outfit.

Now the question was…boobs. I didn’t want to get overheated or have to wear a choker, so the breastplate was out. Instead, I used the gel breast forms and a black lace bra. I stripped in the closet, went into the bathroom, checked my new hair, ran a brush through it, and gave it a little more lift with some spray. I added mascara and eyeliner to what I had, drawing my eyes back, then added to the eyeshadow, making it more dramatic. A bit of contouring for more cheekbones and blush blended in to complete my nighttime look. I inspected myself in the mirror, and my heart pounded with excitement. No femboy in that mirror!

On the bed, I slid the sheer stockings on my shaved and silky legs and attached them to the garter belt. The crotchless panties were next, and the ruffled edges framed my hairless, hard, and bobbing package. I clasped the bra in front, rotated it, slid the forms in, and lifted my flesh beneath it for cleavage. Into the bathroom I went, where I used a brush and some pearl foundation to round the flesh pushed up by the forms and make the cleavage pop more. Like she said, and I had learned some time ago, light moves out, and dark moves back. With some dark contouring powder, I made the cleavage deeper between my breasts in the valley, following the shape of the cleavage that had been created. They looked invitingly real.

The male in me made my rod lift and fall over and over as I took myself in. It led the way to the bed, where I slid into the dress, luxuriating in the sensation of the silky lining against my smooth legs, then over my belly to embrace my breasts. Shawn had tied the corseted back ribbons for me at the Goodwill store, so I only needed to zip the side. As I tugged and snugged the zipper up, it further emphasized the swell of my breasts and secured them to my chest. I adjusted the forms and bra for maximum cleavage while only showing the lace-edged of the bra behind the V-neck. The effect was to create the perfect balance of reveal and modesty and gave me the sensation that those breasts were mine as they pressed and tugged on my chest.

Taking a deep breath, I slid on the stilettos and fastened the delicate straps around my ankles. My painted petite toenails peeked through the sheer stockings and glittered in the light. Standing up in those heels, higher than I had worn before, I had to find my center of gravity and gingerly walk almost on my tiptoes to the dresser, where I put on my new dangling earrings, and a necklace that rested in my cleavage and drew the eye to it, bracelets that made my wrists and hands seem smaller yet and rings on three fingers of each hand including one on the wedding finger with a big fake diamond that made it look I was to be married soon. It gave me a chill. My face flushed. I put the thought out of my mind.

A robust amount of perfume was sprayed on my legs, arms, under the dress, and hair. The scent was a pheromone perfume that gave me the sensation of foreplay as my skin tingled from it and the sensual delights of the clothing. My rod in the crotchless panties was bobbing up and down as if dancing a polka. I checked myself in the full-length mirror, and no one would be the wiser to this girl’s dancing secret freedom beneath her dress. I packed the perfume and other things into my black patent purse with a raised patent rose on the front and a pearl strap, slung it on my shoulder, then hooked my thumb on it and posed before the mirror.

Was the pheromone perfume having an effect? I was stiff and bobbing and couldn’t resist slipping my hand down the front of my dress and giving it a few strokes while I whimpered, looking at myself up and down in the mirror. I was one hot babe. Then it hit me. I was dressing like this for Shawn! I remembered Janine and Candy getting it from him. I stroked faster. I whimpered more. Was I wishing for his sexual attention like that, or was it just the clothing and the perfume doing this to me?

I stopped and smoothed my dress, catching my breath. In any case, whatever the reason or reasons, I never felt more alive, sensual, powerful, and confident. I never felt more feminine and pretty and sexy. I never felt this sexy or perfectly emboldened as a guy…ever. I don’t think it would have been possible.

A knock at the door. I opened it, and my face almost aligned with Shawn’s as his jaw dropped, and he placed his hands on my shoulder at length to look me up and down. “Holy Shit! Wow! You look stellar. So seductive and sensual and pretty and alluring. Wow! What arm candy! You are all woman. Sorry. I had to say it. Do you like it?”

I nodded quickly, my hand over my mouth, giggling. He grabbed me in an embrace and palmed my ass as his lips met mine in a gentle, full-mouthed kiss I returned willingly and longingly. I could feel his hardness through his dress pants against me as he pressed me to him. My hand somehow went to it and rubbed it while we kissed, sensing his passion, feeling the heft and size of it rigid for me. My heart pounded. What was I doing? I pulled back and separated us. I checked my lipstick in the mirror and touched it up nervously.

“Sorry about your lipstick. I couldn’t help myself. I’ll be good. I promise, Lexi. I won’t do that unless you want me to. I was just so overwhelmed. I’m so sorry.”

I feigned being angry as best I could. I grabbed his tie and tugged it as I looked meanly into his eyes, his eyes wide with fear. With a bit of whining in my voice, I cried out, “You better be a good boy, or this girl is done with you! Don't you know it’s up to the girl to decide if she wants to be kissed?” I glared into his eyes with my dramatic ones, knowing I had him fooled and he was under my control. I loved having that power.

He put his hand on mine on his tie and craned his neck. “Right! Of course, sweetie. I know. It was my fault. I promise to be a good boy and want to be in your favor. I long for your next touch.”

“You do?”

“I do.”

“Good boy.” I let his tie go, slapped his hard ass through his thin dress pants, and looked down at his hard-on. “Tuck that monster. We can’t go in public like that.”

“He slid his hand down his pants and arranged it nervously… Sorry.”

He checked himself in the mirror. “There. Hidden.”

I lifted his arm and took it as if he had offered it already. “Okay, lead me to the car, sir.”

I loved it. I was never so powerful, especially with Shawn. It felt great. I was in control. I was confident, assertive, sexy as hell, and felt like a million bucks. What a night this would be! If I now have this effect on men, I might come to like guys more if I controlled them like this.


Date Night

Shawn opened my door, and I slid in, rotating my shapely legs before his exploring eyes. He closed the door carefully, trotted to his side, and got in. He was beaming at me when he started the car, his eyes on my cleavage, legs, face, and hair…he didn’t know where to look. I laughed at him. I crossed my silky legs and bounced a high-heeled foot; the leather of the seat, cool and sensual on my thigh, made me feel deliciously vulnerable yet powerful and sexy. “Oh my god, Shawn. You look like a boy on his first date who had never seen a girl dressed up.”

He laughed and drove off. “Well, it kinda is. I never felt this way about a girl before. You’re the first girl I ever felt this way. I feel nervous and have butterflies, and I don’t want to screw up.”

I took his hand on the console and squeezed it, looking into his eyes. “You aren’t going to. You’re doing great. I love being the girl right now with the nervous schoolboy. This is fun.”

He glanced at me. “Good.” He turned back to the road, squeezed my hand, and let it go to make the turn. I glanced at his pants. It was free again, making a tent. My heart raced. My face flushed. He caught me looking at it.

“I’m so sorry, Lexi. I should have worn black jeans or something instead.”

“It’s okay. It gives me a little thrill thinking it’s from me. No woman ever got hard for me.”

“See? That’s good you feel that way. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks.”

Should I touch it? I wanted to, but I didn’t at the same time. “How far is the restaurant?”

“About twenty-five minutes.” It throbbed in my peripheral vision. It throbbed again. I throbbed under my dress, and I pressed my one hand on my own raging hard-on while my other hand unconsciously caressed my stockinged leg, its foot bouncing.

Shawn took a deep breath. “How are you like this? I mean, totally presenting as a sexy lady. Do the clothes make the girl? Do women feel sexier dressed like that?”

“Ya know. Now that you mention it. I’ll bet that’s why those sorority girls dress that way and feel so sexy all the time. The clothes are very sexy. Sensual. They even make me aware of being vulnerably, but delightfully exposed, making it so easy to access the private parts like this, and that even adds to the thrill. Even the high heels… the way they make me walk and take tiny feminine steps, and I’d never be able to run away from someone in them. Vulnerable, but in such a thrilling and sexy way. Now I see why the girls on dates go through this ritual with the little black dress and such. It’s fun. Makes your libido extremely high.”

“Makes mine extremely high, too.” He throbbed under his pants. He looked at me, caressing my leg, bouncing my foot, my hand sliding in my lap. I stopped immediately and let it lay still. Oops. He had caught me rubbing it beneath the dress.

“Uh… Lexi… can I ask… are you hard too?”

I nodded hurriedly and wriggled in my seat.

“That’s good to feel sexy. You can caress it if you want while we drive. It’s okay. It would look sexy and pretty to see you do that, too. Like when Candy and Janine play with themselves in front of guys.”

I tilted my head. “Hmm.” I squinted at him. I wrapped it in the dress, stroked it, and rolled my head on my shoulders, putting on a show. I let out a whimper. I slid my legs against each other, parted my lips, licked them, squeezed my breast, and then returned that hand to caress my leg with my long nails.

“Oh god, yes! That is so hot. Don’t stop, girl. You look so pretty and feminine doing that.”

I got into it to the point I had to control myself. I rolled my head on my shoulders, slid my legs against each other, played with my breasts, and whimpered. The more I did it, the more he got excited, which excited me more. He made comments on how gorgeous and sexy I was, and his hand rubbed his hard cock in his pants as he kept glancing at me off and on, his face stern and focused. He was stroking himself, looking at me as if I was porn. I was so sexy to him. It filled me with gratification and made me proud of what I was right then. I was thrilling another person like I never had before.

The car bumped into the restaurant pull-around in front. Shawn grabbed his coat from the back seat as the Valet opened my door, and I slid out, smoothing my dress nervously. Shawn came around and gave me his arm as he carried his suit coat over his other arm in front of him. We were both red-faced as we entered, still trying to relax from our little episode.

“Reservations for two for Shawn?” He looked at the maitre’d. The maitre’d checked the computer and nodded. “Yes. I see it by the garden window in the curved booth facing out. Right this way, please.”

He took menus, led us to our table, and motioned and bowed for me to enter. I slid on the cool leather to the center, and Shawn followed. Our thighs touched as I placed my purse on the seat on the other side of me, and the Maitre’d poured waters. “Your waiter will be William, and he’ll be here to take your drink order shortly.” He left.

I crossed my legs beneath the table, making my leg press harder on Shawn’s firm leg. His warmth radiated through the thin fabric, and the dress pants cloth was sensual against my stockinged leg. I had never sat so close to Shawn before; his touch was reassuring and relaxing as we perused the drink menu. I rested one hand on his leg as I read the menu.

I sipped my water carefully so as not to leave lipstick on the stemmed glass. It was twenty-four-hour lipstick, though, and didn’t transfer, anyway. Still, it was nice to be so ladylike sipping it. It seemed appropriate and fit my new persona perfectly.

“I’m William. May I get you some cocktails?”

He looked at me first because I was the lady. I liked that societal deference. “Yes. A Lust on the Beach, please. That basil-infused tequila and freshly squeezed watermelon sounds wonderful.”

“It is, miss. And it’s also almost as pretty as you.” He smiled and winked. “And for your fiancé?”

He looked at Shawn, who tilted his head. “Uh, the Sazerac, please.”

The waiter nodded and left. Shawn looked at me. “You’re my fiancé now. I like that. How did he know I wish for that?”

I showed Shawn the garish fake diamond ring on my wedding finger. “No band means not married but engaged. He’s very observant.”

“Wow. I’m happy you wore that. It’s an honor for me. Now you’re even more special as eye candy.”

I smiled and rubbed his leg as I pecked him on the lips, which gave me a thrill. “I had to wear it. It seemed right. I didn’t want to seem like some plaything on your arm. This makes me more…respectable.”

“We can do that anytime. Well, I take that back. You need to date other men first. You at least need to experience some men closer than at an eye’s gaze away.”

I rolled my eyes. “Whatever.” I gazed out the window into the garden and sipped my water. Other men. Who could that even be? Did I want to? Should I like he said to? What if I enjoyed them more than Shawn? It would be better than committing to him and then not honoring it. OMG! Listen to me. I’m talking about men as partners for life now. That included them being sexual partners, too. What has happened here?

Our drinks arrived, and Shawn toasted.

“To my best friend, roommate, and hopefully girlfriend and one day wife. May she keep becoming more of who she is.”

I nodded and clinked my glass to his. “To my best buddy, who has given me the courage to explore.”

We both sipped. We chatted about school this week and what we had to get done. The Femboy Friday competition this week was about fully presenting as a girl. The person who’s the most feminine, sexy, and convincing will be the winner. Right now, the pot listed on the website is at $500. Not a shabby prize.

I looked into Shawn’s eyes as he sipped his Sazerac. “I think I should wear exactly what I am now. Don’t you think it’s convincing?”

He nodded. “Entirely. Not a whiff of boy. You’ll win for sure. It ticks all the boxes. Sexy, feminine, convincing.”

“Glad you agree. Then I don’t have to do anything special for it this week.”

Shawn nodded and held his glass and mine up to William for refills. William nodded and ran off. “The final wedding one is the big one, Lexi. The GoFundMe page Angel setup is already up to $2000, with two weeks to go. I think everyone wants to see the Friday Femboy group all become girls and want to get married by having them experience wearing a wedding dress and being with a groom, acting out a married couple. Angel’s doing a stellar job of converting femboys into girls with this competition.” He chuckled.

I rolled my eyes. “I know. It is addicting, for sure. But to make us act out sexually like we’re a just married couple? That’s a bit much. On stage in front of everyone?”

“Why? She said that sexual organs can’t be shown, or it would be illegal. So, it has to be discrete but realistic looking. Everyone loves love. Everyone loves a wedding. Everyone gets excited about the couple's first night together, even though that doesn’t happen anymore. The first night happens long before. But the excitement is still there when it’s official, as in a wedding scene.”

“Well, at least it’s not official for us.”

“It could be. We could get married by then. If… you chose me over the other guys, you learn about and experience.”

“Oh, Shawn. Don’t be silly. All that talk about guys.”

William delivered our drinks, and Shawn toasted. “To us, being the most convincing and winning bride and groom that night.”

“Oh, gosh.” I clinked his glass. “I guess you need to figure out how to make it look good.”

He grinned. “I know how. We do it for real. That’s all. It will look authentic, then. Right? You’ll have enough wedding dress to cover it, right?”

“Fuck me on stage? No way. I don’t want a cock in my bottom… ever!”

“Think about it. Think about us connecting like that.”

“I can’t even get past touching it bare yet.”

“You will.”

He looked around. We were in a very private booth facing outside where only flowers and plants were. The tablecloth went down to our laps. Shawn’s hands went under the table, and it seemed he undid his belt and zipper and did some tugging. Then he put his napkin in his lap, his arm behind my shoulders on the booth, grinning, and whispered. “It’s there to touch when you’re ready. It’s dancing in a linen tent it’s so excited.” 

I tried to look shocked, but I was more excited than stunned. I desperately wanted to touch it, but I didn’t. I never would have touched a man’s cock before. It seemed so gross. But now my heart raced. “Uh…”

He pouted. “I’m sorry. I’ll put it away. I said I was gonna be good.”

“No. Let it be free for now. I don’t mind. Let it dance. Mines dancing in the fluff of this dress.” I chuckled and sipped.

“Okay. Good. Thanks. The cool air will calm it down a little.”

He looked around. His arm came off of the back of the booth and landed on my stockinged thigh. He caressed my silky leg with his big, soft hand. His eyes were showing his love for me. “Thanks, Lexi, for being patient with me. I’m sorry you’re so arousing.”

I was melting. I wanted to make him happy so badly, to feel how hard he was because of me. I wanted to verify that validation. That wonderful compliment. “No problem, Shawn.” I needed a distraction. “What do you say we get some appetizers?”

“Good idea.”

I let my hand rest on my lap and rubbed my hard-on beneath the silky dress while we perused the menu snuggled together. His hand continued to send ripples of pleasure into me from caressing my leg. My heart was pounding, knowing his cock was out and hard and bobbing under the table. I resisted. It was torture.

After William delivered the appetizers, I placed my napkin in my lap, and my left hand, no longer in control by my brain and with a brain of its own, glided under the linen napkin and grabbed his thick, hot, stiff, wonderfully thrilling shaft. I picked up our finger food with my right hand and smiled at Shawn as I held it before my lips. “Isn’t this lovely?” I loosely stroked his compliment, looking into his eyes. “It has such a nice velvety texture.” I squeezed it firmly while stroking. “And I love how firm it is, and it’s more than a mouthful for sure.”

“A mouthful?” he became flustered. He looked around. His eyes were wide. He whispered. “Oh god, please. Yes, please. That would be heaven. But what can I do for you to make you feel better? Can I stroke you?”

“Nothing. I don’t want you touching it. I don’t need that, and it might just burst anyway without anyone touching it even. Just enjoy. I want to make you feel good, and I love feeling how hard I make you for me.”

We ate, and I stroked, ran my thumb over his oozing tip, rolled his shaved balls in my palm, and tugged them. Every bit was incredible. I sucked my finger, looking into his eyes, and his cock responded by throbbing in my hand. I grinned. I wanted to experience that. I wanted to feel him hard in my mouth while I sucked it.

I looked around the room. Could I? I lifted the tablecloth, lifted the napkin, and looked at it as my pretty, long-nailed fingers wrapped around it, stroking it, the purple head oozing pearls for me. I had to try it, at least. William was gone for now. I looked into Shawn’s eyes. “Keep watch while I do something.” His eyes widened, and he took a deep breath, looking around. I bent down and took it into my mouth. Shawn moaned quietly and rested his hand on my head.

It was incredible. It was so velvety and firm, and my tongue flicked the tip, making him twitch. I ran my tongue around the shaft while bobbing my head fervently. I used the other hand to stroke it and could have used another yet to cover it all. Shawn tapped my head, and I popped up. William had reappeared on the other side of the restaurant.

I sipped my drink, catching my breath. “Oh god, that was great.”

He nodded. “It sure was. Thanks. Look at you. I’m so proud of the girl you’re becoming. Are you sure you don’t want to try other ones too? They come in all shapes and sizes.”

“Shawn! I’m engaged.” I showed him my ring and laughed. Other ones. That did sound intriguing. But I didn’t need to. Why would I? I sipped.

“So, how was it, Lexi? Was it exciting? Did it seem natural? Did it make you hot?”

I slid my hand under his napkin again, grasped it loosely, and stroked slowly and carefully, using my fingers to lift and fall on it like butterfly wings as I stroked. “All the above, sweetheart. All the above.”

“God, you are good at this. What you’re doing now is incredible.”

“Thanks. I’ve had plenty of practice making this as sensual as possible. My hand has been my girlfriend for a very long time.” I giggled.

We ate dinner and had dessert and espresso while I continued to bring Shawn to the edge repeatedly while I struggled not to come in my dress. It was a long, delightful, sensual meal for both of us. When Shawn had paid the check, I slid out of the booth, and he hung his coat on one arm to cover his manhood tent, and I took his offered arm. With each step in my five-inch heels, my breasts and cleavage jiggled, my cock flailed about under the dress, the tip rubbing the silky fabric, and I enjoyed the eyes of the patrons and their smiles as they watched the handsome couple leave.

Shawn held my door for me, tipped the valet, and then got in. I leaned on the console, wanting to be closer to him again, missing my toy. “Shawn, I’d like to sleep with you tonight if it’s okay. In my bed. On the satin sheets.”

“Oh god. I so want to make love to you.”

I laughed. “Uh…not this girl. But I promise to make you feel better than you ever felt. I want to give you more pleasure than anyone ever has. That’s my goal.” I looked up at him and rubbed his hardness in his pants.


The Joy of Pleasing Someone

I gave Shawn his orders. “Go to your room, take off your clothes, and come back. I’ll get the bed ready.”

Shawn took off to his room, and I pulled the covers back and sprayed pheromone perfume on the pillows, sheets, and myself. I peed, brushed my teeth, fixed my hair, and reapplied my twenty-four-hour lipstick. I checked myself in the full-length mirror in the dim lights of the nightstands.

Shawn was naked on the bed, lying back, his man-pole bobbing in the air. He motioned with his hand to me. “You look fabulous. Now come here, my love.”

My love. Were we? I’d say we were quickly getting there. I always admired and liked Shawn, but now… it was much more intense. I wanted to make him come for me. I needed to. But I wanted it to last for both of us.

I crawled onto the bed and up to his face. I kissed his neck, then his smooth hairless chest, took one nipple into my mouth and fell onto him, sucking it while he cradled me to him and moaned. I reached out and grabbed his cock and stroked it with the loose grip and finger roll method while sucking and nibbling his nipple and breast. It was much firmer and less filling than Janine’s but equally entertaining.

I slid my stockinged legs on his hairless, silky, firm legs while continuing my ministrations, moving about from one nipple and breast to the other. I rolled onto him and plunked my bottom on his stiff pole and wiggled on it, then slid down and rubbed mine against his in the dress's lining together. We kissed deeply as we did, and my hands tweaked his nipples; his hands gripped my ass, and it felt as if he had it ready to be of use in that position.

I worked my way down to his belly, running my tongue in circles and smelling his fresh scent. Finally, I made it to his gorgeous velvet monument and dove my face onto it while looking up at him, gazing down at me while he rested his back against the headboard. His hands cradled my head as I tortured him and myself for a good half hour, running my tongue around, using both hands to stroke him, then tugging and rolling and sucking his balls, rolling them in my mouth one mouthful at a time. The look on his face was priceless, and he told me what a great job I was doing. I was so proud of myself. It filled me with joy, and I controlled him to the edge and back over and over, just as I did myself.

Finally, I could take no more, so I forced him to come for me. His cock jerked and squirmed in my mouth and hand as I hung onto it with my fist, and he squeezed my skull as if to burst it, his eyes locked on mine. I humped into my dress, coming profusely and making my leg twitch. He let out a groan as I flicked the tip and swallowed one luscious gush after another, my eyes blinking rapidly to keep up with the flood, making his contorted face seem to be in a strobe light. When it stopped gushing, I went crazy on it, trying to get more, but he kicked his legs and howled as it was too much for him, and he tugged me off it like a doll and lifted me to embrace and kiss me, his leftover come flowing into his mouth where he swallowed it. We broke the kiss, and I rested my head on his chest as it heaved, catching his breath, and we fell fast asleep.

In the morning, I slipped out of bed quietly and brushed my teeth, then stood there admiring his naked body half covered with a sheet as if posed and his morning wood at attention. That was an invitation to me, and I dove onto it. This time fervently and wildly. I wanted to make him come right then.

I watched his eyes open, and he looked down, realizing what was happening. His hands cradled my head and caressed my hair, moving some of it off my forehead. “Oh god. I’m almost there! I can’t hold back. You’re so gorgeous this way. I’ve never seen a prettier and sexier sight than this.”

I was bobbing and running my tongue around it and flicking the tip, and his legs jerked. “Oh god, Lexi.” I felt the swell of his cock in my fist and the surge that went through it and into my mouth. I spasmed under my dress, shooting it into the lining. He humped my face. “Damn, yeah! Gorgeous girl!”

I swallowed and swallowed greedily, my eyes blinking rapidly as I looked into his loving eyes. I pulled off of it and smiled up at him. Come ran down my chin. He wiped it with his finger and licked it off. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you! Can I make you breakfast?”

“Heck, no… I’m doing something for you. Did you even come?”

I nodded. “Each time, you did. It was the best thing ever. Thank you so much.”


Femboy Friday - Full Feminine Presentation

We went back to our limited classes and homework for the week. We slept together every night, and I harvested Shawn’s passionate releases at least three times a day. It was heaven. I dressed fully as a girl, mixing and matching all my new clothes, and I never felt more in my skin. I practiced using the breastplate, which wasn't as hot or uncomfortable as I had thought. Shawn liked it when I wore it with a thin top and no bra. I like it, too.

By Friday, I ended up finding another dress that I could wear with the breastplate and not wear a bra and let my nipples show. I was pumped. The prize for tonight was now above $2000, and the award for next Friday was at $8000.

I primped and got ready, then slid into a pair of sheer pantyhose with the gusset cut out so I could get my package through it, and I wore the padded, cameltoe panties over them. Next was the dress, which was a cream-colored, silky, and stretchy V-neck halter top minidress I adjusted to barely cover my nipples. A matching bolero sweater covered my shoulders and those edges of the breastplate, while a cream-colored scarf covered the neckline edge. The hem of the dress was a couple of inches below my crotch and butt cheeks. All this, along with my jewelry, wild hair, long painted nails, and a cloud of perfume, was perched atop five-and-a-half-inch tall, strappy, cream-colored stilettos.

I loaded my matching purse and hung my thumb on it as I gazed into the full-length mirror, taking in my hippier, buttier new me with the fantastic, untethered, hard-nippled boobs. It made me think how nice it would be to get implants and not have to wear these accessories.

Shawn came into the room naked and fresh from a shower. “Oh, my god!” He immediately grew from flaccid to hard, and by the time he wrapped his arms around me from behind the mirror, he slid it under my butt cheeks and between my thighs and began humping me. He nuzzled my neck and whispered. “Oh, my god. I would so love to be inside of you. You have to think about us doing that. We need to do it for the prize next week. You could even get implants with that money.”

I rubbed his arms, and I throbbed beneath my cameltoe. “I know. I was thinking about how nice it would be to have the butt and hips, and breasts that these accessories give me without having to wear them.”

“Then we need a plan for the stage.” He slid deliciously hard between my thighs. He moaned. “I have to stop.” He pulled out and began dressing.

“I know. I’ll figure it out. I looked up anal training already, and I have a good idea of how to do it by next Friday.”

“Good. I can’t wait.”

I turned to him, wrapped my arms around his neck, and looked into his eyes. “I want you to marry me. Marry me, and then we’ll be bride and groom next week, and that can be our first time making love after we were married.”

“Really? Woo hoo!!” He lifted me and spun me around like a rubber doll. “Hooray!!” He hugged me to him. “I love you so much.”

He put me down. His eyes went wide. “But you haven't been with any other men yet. Is that in the plan, I hope?”

I shook my head vigorously and then readjusted my hair. “No! I don’t want anyone else. I don’t need any other men. I want you! If I have to go through that…then it’s off!”

“Okay, okay, sweetie. I get it. Okay.” He gave me a deep kiss. Then he looked at his watch. “We gotta go.”

We dashed off and walked to the bar, my heels clicking on the pavement, my boobs jiggling wildly as I ran in minced steps in those fetish high heels while Shawn walked normally beside me, holding my hand.

We entered the bar, and things were starting. We got a couple of drinks, and I asked Angel if I could be first. She said gladly. When she called me to the stage, I did my introduction and walked back and forth, then sat on a chair posing different ways and letting my cameltoe show discretely, then stood again and massaged my breasts, chest out, head high, smiling and winking. The crowd hooted and hollered. Wolf whistles ensued, and I was done. I moved down in front of the stage, and the next girl went up. It was Jamie. She looked outstanding. Her hair and makeup were impeccable, and she wore long, painted dragon nails.

She wore a breastplate and cameltoe panties, but she wore the full V-neck body suit like they had in the store. It was as if she were airbrushed and not wearing anything. The effect was breathtaking. Jamie marched back and forth in her six-inch non-platform shoes, looking like an AI representation of a petite woman. She posed using the chair, lifting her leg on it, massaging her breasts, caressing her hair, and swinging her hips. She looked like a sex doll in motion.

The response from the crowd was deafening. I was done, and I knew it. Now I just had to stand there and look as pretty and happy for her as I could. Two grand gone. Oh well, Jamie deserved it.

The other girls went up, and there were more in the cameltoe revealing leggings and shorts, but none got the response that Jamie did. When it was done, I turned to Jamie, gave her a big hug, and said, “Nice job, princess. You did a number on it. So are you continuing to next week as the bride with the groom?”

She beamed. “Hell yeah, sister. I even have the quarterback as my groom. We’ve been practicing consummating for a week already. If you haven't tried that yet, you need to. I’m all girl now. Don’t know why I didn’t do this sooner.” She kissed my cheek and ran up on stage to collect her winnings.

I found Shawn saving a seat for me at the bar. He patted it, and I climbed on, tugging my dress down to cover my cameltoe. He patted my shoulder. “There’s still next week. You did great anyway.”

“I know. Jamie has the quarterback for her groom, and they’ve been fucking for a week already. I need to get with it.”

“You do. You will. Relax. Do you still want to get married?”

“Of course, you oaf!” I rubbed his flaccid cock and worked on it to make it grow for me as we sipped our drinks, and I tried to come back from the loss.

The quarterback. He was a cool guy everyone liked. I was surprised he chose a femboy girl to date. Would he marry her, too? I stopped thinking about the other girls and the men they’d found when I saw Janine and Candy approaching us.

“Nice job, Lexi!” Janine said, then gave me a peck on the lips, ran her hand on my stockinged leg, then looked at my boobs. “Nice boobs.” She grabbed one and massaged it and felt the nipple. “Shit! They’re better than mine. I’m jealous! You’re threatening now. You know? You’re more girl than I am.”

“Well, I’m sorry. You shouldn’t feel threatened.”

“How could I not? You femboys are grabbing some of the best guys. Jamie has the quarterback around her little finger.”

I shrugged. Candy was rubbing Shawn’s cock, and he pushed her hand away. That didn’t make her happy. “Hey! What’s wrong with you, Shawn?”

“Nothing wrong. Just not in the mood, I guess.”

Candy glared at me. “Ah… I see. So you decided to date a sissy boy, too, huh? You’re as much a faggot as they are. I always knew you were gay. You’re too clean and neat.”

Shawn’s eyes were wild. His arm wrapped around me. “Lexi is more woman than you could ever be. The reason guys are going for femboys is that the femboys make better women. They’re more thoughtful, less moody, don’t bitch, and moan when things don't go their way, can’t get pregnant, and never have a period. You should take some lessons from them.”

She looked aghast.

Shawn said, “I’m sorry, girls. I didn't want to be so mean. I take it back. I would have just told you nicely, but you didn't listen and got angry. Lexi and I are getting married this week.” He waited and watched them both.

They looked at each other and ran off, grabbing some hunky locals with messy beards and dirty jeans.

Shawn looked at me. I shrugged and laughed. We had some drinks with the converted femboys, now the hottest girls on the planet, and had a ball. I hadn’t lost that night. I had won. We all had. Now on to next week. I was to become a wife!


Femboy Brides

I bought the attachment from Amazon, and Shawn helped me put it in the shower. I learned to clean out my bottom every morning, making me feel fresh, clean, and even more feminine. That, along with using a vibrating butt plug and a chastity cage every day, made me realize how good things can feel down there. I wore them all day and to classes. I even took libido enhancers, as did Shawn. I edged him as much as time allowed, and he was a good boy for not coming all week. By the end of the week, we couldn't wait to do it on stage…discreetly.

We quickly signed a marriage license and did a marriage ritual with a JP at the government building. We were officially married. We hunted for my wedding dress and found one to change slightly. Neither of us could wait for our time on stage because, unknown to anyone else, that would be the actual consummation of our marriage. Hopefully, it would win the now $12,000 in the GoFundMe for the contest. Whether or not we won, we both couldn't wait to join that way, and to share it secretly with all those people would be incredible. We had a bit of an exhibitionist in each of us, I suppose, but we’d remember it for the rest of our lives.

The dress wasn’t one of those long train things. It was a modern, between the knees and the crotch length, V-neck top, beaded and crinolined, lace-edged beauty from the Salvation Army. We talked to Angel privately about the specifics of what could and couldn't be shown, and she said what we had in mind would work as long as it was covered entirely with fabric. It could be sheer or not, but it had to be covered.

I knew the aim was to make it look like a real man and wife couple, but I had to make a statement. These were femboys. They should be proud of having become girls. I sure was. I wanted to let the world know what I once was compared to the new me. Shawn agreed and said he was proud of me and that I should do it whether we won or not. He said we’d have plenty of money to buy implants after graduating as engineers. He was right. We went for the statement.

I modified the dress and tried it on, making adjustments and emphasizing the area with a baby blue garter that matched the ones I’d wear on my legs.

All of it was laid out on the bed as Shawn helped bathe me and pumiced my feet and hands and loofahed my body and made me ever more sensual and ready to be his bride. He was a prince in the way he dedicated himself to me, and I knew I had made the right decision to marry him. I couldn't wait to have him fill me with his passionate release as he bred me on stage. My expandable butt plug shot off a round of various vibrations, making me long for him even more as my cage held my hardness oozing in its tiny prison.

After my hair and makeup were meticulously done, I sat on the bed and wrapped the white lace, four clasps per leg, garter belt above my hips and hooked it. I slid my pretty pink metallic toenails into the gossamer thin, virginal white lace-top stockings and attached them to the clasps, ensuring everything was straight and aligned. I topped this off with a pair of white lace, ruffled, crotchless panties.

Next was the white-lace bra and gel breast forms. Then I slid into my wedding dress. It gave me such a thrill knowing it was a wedding dress and not just any dress. It did something to me mentally that made me more fully into the woman I had become. It symbolized my submission and devotion to my husband as his wife. It filled me with joy.

I adjusted the bra, forms, and chest flesh, coaxing out the lovely cleavage I had already highlighted with light foundation and contouring makeup. The combination of the bra and the snugness of the dress locked them in place for a perfect reveal of cleavage that wouldn’t fall out or slip loose. The V-neck lace edging and pearl beading drew the eye to the creamy flesh.

I sat down, and the plug pushed into me further, then went off again. I took a deep breath, slid into the five-and-a-half-inch heel, no platform, strappy, pearl-beaded stilettos, and fastened the ankle straps. Next were the baby blue garters that slid up my leg and rested over the garter belt clasps.

Finally, I looked down at my petite, pretty, baby-pink cock cage covered in a stretchy, baby-pink lace sheath and pouch. I decorated it with baby-blue ribbons and then poked it all through the hole I had put in the dress's front, where I wrapped another baby-blue garter around the package and doubled it over. This fixed it to the front of the dress, putting my now insignificant and useless last remnant of maleness on display as a feminine and girly little thing. An adorable and feminine girly thing I was now so proud of.

It told the world this previous femboy was now finished with being a male. This previous femboy was now all girl and would obtain her pleasure not from being a masculine poker or penetrator but from feminine and womanly means as the receiver of men’s passionate releases. It filled me with pride. When I walked, it jiggled out in front of me, and I was inclined to push my hips forward and make it even more apparent with each hip-wiggling step.

Over at the dresser, I put on my necklace so it fell in my cleavage, and drew the eyes there, and then put in the long dangling earrings. Put on rings and bracelets and the finishing touch…my bridal veil, which I affixed to my hair and draped over my shoulders.

I inspected myself in the full-length mirror. I was the epitome of the virgin bride. The plug went off again, and I throbbed in the cage. I took a deep breath and moved this way and that, inspecting every detail. I fluffed the dress hem and offered my bottom backward as I would on stage, then turned to the side to check it. There was plenty of crinoline and fluff that would conceal Shawn’s hard cock as he slipped it through it all and into me. My plug went off, and I whimpered, thinking of how close we were to our consummation of vows.

Shawn came into the room. “An angel from heaven! What a perfect bride you make, my love. May I see how we’ll couple?”

I offered my bottom to him. We both watched from the side as he seamlessly unzipped his fly, yanked his package out, and slid it between my butt cheeks, pressing it on the end of the plug. “Oh yeah. No one will see a thing. It’s perfect.” He watched as he quickly tucked it back in hiding and moved away from me. “Perfect.”

I turned to him, draped my arms around his neck, and gave him a peck on the lips. “I love you, husband.”

“I love you too, wife. Now, let’s go so we can consummate this marriage. All this edging and anticipation has me ready to go insane. I need to breed you.”

I laughed as I slung my white, beaded purse on my shoulder. “You certainly do, husband. Your wife direly needs to be bred.”

We were off, down the street looking like a bride and groom late for a wedding, while I trotted in tiny steps in ridiculously high stilettos. I trotted in dainty steps, my veil flying in the air trailing me, my breasts heaving on my chest, my cage tugging on me, my plug shooting off again, and Shawn calmly and proudly walking slowly beside me, holding my hand.

The fresh breeze was cool on my legs and chest and wafted my perfume to my nostrils. We entered the bar to a cheering greeting from everyone, complete with rice being thrown on us. A small bouquet of fresh flowers was handed to me. Martinis were put in our hands. Only three brides were visible in the bar: me, Jamie, and Alex. Jamie looked wonderful with her veil and wedding dress, impeccable makeup, and coifed hair as she wore a wedding dress about the same length as mine with a breastplate, and the quarterback stood proudly in his tux like Shawn’s while she held his arm and beamed, chatting.

Alex was equally beautiful and as feminine and beautiful as a bride could be. Her dress had a long train, which she held in one hand while sipping her drink and standing beside her groom, a young, handsome professor from the school.

I wondered if they had been married as I slugged down that martini, and someone quickly replaced it for me. Angel was moving through the crowd. The plug shot off a series of vibrations, making my leg twitch and my caged thingy throb. Shit! I whispered to Shawn. “I have to take my plug out!” I dashed off to the ladies’ room and clattered in, literally pulled the plug, and stuffed it into the garbage can. I checked myself in the mirror again and ran back out.

I took Shawn’s arm and whispered. “All set. There’s plenty of lube, and it’s all relaxed and ready. It should go right in.”

He winked, smiled, and pecked me on the forehead before turning his attention back to Angel, making her way to the stage.

The room quieted as she climbed the steps. She held her hands up. “Welcome, everyone! Thank you all for participating in our Femboy Friday competition and supporting the girls. This, the last and final round, now has a prize of thirteen thousand, four hundred and eighty-six dollars. Thank you and our sponsors so much. All these femboys were able to grow and experience their femininity in a much deeper way because of all of you.” She applauded, and the room followed suit.

“Tonight, there are only three finalists. There would have been more, but….. They’re on their honeymoons!” She applauded, and everyone hooted and howled and applauded.

“The three contestants we have this evening have all gotten married as well, and we will witness their rendition of a marriage consummation from actual husbands and wives. Give them all a hand.” She applauded.

“I ask you this time to please save your applause until the end when we’ll vote. Alex has asked to go first and Lexi last, so we have our sequence. Alex?” She looked around. “You and your doctor husband may come up and give us your consummation performance.” She stepped down. Sexual, sexy music began.

Alex and the young professor came up hand in hand. First, they embraced and kissed, then the professor lifted Alex with his hand under her and moved her to the wall, where he lifted her leg, moved aside her dress, and made it look as if he was stuffing her against the wall. Her face was visible as she hung onto him, her eyes wide open as if in shock as she whimpered and stood on one foot while the other dangled in his grip. Soon, he grunted, and his legs shook as if weakened, and she wailed. It didn’t last very long and made me think it must have been real, or it would have lasted longer.

Their faces flushed, they hurried off the stage hand in hand.

Next were Jamie and her quarterback. Someone on the stage rolled out a bed made with red satin sheets, and the quarterback lifted Jamie in his arms. Her veil flowed behind her as she held onto his neck, and he carried her up the stairs.

He hurriedly deposited her on the bed, and she raised her legs, which he moved between, and made motions that mimicked him unzipping, then pressed her legs back, holding them by the thigh, and it appeared he had already penetrated her. Her toes pointed in her high heels as her feet flailed about above her while she whimpered and squealed, grabbing his ass, and the quarterback seemingly pounded her senseless for about thirty seconds.

Again, it must have been real only to have lasted that long.

We were up. The bed was removed, and Shawn and I walked up the stairs hand in hand. We bowed, and I made sure everyone saw my adorable, feminine caged display as we turned to each side and ran my hands over it. I grasped it and shook it as I said to the crowd, “I don’t need this anymore now that I’m a wife. Doesn’t it make a cute decoration and statement?”

There was much applause for that and hooting and howling. I waved to them to be quiet and said. “Thank you. I know I speak for all the femboys who have been here for Femboy Friday. I say thank you to all of you.”

More applause. I turned to Shawn, lifted one foot halfway like in the movies, pointed my toes, and reached up, putting my arms around his neck and kissing him deeply. I whispered in his ear. “Fuck your wife and make her come quick. It won’t take long.”

He broke free of me, turned me around roughly, and pressed my torso down as I looked back and offered my butt to him. In one smooth motion, as he had practiced, he unzipped with one hand while lifting the hem of the dress with the other and moving forward as his hard, long cock pierced into me. I shuddered, gasped, and howled in a little girl's voice. My eyes wide, facing the crowd, I  whimpered with the joy of our connection. I was so impaled on his monstrous shaft that I could have lifted my feet up and still hung there on it. I cried out in a tiny voice. “Oh, god! Yes! Claim me! Use me! Breed me!”

His one large hand grabbed my breast, pulling me against him while his other hand went over my abdomen, pulling my bottom tight onto his cock.

He repeatedly thrust while I faced the crowd, my head, cleavage, and breasts bouncing with each thrust, the veil floating and dancing, little squeaks coming from my mouth. I was being poked like a rubber sex doll, my one free breast jiggling, the other in his grip, my decorated pink lace-covered cage bouncing in the nest of pink ribbons and baby-blue garters.

Shawn was giving me full, hard, deep, grunting thrusts, sending electric bliss through my body and soul, as my right leg uncontrollably twitched against the floor, clattering the heel, and I squealed and rolled my eyes. I rolled my head on my shoulders and flipped my hair and veil out of my face as he pounded me before the wide-eyed, silent crowd. My little girl's voice was loud and passionate as I said, “Oh god! Thank god for you, husband! Oh yes! I’m yours! Use me as I was always meant to be!”

The wonderful onlooker's jaws were hanging open as they watched with immense attention, their eyes flitting over us. I loved how they watched and seemed part of our consummation as I proudly served my husband, satisfying his needs and mine.

I could feel Shawn ever hardening inside of me, getting closer to finishing as I oozed into my cage and whimpered, facing the crowd, my eyes pleading for him to release as I whimpered and my legs twitched. I looked into the crowd and cried out in my little girl's voice to the back of the room. “Oh Shawn, my love, breed me now. Fill your wife with your passion for her. Give me your seed.”

Shawn gripped me tight. He released my breast and put both vast hands on my hips, and my breasts and cleavage now jiggled freely with each thrust and grunt he gave me, and my cage shook. My body tensed, and I stood on my tiptoes. I heard myself whimpering sweetly as he shoved and held it there, groaning and then pumping it into me several more times, his passionate release filling my needy soul as his cock jerked and squirmed inside me, and I squealed like a stuck pig and came in my lace prison in the cage.

I scanned our watchers, my breath choppy. The audience was riveted. Silent. Watching and waiting. In a moment, Shawn stopped and just held it there as we both caught our breaths, speechless, staring blankly into the audience. What had I done? Hundreds had watched Shawn's supposed act of coming inside of me, his wife, while I supposedly acted a response to it. How would they react? Were they shocked and repulsed or pleased? Either way, I was proud of being used in front of them as a feminine receptacle for a real man. My man. My husband.

Applause and stomping feet ensued with vocal reassurances of our performance, and Shawn discretely uncoupled from me, and we bowed to the crowd. Angel climbed the steps, applauding all the time, and put her hand over my head. The crowd roared even more. It was deafening. Next, she held it over Alex’s head and then Jamie’s, and the crowd had great applause, but not as much. She returned to us and held her hand over my head. It was blatantly apparent. We had won. She kissed us both. “Congratulations!!”

We hugged the other bridal couples as they offered their congratulation, collected our prize, and sat for a drink. I sat on Shawn’s lap, both of us somewhat wet from our endeavor. It was better than leaving it on the seat.

Bart delivered them to us: “On the house, you two. All night if you want. You two make a perfect couple, and Lexi, you are one hot young lady.”

I smiled at him. “Thanks so much, Bart.”

“My pleasure.”

We sipped and took congratulations as if this were a real wedding. Compliments flowed. “We can tell how much in love you two are. It was obvious.” “What a perfect couple. And to think, a few weeks ago, you two probably never would have thought of this. Congratulations.”

Other femboys that weren’t in the competition came by. They were so cute. “What’s it like? How does it feel to be a bride?”

We chatted with them and answered questions, and they left motivated and excited about expanding their feminization efforts further to become who they are. It was amazing, rewarding, and thrilling.

“I’m so happy, Shawn, that you talked me into this. I would never have dreamed how wonderful all of it could be, and after our consummation…my god!! I’ve been missing this my whole life. I never felt so fulfilled and loved and in my proper role, as I did when you did that to me. And to top it off, it was in front of over two hundred people!” I giggled. “Not only did I give myself up to a man, but I’ve been claimed and used as a receiver of passionate releases by a manly, handsome, loving man on stage while everyone witnessed it. And you know what?”

“What, my love?” His eyes flitted my face, showing his devotion and passion for me.

I wriggled my bottom on his now hardening cock. “I want to do it again. I love being the receiver. I love being claimed and used in my proper role. I love holding my feminine power over you… a much larger and more powerful beast.”

He laughed and rolled his eyes. “I’m no beast. You are one crazy woman. You do have the feminine power, though.”

“I know. So, I’ll even settle for you breeding me without an audience. I love you.”

“I love you too. You’re the best wife in the world.”

“You bet I am… husband.”


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, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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