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I walked out to our patio. My roommate Willow was sunning on the chaise lounge in her bikini. I lingered there, studying her for a moment. She had a luminous complexion, and her voluptuous breasts moved rhythmically as she breathed. Her pretty face had a natural smile on it, like it always did. She always looked happy.

I walked past her, my flip-flops tapping off my steps as I walked to the padded bench swing in the sun.

She turned to me and shaded her eyes from the sun. “Hi Cameron! Gonna join me? The sun’s vitamin D is great today.”

“Yup. I’m gonna swing so I get a breeze while I sun. I brought you some iced tea.” I placed hers on the side table at the other end of the bench swing and covered it with her towel to keep it cool. I sat, started swinging, and crossed my legs, letting one foot bounce, and then I watched her as she flipped over. Her beautiful ass was barely covered with her bikini. She didn’t have big hips, and she had no excess fat. She was boyish in a way as far as her shape except for her breasts and the way her legs looked in high-heeled shoes or wedges.

I sipped and swung, making a breeze that kept me from getting too hot. I wondered what it must be like to be her, feeling her breasts crushed against her. To be totally feminine and pretty. To be desired. She was really smart and nice, too. It’s too bad she always dated guys other than me, but I understood. Girls don’t want little guys like me. They want manly men.

I throbbed in my short shorts, glad I had it trapped between my legs, while I imagined stuffing my meat into her and then shooting it all in. God, would that be great! She was still on her belly, her head on her crossed arms, looking like an angel. I rubbed my hard cock and adjusted it. I could feel it ooze. She was so hot.

What must it be like to be so sexy? You should see her dressed up for a date. My god! If I dated her, I might not even make it through dinner without messing my pants. Those guys she dates must have it made. Why, though, did she always date more than one guy? Why hasn’t she committed to one yet? It didn’t make sense other than she wanted to be free for when we graduated to go where she wanted to. She was to be an engineer, after all. She didn’t need a man to thrive. That was my excuse for not dating: able to move anywhere after graduating as an engineer.

I had to stop rubbing myself, or I’d make a dark spot on my jean short-shorts. Plus, she’d be getting up soon, and I shouldn’t get caught. Those new images I etched in now of her, though, will be excellent fodder for my jerk-offs in private, as I did so often thinking of her. Good thing she can’t read my mind.

It was all so depressing. My life sucked. Born a guy no girl would want, wishing I were more girlish or more guyish instead of this in-between crap. Finals were over. Summer was here, and neither of us had to work. I should be thrilled. No more stress.

But that’s what happens when I stop being busy. I think about how miserable I am and wish to be something else. What could I possibly be?

Willow rolled off the chaise lounge and fluffed her hair, then came over, grabbed her towel, and patted the dew off her forehead, face, and cute belly. I could see an impression of her camel toe just scant inches below the waistband at the hips of the bikini. I throbbed some more, luckily hidden, as I stopped swinging and bounced one foot of my crossed legs. I smiled a flat-lipped smile at her.

She sipped her iced tea. “Thanks for the iced tea. I’m gonna sit in the shade. Come sit with me unless you didn’t get enough sun yet.” She held her hand out.

I took it and stood, turning enough to hide my hard-on, and she led us to the wicker loveseat in the shade. “Phew! It does get hot doing that.”

“I know. Not a fan of sweating, even though they say it’s good for ya.”

“Me either. Love the color the sun gives me and the upbeat feeling from the dopamine it makes. Kinda like sex does, but better.” She laughed.

Yeah. Sex. Bet she has lots of that and not the kind I have with myself. I sipped my tea and stared off at the flower bed.

“Mmm, Cameron, the hyacinths smell so nice here. Can you smell them?” She pointed at the pink and purple hyacinths planted in a bunch near the arborvitaes that gave us privacy.

“Oh, yeah.” I sniffed the air. “Mmm, I smell them.”

“Nice, huh?”

“I guess.”

“You guess?”

“Well, yes. They smell nice.”

“So, doesn't that make you feel good?”

“It would take more than a sniff of those pretty flowers. I’m just in a shitty place right now.”

Her hand moved to my thigh, and she glided it on it. “What’s wrong, Cameron? You should be happy. Finals are done. Only one more year. No work this summer because of our online revenues. A perfect summer ahead.” Her pretty blue eyes showed a look of concern. I wanted to kiss her luscious lips and run my hand through her hair. Hold her close to me. I throbbed in my pants.

“I know. It’s just me dealing with me. I’m such a flop.”

“You aren’t a flop. Why do you say that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t fit anywhere. Ya know?”

“Nope. Explain.”

“Well, for example. You date lots of guys. None of them look like me. They’re all masculine. I’d love to date you, but I know I’m not your type. Never will be any girl’s type.”

She nodded. “Hmm, okay. Well, first, those guys, they’re toys. Sex toys. Just entertainment. Guys on scholarships for the sports teams doing liberal arts degrees or a bachelor of arts or business. They’ll be driving trucks when they graduate, selling in retail, being on call centers, or selling insurance. They suck to talk to. They only know sports, hunting, cars, and shit like that. Boring crap. They don’t follow the news. They follow their tribes. The macho, sometimes MAGA, ignorant, unfeeling tribes of the mundane. Trust me, they’re toys.”

“I see. Wow! Okay, how about having me for your toy? I’d love that. We’re both engineers. I hate sports, machoness, and aggressiveness versus assertiveness. We could be for real.”

She nodded. Her hand ran through my hair as her eyes flitted my face. “I know. But see, that’s where it’s dangerous. The others, I wouldn’t give a shit about, but someone like you…well…I could get attached to, and then we’d have to go our separate ways. It would hurt us both.”

“Really? Wow! I never knew I could have such a chance. Prove it. Let’s take the risk. Better to have lived and had regrets than to never have lived before, right?”

She laughed. “Something like that, I guess. I’m no English major.”

She leaned back, sipped her tea, and gazed at me with her perpetually smiling face. My eyes kept flitting to her firm breasts and then back to her eyes.

She giggled. “You are smitten with me, aren’t you?” She glided her hand on my thigh. “You’re skin is so soft. No body hair, almost.”

“I could stop shaving it all. I mean, some will grow. It's really fine, though, but if you want me to, I can let it grow.”

“You shave your body?”

I nodded. “It’s more embarrassing to have such little hair on my chest, legs, and arms, and it’s less comfortable. So I just keep it clean.”

“Nice!” Both her hands indulged in caressing my thighs. I was rock-hard in my shorts. She glanced down at my shorts, then back at me, her eyes wide and a smile ear to ear. “Oh my, seems I’ve aroused you. How adorable.”

“Yeah, adorable. Thanks a lot. Nice adjective.”

“Oops. Sorry. I’m flattered, that’s all.” Her hand slid to it and rubbed it through my shorts. “It is adorable, though. Very hard for its size.” She giggled.

“Willow!”

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to bruise your masculinity, big boy. Just teasing. I make you hard. I love it. It’s a compliment. What do you say we go and take those risks and go out on a date tonight? I don’t have any dates tonight. I’ll buy and take you to a nice restaurant where I can dress up, and we can have a private booth facing a pond with a fountain and gardens.” She squeezed my cock and rubbed.

My breath was becoming choppy. I was oozing. I moved her hand away. “Uh, sorry, I’ll mess my pants up if you keep it up.”

She giggled. “Love it.” She took her hand away. “Okay then? I’ll make a reservation and request that seating.”

“Uh, if it’s fancy, I don’t have the clothes.”

She looked at her watch. “We can eat lunch and then buy you pants, shoes, a shirt, and a sports coat. That’ll do. Okay?”

I shrugged. “Now I’m nervous. I’ve never been on a date with a beautiful woman before.”

“Relax. I’m your roommate, a friend, and an engineer. How bad can it be? Who knows? We might hit it off, and then we’ll be stuck with each other.”

What a dream come true! I was speechless. My dream girl was taking me on a date, and I wanted to kiss her.

“Go ahead. I know you want to.” She leaned forward and puckered her luscious painted lips.

I gave her a quick peck. “How did you know I wanted to do that?”

“I read your mind. You can’t imagine the things I hear you thinking. I know exactly how much you admire me from afar.” She laughed uproariously, stood, and took my hand. “Let’s get changed and go.”
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Did she really read my mind? Did she know about my fantasies about her? Oh god. How embarrassing that would be! That’s impossible anyway.

“I’m ready to get you some duds!” Willow was wearing a denim miniskirt, a pink V-neck crop top, her flat belly showing, and high wedge shoes that made her four inches taller than me and made her legs look incredible. She had a glow from the sun all over, and her face was radiant with fresh lipstick and natural blush. I throbbed in my jeans.

She gave me a peck on the lips and grabbed my hand. “You’re short.”

“No shit.” I looked up at her sheepishly.

“Right. No problem. Let’s go. You drive.”

We shopped at the mall and bought more things for her than for me. None of the men’s dress clothes fit me very well. The pants were too long and baggy; shirts were like sacks on me, shoes had long toes that made me look like I had clown feet. It was a disaster.

“We’ll find something, Cami. Don’t worry.”

“It’s pointless. I don’t have a masculine enough body for these clothes.”

Her eyes lit up. We stopped walking. “Right! Don’t worry. I got it.” She tugged me by the hand through the mall into a conservative women’s shop.

“Willow! This is a women’s store.” I heard myself whine while I tried to tug her away from it.

“Oh, stop it. They’ll fit. You’ll see. You’re my size. We’ll get you some pants and a blouse and stuff. No one will know.”

“This is soo embarrassing.”

“Shush. Relax. Put aside your tribal masculine ego and be logical, like the engineer you are.”

She took us to the racks. She picked out black polyester pants, a white button-down collar blouse, a black tailored blazer, and a pair of black leather loafers with a two-inch heel. She took me by the hand into the dressing room. We went into a stall, and she turned and had me strip and change. When I was done, my heart was racing from fear of getting caught⏤my brain catastrophizing on how to explain it. She led me out to the mirrors.

I stood there, my face beat red. I actually looked pretty good. I was a little taller. The blazer fit nicely and had padded shoulders. The pants covered the heel and then some. “The pants have a zipper on the side. It makes the front, uh, a bit revealing if I were aroused.” I was completely limp. I was so nervous. It was as if I had a cold shower.

“The coat will cover it if you get one, and it’ll can hide what little might show.”

Willow circled around me, looking. She knelt down and tugged the pants at the hem. “Hmm, need a couple of inches so they don’t bunch. They don’t have a shorter pair either. I already checked. We can fix that, though.”

“You can hem them?”

“Me sew? Hell, no. Take your coat off and turn around for me.”

I did, and she inspected me. “We’ll need a belt. The waist is a bit high, but the pants fit you perfectly. You have a very nice butt. It fills them well, but your undies show through and leave lines. Very unsightly. We can fix that, too, though. Okay. Go change back. While you do that, I’ll get the fixes and buy this stuff for you. My treat for making you go to a fancy restaurant.” She pushed me into the dressing room.

Shit! I was going out to dinner in all girl’s clothes. What could she be doing to fix the length of the pants? Maybe they had a way to hem them or some hem tape or something to fix them.
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After shopping, I was stressed out.

Willow walked with her head held high, four inches taller than me because of her heels. She swung my hand in hers as we left the mall. “We did well. I found some new sexy outfits, and so did you. You look very handsome in your new duds.”

“Thanks. Then, I guess it was worth all the stress. The next stress is wearing it all to dinner. I hope no one notices I’m wearing all girl’s clothes.”

“Nah. Don’t worry. You’ll look fabulous with me on your arm.”

I laughed. Right. No one will see me next to her. They’ll have their eyes on her. “True that! They won’t even notice me.”

“Stressed, huh?”

I nodded.

“I’m sorry. Don’t be. Be brave.” She squeezed my hand as we walked back to the car, and she checked her watch. “Let’s get a drink then. I want you to relax when we go out. You should enjoy it and not be stressed. Let’s get you some brave juice.”

“Good idea.”

We had a martini at an outdoor bistro cafe. I couldn't take my eyes off her shapely leg, bouncing her high wedge in the sunlight as I sipped the martini. So sexy. “What does it feel like to walk in such a high-heeled shoe?”

“They feel good. It makes me feel more powerful, actually. Feminine too. It’s fun. I don't know why so many women say they hurt. If you buy the right shoes, they don’t. I’ve had bad shoes, and bad shoes are bad shoes. Doesn't matter the heel height.”

“Cool. I like how they make your legs look so sexy. It’s like they reshape them.”

She pointed her toes in her bouncing foot, making her leg even shapelier. “Thanks. I think so, too.”

We people-watched, finished our drinks, and went back to the house. Willow laid my clothes out on my bed. A package of pantyhose was also there, along with the shoes I wore, except they had four-inch heels now. “What happened to the shoes? Those have a four-inch wedge heel on them!?”

“We had to fix the length of the pants, right? Besides, now you’ll be the same height as me. That’ll be better, right? No one can see the heels when the pants cover them.”

“I guess. What’s with the pantyhose?”

“To eliminate the panty line. Oh, give those to me. I have to cut out some of the gusset so you don't have to let them down to pee. I do that to mine all the time.”

I handed them to her, and she ran off. I went into the bathroom and combed my hair back and into a ponytail and put a black scrunchy on it, holding it tight. Willow. came back with them and handed them to me. “Okay.” She checked my hair. “It’ll do. You have such nice hair, though, to have it tied up. Oh well. I’m gonna go change.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “See ya.”

I brushed my teeth, swapped my two black stud earrings in each ear for two gold stud earrings in each ear, rinsed off in the shower, and ran a razor over myself quickly.

In the bedroom, I examined the sheer suntan pantyhose. If anyone saw my ankles, they’d know. Oh well, guess I just have to keep them hidden.

I slid into them, relishing the fabulous sensation they gave my legs. It was incredible. My cock grew hard as a rock. I slid into the silky white shirt and buttoned the collars and buttons, leaving the top one open. I slid the silky pants on, tucked in the shirt, and zipped the pants, then put the skinny belt in the skinny loops and fastened it. I sat and put on the high-wedge loafers. I stood and almost fell over until I readjusted my center of gravity.

I was forced to take short strides over to the mirror in minced steps. I tried walking normally and could make it almost like my normal walk. Good enough. In the mirror, though, my cock was showing clearly from the flat front of the pants. Shit!

Willow came in. She laughed. My face turned red. “Seems you’re popping up a bit. Those clothes must feel nice to you.”

“Too nice. The pants are so silky on the very silky pantyhose. It’s too sensual. Yes. Huston, we have a problem.” I laughed.

Willow looked incredible in her tiny black minidress, cleavage on display, wearing sheer suntan pantyhose with four-inch strappy stilettos. “I’ll never go limp with you around looking like that. We have to cancel.”

“Nonsense.” She knelt before me, unzipped my pants, and dug out my shaved package. She went o work on it, sucking my balls, licking my cock, jerking it, and then she took it into her mouth and looked up at me, her eyes smiling while she bobbed her head. I cradled her head. “Oh god, Willow. Better get off, it’s coming soon.”

She shook her head no and ran her tongue around it furiously while bobbing and looking at me. I came in gushes into her pretty face, her eyes blinking rapidly while she swallowed every drop. When she was done, she stood and kissed me deeply, pushing my come into my mouth as our tongues danced together. I swallowed it. It wasn't all bad, and kissing her was incredible. I embraced her tightly, her breasts against me, my hand squeezing her lovely ass.

She broke the kiss and wiped her lips. “Mmm, your passionate release was delicious. Like sugar and salt. That was fast, too.”

“Thanks. Never knew I tasted so good.”

“Did you like the kiss?”

“Yes.”

“All of it? Even what I pushed to you?”

I shrugged and nodded sheepishly. “I guess. Shouldn’t have, but it was sexy. Tasted… uh… sexy.”

“Good. Thanks for being honest. Some guys, when I do that to them, just get all sorts of grossed out. Idiots.”

“Right.”

She went to her room and came back. “Here. Put these on over the pantyhose. Stand it up, then put it on. If it gets hard again later, it won’t show. They’re snug. There won’t be panty lines because it’s a thong.”

“But then why wear pantyhose? I could just wear the thong and men’s socks.”

“True. But they aren’t as sensual and sexy, are they?”

I shrugged. She was right again.

The thong did the trick. I was genderless and without panty lines.

She took perfume from her huge purse and sprayed herself all over, then sprayed my hair with it and slung it in her purse.

“I’m gonna smell like a girl.”

“No one will know. They’ll think it’s me, and I’ll have a sweet-smelling date.”

I put on my black blazer, and we were off to dinner. This was going really well even though I was dressed in girl’s clothes. I not only had the kiss of my lifetime, but I had a BJ, too. What a roommate. I was falling in love deeper and deeper by the second. I couldn’t wait to stick it in her. Never having done that to a girl before, it was driving me wild thinking about it.


4

The drive was strange, wearing the high-wedge shoes and having the silky pants and stockings. I hoped the thong worked when I stood up because I was already hard from seeing Willow seated next to me; her legs crossed, bouncing a foot, and her hand resting on her thighs, mostly revealed, covered slightly by her minimal dress. I pulled into the valet, and he opened her door and offered a hand to help her out. I got out, buttoned my blazer, walked around, and offered Willow my arm, which she took, smiling.

The maitre’d looked up from the podium. Willow gave her the name of the reservation. The maitre’d led us to our round booth facing the pond, fountains, and gardens.

“Your server will be with you in a moment.” He left.

Willow arranged herself, placing her purse to the side, crossing her legs, and snuggling next to me.

“My name is Michelle. Here’s a cocktail menu you can look at while I pour your waters.” She placed the menus on the table, and we looked at them while she filled the stemmed glasses, a drip or two falling onto the linen tablecloth. She stood at attention with her hands behind her back in her ruffled-front shirt, tuxedo vest, and black pants, smiling and waiting.

Willow held the menu and smiled at her. “He’ll have a bourbon old-fashioned, not too sweet, and I’ll have a Manhattan.”

“Thank you.” She left.

I sipped the ice water. “So why are you ordering for me?”

“I thought I’d help you appear manly by ordering a manly drink like it was your standard manly drink.”

“But you ordered for me. That isn’t manly.”

“What would you have ordered?”

I looked at the menu.

“Tell me the truth now.”

“The lemon lavender martini with the edible flower garnish looks incredible.”

“See? What I did was more manly for you. If you don’t want to be perceived as a girl, act manly. Here you're worried about your pants, shoes, pantyhose, and blouse, and you’re gonna order a girly drink.”

“You’re right. I’m glad you ordered. I guess it’s just another part of me that’s screwed up.”

“It’s not screwed up. It’s you.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

Our drinks arrived. Willow delicately held hers up with her long-nailed fingers, the red nail polish glinting in the light, her pinky out. It looked so sensual and feminine. I loved the image. “Here’s to you embracing who you are.”

“To embracing my manliness.”

She stopped as she went to touch my glass with hers. She shook her head. “No, silly. Who you are. You aren’t manly, so stop trying to be. See how the drink is. If you’d rather have a girly drink, you can, and I’ll drink that one. Now… again. To embracing who you are.”

“Embracing me.”

“Good enough.” She giggled, touched her glass to mine, and we sipped. “How is it?”

“Could be a little sweeter and less strong. How’s yours?”

“Nice and strong! Mmm.” She sipped and smiled.

We perused the menu as we sipped, then looked out at the garden and fountain. “Willow, it’s pretty here. Thanks for taking me. Very romantic.”

“It is.” Her hand slid over to mine, which was unconsciously caressing my thigh with the silky pants on the silky pantyhose. She grasped my hand, placed it on her stockinged thigh, and glided it. “You can do this anytime you like to. Too bad you're not wearing a dress, or you could enjoy someone caressing your legs, too.”

“Willow!” I sipped my drink and gave her stink eye.

“What? It would suit you well. You’d be a beautiful girl. Very sexy, too.”

“Uh… hello? Earth to Willow. I’m a guy.” My hand was lovingly caressing her thigh as I throbbed incessantly in my snug thong. Her legs were crossed, though, and I couldn't go much higher.

“Don’t box yourself in. Are you really a guy?”

“Now you’re hurting my feelings.”

“Sorry, princess, but you have more feminine traits than masculine. Don’t you agree? Not big on sports. A perfect little lithe body, like a girl that doesn’t even fit into men’s clothing well. Gentle, considerate, caring, nurturing, creative, warm, kind, helpful, sensual, and understanding. All are more feminine than masculine traits. Your voice even. And your body hair. You’re more girl than a guy, and you're wearing all girl's clothes.”

I was flabbergasted. I didn’t know what to say. I was so embarrassed. And here I thought I’d be sticking it into her tonight. Now I knew what she thought of me, and that scenario seemed highly unlikely. My head dropped, and a frown came over my face. My eyes became watery, and my breathing became choppy.

She lifted my chin and gazed into my eyes. “Oh, Cami. Sweet Cami. Don’t feel bad. All you need to do is acknowledge it and be proud of who you are. Not many men get to be so special.” She rubbed my thigh, her hand getting higher with each stroke. “You’re a special type of person. Very special. You should emphasize your best traits and minimize your lesser traits.” She looked around, then her hand moved higher until it was rubbing my hard cock trapped in the thong beneath my pants. “Enjoy life. Be you. Be the feminine person you are.”

I nodded, staring blankly at her, trying to figure out what she was saying. I sipped my drink and made a face, then sipped some more, looking at her over the rim. “Are you saying I should be a girl?”

“Yes. All the way. You’d love the new you. You’d be in your true skin. No longer trying to masquerade as a man and having to wear women’s clothes to do so. Just be the girl you are.”

I rolled my eyes. Looked out at the garden. “Wow. This is a shock. But then I wouldn’t be able to date you because I’d no longer be a man.”

“Why not? Are you gonna chop off your dick?”

“Bite your tongue, Willow!” My voice sounded like a whining girl. Maybe she was right. Maybe I should present myself as a girl. But then… “But if I looked, acted, smelled, walked, presented as a girl… guys would be after me.”

“Damn right they would. I know of many that would. Same guys that chase after me.”

“I’m not gay.”

“You won’t be gay if you’re a girl and have sex with a guy…right?”

“Uh… but I’d still be a guy.”

“Wrong! Gong! Not true. Never were a guy… never will be.”

“Uh… Okay. Forget about the guys. You said you’d date me if I did that?”

“For sure.”

“Will you continue to date me if I don’t?”

“Uh, honey… Hey. Let’s talk about something else. Have you ever figured out how much electrical generating power we’d need to power all-electric vehicles? Where is it all going to come from?”

“I did! It’s interesting that you did, too. It would require doubling our current electrical generating capacity today. We don’t have the ability to do that with solar or wind either. There isn’t enough space to do it with those. The power has to come from nuclear. Not to mention, after all, so where will precious metals like lithium come from for batteries for all those electric vehicles? Then there’s the cloud-based storage and applications. Where’s the energy coming for powering that? It takes 7 kilowatt hours per gigabyte to transfer or store. The projection for 2025 is 175 zettabytes. That’s 1.75 times ten to the 23rd. 23 zeros. That’s 7 kilowatts per gigabyte times 175, followed by 21 zeros in energy! Where will that power come from? I don’t know. It makes me crazy. We’re all gonna die.” I hung my head. My hands fell in my lap. I had lost all arousal.

Willow’s hand rubbed my shoulder. “Oh wow. Cami. You need to chill. You’re catastrophizing.”

“I know. But no one seems to pay attention. They come up with brain farts and think they have a solution to a problem, but they don’t go far enough up and down the value stream. Think of all the environmentalists that are using cloud storage and not even thinking about the cost environmentally. They think it’s benign, and it isn’t.”

“Right. Here, lift your head.”

I did. I gazed into her beautiful eyes.

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips. “You need to concentrate on the things you can change, not the things you can’t. Right now, there’s something you can change, but you’re against it from your societal paradigms of what a man and a woman are. That’s something you can change for yourself. It’s something you can do that will make your life better… before you run out of energy.” She laughed. “And you don’t need cloud storage to do it.”

She raised her glass to me. “Toast me.”

I raised mine.

“Now shoot that whole drink down. We’re focusing on fun things, and you’re gonna be open-minded now. Right?”

I was being such a jerk. She was still with me, though, and trying to keep me squared away. She was great. “Right. Open-minded.” I touched her glass with mine.

We shot our drinks down, and Willow waved down the server. She turned to me and patted my leg, putting my hand back on her silky stockinged thigh and gliding it. “Good girl, Cami.”
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“Yes, Michelle. My girlfriend Cami would like a lemon lavender martini, and I’d like a simple vodka tonic, no fruit.”

Michelle looked at me quickly and gave me a flat smile. She picked up on that pronoun. My face turned beet red as Michelle dashed off obediently.

I squeezed Willow’s leg. “Willow! You called me your girlfriend. She noticed.”

“Why not? You’re my favorite girlfriend. You’ll get the drink you really wanted. You need to think of yourself in those terms. You should use feminine pronouns. Your name is even feminine, anyway. Everything about you is. Grow up and smell the roses, girl.” She caressed my leg through my pants.

I didn’t know what to say.

“You’re stuck, Cami. I see I’ve hit a nerve. I’m sorry. Sometimes, it takes that to see reality. Like you catastrophizing about energy. You’re right. People have to realize and give up paradigms like nuclear power is bad. They will. Enough people know we have to. Things will work out. Engineers will solve all the problems. They have so far.”

“They’ve created them too.”

“True. What would they solve if they didn’t? They always do, though. Trust in life. Be optimistic. Think things through. Do what makes sense, not what the tribe wants. Right?”

“True. Tribalness is a big problem. Always has been.”

“Right. Paradigms, not thinking logically. Even not feeling what’s right and wrong and proper for a person. Right?”

“Right. My dad always told me to follow my gut. He said logic is great, but the gut is smarter than we know.”

“Yes, Cami. The fabled women’s intuition. Men have it, too, but they use it less. It’s not manly to. Like you’re doing now by denying your femininity. Right?”

“Uh…”

“Think about it. Feel it.”

Michelle returned and put our drinks down. She smiled at me. “Anything else right now, ladies? Maybe some appetizers?” Her eyes flitted between the two of us. I smiled at her, sitting up straight. I raised my voice slightly, trying to act more feminine since that was what she was looking for confirmation of now. “Yes, after this drink, we’d like to have some oysters. West Coast ones if you have them. Maybe with a white Bordeaux.”

“Of course. Just let me know when you’re ready to put the order in, miss.” She left, seeming appeased.

Willow was elated. “Good girl, Cami. That was perfect. Congratulations. I’m so proud of you.” She hugged me to her and gave me a peck on the cheek. Her hand slid under the table and rubbed me, making it grow. “Mmm, good girl. It feels pretty to me. Now we can relax and work on what’s important.” She raised her martini glass, and we clinked as she toasted. “To becoming the girl you are.”

“To becoming me.”

“Good enough.”
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What had I done? What choice did I have? It was making sense. She was right about me. My tribal beliefs had gotten in the way of reality, just like the people I complain about who do that in politics and life. I had fallen prey to it. I was a girl, but denying it. What a difference a couple of drinks and some intelligent conversation can make in our worldviews. It was incredible. I was happy. Relaxed.

Willow was smiling at me as I caressed her stockinged leg, and she rubbed my hard cock in the tight thong panties. “I think we can take it a bit further now. Come with me to the ladies’ room.” She took my hand and tugged me from the booth. I pulled my hand away and buttoned my coat as she led us around the back side of everyone to the ladies’ room. No one got a good look at us.

I became nervous again as I pulled my pants down, tugged the thong aside, and peed, floating above the toilet. When I was done, Willow was redoing her lipstick and fluffing her hair. I washed my hands, and she went to the door and locked it.

“What are you doing? We’re done, right?”

“Almost. Come here.” She took me by the mirror, pulled out her lipstick, and took the cap off, bringing it to my face. I held her hand.

“Willow, no. Lipstick?”

“Yes. Trust me. It’ll help with the rest. Just don’t say a word and let me do what I need to do.”

I let her hand go. What did I have to lose?

She did my lips, making them luscious and shapely. Then came mascara and eyeliner and a bit of modest, almost invisible eyeshadow to shape my eyes. She loosened my hair and fluffed it about my shoulders. Before I knew it, she had me put on a padded bra with some gel breast forms and put my blouse back on, leaving the top buttons open to reveal modest cleavage. “We’ll get nicer gel breast forms later. These were all I had. You’ll have better cleavage with bigger ones.”

“But, Willow, I…”

“Shush. Not a word, girl.” She held the coat for me to put on.

Next, she went into that big purse and took out a shaped black miniskirt, four-inch black patent stilettos, and a pair of panties. Take the shoes and pants off and that thong and put these on.

I sat on the little couch and did as she asked, then stood up in the heels. They had less stability than the wedge ones but were fine. I could feel the breeze from the air-conditioning vent on the floor blowing up my skirt. I was hard in my new panties, and the skirt didn't show it a bit because of its shape.

She inspected me. “Perfect. You can carry the coat. I don't think you’ll need it.”

I took it off, and she put bracelets on my wrists and a necklace on me. She swapped my stud earrings for dangling ones. I stood there looking at myself in the full-length mirror. She was right. I was a girl more than a guy. I looked pretty darn good.

She sprayed me with perfume. “There.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Ready?”

I took a deep breath. “I’m scared.”

“Don’t be. You’ll see. No one will care or think twice.”

“What about Michelle?”

“I’ll tell her you hadn’t changed from work yet. Don’t worry.”

We slipped back to the table behind everyone, my face hot. We slipped into our booth and settled in to sip our drinks. Willow’s hand caressed my stockinged thigh as I bounced a high-heeled foot nervously. “Doesn’t this feel lovely on your leg?”

I nodded hurriedly, looking around to see if anyone was noticing me. They weren’t. Everyone was oblivious to the man in a miniskirt with his girlfriend.

“See? I told you. They don’t see a man in a miniskirt. You’re a girl.”

“How did you know what I was thinking?”

“Simple deduction the way you were looking around, thinking people ever viewed you as a man. How does it feel to you? Relax a little and sense it all.”

I took a deep breath, now realizing no one knew a thing, and relaxed. I sipped my drink. Sniffed the perfume on my wrist. Recrossed my legs beneath the table and tugged my miniskirt down. I throbbed in my silky panties, and looking down, it seemed I had real breasts. “It’s nice. So sensual. Pretty feeling, I guess.”

“Yes, feel that prettiness that’s inside of you.” She rubbed my hard cock through the skirt while gazing lovingly into my eyes.

“Uh… so, ladies, can I get you those oysters now?”

I snapped to attention and ran my hand through my hair, smiling a nervous, flat smile at Michelle.

“Oh, you look very nice now, miss. You changed.”

“I had to get out of my work clothes. So boring. But I didn't have time before we got here, so I had to change in the lady's room.”

“That was a good idea. You look very nice.”

“Thank you.” I sipped the last of the drink and moved the glass toward her.

“Another?”

“We’d like a white Bordeaux to go with the oysters, please.”

“Right away.” She ran off.

“Good girl, Cami. Well done.”

“She seemed okay with it.”

“Of course. That’s what servers do. Make customers happy. Feeling more relaxed?”

“Yes. Thanks. I really didn’t expect this night to be like it’s been.”

“Of course not.” Her hand drifted under the front of my skirt and slid my panties to the side, and her fingers wrapped around my cock and stroked it. “It may not have been what you expected, but is it good? It seems this little girl under your skirt thinks it is.”

“Oh god, yes.” I looked around nervously.

“That’s good. Stop looking around. No one can see what I’m doing. The long table cloth and there is no angle for someone to look under the table. Even if Michelle comes back it will just look like I have my hand resting on your lap. Relax and enjoy it.”

My shoulders relaxed. I took a deep breath, leaned against the back of the booth, and glided my hand on Willow’s stockinged leg beneath the table. “This is lovely. Your hand is so soft and gentle and wonderful. I feel I should do you too. Why not uncross your legs and let me in?”

“Oh my. Just be a good girl and enjoy this. You can please me later. I’m loving this as it is.”

Michelle came over with the bottle of white Bordeaux and opened it while we watched, and Willow discreetly squeezed me on and off. It was thrilling having our secret like that. I was grinning ear to ear.

Michelle poured part of a glass and gave the cork and the glass to Willow to check. Willow rolled the cork in the fingers of her left hand, swirled the wine, sniffed it, and then sipped, all the while discreetly, slowly, jerking my cock. “Mmm, lovely.” She placed the glass down, and Michelle poured both of our glasses and left.

Willow laughed. “See? She didn’t even notice I was jerking your little girl under the table.” She giggled and stroked me more, looking into my eyes with her smiling eyes. “So good. Does this make you feel prettier?”

“It does. It seems the more aroused you make me, the prettier I feel.”

“Good. That’s the idea. I want you to be immersed in your femininity. Now imagine instead of me doing this to you, you were doing this to a manly man. Some handsome hunk of a guy with a gigantic cock. You could even use two hands on him and he’d be loving it as much as you are now. You’d be making him hard for you.”

“Willow! Stop saying those things.” I wriggled in my seat. She had both hands under the table now. One was rolling my globes in it, and the other stroking the shaft and rubbing the oozing tip.

“Imagine it. It’s what girls do. Imagine you’re the girl doing this to a man. Close your eyes.” She looked around, and I closed my eyes. She whispered. “Feel the girl you are. Feel his enormous cock in your hands. Feel his desire for you. Make him come, Cami.”

I couldn’t hold back. I let out a whimper, and Willow cupped her hand around the head as my leg twitched, and I came into her hand. “Oh god.” I breathed deeply, looking around. No one saw.

Willow’s hand came out from under, and I adjusted myself into my panties and tugged my skirt down again. She had licked off her hand, and she leaned into me and kissed me deeply, pushing it all into my mouth. I consumed it fervently. It was incredibly exciting for some reason.

She broke the kiss, smiled at me, and ran her hand through my hair. “You’re being such a good girl. Didn’t you love making him come like that and tasting his come?”

I nodded sheepishly. “Uh, I imagined it and it surprised me. It was so wonderful. I don’t know what to do now.”

“Yes, you do, dear. You’re learning your feminine desires the same as any girl does as she grows up. Soon, you’ll be all grown up, just like me, and you’ll see why I like to use men for toys.”

“Oh god, Willow. Is this really who I am?”

“I think so, princess. You’ll see. Now, what do you think of us having a double date here tomorrow night? I know some really nice men—stupid, but nice. I can reserve the same booth, and we can have some fun with them.”

My heart pounded. My eyes were wide as I stared at her with my jaw dropped. Could I imagine it? All I wanted was to stick my dick in Willow, and now she wants to double-date men? How can I change this?

Willow shook her head. “You can forget sticking your little girl in me until you’ve had men in yourself, girl.”
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The oysters came, and we indulged in the sensuality of them. Soon, Willow had me hard under my skirt again as she compared eating oysters to eating cock. It shouldn’t have made me horny, but it certainly did. The way she described it. The way girls had control of the men when they worked them and teased them. She spoke of the gratification and validation of our feminity from the men’s responses to us. It was as if men had become the weaker sex and women had all the power. I was wondering if I would still want to stick it in Willow after I indulged in all the excitement and reward of men.

She laughed. “Cami, you look so riveted on every word.” Her hand slid under my skirt and checked my panties. “And it seems to have your little girl all ready and hard again. I think you’re realizing that you're a girl more with each minute. Soon, you’ll be begging to get laid.” She laughed. “And not by women, but men.”

My eyes popped wide open. My hand covered my mouth. “Oh, my god. I hadn’t thought about that until now. I know you said I’d be begging for it, but now I think I might. Do you think I’ll want that? It seems so gross because there’s only my bottom for them.”

Willow’s gorgeous eyes looked at me with love and tenderness. The back of her hand touched my cheek. “All girls want to have love made to them. They want a man deep inside their soul when he releases his passion for her. You’ll not know the joy of being so feminine and pretty and girlish until you’ve had the power, strength, and passion of a man inside you when he lets you have it all. You surrender to his power and absorb his energy. It’s incredible.”

I nodded, imagining and feeling her words as she described them in even more detail, right down to the point where his cock was spasming and jerking like a wild animal inside of the girl. She stopped and sipped, observing me. I was bouncing a foot with my hand resting on my skirt between my crossed legs, hard and throbbing uncontrollably. It was more exciting than even the thought of sticking it in Willow.

“You don’t get to stick it in me until a man has stuck it in you. Are you ready to be a big girl for men?”

I put my head down and my eyes up sheepishly and nodded quickly. I whimpered.

“Good girl.” She looked at her watch. “What do you say we have some dinner and relax now if we can? Why don’t you place a hand under the table and stroke yourself while we relax?” Her hand found mine and made me grab my little girl and stroke. Then she caressed my stockinged leg. “You’re such a good girl.”
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We finished dinner and had espressos. Willow diligently kept me on the edge by having me play with myself the whole time. By the time she had paid the check, I was a nymphomaniac and wished I had a man to play with.

Willow smiled at me as she folded the check closed and observed me. “Tuck her away, sweetie.”

I tucked my little girl, as we now spoke of it, which seemed ever so appropriate to me, into my panties and straightened my skirt. I fluffed my hair and put a spritz of perfume on my wrist. “I need to have my nails done. They look so boring.”

“Tomorrow, sweetie. Tomorrow. And a new haircut and style and highlights if you like. Something more girly, okay?”

I nodded quickly. “Yes! Thank you.”

Willow stared at me.

“What?”

“Just gauging where you are right now. I think we should. You need to. I can tell how badly your new feminine desires have kicked in. We’ll take care of some of that tonight.”

“Feminine desires?”

“Yes, dear. Your longing for real man cock.”

“Uh…” I wanted it so badly, but I couldn’t admit it.

“I know you want it. Tell me, and we’ll take care of it.”

I nodded sheepishly, eyes up and head down.

“No, princess. Tell me what you want. Be specific.”

She waited. My face flushed, thinking of the words. I couldn’t believe I wanted it. I know if I said it, she’d do it for me. “Uh…”

“Say it. Tell me the truth.”

I leaned into her and whispered in her ear. My face flushed. “Willow. Please help me find a real man's cock to explore and feel its hardness for me and stroke it and suck it and make him happy so I can reap my reward of him coming into my mouth.”

She smiled broadly and patted my stockinged thigh. “Good girl. Then you shall have it, and I’ll have one make love to me while you have him.”

What had I done? Now Willow was going to have a man, and I wasn’t going to have her. My eyes were wide with the discovery of my error. She texted on her phone and waited. “All set!”

Willow slung her purse and took my hand. “Don’t worry, princess. Remember, they're just toys. You’re my girl.” She gave me a peck on the cheek.

In the car, Willow drove so I could relax and play with my little girl while she narrated how it would go. I almost came a few times on the way to the nightclub. I was never more aroused in my life, and I couldn’t remember the last time I played with my little girl so much. I was beside myself with excitement for my first time, making a man come for me. “Oh, shit!”

Willow glanced over and grabbed my hand on the console. “What’s wrong?”

“What if they find out what I really am?”

“They won’t. You’re not there for that, just hands and mouth. I told them the other stuff was off limits tonight, and I’d be the one for them to do that with.”

“Good. Thank god. Thank you, Willow.”

Listen to me. I said it was good that Willow was gonna get laid in front of me, and I thanked god and her. Willow, the girl I wanted so badly to stick my dick into and be mine. Now she’d be getting laid by a real man while I sucked and played with another real man’s cock. What was happening to me?

Willow glanced at me. “Stop fretting. Close your eyes, dear, and play with your little girl and imagine what you’ll be doing. We have a few more minutes.”

I closed my eyes and couldn’t help taking her out and playing with her. God, I felt so feminine and pretty.
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The nightclub was thumping in sexual rhythms. Bodies gyrated in precoital foreplay. Or, in my case, pre-felatio foreplay. The energy was palpable as we walked hand in hand in our high heels, my body tingling and my little girl throbbing beneath my skirt.

Willow walked over to four handsome men, all over six feet tall, standing at the bar and looking around. “Hello, boys. This is Cami. Cami, this is John, Robert, Keith, and Bruce.”

I couldn’t believe I was shaking hands with the men like a girl and that they were there to fuck my Willow and for me to suck and play with. How had I gone so quickly to giving in to my feminine desires?

Two of the guys, Keith and Robert, were by me, and the other two were by Willow. They ordered us drinks and then led us by the hand to the patio out back, where there were private seating areas spread around with tiki torches burning and dim lights. I sat on the couch between Keith and Robert, and Willow was sandwiched between John and Bruce. They were all quick to caress our legs as we bounced our high-heeled feet.

“Your stockings are so silky, Cami, and you have such a pretty face and lips. You’re very petite, too.” Keith smelled fresh and clean, as did Robert. Keith’s blonde hair and blue eyes practically glowed in the dim light while John’s huge hand seemed to wrap all the way around my thigh, sending ripples of pleasure into me from his caresses. I throbbed in my panties.

“Thanks for the compliments, Keith. You smell and look very nice, too.” I turned to John. “So do you, John.”

I glanced over at Willow. She already had both of their cocks out, one in each hand, as she kissed them back and forth. I had a flash of jealousy seeing my new girlfriend with those men, but it didn’t last long when Keith took my hand and placed it on his crotch. “You’re making me very hard, young lady.”

John took my other hand and placed it on his. “Me too, little girl.”

I looked into their lusting faces. I had to keep this going. I wanted their desire for me. “Take them out, boys, and let me help you with them.”

My heart was pounding. I was wearing a skirt, panties, bra, high heels, and stockings, and my cock was uncontrollably jerking under my skirt as I watched these guys take their cocks out for me. What was wrong with me? My feminine desires had taken over. My desires were all girl, no different from Willow, who now was lying on the couch with her legs back, gazing into John’s eyes as he held her legs back and slid his thick cock between her legs, her dress covering the entry point. Bruce was jerking his cock by Willow’s face, looking down at her and resting his hand on her head. She turned her head and consumed his cock. I watched as my girlfriend delighted in sucking him while being fucked.

Keith placed his hand on my shoulder and pressed me gently down toward his cock. I rolled off the couch and onto a pillow on the floor, kneeling before the two of them. They stood, and I held one cock in each hand and went back and forth like a little girl with two ice cream cones, trying to keep them both from melting before she could consume them.

It was wonderful. They were both different, yet the same. One was a torpedo shape and thick in the middle, and the other was long and thick, the same diameter for the length of it. Both were velvety soft and tasted of pre-cum, which I flicked and savored from time to time, loving how it made the men twitch and groan when I played with the tip that way. I decided I needed both hands on them at the same time and began tugging and rolling Keith’s hairless balls while stroking and sucking his hairless shaft.

They smelled sweet with cologne. My little girl was wild with excitement, oozing in my panties. I heard Willow cry out as John tensed up and held her fixed while he came in her. Bruce then took his place, removing his cock from her mouth, and she locked eyes with him as he penetrated her beneath her minidress.

Keith was rock hard in my mouth as he groaned and held my head tight and squeezed my skull, then fucked my face. He shot gobs of come into my mouth that I swallowed diligently, my eyes blinking rapidly, trying to keep up. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Robert watching us and jerking his oozing cock. As soon as Keith yanked me off his cock, which I didn’t want to give up but had to, Robert took his place and spread my jaw wide as he entered my face, my tongue in action immediately wanting more come.

I wriggled and whimpered, my cock dancing in my panties as I consumed the energy being fed to me from those manly cocks. I was beside myself with a desire to harvest more of the men’s passion for me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bruce coming in Willow, pounding into her, making her body shake and her feet flail as she quietly squealed with joy, her leg twitching in the air, her toes pointed in her high heels above her head.

I was bobbing, running my tongue in circles, rolling his hairless balls in my hands as his shaft firmed up rock solid. He groaned and crushed my skull, and his huge cock spasmed in my mouth, wrenching and jerking as it shot gobs into my mouth. I swallowed greedily, whimpering as I did, and my little girl came profusely in my panties. My legs twitched and jerked as I wriggled on my knees.

I savored the last emissions I had harvested from Robert, his hand holding my face up to look at him as he smiled gratefully and patted my head. “Such a gorgeous little girl.”

I nodded and rolled my eyes, bobbing my head, wanting more while my little girl kept spasming. Robert tugged me off his cock and lifted me up in the air, then placed me on my feet. He hugged me to him, crushing me. “You were fantastic, Cami. Thank you!”

He held me back to look at it. Keith took me from him and hugged me and lifted me up like a doll. “Fantastic. Such a pretty, sexy girl you are, Cami! Let’s sit and finish our drinks.”

We all sat. Willow had rearranged herself and was seated with the men on either side. Her face glowed, as I bet mine did as well. We were both in some sort of heaven; our strong, handsome men were made happy by us, and we were made happy by them. We chatted, and I got to know them all better as we relaxed in the fresh, cool night air.
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I drove home. Willow was tired. I was still full of adrenaline from what had happened. I savored the sensation of driving in stilettos and the cool leather of the seat against my stockinged thighs. The fresh air of the night blew in from all the open windows, swirling and racing around our faces, hair, and legs. It was as if I was flying.

Willow’s hand took mine from the console and squeezed it. “Have a nice evening?”

“Oh god, yes. Best ever.”

“Are you sorry you didn’t get to stick it in me?”

“A little. I was a bit jealous at one point, but…well… I was quickly distracted.” I laughed.

“Right. Your feminine desires took over. I knew they would. You're such a girl.”

At home, we dragged ourselves up the stairs like two drunks, even though we weren’t drunk on alcohol. Willow laughed. “No, you’re drunk on cock, little girl.”

“How do you do that? How do you read my mind?”

“Don’t be silly. No one can read minds. We walked upstairs like we were on some kind of high. But neither of us is. So what else could cause us to be so drunken in a way? Cock.” She laughed. “You’re a cock hound now. I love it.”

I had to laugh. She was right. I loved cock. Wanted cock. Needed cock. It was power, control, ego, and deep satisfaction at obtaining such energy-filled rewards all at once. “Shockingly to my old self, I sure am. Who’da’thunk?” I gave her a peck on the lips at the top of the stairs.

Willow ran her hand through my hair. “Tomorrow, we fix this and get your nails and boobs. Let’s sleep in your bed together. It’s bigger. I want to be next to you when I wake up.”

“Okay.”

She pulled back the covers to the pink satin sheets. “Pink satin sheets?”

“Why not? They feel nice.”

“Pink? See? All girl inside.” She flopped onto the bed and curled up. I dropped in next to her and spooned her.
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I was dreaming of sucking a cock. It was so real! I was jerking my own while I did it. I wanted to come when he came in my mouth. I went crazy on it. It seemed I was on fast-forward, I was going so fast. I felt hands squeezing my head. My stockinged legs slid on the satin sheets deliciously.

Suddenly, the hands clenched tight on my skull, and the velvet rod thrust into my face quickly several times, then stopped. It convulsed and spasmed in my mouth, spewing massive amounts of come into me, which I swallowed voraciously. My little girl came while I jerked her between my thumb and forefinger. I whimpered around the cock and heard someone else whimpering and stockinged legs thrashed around on me.

I opened my eyes. It wasn’t a dream. Willow was stroking my hair, her huge cock in my face. “What a lovely little girl you’ve become. So pretty, and you look so sweet and adorable with my cock in your face.”

I yanked back from her, my eyes wide as I tried to understand it all. “What!?”

She laughed and nodded.

“But I saw you getting laid last night. They came in you. Made love to you.”

“Of course. Just like you’ll have done soon. So?”

“And your bikini. It showed a camel toe, not a cock.” 
“Of course. There are panty fillers for that.”
I shook my head. “I always thought you were a girl, not a man.”

She slapped my face, a look of indignation on her. “How dare you! I’m all girl. Just like you.”

“Uh…”

“Fuck you, Cami!” She leapt from the bed and arranged her clothes.

“No, no. I’m sorry. I’m just not used to using the right words yet. I was born only yesterday. Please forgive me, Willow. Please.” I ran to her and wrapped my arms around her. “I was shocked, but I love you even more now. You have what I want.”

“That’s what I’ve been working on hearing. I know. Isn’t it great?” She laughed. “Now I can be your girlfriend, and you mine, and we both’ll understand each other really well. We might have to stay together forever. We likely never could have done that if you weren’t such a good girl and listened to me like you did. I’ve broken your paradigm.” She kissed me deeply on the lips. She broke the kiss and smiled, then licked her lips. “I taste pretty good, huh?”

“You do. Sweet almost. Keith wasn’t, and neither was Robert, but it was still extremely rewarding and gratifying harvesting it from them.”

“Good. Okay. Let’s clean up and get you finished. I can't wait to see the boobs you decide on. Of course, you can get more than one pair. Mine are permanent now, so I don't get to change them like I used to based on my mood and outfit. Yours won’t be permanent either until you get implants. You can have huge ones or tiny ones. I miss that.”

“I see. Shower together?”

“Uh, we both need to use the attachment after we poop every day now so we’ll be clean for our men…or each other.”

“The one I put on the shower for you?”

“Right. It goes in your butt.”

“Yikes.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll figure it out, and you’ll feel prettier than ever after it.”

We ate breakfast, did our routines, and showered using the attachment. She was right again. I felt cleaner and prettier than ever. Not to mention, I found out how good something can feel down there and now had a new feminine desire to be penetrated.

Willow helped me do my makeup for a daytime look, which helped emphasize my more feminine features, and I learned how to do it.

I painted my toenails as instructed by Willow to go to the spa, then put on the outfit she left on the bed for me. It was a lightweight summer dress in beige crepe with a flared hem and V-neck. It was so light and cool that I felt naked under it except for my panties and bra. I slid into the high wedge sandals and strapped them about my ankles. I walked over to the dresser, put in my earrings and jewelry, and sprayed on perfume. I checked myself in the full-length mirror and could see I was definitely a girl. I put the perfume, my phone, and other things into my purse and slung it over my shoulder.

Willow was seated on the patio in a white denim miniskirt, white tank top, and white, high wedge shoes with a sheer white handkerchief tied in her hair.

“Morning again, Cami. You look adorable. Wait until we’re done with you!” She checked her watch, then stood and took my arm. “C’mon. Let’s go.”

The salon was wonderful, and when they were done with my new hairstyle, it framed my face beautifully, with all the texture from the layers and highlighting. They redid my toenails to match the bright metallic pink I chose for my long fake fingernails, and they looked so cute and tiny.

I was in some sort of heaven as we walked out in minced steps down to the lingerie shop for my gel breast forms. The girl was sweet as she paraded the different sizes of breast forms before us. “These will be good for a more girlish appearance like a younger adolescent girl would have in a B cup or so. Then we have them all the way up to a triple D, but those may be too big for your narrow shoulders. I’d suggest trying these or these to have the most natural and cleavage-creating look.” She touched the two sizes.

I picked one up in each hand and gauged their heft. “Hmm, about a pound and two pounds for the larger?”

She checked the box. “Uh…1.3 lbs and 1.75 lbs.”

“1.75 pounds. That’s like 7 sticks of butter. It seems pretty substantial.”

She giggled. “Oh, it’s a handful for any man. They’ll love them. I’ll get sturdy bras to maximize your cleavage, and you can try them both on if you like. Some girls like the weight and go for the largest they can wear reasonably.”

“I do like the weight. Can I try the one size larger, too?” I looked at the next size up, 2.25 lbs apiece, and handed it to her.

“Of course.” She measured my chest under my arms. “They might still look good. I’ll be right back.”

She ran off and came back with the bras and gave us the three boxes, and we took them into the changing room. I laughed because the sign actually said changing room instead of dressing room. This would be a change, alright.

Willow showed me how to put on the bra by clasping it in front first and spinning it around. I started with the smallest pair. They were nice. Then, the next pair, which felt heavier on my chest, of course. Then, the largest pair. I had ample breasts with them and significant cleavage that rolled over the top of the bra where the lace edging was. It was very real-looking.

The thicker bra straps on that bra distributed the weight better, and they dug into my shoulders less, even though they wanted to make me lean forward a bit. I loved the weight of them, and I jumped up and down a couple of times. My cleavage and breasts jiggled in the mirror, and the weight of almost five pounds of breasts on my chest was a heavenly and very real feeling.

I squeezed them as I looked into the mirror at them. “Oh my god, Willow! I have to have these! I feel so sexy and feminine with them.”

“They look great on you. The men will love them. It’s the size I got for my implants. Let’s get you some bras and panties and things. You can wear them out if you want.”

I did, and we found a selection of bras, panties, and some other lingerie. Walking through the mall, I was in heaven, my breasts jiggling with each minced step in my high wedges. The cool air swept under my minidress, and my hair floated about my face and shoulders. I squeezed Willow’s hand and had a shiver of delight as my other hand came over my mouth. “Oh my god, Willow. This is wonderful.”

“Isn’t it? Now you know one of the reasons I’m like I am.”

“I can see why. It makes us perfect girls instead of mundane men.”

“Right. What we’re meant to be. Wait till you have real men falling over you and sticking it in you.” She laughed.

“We could just take care of each other? I’d be happy with that.”

“Not for long. Not to mention, you wouldn’t reach very far into me because my cheeks have more depth than you have length. But… you’re right. We could survive with just each other. If you want that. If you don’t want validation of your allure and the intimacy of having a real nice gigantic cock in you up to your throat and spasming and jerking inside of you as he lets his passion for you go into you and feed your soul.” She laughed.

We walked hand in hand. I was throbbing in my panties again. I remembered sucking those cocks and how rewarding and gratifying that was. Then I imagined what Willow had just described. Hmm.

“Why so quiet, sweetie?”

“Uh…just thinking.”

“I know you want it, but your paradigms say it would be cheating and wrong for us to have other partners than ourselves. Remember, that’s just a societal thing. But what counts is how you’ll look at things based on paradigms. Do you drop nonfunctional paradigms and move forward or be limited in your explorations and joys we all get to choose? I want you to be happy.”

“I want you to be happy, too. I think I want to have real men as toys like you did last night. I saw how good it was for you. I don’t want you to lose that, and I want to have it, too. I just don’t want to lose you… ever.”

We stopped at a cafe and grabbed a coffee on the patio. The breeze was sweet from lilac bushes along the perimeter. The sun was warm, not hot. The breeze caressed my legs and cooled my panties. Willow was quiet now. Too quiet.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Just thinking like you do.”

I observed her pretty eyes as they flitted my hair, face, and eyes while she smiled.

“Let me guess, this time. My last words were, I just don’t want to lose you. So now you’ve thought about how to keep me secure in that. Naturally, it’s brought you to marriage. A big step. But you don’t want to be the first to ask because you want me to.”

Her eyes lit up. “Yes. I’ll marry you. I want to be with you forever and share our special lives together.” She scooched her chair over and wrapped her arms around my neck, gave me a peck on the lips, and then, bright-eyed, looked into mine. “I thought you’d never ask.” She giggled. “Now we need to plan it. Right?”

I laughed. “Right.”
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Willow was beside herself with excitement. She was the girl I wanted to stick it into, and now she was mine by me becoming a girl. Now, she isn’t the girl I thought she was, but she’s oh so much more…. and now I am too. It’s what they call a win/win scenario. But… I’d never be the old me again, would I? Was that right? It’s as if I never existed in that form before. Was it all a lie? Shouldn’t I just be who I was born genetically? Shouldn’t I be a guy?

We ordered Chinese takeout to be delivered as we sat on the patio sipping iced teas on the perfect summer afternoon. Willow was scratching notes on a pad, imagining what she wanted for our wedding. I was lost in self-thought like I always became when I wasn’t busy. The weight of my new breasts reminded me I would never be my old self. Why should I care?

Willow looked up, and I could feel her eyes on me as I stared off into the sky at the puffy white clouds, watching the one shaped like a bunny turn into a dog. A transforming bunny…like us. Turning into dogs? More like cats, I’d say. Cats are more feminine. Except for poodles. They’re like bimbos.

“Cami! I don’t like it. When you’re quiet like this, it means you're stuck in a loop of thoughts. What’s the matter? Did I move too fast, assuming you’d ask me to marry you?”

I turned my attention to her, smiling at me. “No! No! I was going to ask. I’m glad you read my mind again.”

“I didn’t read your mind. I just know what you were thinking.”

“Tell me then. What am I thinking?”

“Well, logic would tell me the marriage thing brings about the permanence. This brings about how you got here. That brings about who you were. That makes you think your past was a fake or a lie, and you wonder if the new you are actually supposed to exist.”

“Holy shit! You read my mind again.” I shook my head.

“No. Logic and deduction, my sweet. You’re getting hung up because you’d been shielded from who you are because of what’s between your legs that makes people think you should be the characteristics of the sex you are and not the sex you feel like. You also could flip-flop or be neither and be a they.”

“A they?”

“Yeah. Gender fluid, nonbinary, androgynous, or whatever. There are a million little stickers you could wear to identify what you think you are until you think something else. Other people get stuck trying to figure out where they fit and what label they should wear, too.” She sipped her tea, then looked up and to the right as if seeking an answer.

She nodded slowly, as if someone had given her the words. “You could be your old self on and off if you wanted to. People do that, too. It’s what makes you feel the best that you should think about and not what others said or thought you should be or try to figure out how to explain what you are. What does it matter.? Paraphrasing Shakespeare, ‘A rose by any other name is still a rose.’”

She sipped again, looked up and to the right. I loved watching her brain work. She looked back at me, smiling as usual. “You are what you are, even without a label. A rose is still a rose. Besides. I’ve seen the girl in you since we met. I think you see her there now, too. Don’t worry about the past, it’s gone. Life is a gift, that’s why it’s called the present. Be in the present, let the future come. Make plans. Don’t over analyze or look at the past. As the Dali Lama said, ‘The purpose of life is to be happy.’ Be happy! You’ve discovered who and what you love.”

My eyes watered, and I rubbed them with the back of my hand. She was so right. It was as if she was divinely inspired or had access to the Akashic records or something. I still think she read my mind, and now I think she’s somehow connected to universal energy and knowledge. She’s my gift.

I stood and walked over to her, then sat next to her on the couch, dragging my legs up and to the side to snuggle against her. Her arm wrapped around me and hugged me, then she kissed my head. I folded myself into her and sniffed the perfume on her breast. “I love you, Willow. Thanks for saving me over and over.”

“My pleasure. Now look at my plan for the wedding.”
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When the Chinese food arrived, we ate it and reviewed the plan for our little wedding, and then we were bored. We stared at each other and laughed. “Willow, we need to do something. I’m all transformed with my new hair and breasts and all, and we’re gonna hang out, watch TV, or watch YouTube or something? I need to be out in the world as my new me.”

“I agree. We’ll have plenty of time to be an old-fashioned married couple and just hang out. Let’s go out on the town. Let’s let our hair down.” She popped up from the couch on the patio, took my hand, and dashed inside with me.

She dug through her dresses and pulled out two. “Here. Both of these will allow us to be free under them. Wear some crotchless panties, baby! Let’s get horny and prowl.”

We scurried around putting together our outfits, doing our makeup, and basically making ourselves into alluring, sexy babes. I couldn’t wait to prance around in public, turning heads.

“Where should we go, Willow?”

“I have a plan. I’ll get us an Uber to take us there, and the boys can give us a ride home after. It’s that dance club we went to, but this time we’ll dance. We probably should save ourselves for our wedding night and be good so we can really get into our consummation.”

“Right, okay. Just get wired up and not finish, build the heat. Avoid the temptation from the men.”

“Exactly.”

I stood before the full-length mirror, all wired up already from slipping into the sheer sensual pantyhose with the gusset cut out a bit and the ruffled, silky, crotchless panties, and my new bra and fantastic breast forms, and I throbbed beneath the dress, the tip of my little girl rubbing the silky fabric. My hair, face, makeup, body, and outfit all cried femininity and sensuality.

I squirted perfume in the air around me and under my dress and bathed in a scent that made me even more feminine and pretty. Willow came alongside, and her hand rubbed my bare shoulder. “Such delicate shoulders and feminine arms. You always should have been this way.”

“I know. It’s who I am. I’m glad you helped me find her.”

“Me too. Fill your purse and let’s go. The Uber Black is waiting.”

We were dressed like two girls going to prom in micro minidresses, and we were cleavage, boobs, sexy stockinged legs and high heels, and a fluff of hair and perfume as we ran clicking in tiny steps in our five-inch heels to the long Uber Black waiting in front of the house.

“Hello, ladies!” The tall handsome man said as he held the back door of the black Cadillac Escalade.

“Hello, sir,” we chimed.

“I’m Reginald. I’ll be your driver tonight. Will you need a return ride?”

We slid in next to each other. He closed the door.

When he got in the driver’s seat, he looked back.

“I don’t think so. We have a return ride,” Willow said.

“Very well. All set back there? Have your phones and things? You might want to check your purses. It happens.”

We both dug in our purses and nodded. I said, “All set. Thanks.”

“Off we go.”

He asked us what music we liked and played some 110-beats-per-minute dance club music to get us in the mood. We seat-danced our way to the club; the music pounding.

When we arrived, he dropped us off, and we entered hand in hand.

“Hello, ladies. No cover for you. It’s ladies’ night. Enjoy!”

The place had flashing and swirling lights, smoke generators, thumping sex music, sexy legs, high heels, jiggling boobs, and hard cocks everywhere. We found a couple of seats at the bar and ordered dirty martinis. We sat with our purses slung cross-body, with our seats swiveled around to face the dance floor, crossed our legs, and bounced a pointed-toe high-heeled foot.

I drank my first one down quickly and reordered two more. Willow finished hers before they arrived. I lifted the glass to her. “To two sexy girls having a fabulous girls’ night out.”

She winked and clinked. “Not that fabulous. We’re supposed to restrain ourselves from finishing. Remember?”

“Right. Of course. Build the anticipation for the wedding night.”

She clinked, and we sipped and watched the crowd.

A big soft hand landed gently on my shoulder as I turned to look and find John from the other night that had fucked my wife-to-be. “Hello, John! Good to see you.”

“Hello, Cami. Hello, Willow.”.

“Hi, John.” He gave her a peck on the cheek as his hand caressed her stockinged thigh.

“Good to see you again, Cami.” He glided his hand on my bare shoulder. “I never had the opportunity to spend much time with you last time, and I’m sorry. Maybe I can make up for it tonight.”

“Sure. Where are the other boys?”

“It’s just Bruce and me tonight. The other guys decided to watch a game at a sports bar. Bruce and I thought we’d see if you ladies were out tonight. I guess we were the lucky ones.”

They ordered double bourbons and shot them down. We finished our drinks, too, knowing we wanted to dance next. 

Willow slid off her seat and grabbed Bruce’s big arm. “Us girls want to party tonight. Like a dance party. Dance with us?”

“Sure!” He took her arm, and John offered me his, and we went onto the dance floor together. The music took me away. I never was so comfortable dancing than I was then in my high heels with my breasts jiggling and tugging on my chest, my cleavage out and jiggling, my little girl rubbing the silky lining of my micro minidress with each move. It seemed I was a totally different person dancing.

Instead of being awkward and uncomfortable, I was moving in a flowing series of feminine poses and actions. I was sexy, alluring, confident, and powerful. I throbbed and watched John looking handsome and tall as he danced, smiling at me, his eyes flitting to my legs and cleavage and face and hair. My eyes flitting to look up into his eyes and down at his hard-on for me.

Willow was having fun as well, and Bruce was rock-hard in his pants. I watched how Willow toyed with Bruce as they danced, and her hand or hip or leg would rub the front of Bruce’s pants, teasing him and making him want more.

I began doing the same to John, and soon we’d touch on and off, hold hands while dancing, or he’d wrap a hand around my waist and pull me to him to rub his cock against me. Between his actions, the sight of his arousal, the joy and lust on his face, the dancing and the tugging and jiggling of my breasts as I danced vulnerably in minced delicate steps in my micro-minidress that could be lifted to fuck me anytime, and my little girl being free and caressed by the lining of my dress, I didn’t want to be chaste.

Willow laughed and spoke into my ear. “Remember, no finishing.”

I held her shoulder and leaned in to say, “That sounds impossible. Can’t we put our abstinence off for just one more day? I want cock.”

She covered her mouth and looked surprised. “Oh, my! Well then, I guess this would be a good night to lose your virginity. Are you ready?”

I nodded hurriedly, my eyes wide. “Oh god, yes!”

She laughed, and we went back to dancing. We danced and teased the men as much as they danced and teased us. We were like birds prior to mating. Knowing where we were headed was somewhat comical but thoroughly enjoyable.

We danced and danced, and then there was a slow song. John bent down and wrapped me in his arms and led us in a slow, tortuously sensual dance, his cock hard against me, his big hand cupping my ass, the other brushing my breasts between us. He whispered in my ear, “Cami, you make me so hot. I want you so badly.”

“I want you too, John.”

I glanced at Willow and Bruce. They were kissing deeply while they danced, and Willow’s hand was between them, rubbing his cock. I took my hand and did the same for John. He was huge. I wondered if he’d even be able to get it in me. I had a moment of fear of how he’d split me in two.

The dance ended, and I gave John a deep kiss, smelling his wonderful cologne and rubbing his cock between us. I whispered. “Have you ever had trouble getting it into a girl like me?”

He frowned and nodded. “Sometimes. Maybe we shouldn’t if you’re scared. I don't want to hurt you, and if you’re scared, it could hurt.”

I shrugged. Willow took my hand. And moved close to my ear. “John and Bruce are huge. I’m not sure you can accommodate them yet, princess. You may need some practice to take one that large.”

I looked at her, my fears rising. I wanted it so badly but… “What should I do?”

“Don’t worry. This will work out better this way, anyway. You’ll see.” She took Bruce’s hand and led us all off the dance floor to the patio bar, where we all grabbed some cold drinks. We chatted in the quieter patio, then Willow and I went to the girls' room and came back.

Bruce and John were seated at the patio bar, looking handsome as ever. We walked up alongside them and rubbed their broad shoulders. “We’re back, gentlemen,” Willow said to them. “And we’re ready for our men to take us to heaven with them.” She tugged Bruce off the seat, and I grabbed John’s hand, and we went to the back of the patio to the private seating areas.

Willow and I both took them out of their pants, knelt on pillows, and got them ready with our mouths. I got so into John’s enormous cock I almost ruined it for all of us by nearly coming myself as I made him nearly come.

Willow noticed and organized us. “Okay, men. Here are your choices. One of you fucks me, and the other fucks Cami’s face while I fuck her. You’re both too big for her until she has some training.”

Bruce gave his hand to Willow. Willow looked around. She took seat cushions from the couch and placed them on a coffee table. “Okay, Cami. On the table and lift that pretty ass of yours for me.”

I did. John came around in front of me, and I took his monumental cock into my mouth again, my jaw stretched open all the way, and I gazed up into his eyes while he cradled my head and smiled down at me. I felt my dress lifted over my butt, and a warm, wet cock pressed against my hole. Willow’s hands held my hips as she pressed her cock into me. “I’ll go slow, for now, princess. Push back if you want more,” she said.

I whimpered, looking back at her as she worked it, and I pushed back. It stretched me wider with each push, and then I gasped as it made it in past the gate. “Oh god, yes.” I pushed my bottom back onto it all the way and rolled my head on my shoulders. “So good!”

I turned my attention back to gentleman John, who held his cock for me, and I bobbed my head on it and ran my tongue around it. Soon, I felt Willow thrusting into me as she moaned and whimpered while Bruce fucked her sweet ass. Willow was fucking me with each thrust Bruce made into her with his gigantic cock. As Bruce dipped into Willow, she dove into me, and I moved forward and back on John’s sweet cock with each of Bruce's thrusts. We were a machine in synchronous motion, generating more sexual energy by the second.

My little girl was flailing under my dress and oozing and dripping. My body was filled with sensations of tingles and electric current that seemed to flow from Bruce through Willow and into me, and John’s cock fed me the same energy through my lips and mouth. It entered my soul and collided within me with the energy coming from Willow.

The pace picked up. Willow whimpered. Bruce groaned and reached around Willow to clench the two of us to him. John squeezed my head tight, threatening to crush my skull, and his fingers wrapped in my hair threatened to yank it out. All of it made me even more frenzied as the energy raced through me, making my leg twitch and me whimper and mumble around John's fat cock, threatening to split my jaw. His eyes showed his lust as he fucked my face, being careful not to choke me yet using all of my mouth. I used one hand to help stroke his long cock as his balls swung and slapped my fist.

Willow held my hips fast and tight while she whimpered, twitched, nuzzled my neck, and bit my ear, and Bruce's arm wrapped under me, holding us all locked together.

Bruce let out a groan. John’s eyes looked at Bruce. John said, “Here we go, ladies. Ready?”

I mumbled a yes around his cock, looking into his eyes. Willow cried out a yes, please, and Bruce shoved into Willow, shoving her into me, and we all stopped. I now had a ginormous cock jerking and shooting in my face; I swallowed feverishly, my eyes blinking rapidly as I felt Willow’s cock jerking and yanking around inside of me as she spewed her hot load into my soul. My little girl spasmed wildly beneath me, spewing pearl ropes all over the lining of my dress and my thighs. I whimpered like a little girl around John’s lovely cock and swallowed gulp after gulp while Willow pumped me full of her seed.

In a moment, Bruce gently stroked into Willow, forcing Willow to stroke into me and me to bob on John’s cock, licking up the last remnants of his thick come. Soon, Bruce withdrew, John withdrew, Willow withdrew, and we all stood and rearranged ourselves once again. The cushions went back onto the sofa, and we all sat, us girls, in the loving arms of the men as everyone caught their breath and came back to earth.
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The next morning, I woke to the comfort of Willow next to me. I lay there a while reviewing last night’s events. Surprisingly, it didn’t incite desire in me like I had before I lost my virginity. Instead, I had a warm fuzzy feeling, satisfied, my feminine desires fulfilled for the time being, and just relished the closeness of Willow as she lay with that perpetual smile on her face, looking at peace.

I slid out of bed and into the shower, washed my body and hair, and dried off. Even without the makeup on my face and with the new highlighted, layered, and styled hair, I looked nothing like a man, except for my flat chest. I took a deep breath and tried to decide what I was going to be.

I was so satisfied sexually and femininely last night that I had no desire to be that girl right then. I almost longed for my old hairstyle and wanted to even take off my long painted fingernails. I told myself that would be silly, though, since the hair framed my face so well and made me look so pretty and the nails cost money, and I liked the way they felt and made my fingers move and grasp things.

I left the bathroom, and Willow was gone from the bed. She must have gone downstairs. I put on a pair of panties and looked for a pair of jeans, which I found in Willow's dresser drawer, where she kept her less-used items. I found a man’s denim shirt from my old boy clothes that fit like it always did, baggy and with the sleeves dropping. I rolled the sleeves up twice and found a pair of moderate wedge sandals.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror. No makeup, no jewelry, no lipstick, no eyeliner. I looked like a regular girl of today who was cross-dressing as a guy but had the wrong shoes on. I looked around for flats or sneakers, but I didn't have any of those as a guy, and Willow sure didn't. That was as male as I could be right then. It would have to do.

Downstairs, Willow was cooking breakfast in a denim mini and high wedge heels, and a tank top revealing her ample cleavage and full breasts, nipples leaving bumps under the top. I went up to her from behind and wrapped my arms around her, kissing her neck and hugging her, hoping she wouldn't turn to see what I was wearing. I spoke quietly in her ear. “Hello, my love. Good morning. Thank you for cooking breakfast.”

Her hand went around the back of her and landed on my jean-covered ass, tugging me to her. She turned and looked me up and down. “Jeans? No skirt or dress?” She looked at my face. “No makeup or eyeliner or mascara or earrings? Do you feel okay?”

I moved back from her. “Coffee and juice?”

“Sure.” 
I poured coffee from the pot, took the juice from the fridge, and poured two glasses. I set it on the table and set the plates and utensils.

Willow brought over the French toast and bacon and set it between our plates. She and I sat. She looked at me, concerned, then took two pieces of French toast to her plate and poured maple syrup on them. She watched me serve myself and get my plate ready. “So, you didn’t answer me. Are you okay? Do you not feel well?”

“No. I feel fine. Very relaxed. Why?”

“Well, you seem to be trying to look as much like a man this morning as you can.”

“Yeah. I think I want to get some flat shoes, maybe men’s boots or something. We don’t have anything without a heel in this house.”

“Why would you want to do that? I thought you had found yourself in femininity with your feminine desires and presentation being the real you.” She chewed, looking intently at me with that same look of concern. It made me feel silly and childish for wanting to do what I wanted to do.

“Can’t I be like I am?”

“Of course you can, princess. But I just don’t know why you would?”

“Because… well…”

“Was last night bad for you? Do you feel guilty or ashamed?” 

I shook my head as I chewed. “No. It was wonderful, actually. I never had such great sex. I love cock. I love it in me. I love the passion of all of it. I love the attention, control, power.”

“Good. I thought you did. Glad I wasn’t wrong. So what is it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I got up this morning feeling satisfied and relaxed and didn't have any feminine desires for sex or for presenting as a girl. If I could have, I’d have switched my hair back, and I’d take these nails off, but that would be silly and wasteful, and I know I’d miss them later. It would be like a cross-dresser purging their closet and then rebuying everything again. Dumb.”

“True. It would be. So what does this mean? Are we still getting married?”

“Oh god, yes. Please? But of course… you may not want me now. I’d understand that if you didn’t.”

She reached her hand across the table and squeezed mine. “I do. I love you, whoever you are.”

“Thank god. It’s just that it makes so much sense for me to be a girl, but…I don’t know if I really want to have implanted boobs when I wake up this way. It would be another item I’d like to remove so I could masquerade as a male…kinda. I think I might be a they/them or something.”

“Okay. That’s fine if that’s how you want to define yourself. Give it time. You’ll know when you know. You didn’t know what you know now, and you can’t know what you’ll know in the future. But you’ll know at some point, and it may be you’ll be they/them, and that’s okay.” She squeezed my hand and gazed lovingly at me. “When we marry, do you want to be a groom or a bride?”

“If my parents were alive, I might have wanted to be a groom just to make it simple. But they aren’t, so…I don’t know.” I looked up and to the right, then sipped my juice. “I love the look of a wedding dress, and I know it would look better on me than a tuxedo ever would.” I laughed. “And our consummation…. well… I’d never get it into you for long with your lovely apple bottom and my little girl, so that wouldn't work too well. I guess I could wear a strap-on... but then… I’d probably be jealous.”

“Of me or of the strap-on.”

I laughed. “Both. Jealous of not having such a nice male part and jealous of you for being able to be penetrated by one.” I laughed some more. “You’re making me laugh at all of this and how silly I’m being.”

“You’re not being silly. You’re being you and being thoughtful, pensive, and cognitive. You're trying to link your feelings with your body and mind. You’re a typical girl engineer.” She laughed.

I nodded and thought about wearing a wedding dress and how wonderful a feeling it must be. “Gosh. Wedding dresses are so… so… I don’t know. Mystical? Seductive?”

Willow nodded. “I know, huh? Something magical about them. Of course, we’ve both lost our virginity now already, though.”

“They’re still special.”

“I know.” She squeezed my hand, smiling, her eyes bright. “So, should we postpone the wedding we planned for the weekend? They guys all will be there, and I should let them know.”

“You invited them already?”

“It was to be your wedding night. You were gonna lose your virginity to everyone, remember?”

My face flushed. I remembered Willow coming inside of me. “You were incredible last night. I loved feeling you coming inside of me. It was so intense.”

“Thank you. I loved being in you as well. I don’t always get to have someone to do that with. Most of the time, I don’t. But you need to be able to take on Bruce and John to truly experience being a girl by having a manly man and his power and force and size…. If you can imagine that while wearing your wedding dress.”

I sat back, having finished my food, and sipped my coffee, my long nails glinting as I held the cup. I crossed my legs and bounced my wedgie, growing in my panties. A wedding dress. Handsome, manly men longing for me. I took a deep breath.

“So, should I call it off? Let the men know? It’s okay if you want me to. We can wait for another wedding date or just get married without them.”

My eyes popped wide open. “No wedding? No men? No wedding dress?”

“I didn’t say that. Don’t look so frightened.” She laughed. “You are such a girl. So, what do you want to do today? Do they want to relax? Do they want to watch football? Do they want to go bike riding? We can do whatever they want.” She grinned and sipped her coffee.

I rubbed my crotch and adjusted my growing little girl. “They want to put on some pretty clothes and high heels and go shopping for a wedding dress,” I laughed. “Or at least she sure does. They seem to have those feminine desires again, and these jeans are too constricting and rough a fabric to have on my silky legs.”

“Of course, princess… or is it prince?”

“Princess sounds more appropriate right now. Let’s get ready for my gang bag wedding night.” I laughed. “I want those manly men to show me what a sexy young lady I am.”

We both laughed uproariously.

I’d write about the wedding night but…you know how it goes… I think I do, and I can’t wait to passionately fulfill all my feminine desires to their fullest.


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

Barb and Thom

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

Amazon:

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