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He looked into my eyes as he slid deeper, my hands resting on his hips. I gasped and gave a little whimper, wondering if it would soon reach my throat. He stopped and looked in my eyes. I nodded and patted his hip. “Please, keep going. Please.” He continued ever so slowly. Finally, he was all the way in. I dug my nails into his hard ass and tugged him snug against me, him filling my being and my emptiness. “Yes, that’s it. Now... indulge in me as you should. Take pleasure in me.”



He began in earnest now, his breath coming in gulps as he pinned me to the bed and followed his natural instincts like a rutting buck. His bestial passion filled and radiated through me, enlivening my every cell. I lay on my back, and his big hands held my knees pinned to the bed. Ripples of sensation ran from my head to my pointed toes, my ankles rigid. As I gazed into his eyes, I could see my high heels in the air above me, flailing with each of his deep thrusts. He grunted and moaned. “Oh god, Piper... I can’t... Damn!” He grunted, shoved it deep, and held it there for a moment. I felt him swell inside me, releasing his first wave. Then he thrusted like a rabbit as he gave me his passionate essence in surges.



He clenched his teeth, his body tensed, and he looked into my eyes while it spewed into me. My body shuddered and released all its pent-up sensations in one wave after another of voluminous release between us. I collapsed like an unwound spring, losing all its tension. I tried to catch my breath. The sun shone warm on my face. I opened one flinching eye as my hand slid away, my panties soaked. I slid out of bed, stripped off my clothes, and got into the shower.



It was another day after another morning dream that I’d probably never get to really experience. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to, or if it
 could
 ever be so good. Heck, I was a guy… kinda. Why did I keep having these incredible dreams that I was a girl, kinda, and these gorgeous guys were making love to me? I sometimes dreamt of being with a girl in a similar way, but even then, in the dream, I was a girl with something special.



I’d never had either a girlfriend or a boyfriend. I mean, I had friends of both genders but never any kind of touchy-feely relationship or anything close to sex or love.



I brushed and dried my long hair and put it in a ponytail. I put black and silver stud earrings into my earlobes, two on each side. I brushed my teeth, went out to my room, and slid into my silky, soft, and cheerful rainbow thigh-high socks. The pink lace panties that matched the bra I’d wear felt good as they stretched over my flaccidness. I slid my stretchy girls’ bootcut jeans over my hips, wiggled my butt into them, and zipped them. I put on my matching lace bra, chose a light blue, collared shirt, and tucked it in. I slipped into a pair of three-inch heeled, plain-looking brown boots, then checked myself in the mirror.



What was I? I was genderless, and the clothes were neutral enough that people would see me as just some unmasculine guy—with some hips and a decent butt, soft skin, and no sign of any facial hair. Sometimes they’d take me for a girl and call me miss, but not always—mostly when I wore mascara from time to time or put on some lip gloss. I was a femboy. That described me best.



I liked wearing feminine things, but I was way too hung up on being a male to present as a girl entirely for some reason. Why couldn’t I be like the girl in my morning dreams? Ironic, but the sissy I was, was being a real
 sissy
 about being the girl inside. Was I a walking lie, then? I couldn’t help but feel that, in so many ways, presenting as a guy was just as much, if not more, of a lie. No matter how you looked at it, I was a liar to myself and to others. An imposter. At least that’s how I felt ever since I realized I was a femboy.



I have some skirts and dresses I wear around the house and even high heels, stockings, and pretty, dangling earrings. But those things never go out in public. I do wear some makeup out sometimes, but not enough to look really feminine or sexy but rather to just make me feel pretty in the act of applying it.



I grabbed my backpack and headed off to find breakfast on the way to campus. Just a few more months and I’d graduate with a bachelor of science in mechanical engineering. How would I enter the working world? Would I hide and even dispose of my femboy self, or would I choose to be the girl inside, or would I choose to be a femboy? Would I like a girlfriend or boyfriend better? Could I decide? I was a wreck.
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I became lost in my schooling, the intensity of it demanding seventy-hour weeks to keep up. I lived as my mixed-up self, hardly having a moment to really think about such things. Then, after finals and the realization that I was done with schooling and about to enter the job market, I had to face what I was.



I had the lease on the house for another two months and had accumulated enough cash to live on from scholarships and grants over the four years, so there wasn’t any financial pressure. I cleaned up and organized the house. I sent out my rsums and job applications and began my attempt to discover who I was.



My first attempt failed miserably. I tried to be a “normal guy.” I even bought some tightie-whitey underwear and guys’ jeans, shirts, and shoes. It all felt foreign and out of place. Looking in the mirror, I had to laugh at myself, and being out in public that way made me feel as if I were invisible and mundane. I gained no energy from it and felt no more interesting or special than as if I were a bag of peanuts.



I struggled to fit into that mold, but I couldn’t take it for more than two days. I dropped those guys’ clothes off at Salvation Army and went through my other things, picking what made me feel the most alive and energized. I thought if I wore those types of things, it would keep me happy and energized in the world rather than feeling like a bag of peanuts.



The result put me into an odd situation. I stood before the full-length mirror, dressed as a very gorgeous girl in a denim miniskirt, high-heel boots, and sheer, silky, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, allowing me to feel the silky pink satin panties slipping against me (not to mention making it much easier to pee). My purse was slung over my shoulder, and my makeup was done impeccably, emphasizing my cheekbones, bright eyes, and perfectly round, doll-like face. My soft and curvy legs looked fabulous in heels, and the sheer stockings made them smooth and touchable. The bra I wore with the gel breast forms inserted gave me lovely cleavage in my stretchy, short-sleeve pink V-neck top. I sprayed perfume under my skirt, on my legs, and into my hair, which I put up in a ponytail on top with a pink scrunchy.



My painted cupid’s-bow lips formed a lovely smile with flashing white teeth as I flicked one of the dangling silver earrings with my long, fake, painted nails. I sure felt alive and invigorated. Something about this synergistic combination of feminine presentation filled my being with confidence and optimism. I took a deep breath and stared into my eyes. “Yes, hello, my name’s Piper,” I chimed to myself. My voice fit my image even better than it had the last two days, when I presented as my birth gender.



I gazed at myself, posing and turning. I caught my eyes in the mirror and seemed to see my now happy soul inside as it smiled back at me. Femboy was okay, but it sure wasn’t as good as this. This was how I felt the best. This was who I was. Normally, I’d enjoy this for a while then strip and shower and go back to my middle-of-the-road femboy look when I had to go back out in public. Now I wondered why I had never stayed like this before. I was so much more than just a cute femboy. I had to decide how to enter the rest of my adult life—a can of peanuts, a can of sugar-coated peanuts, or a beautiful, confident, powerful girl.



I stood tall and hooked my thumb on my purse as it hung at my hip. “Yes, I’d like a dirty Tito’s martini please. X-rated dirty.” I nodded, smiling at my imaginary bartender in the mirror. “Thank you!”



I could do it. I was going out. Everyone would be in a good mood with the year ended, the seniors with their new lives about to begin. All the pressure was off now, and everyone would be welcoming and pleasant. But was I ready for guys to hit on me? I wasn’t so sure about that. Images of my morning dreams came to mind, and my heart raced. No. I couldn’t do such a thing! Having a man do that to another man? But I wasn’t a man, was I? Anyway, that would only happen if I let it. I could just make some friends, maybe. I had a better chance now than ever to make a few friends.



I took a deep breath, gave myself a few more spritzes of perfume, and I was on my way.















3







I chose to walk the three blocks to the main drag where the bars and restaurants were. The uninhibitedness I felt from the breeze on my silky legs and under my skirt, the way the boots shortened my stride and made my hips sway a bit, the jiggling of my breasts with each step, the utter femininity, prettiness, and even
 power
 I felt from all of it was
 soo
 much more than just being a femboy. It was incredible. The smell of freshly mowed grass and the smiles and nods from people passing all told me this was
 exactly
 what I had been needing to do.



I chose a quieter bar without pool tables or 137 televisions, blasting some sporting event from them, or peanut shells glued to the floor with spilt beer. This bar was more relaxed. A very cute femboy smiled at me, holding the door for me to enter as he left.



“Thanks,” I said, smiling at him and nodding.



“No, thank
 you
 .” He flashed a smile and held the door motioning for me to enter. I clicked my heels across the tile entrance and he let the door go.



I stopped and looked around. It wasn’t as busy as the other bars on the street. Just a few people chatting and one television with the Weather Channel on. I slid onto the barstool, the leather cool on my thighs as I crossed my silky legs and hooked one high heel on the stool-rail. I wrapped my purse in the strap and placed it on the bar. A pretty girl bartender came over, smiling as she placed a drink napkin and an ice water in front of me. “Hi, I’m, Kaitlin. Can I get you a drink?”



“Hi, Kaitlin. I’m Piper.” She seemed so nice, I put my hand out to her and we shook. “I’d like a dirty martini, up, with three olives, please. X-rated dirty for the first one, please.”



“Coming right up, Piper.”



I took a deep breath and looked at the weather on TV. I had done it. I was out and about, and no one knew what I had under my skirt. I had pulled off the lie perfectly. But was it really a lie? Is it a lie to be how you feel? Is it a lie to dress in the way that makes you look best? Is a girl not a girl if she has something special under her skirt? Maybe it’s more of a lie for her to act and dress like a guy.



Kaitlin came back and placed a bowl of snacks on the bar and then my drink in its frosted martini glass. “Cheers, girl. Let me know if it’s not X-rated enough.” She slid it gingerly toward me. I grasped the stem delicately in my fingers with their painted nails and leaned in toward it to sip the fullness off the edge. I looked up at her and nodded. “Perfect. Thanks.”



“Let me know if you need anything else, Piper,” and she left.



I leaned back in my seat, bouncing one leg over the other, feeling my breasts on my chest, my earrings dangling from my ears, seeing my pretty fingers as they drew the cool drink to my painted lips. I sipped gently, leaving the slightest bit of lipstick on the glass. I placed my drink on the bar, rested my hands on my stockinged legs, then slid them, enjoying the sensation while I watched the weather. The forecast for the next few days was like I felt now—seventy-five degrees and sunny.



I took my phone out and checked my calendar. I needed to see it empty of school tasks and assignments. I could feel my blood pressure nice and low without the constant barrage of things to get done. I checked for email responses to my applications and cleared out my junk mail. When I looked back up at the TV, I heard someone say, “Hi.” A smiling face greeted me, standing behind the seat to my left. “Hi. Mind if I join you? Seems silly to just sit by myself when there’s a pretty girl like you here. If you don’t mind, that is. My name’s Skyler. You can call me Sky.” His eyes were bright and smiling and his skin soft, his teeth still flashing.



I looked around at all the other seats he could have chosen. “Uh, yeah. Sure, I guess.”



He slid the stool out and seated himself. He placed his hand out. “Sky.”



I shook it gently. “Oh, sorry, I’m Piper. Nice’ta meet you, Sky.”



“Nice’ta meet you, Piper. Can I buy you a drink?”



“Sure.” I ate the last olive and finished the martini as Kaitlin arrived.



“Hi, Sky. How you been? Haven’t seen you in ages.”



“Hi, Kait. Yeah, been too busy. All done now, though. Now I can get on with my life.” He cleared his throat, his face animated. “Before I went to collage ah could not even spell
 ing-er-neer
 and now I
 are
 one.” He laughed.



“Congratulations! These drinks are on me. Bourbon or beer Sky?”



He looked at my glass. “I’ll have what Piper had.”



“Two X-rated dirty Tito’s martinis coming right up.” Kaitlin left to get them.



“Dirty martinis, huh?”



“Had a taste for salt tonight.”



“Split a pizza with anchovies? I’m craving salt, too, for some reason.”



“Sure.” I gazed at him, my eyes flitting around his face, hair, and whatever I could take in of him without being obvious as he watched the Weather Channel on TV. He had a less masculine body, not unlike mine. His face was really cute, and his smile was fabulous. He made me feel good, positive. Either his eyelashes had a lot of mascara on them, or he had really thick, long lashes that fluttered when he blinked.



He turned from the TV to me. “So, looks like good weather coming. Were you going to Tech too?”



“Just graduated myself. Mechanical engineering.”



He raised a hand for a high five. “Nice. Congratulations! I’m an aerospace engineer. It’s basically the same with a few aerospace courses thrown in.”



“Yup.”



“Then we both have a reason to celebrate tonight, don’t we?”



Our drinks arrived, and we both leaned down to the bar to sip off the first sip, then picked the glasses up gingerly. Sky toasted. “To finding great jobs that keep us energized.” He started to move his glass closer. “Oh, and to the prettiest engineer I ever met, Piper.” He slid his glass over to touch mine on the bar, and we both leaned in close to sip our drinks. His cologne smelled lovely.



We sipped again, then laughed and nearly spilled our drinks. His jeans touched my crossed leg.



I placed my hand lightly on his leg and squeezed it. “Thanks for the drink.”



“Kaitlin got these, but I’ll get the next.”



“Oh, right. Thanks.”



His leg pressed harder against mine. His hand lightly touched my stockinged thigh, sending a thrill though me. He slid it back and forth a little. It was
 way
 too exciting. Looking into my eyes lovingly, he said, “My pleasure. Thanks for allowing me to join you! It’s not every day that someone can find a gorgeous engineer... you know, intelligence and beauty all in one package.”



“Thanks. You flatter me, but I assure you, I’m not what I seem. You’re quite pleasing to look at yourself.” My eyes flitted over his face and hair.



“Thanks, but you’re
 not
 an engineer?
 And
 a pretty girl?
 And
 intelligent? Hmm, could have fooled me.”



“Exactly. I fooled ya.”



“I couldn’t care if you were an alien. I really like you so far.” His hand slid a little more, then squeezed my thigh and went back to the bar to pick up a menu. My heart was pounding. He thought I was a girl. My masquerade was working. What would he do if I told him I wasn’t? Was he a femboy? Would he accept me? Was he my dream lover? I tried to compose myself, crossed and recrossed my legs, and sipped my drink nervously.



“Piper, are you okay? You seem flustered.”



My face felt red. I took the menu from him. I smiled nervously and pointed with my long, painted nail to the listing of a pizza with everything. “Add anchovies and get a pitcher of beer to go with it?”



“Sure, Piper. Let’s just relax a little and sip our drinks some more. I’m sorry if I flustered you. What did I do? Was it my touch?”



Concern filled his eyes.



I touched his denim-covered leg. “It’s nothing. Your touch felt nice. It’s just me being... being... me. I get weird sometimes.” I gave him a flat-lipped smile, leaned back, and sipped my drink, looking at him pensively. “You have such great eyelashes, Sky.”



“Thanks. Yeah, I have lots of them, and they’re long. My mom always said I should have been a girl because I was too pretty to be a boy.” He fluttered his eyelashes and laughed.



“You are pretty, per se. I mean, you’re not so much handsome in a masculine sense, but you
 are
 awfully good looking.”



“Thanks. It can be a curse. I don’t think I feel like other guys do.”



“In what way? Do you feel feminine? Would you want to be a girl like your mom thought you should be?”



He rolled his eyes. I sipped my drink and observed him. His face flushed. He looked around. He shrugged his thin shoulders. “I admit, I do love femininity. Especially in girls like you. So many girls aren’t feminine at all, and there’s nothing to admire or enjoy in their appearance. You, for example, have such a wonderful presentation. Something most girls don’t do anymore—the miniskirt and heels showing off your shapely legs with silky, touchable sheer stockings, wearing makeup and perfume. It’s all so easy to look at and be around. Like a work of art.”



“Thanks. I guess that’s because I love femininity too. It’s so much more interesting than being a guy... I mean, at least I think it must be. I never asked a guy, that is. Well, I guess I just did, and you love it too. Excuse me. I’m not being very articulate.”



“No, that’s okay.”



Kaitlin came over, and Sky ordered our pizza and beer.



I jumped my barstool a bit closer to him while he ordered. I sprayed a bit of perfume on my wrists and rubbed them on my thighs. I placed the atomizer back in my purse. “So, you never answered. Did you ever want to be a girl?”



His face flushed. “Uh...” His eyes seemed to gauge me.



“C’mon, it’s okay, tell me the truth, Sky. Did you ever try on your sister’s clothes or anything like that?” I laughed to ease his tension.



He nodded sheepishly, looked around, placed his soft hand on my stockinged thigh and whispered to me, “Uh, a few times, yeah. She used to have fun dressing me when I was little, and even when I was a teenager, she’d push me to dress up. She used to buy me my own panties with matching bras and...” he slid his hand on my sheer pantyhose sending that thrill through me again and continued, “...even sheer pantyhose like these to wear too. She was like my mom, thinking I should have been a girl. Mom loved it when my sister dressed me up, when my dad wasn’t around. She’d join in the fun.”



“Wow. And for some reason you’re still dressing like a guy?”



“Well, I am a guy. I mean, I may not be masculine, but I have the parts, and I am attracted to beautiful women who are feminine, so how could I act like a girl? What would be the point?”



“I think it would be easy for you. Because you love femininity. You said you
 admire
 pretty, made-up, and well-dressed women, and that’s akin to wanting to be like the person you admire. Not to mention, you have a body, face, and voice that would work perfectly. It’s no wonder your sister and mom think you should present yourself as a girl too.”



“Really?”



“Really. Don’t take this wrong but you’re... very pretty.”



Kaitlin brought the beer and poured the first ones from the pitcher for us. Sky raised his glass to her. “Thanks, Kait.” We clinked mugs. I said, “To femininity!”



“Yes, to femininity.” We sipped.



He stared at me, his eyes roaming my face. Was he seeing my lie? Was I giving it away with all of my prodding and suggesting?



“It’s interesting having all these genetic women like my sis, my mom, and now you, suggesting I present myself as a woman. Maybe I should consider it, but I feel I’d be lying to myself and the world. I’d be an imposter.”



He was mirroring my soul. Was that why I was so compelled to pursue his feminization? To justify it to myself? I put a hand on his shoulder and one on his leg and slid it. “Do these jeans make you feel good? Which feels better? This?” I slid his hand on his jeans. “Or this?” I placed it on my silky thigh and slid it.



He grinned. “Of course you feel better, but you’re supposed to because you’re a real girl.”



“Am I?” Are you sure?”



“For sure.”



“What if I said you were a real girl masquerading as a man? Would you be upset?”



“Well, uh... I mean... I don’t have a problem with transgender or anything, but I can’t see myself taking that kind of step over something that’s just, uh ...
 really, really
 nice to me. And if I had a girlfriend like you to satisfy my longing to see and be with a beautiful, feminine being, why would I want to or need to be feminine myself?”



I nodded. “Good point. But wouldn’t it be even
 more
 satisfying to be
 her
 with her?
 Two
 beautiful, feminine, and very sensual beings together?” I ran his hand on my silky thigh again. His face flushed, he shrugged, and our pizza came and we both dug in.



I felt comfortable telling him what I was, yet I didn’t feel comfortable. I wasn’t sure what to do, and I was glad the pizza came to give me time to think.
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We finished our pizza, and both of us went to the bathroom. Sky was already seated when I returned after touching up my blush and lipstick and freshening my perfume. I had a nice buzz, and I was sure he did too. I moved the seat next to me over so I could slide in and slid my seat right against Sky’s so we could be close. I sat, crossed my legs, and rotated my seat to press my legs against his. I placed my hand on his thigh close to his crotch and massaged it with my fingers. I sooo wanted to feel his hardness for me as a gauge of my attractiveness. I had to know if he was excited. It thrilled me to think I might be arousing him. I throbbed in my panties.



Sky caressed my silky thigh with his uncallused hand and gazed into my eyes. “I really like you, Piper. I mean... I like you a lot.”



“Well let’s do something together tomorrow,” I suggested. “We can get to know each other better. Maybe we can go shopping. I could help pick out some pretty clothes for you if you like, you
 pretty
 girl
 .” I slid my hand farther toward his crotch and let my fingers brush over it. I felt him throb beneath my fingers. I let my palm press on it while looking into his eyes. “Good, you seem excited by that idea.”



“Uh, it sounds fun, but that’s not why you’re feeling what you’re feeling in my pants. I’ve been excited all night by you. It wasn’t just that idea that got me going, Piper. It was you. You’re exciting. Sexy, hot.”



“Super. Then it’s a date? Shopping tomorrow?”



He shook his head and frowned. “Nope.”



“What? Then we don’t have to shop if it turns you off. I mean, I thought you’d like getting into femininity again.”



“Oh no. That would probably be fun, but... I have a plane ticket to go visit my sister in California tomorrow. I’ll be back on Friday of next week.”



My face dropped. I was so disappointed. “Aww, darn. Just when we were hitting it off.” I rubbed his hard-on in his pants. “And you’re enjoying me
 soo
 much.” I looked around. No one could see my hand on him beneath the bar. I just had to. It felt natural to want it so badly right then. I unzipped his pants. His eyes went wide. “Piper, no.”



I slid my hand inside and felt silky underwear. I leaned into him and whispered. “Are they pink? They feel nice and silky.”



He looked around nervously, and his hand went over mine under the bar. “Uh, they’re black, and they’re men’s.”



“I see.” I slid beneath them, wrapped my cool fingers around his warm shaft and stroked it. It was fabulous feeling his velvety shaft in my hand and seeing his eyes looking lovingly at me. “So what time is your flight?” I stroked, squeezed, and flicked my thumb over the oozing tip, making him shudder.



He looked around nervously and squeezed my busy hand but didn’t stop me. “Uh, really early.” He looked at his watch. “And it’s getting late, and I should go soon.”



I sped up stroking him. “It’s okay. I don’t think this will take long. I’d give it a kiss, but if we don’t have time to leave the bar...”



Could I have given it a kiss? I wanted to taste it, to feel it in my mouth like other dreams I had. I’d never done such a thing, but I wanted to so desperately right then.



I breathed in his ear. “Imagine making love to me, Sky. Because that’s what I want you to do when you come back from your sister’s. I want my girlfriend, Skyler, to make love to me. My fully feminized... sexy and pretty... girlfriend Skyler,
 filling
 me and
 releasing
 all her passion into me.”



Sky shuddered and squeezed my thigh tight as he looked into my eyes. I felt his shaft swell and shrink and swell again as he spurted his creamy juice all over my hand and in his panties and jeans. I kissed his lips gently and whispered. “That’s a good girl, Skyler. You’re such a good girl for giving that to me.”



He took a deep breath and looked around. No one had noticed. I removed my hand and wiped it on my napkin. I kissed his lips as he tucked himself away.



He rolled his eyes. “I’m so embarrassed.”



“Why? It’s okay.” I stroked his hair. “You did wonderfully, getting so excited by me. That was so flattering. It was such a nice compliment.”



“Really? You called me a good girl right after that and good girl is what my sister used to say when she had me do that to myself wearing the girls’ clothes that she and my mom bought me. She’d call me a good girl. She even talked me into dressing like a girl and doing that to her boyfriends that came over, and they’d say I was a good girl too.”



“Did you enjoy being called a good girl?



He looked around sheepishly. He nodded quickly.



How about doing that to her boyfriends? Did you enjoy doing that for them too?”



He rolled his eyes and his face flushed. His voice shook a little and he spoke softly into my ear. “You’re gonna never see me again but... I did. I loved every second of it. I even used my mouth on them leaving lipstick rings on their wonderfully complimentary hardnesses for me. I loved looking up into their eyes seeing their pleasure while I enjoyed them on my knees. They said I was so pretty all made up with a flower in my hair. I loved the way they looked at me and I could see the pleasure in their eyes while I ministered to them passionately.



My sister would torture me with anticipation, setting it up days in advance and helping me pick out outfits and get dressed special for it. Most times,, when I’d finished them and still had them in my mouth, and they called me a good girl, I’d mess my panties.. I can’t believe I’m telling you all this. I’m so embarrassed. So now... Do you still want me to make love to you when I return, or am I too much of a... a... girl for you?”



“Of course I want you to!” I stroked his hair and kissed his lips. “I want you to return from your sister’s after she’s helped you become the girl you are inside. I want you to travel back to me as a girl. A girl in the airports, driving... and then the two of us girls can make love together.” I smiled and touched his cheek. “You’re fabulous.”



Sky kissed me deeply and then pulled back and wiped a tear from his eye. “I think... Piper, I think I love you. I’ve never had a real girlfriend who was so understanding and accepting. All I wanted out of life and relationships was to have a feminine, smart, and understanding
 real
 woman to love.”



I placed my hand on his crotch and could feel it hardening. “I love you too, Sky. You’re a very
 good gir
 l.”



He throbbed under his jeans beneath my palm. Gave me a quick peck on the lips. “Gotta go.”
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Did you notice it? He said a “
 real
 woman to love.” What kind of crap is that? I go through all that, and a sissy just like me who wants to be a girl wants to have a
 real
 woman to love. Did that mean we’d just be girlfriends? CRAP!



I put my frustration aside with that last judgmental, hetero, insulting comment of his and decided to just let it go and see what happened. I could have told him what I was, and I didn’t, so it’s my fault he thought I was a real woman.
 Maybe when he finds out, he’ll be even happier with me.
 In any case, I had time to kill until he returned as a she, and I needed to figure out how butt-love worked and how I could get over my fear of it.



I Googled things about it and found how to make it clean and how to get used to it and be ready for larger and larger sizes. Sky was larger than me, and it would be a challenge to take him without some preparation. My dreams showed me it would be heaven, though, and my reaction to all those dreams was the best sex I ever had.



I found the proper toys and tools to clean and train, and I set about it like any engineering project manager would. It wasn’t unpleasant—after I had put an inflatable, vibrating plug into me and walked around with it shopping for a new dress for Skyler’s return, I was more than ready. I needed Sky more and more every minute.



I bought more than one dress, some shoes and jewelry, and really nice sheer stockings and garter belts. I also picked out a nice pair of good-sized gel breast forms and bras that gave me awesome 34D boobs and fantastic cleavage.



Heck, why not? It wasn’t like I was a femboy still trying to hide the bra under my shirt. Now I was a girl trying to show off her substantial assets in her V-neck top. I enjoyed the feeling of ample breasts resting and jiggling on my chest. After being with Sky and knowing how much I wanted him to make love to me, I knew I was a girl, and I would never want a woman.



I got home from my shopping spree wearing my vibrating plug, and I was so horned up I decided to pick out a sexy, seductive outfit for the evening. This time, I went for a classier look than a denim skirt and heeled boots. I ended up wearing black lace panties and a push-up bra with a matching garter belt and black, sheer, lace-top stockings. The heels were black, strappy five-inch stilettos, and the dress was a black, flowing chiffon-overlay V-neck minidress that came halfway between my knees and thighs. I looked in the mirror as I sprayed on my perfume and checked out my new hairdo.



I’d had my hair layered and highlighted so it fell unevenly about my shoulders, no longer flat but full and sparkly from the blonde highlights on my natural reddish-brown. I had to say, I was stunning. I rubbed myself through my panties while the vibrator hummed silently inside me. I decided to graduate to the next size; I attached the pump to it to expand it further and get me ready for Skyler. It felt wonderful as it stretched inside, and I imagined having Skyler there instead.



I put fresh batteries in it, set the vibration to an on-the-edge titillation, grabbed my purse, and loaded it. I sprayed perfume all over me and headed out to get a drink and something to eat and maybe meet another Skyler, if I got so lucky.
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This time I drove to a stylish restaurant with a classy lounge. I had been there a couple of times before, but never looking like I was. I had never even
 driven
 in high heels and a dress, and that part of the experience was gratifying too. I felt
 soo
 sexy and powerful, just like the plug inside me.



The valet took my car, and I went inside past the smiling and nodding matre d’ to the bar. There were a few seats in the corner at the far end with couples scattered along the length. I took a seat on the cold leather, wriggling on my plug, imagining Sky in there someday soon.



I hung my purse on the chair back, then crossed my legs, bouncing a foot. Feeling my plug filled me with delight while I reviewed the drink menu. The piano player in the corner played a light, tinkling melody that felt like a summer breeze.



“Hello, miss. May I obtain a libation for you? My name’s Brent.” The handsome, tall bartender placed a bowl of snacks, a napkin, and a crystal glass of ice water in front of me. He smiled at me, his hands on the bar.



“Yes, you may, Brent. I’m Piper. Nice to meet you, sir.” I looked at the menu and pointed to a drink. “I’d like your Smoked Blanton Manhattan, please.”



“Excellent choice.” He winked and took off. I imagined having
 him
 inside me instead of my plug, then put the thought from my mind. I sipped the water, leaving a light touch of lipstick on the glass, and looked around the bar. The others looked like couples with an interest in one another. Married? Maybe, but they still seemed to engage with each other, and their body language said they were attracted. It seemed so simple. Regular men and women, not men and imposter women or imposter women together.



I took a deep breath and checked my phone. I had a text from Skyler. “Sis was more than happy to fulfill your wishes, Piper.” There was a pic of his sister and a very happy girl, Skyler, next to her. Both of them looked alluring and sexy in minidresses with purses on their shoulders, standing outside a restaurant where his sister held a cigarette in her long-nailed fingers. I knew Sky would look fabulous. I texted back. “You go, girl! So hot. Enjoy!” I put my phone away.



What if Sky and his sister ended up finding a couple of guys, and Sky ended up liking guys more than girls? Would that be bad for me or good for me? It was all about me right now, wasn’t it?



“Here you go, Piper.” Brent placed a crystal rocks glass on the bar along with a plank of hickory. He torched the hickory in a circle until it lit, then put the glass upside down over it to extinguish it. He smiled at me. “That’s the smoked portion. Let’s give it a minute. He mixed a Manhattan and shook it with ice then lifted the glass and poured it in. “There. Try that.”



I picked it up and sniffed it. “Hmm, nice and smoky.” I sipped it and could taste the smoke. “That’s fabulous. It’s as if it came off a barbecue.”



“Glad you enjoy it. More people should try it. Usually after I make one, though, more people will order it when they smell the smoke. Enjoy, Piper.”



I sipped it and looked around. A young woman around my age at the other end of the bar put her purse on her shoulder, rotated herself on the stool, and slid off. Her high heels clicked their way over to me as she beamed a gorgeous smile framed by painted lips. Her breasts jiggled and her hips swayed in her V-neck minidress with each step of her sheer, glossy stockinged legs. She was tiny, even in her heels, but she had a very shapely body and legs.



“Hi! I just saw the puff of smoke when he was making your drink, and I smelled it down at the other end of the bar, so I had to come over. What is it?” Her eyes roamed my face and body.



While taking in her beauty, I told her, “Try it. Here, take a sip. Smell it first.” I handed it to her.



She looked over the rim at me, her bright, made-up eyes smiling above the glass while her tiny nose sniffed. “Hmm, nice.” She started to hand it back. I nudged her hand back to her. “Taste it. I’ll buy you one if you like it.”



“Really? Thanks. How could I resist having a drink with you?” She sipped it and handed it back. “I’m game. Bring it on, sister.” She giggled and maneuvered the barstool next to me to bump mine, then climbed on and hung her purse on it. She crossed her legs and rotated until her legs touched mine, and she put out her hand. “I’m Mindy.” She slid her calf against mine.



I admired her long, painted nails, took her hand gently, and shook it. “Hi, I’m Piper.” She took my breath away. A real woman. A really gorgeous woman rubbing her sexy leg against mine, seeming to be wildly attracted to me and now leaning in toward me, revealing her cleavage and almost her nipple as she slid her tiny hand along my leg. “You’re so cute, Piper.”



“Thanks.”



“Would Miss Mindy like a Smoked Blanton’s Manhattan like Miss Piper’s?” Brent asked.



I nodded and smiled. “You bet, Brent. Please,” and I thought,
 Yeah, Brent, and I’d like you to take the place of my plug while I bang Mindy here.
 I was horny as hell, and the thought of coming in Mindy’s tiny, sexy body with Brent filling me from behind was beyond delightful. I wriggled on my plug as it shot another series of vibrations into me. I throbbed and oozed in my panties.



He left and Mindy smiled at me, then began picking at the snacks in the bowl, taking one at a time and putting them on her pink tongue while she rubbed my thigh. “Mmm, nice hosiery, honey.”



“Thanks.” I was dumbfounded. Tongue-tied. Throbbing in my panties beneath my dress. My eyes couldn’t help look at her breasts. The shadow of a hard nipple showed through her top. I throbbed uncontrollably in my panties; the vibrating plug shot off jolts of vibration in varying patterns inside me. My hardness was doing a dance. I was nearly on the edge. I had to be careful.



Mindy looked around quickly, took my hand and squeezed her breast with it, then let it go. She laughed. “Saw you looking. They’re real all right. Nice, huh? Yours are nice too.” She glanced at them, then back at my eyes. “Your eyes are so pretty too. I see your soul in them and it’s lovely. Oh my god! Sorry if I’m being too forward.” She removed her legs and hand, no longer touching me. “I don’t know what came over me. You’re special in some way. I’m not normally so attracted to women. I like being filled by nice thick, long men.”



I let my leg move against hers again and placed my hand on hers, looking into her eyes. “No, really, it’s okay. I feel the same way somehow. You know?” I nodded and wriggled on my bottom, pressing the plug deeper.



Brent came over and did his ritual for her drink, took my order for another, then left. Mindy held hers up to me. “To getting to know each other.”



I clinked, nodded, and we sipped.



She took a deep breath. “Now I need this drink to relax. I’ve gotten so flustered by you, girl. Sorry. I have to slow down.” She sniffed the cocktail, rolled her eyes, and drank down half of it. “Mmm, so nice.”



I slid my hand on her leg, caressing it. “Yes, relax. Does this feel relaxing?” I glided my hand on her leg.



“Yes, uh...” Her eyes flitted over my face, then gazed lovingly into my eyes. That’s feels perfect. Thank you, Piper.”



We both took deep breaths and looked around as we sipped our drinks. Feeling the warm silkiness of her thigh under my palm, my heart raced in my chest. I removed my hand from her leg. It was too much for me. I held her hand on the bar and gazed into her eyes. “I need to relax and slow down too. My heart’s racing. So... Mindy, tell me about yourself. Are you married? Have a boyfriend or girlfriend?”



She laughed. “No, no, and no. I
 never
 had a girlfriend. I mean... you know, not friendly enough for sex. I like guys
 a lot
 . But it’s like... well... the way I feel about you right now is... really arousing. How about you?”



“Hmm...” I stared at her lost in her beauty. “Uh, no, no, and no... and yes, aroused.”



“You hesitated.”



“Well, there is this one, uh, person from my school. We just met this week, but they’re in California this week with their sister. We haven’t dated or anything.”



I stared at my drink and thought about how I had made Sky feel and how much I’d enjoyed that. I wondered if that counted for anything now, considering the way I felt for Mindy. “He’s the first person I ever felt interested in, really.”



“Really? A hot, sexy girl like you? I’d have thought you’d have had all kinds of guys. Playing the field, ya know? Like I have.”



“I guess I should have, but I never did. I was always so involved in school and getting good grades. This one got me excited.”



“What’s he like? Is he a big handsome guy who makes you feel safe and protected? Someone you want to take control of you? I like that sometimes. That kind usually come with substantial assets between their legs, as well, but not all of them are so bright, and I don’t need someone to take care of me.” She rolled her eyes and rubbed my thigh. “But they’re fun for the sex. They’re nice big animals that are great below, or for a delectable snack.” She licked her lips, stuck a tongue in her cheek, making it pop out, and laughed as she recrossed her legs. “It’s making me crazy just thinking about it. They fill me up, and it feels so good making them feel so good.”



She took a deep breath and had a sip of her drink, then touched my thigh again and slid her calf against mine. “I’m going fast again. Somehow
 you
 gave me that feeling tonight, even though you’re just a pretty girl. No chance of those male-related kind of things with a pretty girl, really. I’m sorry, I’m rambling. So what’s this guy like?”



Uh, kinda like me, I guess. I think that’s why I liked him. I saw myself in him. He’s an engineer too.”



“Ah, another engineer. Me too. I guess it comes with hanging out around the tech campus.”



“Really?”



She nodded excitedly. “Biochemical. I want to get involved in gene splicing.”



“Cool. Mechanical for me.” I wondered if she’d still be interested in me when she knew I was a guy underneath all this femininity. “Yeah, so he was a lot like me. Even his body. It was more like mine than like the kind of guy you described.”



“Was he good-looking?”



“Very. In a pretty kind of way. I mean, his features were... gorgeous. I suggested he present as a woman. She’d be stunning.”



Her eyes opened wide, and she nearly spat her drink out. She wiped her lips, put her arm around my shoulder, and squeezed me closer to her. Her hot breath whispered in my ear. “Are you gonna dress him up like a girl? I always wanted to do that to a guy. Some guys would be even sexier than a real girl. You know what I mean? He sounds like one of them.”



She leaned back, her arm still across my shoulder as I leaned against her. I sniffed her perfumed hair and whispered to her, “He’s visiting his sister. She and their mom used to dress him as a girl when he was little. I suggested he ask her to do it again while he visited her and told him he should travel back to me presenting as a woman.”



She crossed her legs and rubbed my thigh. Her breast rubbed against mine, and she winked at me. “Good suggestion, girl. That should be fun. Gosh, that makes me hot just thinking about it. A guy immersed in all the wonderful sensuality of being a girl. He’d be hot as heck. Think he’ll pass?”



This was my chance. “He’d pass with an A plus.. Some guys are just meant to be girls from the get-go. It’s who they are. Uh, so... you’d like to be with a guy like that? Just for sex, or a joke, or like... would you like being with them in a real relationship?”



“I think I’d
 love
 being with a
 girl
 like that. We’d have more in common than I do with regular guys, and I could have the best of both worlds. A girl with something special under her skirt would be fabulous. It doesn’t have to be huge to be nice. It’d be great with none of that patriarchal, macho bullshit but with the most useful parts of a guy too.” She raised her eyebrows. “Don’t you feel that way?”
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I rested my hand on Mindy’s thigh. “Why don’t we get some oysters? They have a nice selection here. East and west coast. I like the size of the east coast but the flavor of the west coast. Are you hungry?”



“Are you changing the subject? That’s okay. I love oysters and I’m hungry too.”



“No, no. Not changing the subject. Just thought you might be hungry.”



She smiled a flat-lipped smile and kissed my lips. “That’s so considerate. Thank you.” She slid her hand on my thigh, getting it partway under the hem, then back to my knee. “You do make me very hungry.” She kissed my lips again. Her perfume filled my senses, and she squeezed my thigh. I was dancing in my panties again.



I raised my hand and waved my painted nails at Brent. He brought over the current list of fresh oysters, and we each chose a dozen. He refreshed our drinks while we sat close, touched each other sensually, and watched his ritual. It was heaven. Not only was I with a woman I never would have dreamt of being with—feeling how silky and sexy she was and how good she smelled and looked—but I was the same way, and it was a perfect match of femininity and sensuality. Truly a meant-to-be situation, or so it felt. It seemed our energies fed and multiplied on each other. Me being fem made me more sensual and sexual and ready for a real woman.



I started asking more about Mindy and what she wanted in life, and we drifted away from the subject of men being dressed as women. Probably because I was always afraid to be intimate with a woman. Especially one as perfect as Mindy. Not to mention what might happen between Sky and me if Mindy and I got together. The plug made me remember how much I wanted him inside me. Not that we had made any commitments, but we were very much interested in each other. Why do things happen like this? All or nothing.



After our oysters, Mindy and I went to the girls’ room together. It was fun, with both of us primping in the mirror and spraying on perfume. When Mindy was done, she hung her purse on her shoulder and waited for me. I dried my hands, and she looked at the locked door, then wrapped her arms around me and pulled me to her. She smiled up at me. “Piper. I really need to go. I have an early flight tomorrow for an interview. I’ll be gone until Friday. The interview isn’t far from my brother, and I’m gonna visit with him for a while. You and I have got to get together again.”



“I know.” I broke our embrace and took my phone from my purse. She gave me her number, and I called it, then she put me into her contacts.



She wrapped her arms around me again. “I’ll miss you.” She leaned up and kissed me deeply. We fell into an embrace, and our breasts crushed against each other. Her hand slid over my butt and pulled me to her. She slid her leg between my legs, pressing it against my panties. I throbbed uncontrollably against her leg.



She pulled her head back and looked at me quizzically. Her hand slid between us, under my dress and onto my panties. “Oh... My... GOD! That’s wonderful.” She looked around, pulled me to the couch and sat me down. She hurriedly lifted her dress over her hips and straddled my legs.



She tugged my dress up and pulled my panties aside. She grasped my baton. “Oh god, Piper. I have to have you. I can never get pregnant and have kids and we’re both clean, so...” She held my shaft and slid her hot wetness onto it. “Oh god, Piper. See how wet you’ve made me. You feel so good inside.” She looked into my eyes. “You’re so pretty too.” She began to ride me, looking into my eyes, squeezing me inside her as she lifted up and dropped on it over and over. It was better than a Fleshlight. Her face flushed. “Hu, hu, uh, Piper,” she squeaked.



I thrusted up into her, holding her hips with one hand and squeezing her breast with the other and coming back down on my plug as I did. It was as if I were riding a guy while she rode me.



We locked eyes on each other. She gasped and shuddered, then her wetness ran over my stockings. She sped up, humped me harder, and squeezed me more while she squeezed my breasts. “I have another one coming, honey. Let yours go when I do this time. Please?”



Little did she know that I had no control over it. Her tiny body shook and shuddered again. I never would have thought a woman would react to me like this. The plug shot jolts of sensation as I rode it and shoved my myself into Mindy. I shot copious amounts of my passion into her. My body twitched; my legs tensed. I held her hips and shoved myself up into her tight, hot wetness as far as I could, then held it there while it pumped copious amounts of my released tension deep inside her. I whimpered. She flooded our legs. A knock came on the door. “One more minute!” Mindy called out.



We hurriedly cleaned up the evidence and ourselves and said our heartfelt goodbyes while waiting for the valet to get our cars. I went home happy, sad, fulfilled, and in love again.
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The next morning, I dreamt of Mindy and made a mess of my pillow. I decided I should get a chastity cage and leave the key at home if I went out again. I wanted to go out again, but I didn’t want the temptation of another woman to interfere with Sky and me. One was enough.



I bought a cage at the adult toy store in town—a nice, tight, tiny pink one I wouldn’t be able to take off without the key. I took it home and took a long bath, shaving what little body hair I had and scrubbing my whole body with a loofah until my skin was sensitive everywhere. Then I lavished lotion all over, making me silky and sweet-smelling.



By the time it was cocktail hour, I was more than horny again, and I inserted my plug, inflated it to a very filling proportion, and set the vibration pattern. I swelled in the cage and filled it tight. Now at least I could enjoy the sensuality of being my feminine self, aroused and filled, imagining Skyler filling me without the possibility of sex with another woman.



I decided to go someplace more casual so I could dress a bit less sensually and just have some bar food and a couple of drinks and relax by myself. Sheer suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut open to allow my cage and plug access, a denim mini, tan suede stiletto boots, and a pink V-neck sweater and denim jacket were my ensemble. I looked in the mirror as I sprayed perfume on. I was no less sexy and attractive, and certainly no less horny. Oh well. I just needed to relax and enjoy it.



The sports bar was noisy with multiple TVs going, guys playing pool and being rowdy, starting arguments over what team was better. Typical stupid sports bar shit. I found a seat at the back corner of the half-empty bar and set up shop. The bartender came over. “Hey there, sexy. Can I getcha somethin?” He wasn’t any better looking than he was classy.



“Uh, yeah, a beer would be good. Something dark.”



“How about a chocolate porter? They have nice head. You look like a girl who enjoys good head.” He winked.



I glared at the rude moron. “Yeah. That’ll do.”



I checked my phone and found another set of pics from Sky. She was in a really short clubbing dress and heels, and her hair had been highlighted and styled. She had two earrings dangling from each ear and a flash of teeth framed by her painted lips. Her long, polished nails ran through her hair. The text said, “I’d call, but as you can see, my sister is keeping us girls really busy.” I put my phone away.



I worried I might lose her before she even got back. I sipped the creamy head off my beer until I reached the chocolaty, bitter liquid. It was rich and pleasing. I perused the menu and found the perfect meal to go with it—an anchovy pizza followed by a hot brownie with ice cream for dessert.



I put the menu down and looked around the bar. Everyone was doing their own thing. I should be safe from approach here. Especially by any hot women. The only other girls in the place were wearing yoga pants or ill-fitting ripped jeans and T-shirts, with saggy boobs and sneakers or dirty, flat-soled Ugg boots. I guessed I was still overdressed for that place.



I drank my beer and moved from watching one commercial to another. The commercials were interrupted by sweaty guys playing different sports and other sweaty guys in the bar yelling at the TVs. Thank god Sky wasn’t like those guys.



“Hi, mind if I join you?”



I felt a hand on the back of my seat, and I swiveled, bringing my stockinged legs out from under the bar. I was looking into the whitest, most flashing smile on a creamy brown complexion, with smiling brown eyes of what must have been a six foot three or so, thin but firm, and
 very
 handsome black man.
 Shit!
 I rolled my eyes and grimaced.



Suddenly he looked embarrassed. Did he know I was a guy? He stumbled his words out nervously. “Uh, you don’t have to say yes. It’s okay. I’ll go over there. I, uh, I just thought we could—”



“Stop, stop. I’m sorry. Don’t be silly. Sit. Please.”



I swiveled my crossed legs back under the bar, and he slid onto the stool next to me, leaning back and giving me his hand. His pressed, button-down shirt, and clean, tight jeans showed he wasn’t like the other guys in here. “I’m Brian. I’m not a fan of sports, but I love the tap choices and the pizza here. Thought you might want some company, or maybe you could keep me from having to watch all the commercials by myself. I really don’t want to talk sports with anyone.”



“I’m Piper, Brian. Wow. You read me well. I was going from TV to TV watching the commercials myself. Glad you came over. I was just about to order some food too.”



“Great. For being so nice to me, I’ll buy, young lady. I could tell you were too classy for a place like this.”



“I’ll give you the same compliment, Brian.”



His eyes flitted about my face as he smiled. I couldn’t help doing the same. It was as if we both paused and took in a beautiful scene. “Uh, sorry. You’re just so pretty, I had to check you out more. Love your eyes and your eye makeup and lipstick and your hair and all of it. You’re so darn put together. If I met more girls like you, I might have found a girlfriend already.” He looked around the bar. “But this seems to be the standard for women these days. Yoga pants, sneakers, T-shirts, ripped jeans. Nothing pretty, feminine, or attractive about that. May as well be at a men’s gym.”



I nodded and took him in some more while he talked passionately. “Now you, girl, you got it. I mean...” He looked around the bar then leaned in toward me. I smelled his fantastic cologne. “I have to admit... Now don’t take offense or think I’ll get out of line, okay?”



“Uh, I guess.” I raised an eyebrow, wondering what was next.



“I’m trying to give you a compliment, but I don’t want to offend you or imply I’ll act improperly on my feelings. Can I tell you, Piper?”



“Uh, yeah.” I laughed. “Sure. I guess. I’m ready.”



He leaned into my ear, sniffed my hair. “Oh god, Piper. You even smell heavenly.” He chuckled. “I, uh, it wasn’t more than a few seconds after you said I could sit down, after I saw your sexy, stockinged legs swing out from the bar. I was glad you let me sit because I got a raging hard-on from you that would show if I kept standing.”



He pulled back. “There. I said it. I still have it, too, and it doesn’t want to go away.” He watched me. “You okay with my compliment? I won’t make unwanted advances. I promise.”



“I smiled and put my hand on his hard thigh and squeezed it. “I love it, buddy. You make me feel like an attractive girl. That means a lot coming from such a nice, handsome guy. You’re probably damn intelligent too. You carry yourself with such confidence. Thanks.”



The bartender showed up. “Want sumpin bud?”



Brian nodded. “Yeah, I’d like a beer like she has, and we’d like to order some food. Piper?”



“Yeah. We’ll split a large pizza with...” I looked at Brian to be sure he agreed, “anchovies, all the meats, cheese, peppers, and onions.”



Brian nodded. “Sounds good. And how about a couple of shots of tequila with lemon and salt. Piper?”



“That sounds great.”



The bartender wrote it all down in his scrawl and left.



Brian smiled at me and sat back, taking me in.



I shook my head, smirked, and raised my eyebrows. “Wow. I’m gonna do shots in a derelict sports bar with a big handsome black guy who has a woodie for me. That could be dangerous.” I laughed.



“Oh no. Like I said, I won’t do anything you don’t want. Promise.”



“I know. I can tell you’re a nice guy. It’s not about you. It’s about me.” I so wanted to feel his compliment for me right then and there. It was all I could do to keep from reaching under the bar and feeling it. “You see, I’m afraid I might become assertive and attack you.” I held my right hand with my left to keep it from reaching for his compliment on its own. “Like I said, handsome, tall, classy and nice, and probably smart as hell. Did you just graduate from tech too?”



He shook his head. “Nope. Last year. Interviewing on campus for some students to employ. I’m a mechanical.”



“See? I was right. You are smart. Smart as me at least. Probably smarter, though, cause this girl has many issues. I’m mechanical and graduated this year. Looking for a job.”



“Really? I have a couple candidates that I’d normally invite to come to me for the interview, but I decided I wanted to spend some time here for old times’ sake, so I came out. You need a job?”



“I do.”



He nonchalantly put his huge hand on my stockinged thigh and squeezed it. A jolt went off from my plug, and I throbbed in my cage. “Want to get involved in manufacturing?” He looked around and whispered, “Adult toys: vibrators, butt plugs, chastity cages... all that stuff. Weird, huh? We sell tons and need help designing and optimizing production. A mechanical would be perfect. I’m interviewing two of them.” I slid his hand on my thigh up to just under the hem of my mini skirt and back.



I squeezed his hand and made him slide it some more. “That feels nice. You have such big soft hands. As far as the job, it sounds fun. I probably bought some of the toys this week that you guys make, so I’d already have some of the customer experience and be able to relate to them.” I winked.



“Really?”



“Yup.”



“Which ones, and how were they?”



“I’m wearing them now.”



“Vibrating panties?” His eyes lit up.



“Uh...no.” Now what? Could I tell him? What would he do? Would he make a scene? I doubted that as I looked into his excited face. He was too nice a guy to make a scene. But then, he might like it, and how could I resist him? The plug shot off a series, and I oozed from my tight cage. “Uh... I’m wearing a plug... in my bottom. An expandable vibrating one. It’s fantastic.”



“Wow. That’s great.” A mischievous look came over him and he leaned in. “I’m a butt man anyway. Much better than a woman’s other way. No chance of pregnancy and much more exciting. Girls seem to like it too. I take it you do?”



“Uh, never tried it.”



“Really. Then why the plug? Learning maybe.”



“Yes. Research.”



“I see.”



Our shots arrived and we did them, then our pizza came right after. We ordered two more shots and beers and started eating.



“It’s gotta be the best pizza in the world.” He wiped his mouth and laughed. “Sorry. I can’t help scoffing it down. It’s like the more I can fit in my mouth the better it tastes.”



I mumbled agreement. “Mmm. Muph, hum, mumph.” I was doing the same. It was fabulous. Maybe we’d stay away from talking about the cage now.



He took a breather and slid a hand on my crossed legs. “So, sexy, what’s the other toy? You said
 them
 . You have one inside in front too?”



Here we go. I evaluated him again while chewing my pizza, my head down, looking up at him like a doe in the headlights. I swallowed. “I’m wearing a cage.”



His eyes shot open, and he pulled back, looking me up and down. He looked around. “No way. I mean... you’re gorgeous.”



“So? Only ugly girls wear cages?”



He chortled and leaned in. “No, sweet girl. You need to have something special under your skirt to wear a cage.”



I nodded... somewhat proudly now that he wasn’t freaked. “I certainly do. I’m a
 very
 special girl.”



“Yes, you are. It’s an honor to meet you. You’re the perfect girl.” His hand squeezed my thigh.



“Thanks.” I rested my hand on his and squeezed it. “Glad you’re not freaked by it.”



“Freaked? You’re a dream come true. I really have to be nice to you so we can get together again. You’re
 really
 turning me on now.”



“Maybe I’ll work for you, and then we’d have to hide our friendship.”



“Nope. I wouldn’t be your boss, so it would be fine. Hey, let’s get the interview done. You can email me your rsum and recommendation letters. Okay?”



He took his backpack off the stool, took out an iPad and interviewed me. We had another shot and another beer while we ate and did the interview. Of course, he helped me a bit with how to interpret the questions. I had to have aced it. I took my phone out and sent all the other things to his email. Now I had another number in my phone of another person interested in me. The cage didn’t stop this Skyler interference one bit. I was insatiable, and they were falling at my feet. How could I not?



Brian held the last slice of pizza out for me to bite. “Go ahead. You have it.”



“Let’s share it.” I took a bite. He took a bite then fed me again. When we were done, he put his big arm around me and snuggled me close to him. “This has been great.”



“It has.”



“I’ll let you know if you get the job of course. But I’d like to see you again either way. I’m falling in love. I’d love to make love to you someday... if I can earn your love for me.”



I rested my head on his shoulder, smelled his cologne, ran my hand on his leg and up to his crotch. I couldn’t help placing my palm on it to check it out. He was rock-hard for me, and he was huge. I squeezed it and rubbed it—thick, long, firm as hell. “I think you’ve already earned it pretty well so far, Brian. I’d love nothing more. I have dreams about men like you doing that to me.”



“Too bad I have such early interviews tomorrow and a hotel across town.” He looked at his watch. “I need to get going.”



“Brian! You can’t.” I rubbed and squeezed the cement column in his pants. Please?” I gave him a pout and doe eyes while caressing it. He gazed at me with a strange look on his face. Was he remembering this was a genetic male doing this to him, and was he grossed out?



I couldn’t help myself and continued to massage that thick, long piece of meat. What was I doing? I never would have done this before I did it with Sky. Now I couldn’t resist it. I simply
 had
 to make Brian feel incredible. I
 had
 to feel that luscious huge piece of him—and damn, vibrations went off like crazy in my bottom—the plug reminded me I had to see how good it would feel to have one erupting inside me. He looked nervous. Lost. He pushed my hand from him.
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“Brian! What’s the matter?”



“Honey, I have to go pee. Stop it. I’ve been trying to soften it since two beers ago so I can go, but you make me too hard all the time.”



I laughed. “Me too. Even in this cage. Okay. Let’s both go pee, and you can follow me to my place. It’s only a couple minutes’ drive. Does that work? We’re close to campus here. You can get more sleep.”



He grinned. “I doubt that, but it’ll be worth it.” He took my head in his hands and kissed my lips deeply. I throbbed in my cage and pulled away. “Stop. The power of suggestion. I really have to go pee now. Let’s go, then leave.”



He paid the bill, and we both went to the bathroom. I struggled to get it all out as I’m sure he did, because I was out before him. Wow. A handsome, intelligent big black man was falling in love with little old me, who was faking what gender she was. Or was she? I sure didn’t feel even close to a guy anymore. Not even a femboy.



Brian followed me home in his rental car. “Beer is in the fridge; booze in the cabinet next to it. Make yourself comfortable and I’ll be right back.”



I bolted up the stairs, stripped off my clothes and dressed in black thigh-high stockings, black bra, and black lace crotchless panties, a black baby-doll, and a short sheer wrap. I slid on some strictly bedroom, ultra-high heels, sprayed perfume over me, and navigated the stairs back down, holding the railing. Brian was on the couch with his eyes wide open, staring at me.



“Holy shit, babe! Wow, are you hot. Check out those heels. I love them.”



I walked in tiny, mincing steps as if I were on stilts. I felt so feminine and so deliciously vulnerable in them—like an offering to the male gods. My gel-form breasts jiggled in my bra, the nipples poking through the sheer materials. The cage tugged on my hard, trapped shaft, and the plug shot another blast of vibrational patterns into me.



I dropped to my knees on the floor next to Brian and looked up at him as I unzipped his pants, unbuckled his belt, and slid off his pants, shoes, and socks. I ran my hands over his smoothly shaved, hard legs on my way to my goal at the top—his leaping, oozing, thick, long compliment. I gingerly wrapped the fingers of both hands around it. My thumbs and forefingers didn’t even touch as my long, painted nails glinted against the milk chocolate skin.



I gazed up at my god as he smiled lovingly at me, his hand caressing my hair. “Oh Brian, you’re so beautiful.” I stroked it with both hands, staring at it in wonder and admiration. How could I never have felt this way before? It was integral to who I was now. I was in love with it. In love with making him feel so good. I was so proud of myself. It was such an epiphany.



“Oh god, Piper. It’s you who make me this way. Your eyes, your face, your hair.”



I put the tip into my mouth and ran my tongue around the head, making him moan. He rested his hands gently on my head. I bobbed my head on it, relishing it while I ran my tongue in circles around his velvety shaft. I tasted his salty beginnings, making me want more. I tugged and rolled his shaved globes with one hand, stroked with the other, and bobbed my head on him, looking up into his dark brown eyes. I was in heaven and throbbing and oozing in my cage. I wanted to get my gushing reward from him.



“Oh god, Piper. That feels so great. You’re magical. Be careful, though, or you’ll get a really large mouthful, girl.”



I watched him sip his drink, looking down at me while I savored my feast. I so wanted to have him erupt into my mouth. Feel it pass through my hand and run across my tongue as I swallowed greedily.



The vibrator shot off another series of vibrations; it made me shudder and reminded me what I really wanted. I wanted both. How could I have both? I couldn’t.



I felt Brian’s hands getting tighter on my head, and his face showed how close he was. His breathing was fast, and his hips began to thrust into my face. He clenched my head tight and looked into my eyes.



I slurped off his leaping lance and let it dance and spasm in the air. I stared at it. He groaned and gritted his teeth in desperation to stop it. An ooze came from the tip, rolled down the length. It rose and fell in the air but didn’t continue to leak.



I smiled up at him. “Sorry. Had to stop you. I want you to make love to me.” I stood and took his hand. He scooped me up under my knees and shoulders and carried me up the stairs. I hugged his neck and kissed it, giving him a hickey while I tongued his sweet skin. My mouth and tongue were as alive as the rest of me after having his velvet sculpture in them. They felt like there were sexual nerve endings in them as well as my locked rigidness, filled bottom, and the rest of my body. My whole being wanted to connect itself directly to him and allow me to drain him of his passion into my very soul.



He lowered me to my feet, took off his shirt, and placed it neatly on the chair. I stood there, throbbing in my cage while his eyes roamed my body. “You’re so gorgeous.”



“Just a second, honey.” I ran into the bathroom, took out my plug and tossed it in the sink, then went back out. He wrapped his arms around me and brought me to the bed, laying me on my back. He pushed my legs back and held his monster out to me. “Want it, Piper?”



“God, yes, please. I beg you.” I wriggled my hips, lifting them for him. “I’m all lubed and more than ready, sir.”



He slid between my legs and guided it. He pressed it against the entrance while looking into my eyes. I pressed myself against it and forced myself, stretching onto the tip. I gasped and my eyes went wide.



“You okay, baby?”



“God, yes. It’s so thick, Brian. Keep going. Please. Get it all the way in.”



He pushed it in slowly, watching me carefully. Just like my dream, it felt as if it would enter my throat soon, and then his pelvis was against my cheeks. I tugged his hard bottom to me. He kissed me deeply, holding it there and moving it slowly and torturously inside me. I oozed from my cage. My body was tingling all over. I broke his kiss, and he leaned up, looking down at me. His huge hands held my knees back while he stroked ever so slowly.



I wanted more. “Now honey, use me as your object for pleasure. Indulge your fervor in me, sir. Take me as yours and use me as your receptacle of lust to slake your thirst for me and deliver me to heaven. Give me my ultimate compliment by infusing me with your release. Fuck me, sir.”



He began moving in earnest, speeding up and withdrawing farther, and driving deeper. My feet in their bedroom heels flailed in the air above me, the lock on my cage clattered, and drips oozed from it between us while I watched in disbelief at the beautiful, smoothly shaved and glistening body of a most perfect man who was fucking my brains out with passion and lust for me.



I dug my nails into his hard ass. He grunted and shoved fiercely while looking into my eyes. “That’s it, Brian. Harder, faster. Fill me. Come inside me and make me come in my cage. Shove that beautiful beam up to my throat. Merge it into my body.”



The bed rattled and moaned while Brian’s breath came in gulps, driving his whole body into me like a pile driver. My head rattled around as much as my feet, but his grip on my legs held me pinned and kept my body in place for each penetration of my longing receptacle.



“Breed me, honey. I’ll let it go as soon as you do.”



He let out a howl and wrenched his head back, then all in one motion his body shoved that luscious connector into me over and over and over. His body tensed and he gasped and grunted as his fluids began shooting into my bottom. His energy filled me and seemed to nourish and enliven me, sending ripples of delight through my twitching and shuddering body. My rigid little piece, locked in its cage, spurted copious amounts of my sissyness all over my belly. I had been given my first release this way, and god, was it great. Even better than the dream.



Brian fell onto me; I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him fast inside me, feeling it spasming still. We lay there catching our breath. I fell into a deep sleep feeling totally satisfied and knowing... I was and always should have been the girl Brian had made of me now.
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I woke in the morning to the sound of running water. I looked around and realized what had happened last night and who was in the shower. I slid out of bed, fixed my hair in the full-length mirror, adjusted my stockings and breasts. I was pretty darn presentable for a girl who was willingly ravaged and bred by a male god last night. I smiled at myself.



Brian came out naked, toweling his hair. He smiled at me, his monument half hard and lifting to wave good morning to me. “Morning. Sorry, just realized my pants are still downstairs.” He came over and gave me a peck on the lips.



I touched the back of my hand to his cheek. “Thanks for last night. It was incredible. I know you have to go, but you can’t interview people like you are.” I wrapped my fingers around his semi-hard shaft and stroked it. “I’ll take care of this very quickly.”



I knelt and took him into my mouth like I had last night. I didn’t have the time to indulge in him at length, but
 his
 length fueled my desires as I madly ministered to him with tongue, hands, and mouth, all while looking up at him.



His hands rested lightly on my head; it didn’t take long to see his face and eyes reveal that my reward was on its way. I wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft and prevented my teeth from touching it. He gripped my head tightly in his big hands and thrusted short strokes into my face, looking into my eyes. I tugged on his shaved globes with one hand and wrapped my other around his shaft for him to pump through.



He penetrated my face repeatedly. My eyes went wide as his luscious, creamy lust for me flooded across my tongue. His knees went weak while, like a buck, he continued to stuff my face, my hand limiting his depth. It swelled and shrank in my mouth each time, all the while gushing gobs of goodness I swallowed voraciously while blinking and staying locked on his eyes. When he was done, I ran my tongue around the tip, making him shudder. He retracted it from my face and lifted me. He touched my hair, gazed into my eyes, and said, “That was fabulous. You look so gorgeous doing that.”



“Thank you. I agree. Well, I feel gorgeous, at least. Was it as good a receptacle for you as my receptacle last night?”



“They were both wonderful
 receptacles,
 honey. Fantastic. Never came so hard as those two. Gotta go, Piper. I’ll call.”



“Sure hope so. I love you, Brian.”



“Love you too, Piper.”



He ran down the stairs. I watched him leave from the window. I was alone again. I was in love for the third time that week. What would I do?
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I decided to be more normal and try to stop my hungering, lustful ways. I didn’t need to complicate my life any more than it was, with three potential loves of my life in tow.



I ate breakfast and tried to be unaroused, but I needed to get the monkey off my back. I removed the cage and took a shower with my new realistic dildos. I stuck one to the wall and let the other sit on the shelf while I washed and rode the first. I remembered how good Brian felt inside me, imagining it was him filling and retracting over and over.



After I had conditioned my hair, the luscious warm water cascading over me, my happy little guy leaping and falling in the water, I grasped the other imitation and began sucking it as if it were Sky. I fell into a space where there was no time. Just the sensuality of my body, the warm caress of the water, the scent of the soap and shampoo, and my rigidness oozing and leaping of its own accord.



Then it all came to a body-wrenching crescendo. I shook and shuddered, humping on the imitation and whimpering around my Sky substitute while I spewed huge streams. The sharp droplets of warm water were stimulating the spewing tip as it leapt and gushed. I held fast to the wall and pushed back on the penetrator to keep from falling. Once it had subsided, I relished the feeling of Brian inside me and gave a few last sucks to Sky while I breathed heavily through my nose.



Uncoupling myself and disconnecting my nerve endings from all the sensations, I rinsed off and toweled dry. My monkey was gone, but I didn’t know yet what to do. I definitely wouldn’t wear a plug, and since the cage didn’t stop me from being aroused or finding new people to fall in love with, I didn’t use that either. My times of least interest in sexual things were when I was in full boy mode. That, however, was the furthest thing from my mind. I was a girl now, and I had no desire to be the boring and mundane, can-of-peanuts person imitating a boy.



I dressed in suntan pantyhose with a small cut-out for my parts and slid into some simple pink stretch panties and a matching bra. A simple, feminine, flowing, flowered V-neck dress to the knees and a pair of white strappy wedge heels completed my outfit. I did my makeup and hair, put on some jewelry, sprayed on perfume, and packed a matching purse.



I stared at myself in the full-length mirror. A pretty, feminine, innocent-looking, but very sexy girl looked back at me. A smile spread across my face at what I had become and how good it made me feel. Now I needed to be simple, feminine, and not oversexed until my new loves returned to me. I had no idea what to do with all of them. I’d take any of them as a love for life, but I didn’t want to give up the others. Going from having no one to love me to having three, I just wasn’t ready to give any of them up.



I could apply for jobs, but I knew I had one coming with Brian, and what could be better than that? I basically had nothing to do. I stared into the mirror at myself. I looked out at the beautiful day outside. Well, what do girls do when they’re bored and have nothing else to do? Go shopping, of course.



Brian couldn’t see me until Friday when of course Sky and Mindy would also return, so I filled my daytime hours shopping and my evenings at home, washing and organizing my new things and eating Chinese take-out. I had plenty of time to think.



And think I did. I tried to imagine being with just one of my new loves, but it didn’t gel well. Then I thought about having all of them together and telling them my feelings and seeing where the chips fell. It could backfire on me, and I could lose them all, but it was the only way I might have a chance at having all of them as well. What the fuck? I came all this way, graduated as an engineer after much time, effort and difficulty and I became the girl I was always meant to be, and so why should I go for a small slice of life when I might be able to have the whole cake?
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On Thursday morning I was at the culmination of a dream when the phone rang. I wrapped my shooting shaft in my pillow and finished banging Mindy, then rolled over and picked up my phone off the charger. “Hello?” I said, breathing heavily, looking at it, and licking off my fingers.



“Hi, Piper? Are you okay? Sounds like I interrupted you working out.”



I rolled onto my back laughing. “No, Mindy. When I get the strong desire to do heavy physical activity, I usually lie down until it goes away. I was breathless because I was just having a dream about you.”



“Oh really? How nice. Was it good? As good as us at the restaurant?”



“Almost as good.”



“Did you make a mess, little girl?”



“Oh yes. Very much so.”



“Good girl! It makes me happy you’d dream of me like that. It’s a good sign that we have something special together. I’ve been thinking about you a lot while I was at my sister’s.”



“Really? Good thoughts?”



“Very. We spent time together and had girls’ nights out and met all these hot guys and did things with them. I couldn’t stop thinking about how much more exciting and good I felt around you. They were flat next to you.”



“They were probably bigger and better in bed, though, right?”



“Bigger, but not better, sweetie. I prefer pretty and intelligent to big and boring. They all want to
 be the man,
 very patriarchal, if you know what I mean. It’s disgusting, actually. It’s you I’m interested in. You that I’m in love with. I’ve never felt this way before about anyone.”



“But you had sex with them!?” I felt hurt.



“Of course. Why not? Wouldn’t you? What did you do while I was gone? I’m sure you met some people. I doubt you stayed home every night.”



“Uh, yeah. I guess you’re right.”



“Did you get laid?”



“Uh, yes.”



“Really! I’m so excited for you. You had your first. Was it the guy we talked about? Sky?”



“Uh, no. Another guy. He was big and handsome and smart.”



“Was it good?”



“It was great. Incredible.”



The phone got quiet.



“Mindy? You there?”



“Yeah. I’m happy for you. So... I mean... I’ll understand if you tell me you don’t want to see me again. But you know, you did just have a dream about me. I think that tells me something. Especially after you’ve been with a man you had a good time with. Don’t you think it means something?”



I took a deep breath and stared at the ceiling. I loved hearing Mindy’s voice, remembered how much fun it was with her. Two girls together.



“Piper? You there?”



“Yeah. The dream says you’re on my mind. What we have is special. I don’t want to give it up.”



“Fantastic! Me either, girl. So... can we get together Friday, tomorrow night? I’ll be back, and we can go to dinner or something.”



“It doesn’t bother you that I had sex with a guy?”



“I can’t say it doesn’t, but it’s good you did, because you need to be the girl all the way. Girls need that... hmm, how do I say it? Penetration, dominance, intimacy? It’s as if it’s a compelling, driving purpose of ours because we all have such a built-in need to please them and have them deep inside us, releasing their passion for us. I indulged in two guys to feel that this week, so how could I hold it against you? It’s part of your nature as a girl.”



“I never would have thought of it like that. That explains a lot about how I’ve been feeling lately now that I’ve chosen to be the girl I am. Mindy, you’re fabulous. No one has ever been so understanding with me about anything... me being the girl inside... all of it. You know me better than anyone.”



“Oh, Piper, you’ve been great with me too, not getting mad that I played around a little on vacation. You’re my special girl and who I want to spend my time with. I can’t wait to see you! Tomorrow night then?”



“Sounds great, Mindy. How about I figure out what to do for dinner and things, and then I’ll text you.”



“Great. I love you, sweetie!”



“I love you too, Mindy.”



Well, it seemed Mindy and I would get along well together. We might even end up doing girls’ nights together, and I’d have my cake and eat it too by being able to indulge in real men together.



I slid out of bed, slipped on some high-heeled mules, and went to make breakfast. After I ate and had some coffee, I showered while trying to put together a plan for Mindy and me.



When my hair was full of conditioner, my cell rang in the other room. I hurriedly wrapped a towel around me and ran into the bedroom, but I missed it. It went to voice mail. I stared at it while I dripped, waiting. The voicemail rang.



I picked it up and played it. “Hi Piper, honey. It’s me. You got the job along with another girl. We need to celebrate. I’ll be busy tonight, going to dinner with an old professor, but I’d like to see you tomorrow night if we can. Maybe I can take you someplace more special than the sports bar we were at. I’d like to go somewhere romantic so I can make another kind of offer to you as my girlfriend. Let me know if you have any ideas of what would be good. You can make reservations or text me to do it. See you soon, beautiful! Love you!”



I dried the phone off and put it back on the charger. “FUCK!” I got back into the shower. Before I got out, I got another voice mail. I was sure it was Skyler. It was. Everything happens all at once.



“Hi, Piper. I’m so happy you suggested I present as a girl because it feels so natural to me. My sister and I had such great girls’ nights out, and I can’t wait to get home and share it all with you. We could have such a great time sharing our own girls’ nights out and now, with a girlfriend like you, I know I want to stay this way and be with you forever. I’ll be traveling today... yes, as a girl like you asked... and I’d like to go out with you tonight. If that’s okay of course. Love you! Miss you! Thank you for getting me back to being who I was meant to be. Love you so much.”



As lucky as I was and as excited as I should have been to see that all these people were romantically and sexually interested in me, I was anxious, nervous, and not the least bit interested in sex or romance at the moment. I was scared shitless of losing them all.



I dressed in a mundane mini skirt and dress and did my makeup half-heartedly. I still looked like the girl I was, but I was more like other girls now, just a plain Jane. I had to figure out what the hell to do.
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I went to the park and watched the ducks. Mated for life. Male and female. So unlike so many humans. Especially for me now. I could be with Mindy, and that might be close to nature with her being a genetic female. She said she can’t have kids, but I don’t care about that anyway.



I watched an old couple strolling, the woman holding lovingly to the man’s arm as they smiled and walked along. Would I be able to do that as we got older? Mindy and me? Skyler and me? How about Brian? Brian and I looked more like a
 normal
 couple than Mindy and I. Maybe it’s more
 natural
 to be with him?



Then I saw a couple of middle-aged women walking hand in hand, obviously in love. Both feminine and pretty. It seemed so natural, as they appeared to have much in common—the way they dressed, walked, their hair, the way they talked. They seemed so much in love and connected to each other. Would that be Skyler and me?



I breathed in the clean crisp air filled with the scent of freshly cut grass and tried to do what I do whenever I solve problems. The engineer in me kicked in and started to rank my future happiness with each possibility. Though they all seemed to reach a very high grade, I couldn’t eliminate one or the other from my desires. Each one was different but had something I wanted. I thought about multi-variable equations and how there were distinct and different variables that all worked together to complete the equation. This was like that. Lose one variable and you lose the entirety. The solution is incomplete. I had to think more on those lines.



It was like a system, say, a house. A person didn’t choose between a bathroom, kitchen, or bedroom. All of them were parts of the whole. So how could I retain all of my interested parties so I could have a complete unit, equation, solution?



Well, look at the variables. Mindy? She would probably be open to others in the relationship, and Sky would be another girl like me, which should thrill Mindy. If Sky was like me regarding Mindy, she’d definitely want to be included in our threesome. Both of them should be an easy sell... I think. They’d fit the equation and interact well.



I wouldn’t report directly to Brian at work but would still work with him. He was more of a straight arrow per se, but he wasn’t at all afraid to show his interest in me. Not interested in regular girls but rather girls who present themselves well and are feminine and pretty... plus intelligent. I pictured Brian doing a spreadsheet on Mindy, Sky, and me and ticking off the characteristics of each of us that he liked. Then I pictured us all standing and posing before him, all of us smiling and being pretty. I could see the hard-on in his pants and tell he’d probably be pretty damn excited to be involved with the three of us. The full equation would solve all the variables completely, and each variable would reach its purpose in the equation. Simple.



I crossed my legs and bounced a high-heeled shoe as I grinned and gazed off into the sky. I sniffed the perfume on my wrist and imagined all of us as one big happy family. It made sense. I thought I could write the equation and solve it. Now... how?
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I chose a high-class gourmet restaurant and texted all three their time to arrive. If they arrived on time, which I suspected they would do, being engineers, Sky would arrive first as requested. This would allow me to work her over first, and then Mindy, and then Brian. With any luck, we’d have a quartet to make beautiful music after dining.



I shaved the little hair on my body and scrubbed my skin with a loofah in the tub, making it extra-sensitive and sensual, then followed with a floral-scented skin cream. I gave myself a pedicure and manicure with extra-long fake nails, all painted a pearlescent white. I took my time doing my makeup and hair, taking particular care to get it all perfect and as sexy as possible. I stepped into the bedroom and sat on the black satin sheets I had bought and washed for the night.



I wrapped a white lace garter belt around my waist, then attached sheer white lace-top stockings to it. I slid a white bridal garter with pink roses on the front up each leg. I’d have worn a classy black dress and stockings, but I felt I should be wearing white tonight to add a bit of a bridal feel, because it seemed like that’s what I was doing. I’d be their bride tonight. It was summer, anyway, so it wasn’t unheard of to go to dinner in white.



I slid on a pair of tight white lace and satin panties and tucked my rigid piece up against my belly in them. I wrapped a matching bra around myself, filled it with my gel breast forms, and adjusted my cleavage. I slid the flared-hem, V-neck, sleeveless lace and satin minidress on. It felt like heaven while it displayed my cleavage and hid my excitement beneath the short hem.



I put on my jewelry, sprayed perfume under my dress and all over me, and placed a clip-on flower in my hair. I wrapped a sheer white shawl over my bare shoulders and fastened the front with the snaps, creating a nice frame for my breasts. I loaded my purse, strapped it on, and looked into the mirror. I throbbed in my panties at the sight of myself and the thoughts of how they’d all feel the same for me. I was a perfect bride for all three of them, and hopefully they’d think so too.



I checked my watch. Plenty of time. I checked my phone. Text from Skyler, “Can’t wait. This girl is dressing really sexy for her girlfriend,” followed by red-lip emojis and hearts. The text from Mindy was a sexy dancing girl in a minidress GIF. I laughed. Text from Brian: Wedding-ring emoji, eggplant emoji, water-spray emoji, wedding ring emoji, eggplant emoji, ten water-spray emojis, throbbing-hearts GIF.



I individually sent each of them a bride walking down the aisle GIF with “Can’t wait, see you soon!” followed by a bunch of throbbing-hearts emojis. I laughed, checked myself one more time in the mirror. I nearly cracked my face, I smiled so widely, and went on my way to the restaurant.



I drove in my super high, strappy stilettos, loving the feel of them and the leather seat against my legs. The valet took my car away, and I was led to our high-back, curved booth in the corner overlooking a garden. I ordered a dirty martini and gazed out at the greenery, legs crossed and a foot bouncing, squeezing my thighs over my hard-on in my satin and lace panties.



My drink arrived, and I drank down half of it before I heard “Hey girl!” and Sky slid in beside me. She gave me a light kiss on the lips, pressing her thigh against mine as she sat close to me. “Hi, Piper! Thank you so much for this.” She waved her hands with their long, painted nails over her body, passing over her breasts and lovely cleavage down to the top of her short minidress. “I feel like a million bucks. So much nicer than the last time we were together.” She squeezed my thigh and caressed it with her soft hand, gazing into my eyes. “I love you, Piper.”



“I love you too, Sky. You do look wonderful. So much more interesting than before. It suits you well. Love your new highlighted spiky haircut. So feminine and spunky!”



The waiter came over and took her drink order.



“Thanks for the compliments, Piper. I had so much fun with my sister.” Sky leaned closer and whispered, “She took me the rest of the way to girlhood by introducing me to what it was like to have real men make love to me. In California, it seems the guys like girls a lot. Even girls like me.” Her hand slid under my dress and rubbed my hardness in my panties. “They love us having these.” She slid her palm on it. “And love putting theirs in my mouth or my bottom, and I can’t believe how much I loved all of it. Thank you for suggesting this.”



“Glad it worked out. So do you want to marry a man now?”



“I want to marry you. I know it’s quick but... It makes sense, two girls like us. We have so much in common, and we could have our cake and eat it too. That is, if you like to play around with real men too. It feels like it’s so natural to me now. How about you?”



“True. It’s like a need somehow. I guess we are a lot alike now. But really, get married?”



“If you want. We don’t have to think about that now, sweetie. Let’s just enjoy being together tonight. I’ve missed you so much.”



Her drink arrived, and she drank down half, and I ordered two more. “Uh, Skyler, about tonight... Well, I mean, if I were in California with you and your sister, would you still have wanted to have fun with some boys?”



She looked at me quizzically. “Why? Wouldn’t you? If you didn’t, I wouldn’t.”



“I held her hand and squeezed it in mine. “No, no. It’s just that tonight, I invited some others to join us. Some people I met while you were away. I think you’ll like them.”



“Really? Tell me about them. Did you have sex with them?”



I nodded sheepishly.



“Good. Then I’ll love them too. You’re a good judge of character. Can’t wait.”



“Well, that was easy. You really are being such a good girl.” I kissed her lightly on her lips so as not to mess our lipstick up. “Thank you. I think you’ll love it. We might all be together forever.”



I described Mindy and Brian to Sky, and she seemed plenty interested in both of them, especially when she knew they were both engineers too. She knew they’d think pragmatically, just like we did.



Mindy arrived next, and Sky fell for her in a second as did Mindy for Sky. Mindy didn’t know what to do, having girls like us on either side of her. She ordered a drink with a straw so she wouldn’t have to lift her hands from under the table. She stroked us both as we all chatted. Mindy was in heaven. So were we!



Brian showed up, and Mindy and Skyler’s eyes popped wide open as he introduced himself. He was dressed in a handsome suit, with an open-collar shirt, and he was flashing his bright white teeth, which contrasted with his dark skin and his smiling brown eyes. I could see Sky and Mindy melt when they shook his hand. He looked around nervously, trying to decide where to sit, and he looked to me for help.



“Anywhere, Brian. It’s fine. Right, ladies?” They both patted the seat next to them, and finally Skyler put her hand out and grasped his to tug him next to her. He sat down, and Skyler snuggled next to him, her hand under the table while he ordered his drink. The waiter left, and Brian leaned back with an arm around Sky and smiled at her. “My, my, you are quick, aren’t you? That does feel nice.”



Skyler smiled. “Yes, you sure do, Brian—you feel very nice. You’ll feel even nicer if you make love to me, though.” Brian looked at me, his eyes wide. I nodded. “Don’t worry, Brian. I think we’ll all be very close. I’d love to marry you all if that were legal. I think we’re all pretty close to an agreement on that... or will be soon.”



They all hit it off fabulously. We enjoyed a delectable meal in multiple courses while we touched and played beneath the table throughout. By the time we had dessert, we were all at the edge of stimulation and ready for an orgy. Brian paid the bill, and we all went to my place to enjoy the satin sheets.



At first, we scrambled onto the bed together in an unorganized lump. Brian was last to join, taking time to strip his gorgeous,smooth-skinned body naked. We writhed and moved about, sucking, kissing, rubbing, undulating like a wave of bodies. Then Mindy took charge and pulled me on top of her, her legs spread and pulled back. I held her heels behind her head as she guided me into her hot wet hole.



Skyler slid behind me, lifted my dress onto my back, pulled my panties aside, and slid her hard little shaft into me. I could feel her moving around to get Brian into her bottom; She gasped and I knew he had entered her. Brian grunted and began to thrust into her, slowly at first, then building until he had Sky ramming into me and me ramming into Mindy. Mindy shook and shuddered through her first body-shaking thrill while Sky squeezed my breasts and pressed herself tight into me.



Brian shook the bed with his animal passion as he shoved all his manliness into Sky. My body rippled with sensation all through it as I was sandwiched between them all and immersed in Mindy’s tight, wet hole. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. She moaned in my ear and said, “Come for me, honey. Come inside Momma. Let it go with me. It’s coming... oh god, is it coming.”



Mindy began to shudder and shake. Sky let out a whimper and a girly squeak, Brian grunted and shoved Sky into me and me into Mindy. I could feel Sky as she swelled and shrank inside me, her body shuddering and her breath choppy. Mindy cried out and shuddered and shook, and I spent gush after gush of toe-tingling, body-tensing fluids into her tight wetness.



I collapsed on Mindy, who peppered my face with kisses. Sky hugged me tight to her while Brian shoved the last ounces of his release into Sky, grunting under his breath.



We all fell from our organized stack onto our sides.
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I woke in the morning and slid out from under Mindy’s arm. I looked back at the three of them. What a wonderful life we were going to have together! I stripped and climbed into the shower. I worked the conditioner into my hair and felt big hands wrap around me. One wrapped round and stroked me as a kiss landed on my neck. “Mmm, you are gorgeous, Piper.” I felt Brian’s hardness slip between my cheeks. I grasped it and helped guide him into me. “So are you, Brian.” I held onto the wall, the hot water cascading down us both, his hard, thick shaft diving into me over and over while he stroked my begging shaft.



It didn’t take long for him to pull my hips tight to him and inject me with the luscious releases from his morning wood while I shot mine through his tight silky fist. We both held onto each other and the wall to keep from falling in the shower.



When we had caught our breath, we got out and dried off. I wrapped a towel around me to enter the bedroom, only to see Skyler humping into tiny Mindy like an adolescent little boy with a pillow in the morning. Mindy’s heels were still on, her stockings ripped, and her hair a mess while she grasped Sky’s bottom in her panties and forced her to thrust faster and harder. Soon Mindy came intensely as she always seemed to, and Skyler collapsed like a doll onto her. Mindy whispered to her, “Good girl, Skyler. You’re such a good girl.” She petted Skyler’s head and kissed her face.



I sat on the bed next to them. I leaned down and gave Mindy a kiss on the forehead. She smiled at me. Sky rolled her head to face me and smiled and winked. I kissed her forehead. “Well, looks like we’re feminized for good doesn’t it, Sky?”



She nodded. “Feminized
 is
 best, isn’t it, Piper?”



Brian ran his hand over my back.



“You girls are fabulous.” Mindy took a deep breath and smiled. “Aren’t they, Brian? But none of us girls could go for long without a real man like you, sweetie. So glad you’ve joined us all.”



“I consider myself pretty lucky,” Brian replied, “and honored to be with such wonderful people, and such beautiful girls. I’m so glad Sky and Piper are feminized for good now, and I can be with the most beautiful, sexy, and intelligent women in the world. Should I make us all some breakfast, girls?” He stood erect, his shaved and cleaned body glistening, his sculpted manhood at half mast.



I stood and took his hand. “Yes, make us breakfast. Don’t dress. Stay just like you are. I’m sure we girls will make it worthwhile for you.” I kissed his lips and slapped his bottom. “Cook, man!”
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