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“That’s it. Lick your lips, sweetie. Perfect.” The camera clattered off a series of shots.

“Should I turn the wig around so they can see my eyes?”

“No. That’s perfect. Lick some more.” The camera fired like a machine gun. “Great! Now do that while you tilt your head.” More clatters.

“You sure you don’t want some with my eyes showing? Maybe a little?”

“Heck, no. This way no one will know who you really are. You’ll create a stir with your mystery. Even though it’s gonna be advertising the lipstick you’re wearing, you can put this on your personal calling card too. Think of all the fun you’ll have when you meet new guys and show it to them.”

“True. I’ll bet they’ll love seeing my face with my eyes and nose covered and my mouth open while I lick my lips. That pic will help develop some real deep relationships.” I laughed. “Deep in my throat kind of relationships.”

“Who are you kidding? I know how little you can resist a nice thick, firm, velvety treat you can coax the passion out of.”

“It’s not that I don’t like it. It’s probably my favorite pastime. But I would like to meet a guy for more than just that. Someone who sees more than just a body with receptacles for his pleasure. Take some with my eyes showing.”

“No. I don’t want the lipstick company to have that option. This’ll generate more interest. It really focuses on how sexy a woman’s lips can be. How their lipstick turns the lips into something much more than a decoration or something kissable. It reveals the lust the lips can cause.”

“If you say so. Are we done?”

“Done. But don’t move yet. I think you might appreciate a little treat right about now... wouldn’t you?”

I stared up at where his face should be as if I could see through the hair in front of my face and nose. It made a curtain, reflecting the light from the white hair of the wig. It was my own little nest, separating me from the outside world. I felt his hand rest on my head. “C’mon, Cambden. You know you want it. You know how much I’d like it.”

I nodded and looked up farther, my nose poking through the hair now. “I know. Another guy who loves me for how I make him feel. A gay guy with a boyfriend too. A gay guy who’s my best friend but won’t commit to me because he wants guys and not a girl like me.”

I heard him unbuckling and unzipping his pants. “What can I say, girl? You’re just too pretty and feminine for me. You do have a lovely treat under your skirt, but I prefer guys.” I felt him slide his oozing tip against my lips. “Go on. You know how badly you want it, Cambden.”

I did. I wrapped my painted, long-nailed fingers around it, using both hands. I slowly squeezed and stroked it. I was a connoisseur of such indulgences, and Mike’s was one of the best ever. Just the right length, thickness, firmness, and always finishing with a good helping of his thick, creamy, salty and almost sweet reward. “Mmm, I do want it, Mike. Why do you do this to me?”

I took the tip between my lips and flicked my tongue on it, making him twitch while I tasted it.

“Uh god, Cambden! Easy with the tip... That’s better. To answer your question, I do this because we’re best friends. I love you. You love me.”

I couldn’t hold back. I did love Mike, and I loved making him feel good. I bobbed my head on his shaft, my lips tightly wrapped around it. I tugged on his shaved globes and breathed in his fresh and clean-smelling cologne. My tongue circled it as fast as it could go.

“Oh god, yes, girl—you are the best at this.” He squeezed my head tight. That was my signal he was getting close. I wanted to make it last longer. I slurped off it and pulled my hair aside with one hand, stroked him slowly with the other, and looked into his eyes. “I love you, Mike. You’re who I want. Why can’t I have you?”

He gazed lovingly at me. “You are soo sweet.”

I let the hair cover my face again, dove back onto it, and immersed myself in the pleasure. I throbbed in my panties as he made me hornier and hornier. I wanted his reward.

I decided I wanted his passion right then and became frenetic in my ministrations. His hands squeezed my head tight again. He thrusted through my fist, deep in my mouth, and held it there. I circled it with my tongue. His body tensed. The first gush raced across my tongue, and I swallowed it greedily and bobbed my head. My tongue ran rings around his shaft. It swelled in my fist and shot again. I went wild on it, making Mike moan and shake, his knees weak.

“Cambden....huh,” he gasped.

I sucked every bit of his sweet juice from him and didn’t stop. His body shuddered and shook until he forcibly tugged me off his luscious treat. I tore the wig off and licked my lips, smiling up at him. “That was pretty darn good.” I held it and looked at it, gleaming. “My lipstick didn’t even come off. They should caption the ad, Stands up to the most pleasant of uses.”

I tousled my hair and stood. I adjusted my black leather mini and checked that I hadn’t run my stockings. I wrapped my arms around Mike, all tucked away now. He gave me a hug and kissed my lips. “Sweet, sweet, Cambden. Can I buy you dinner? Our shoot is done, and James is out of town. Keep me company?”

“Make love to me tonight and I will.”

“Hmm.” He gazed into my eyes and ran his hand through my spiked, highlighted hair. “I do love you. But James wouldn’t approve, I’m afraid.”

“Fuck James! We love each other, damn it. C’mon. You owe me a real date tonight. I’m not letting you off so easy.” I slung my purse on my shoulder, dug out some perfume and sprayed it on me, grabbed his hand, and tugged him. “Let’s go. You drive. I have something to take care of while you do.”
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Mike held my door as I slid my skirt under me and slid onto the leather seat of his Genesis G70 hot rod. He closed my door and went around to take his seat. “So, how about French?”

“Sounds good. Think they’ll let me in dressed in leather?”

“Of course. They’d never risk losing our business. Besides, you don’t look slutty as much as avant-garde.” He swung us down the switchback drive to the gates. The bolstered seat and belt held me firm as I crossed my sheer, suntan-stockinged legs. I slid my hand under my skirt and lifted it. I pulled my panties aside and stroked myself, looking at Mike. “You’re too handsome for James. He has a beard.” I stroked it slowly. “Make love to me tonight. Please? I want you so bad.”

He glanced at me and smiled and then glanced at what I had in my hand. “You are gorgeous, really. If you keep doing that, though, you might not be interested in me making love to you anymore.”

I was at full readiness. I ran my thumb over the tip and licked it off. “Mmm, I’ll be careful. I just want you to see how hot I think you are.” I stroked myself slowly and wrapped a hand in his on the console. My head snapped back into the seat as the 365 horsepower of the little car made the speedometer go to sixty in about four, quick strokes of my shaft. He went for the far left lane.

I took a deep breath, tucked myself away, and slipped my skirt back down. “Do you always have to snap my neck like that when we get onto the freeway?”

“I thought you’d be used to that by now. Why get a car like this and not do it?”

“Because it’s like you. Handsome, powerful, and too fast for me to catch. Makes me want you more. Makes me want one of these too.”

“Get one. You can afford it. You’ll make enough from this ad alone to buy one.”

“I guess. I’d rather have you drive me. Always. We’re always together anyway. We’re partners in business, best friends, live in the same house. I was there before James was. He should be gone.”

I watched him drive, and I squeezed my wonderful breast. “These were worth the money. Don’t you ever want to feel them or suck them?”

“I’m gay.”

“You label yourself. Ever since I got these puppies and decided to be the girl inside me, like I needed to and should have done years ago, you stopped loving me.”

“I never stopped loving you. You’re just a girl now and not a guy, that’s all.”

“You frustrate me so much. I became what I am because it’s me. You love me—so what if I have breasts and hips and I’m pretty?”

“Right. So what if James has a beard? It’s neat and trimmed; his body is hairless and shaved.

“I still have the same parts you loved before, just with other more feminine and pretty shapes to keep them company. My body has no hair anymore. Should I glue a beard on?”

Mike took a deep breath. “Cambden, I’ll always love you. Now stop with this stuff, and let’s celebrate the most lucrative ad we’ve ever done, ready to go to print. Relax, sweetie.” He squeezed my hand.

My hand unconsciously slid on my silky leg as I gazed out the window in the dark. I sprayed some perfume on my wrist to sniff and make me feel better. I lowered the visor, turned on the vanity light, and touched up my lipstick. I flipped the visor back up. “Okay, at least I have you to myself for tonight, and for that, I’m thankful.” I leaned over the console and kissed his soft cheek. “I love you, honey.”

“I love you too.” He reached over and slid his hand on my thigh. “If I weren’t so gay, you’d be heaven. Maybe you should find a straight guy for yourself.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Straight, gay, seems I can’t get any of them because I’m neither. I want you. I don’t care about labels. Enough of this talk. I’m getting drunk tonight. And since the life I’m living is delivering everything except the one thing I want the most, I guess I need a new taste for life...somehow.”
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Mike pulled us up to the valet, who opened my door and offered a hand. I rotated my legs out and took it. Mike came around the car and took my hand. We took the elevator to the top floor.

The maître d' greeted us. “Welcome back, you two. So good to see you both again. You make such a wonderful couple. Will James be joining you, Mike?”

I raised my eyebrows and said, “No!” I slipped the maître d' a twenty. “Could we have the round booth I love so much?”

“Of course. You know we keep that one open for our special customers.”

He led us to our curved booth, facing out over the city lights and the hustle and bustle of the hordes going about their lives. It made me feel fortunate to be here with Mike and be able to spend time relaxing, enjoying our success, and being together.

I slid onto the cool seat, pulling my mini beneath me. Mike slid in next to me. I slid back closer to him so my thigh touched his, and I placed my hand on his leg. “Thanks for dinner. This always makes me happy.”

“Me too.”

We ordered martinis and chatted about politics. He wanted the socialist, and I wanted the moderate. It didn’t matter, though, because we wouldn’t ultimately decide who the Democratic candidate for president would be. We both just hoped for someone who could remove the homophobic, womanizing, lying, bigoted, elitist from the president’s office.

We indulged slowly and deliberately on west coast oysters, creamy, buttery, and rich, and sweet uni sashimi with sake, lamb shank navarin with a Saint- Émilion Bordeaux and a Paris-Brest for dessert with espressos.

By the end of the meal, we were in our happy space. Both of us engaged in each other and conversation as we always had. How could I get Mike to just give in to me already? James wasn’t like us at all. Why had Mike let him into our lair after I feminized myself?

“So.” Mike said as he squeezed my thigh and looked into my eyes lovingly. “So, buddy. What’s next?” He looked at his watch. “The night’s young. I don’t feel like watching tube, do you?”

“We could get a movie at home—eat popcorn and cuddle.”

“Hmm, how about we go to the club where we first met. That was a nice club.”

“The gay nightclub?”

“Yeah. Maybe we’ll meet some interesting people there.”

“Won’t James get mad?”

“Not if I don’t bring someone home with me. I have you to protect me from them anyway. It’s not like I’ll be by myself. C’mon, it’ll be fun. Like old times. You said you wanted to get drunk. I’m driving, not you, so you can.” He slid his hand on my leg and leaned in toward me, his eyes flitting about my face. Finally, his eyes rested on mine. He leaned in and gave me a peck on the lips.

“Okay, since you asked so nicely.” I smiled and kissed him back. “I’d like remembering when we met.”

“Great.”

Mike paid the bill, and I held his bicep tight to me as we walked out past the maître d'. “Ah, my favorite couple. Look how wonderful you two are together. Have a good dinner?”

I smiled and nodded. “Wonderful as usual, Evan. Thank you.”

We went down in the elevator. I was pleasantly buzzed and loving being able to hold Mike close. I leaned my head against his. “We make a good team, you know.”

“I know. Don’t know what I’d have done if I hadn’t met you.”

“You sure you don’t want to just cuddle at home?”

He grinned. “I know what you’re up to. This will be safer, and maybe you’ll make some new friends tonight. You should be more social.”

What was he up to? He said it was to revisit where we’d first met. But now he was talking about being social. Well, at least we’d be together, and I could get drunk like I planned.
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The club was thumping and gyrating like a machine. People were dancing, drinking, having fun. Guys with guys and girls with girls and girls with guys. We probably looked like a hetero couple to them, but clubs like this accepted everyone, no matter what.

Mike found us a couple of seats at the bar, away from the music. We ordered drinks and people-watched. I watched Mike study the crowd. He was being more observant than usual. I could tell he was sizing everyone up by the way his eyes moved. I could practically see his brain working. His photographer’s eye, in concert with his engineer’s brain, was capturing every nuance.

“Penny for your thoughts. Are you working?” I asked as I rested a hand on his leg, both our seats turned to face the crowd.

“Uh, no. Just looking.”

“For what?”

“Oh, nothing.” He looked at me and slid a hand on my crossed leg. “Just my brain kicking into analysis mode. See those girls over there?” He motioned his head to the high-top table they sat at.

“Yeah, the two lesbians?”

“No, not lesbians. Well, maybe lesbians, but a different kind. Ah... shit on the labels. They’re girls. Girls like you.”

“Really? You think so? How can you tell? They don’t look the least bit male.”

“Do you look male?”

“Well, no. But...”

“Exactly. I can tell they’re like you because girls like you are prettier than other girls, more feminine and sexier, better put together. You pay more attention to showing off your best assets and presenting a complete and beautiful image. Lots of attention to detail. Regular women don’t have a chance at looking as good or being as feminine and sexy. Those two girls are like you.”

I observed them for a while as I sipped my drink. They were gorgeous, alluring. Their hair, makeup, jewelry, shoes, stockings, and minidresses were all perfectly put together. They did look better than most women do. “Maybe you’re right, if your criteria are valid. You really think I look better than a regular woman?”

“Absolutely. You’re drop-dead gorgeous.”

I put my hand on his shoulder, leaned in, and kissed him gently on the lips. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” He turned back to watching them. I ordered another drink, and we studied the crowd. I spotted another group of girls like me—or at least we both thought they were.

After I finished my next drink, I was feeling pretty darn good. “Okay, wanna bet?” I asked Mike.

“Bet what?”

“Bet on what those girls have under their skirts.”

“What? You’re gonna ask them?”

“Sure. Heck, why not? You said I should be more social.”

“What do you want to bet?”

“You make love to me tonight if you’re wrong. You think you have such keen observation skills; put some skin in the game.”

“I’m never wrong. And if I’m right, what do you have to do?”

“Hmm, how about I get more social like you want me to and make a new friend.”

“How about you take one home with you, and she makes love to you. That sounds like an even exchange.”

“Hmm.” I looked at the girls. That wouldn’t be beyond possibility. “Uh, I’d rather have you make love to me. I want you. How about I stop bugging you for one night, and I go on a date with her?”

“Okay. That’s a start in the right direction, at least.” He stood and took my hand. I slung my purse on my shoulder, and we took our drinks over to the high-top.

“Mind if we join you, ladies?” I said as I met their eyes. “I might have something in common with you two, and we’re curious.”

They looked us both over cautiously. I leaned in to one of them and whispered in her ear, “I’m a girl with something special beneath my skirt. I don’t mean to offend you if you aren’t, but we have a bet going, and my friend is looking for friends for me.”

She grinned and leaned back, looking at me from top to bottom. She smiled and said to her friend, “Candy, welcome one of us.” She stood and said to me, “Hi, I’m Patty. Candy’s wife.” She held her hand out. I shook it and she hugged me. “So nice to meet you.”

“You too, Patty. I’m Cambden and this is Mike.”

Candy came around and gave me a hug too.

Mike greeted them and we all sat, chatting affably. Mike was being good by abstaining from the shots we girls ordered. We all danced and partied, and when it was starting to get late, we exchanged phone numbers and added each other to our contacts.

Mike whispered to me, “See, I was right, as always.” Then he turned to the girls and asked, “Would you girls like to come to our house and sleep over? It’s Saturday tomorrow, and we have lots of space. I could make all of you breakfast in the morning. Not to mention, I’m the only one sober enough to drive right now.”

They looked at each other. I knew Mike was gonna do that. To hell with him. They were fun and nice, and I liked them both. I wrapped an arm around Candy and said to them, “Yeah, c’mon, it’ll be fun. We have lots of room and a great place. Come see it. I don’t want you to go yet.”

I stroked Candy’s hair and kissed her cheek. “Please?” I looked to Patty. “Pretty please? You girls know all about us now. Come with us.”

They looked at each other. Patty shrugged her shoulders. Candy beamed and jumped up and down, clapping. “Yea!”

We left the city. Candy and Patty were in the back seat, kissing and fondling; Mike and I held hands as he drove. I said to him, “I guess that was a good idea tonight.”

“It was. See? Mike’s always right about everything. Now you have new friends and playmates.”

“We’ll see.”
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Back home, we all had another drink and showed the girls around the house, where they could sleep, and so on. Mike put a movie on in the entertainment room and made popcorn. The girls grabbed me and had me sit between them on the couch. Mike fell asleep on the other couch.

It was like being in a dream, having the girls both paying so much attention to me—caressing and kissing me, their perfume filling my senses, their soft hands beneath my skirt and on my legs and breasts. We took turns sucking each other’s breasts and shafts. We were a writhing mass of flesh interlaced and wrapped in lust.

I managed to slide out from between them and took their hands to guide us, our heels clicking as quietly down the hall as we could, upstairs to my bedroom. I pulled back the pink satin sheets, and we climbed onto the bed together. I slid to the middle and put my head on the pillow.

Candy slid between my legs and kissed me deeply while her hand lifted my skirt, pulled my panties aside, and she wrapped her fingers around my hardness. Her other hand pressed one of my thighs back. I reached for the nightstand, grabbed some lube and put it in my hand. I lubed her luscious shaft; she pressed my other thigh back and guided herself into me. I gasped.

I saw Patty lubing herself by the nightstand, and then she climbed onto the bed behind Candy. She lifted both their dresses and pulled Patty’s panties aside, then pushed it into her. Candy gasped and looked into my eyes as Patty thrusted into her, forcing her into me. We were a train in motion.

My feet flailed above me in my heels as I lowered my top to reveal my breasts and squeezed them both. Candy leaned down and sucked one for a while as she thrusted. Then she looked into my eyes again. “You’re so beautiful.”

I reached up and slipped her breasts free of her top and squeezed her nipples, tugging on them. Patty reached around from behind Candy and squeezed one breast in each hand while she kissed her neck and rammed Candy’s ass, shoving Candy into me.

We rolled on at a regular pace, all of us moaning and whimpering. The bed was shaking as Patty said, “Ready, girls?”

Candy shoved her ass into Patty and reached behind her, grabbing her butt to make Patty go faster. At the same time, I lifted my hips and took Candy deeper into me. Patty sped up, and we were gasping for air as she then shoved deep into Candy, and Candy bottomed out in me, her eyes locked on mine.

Patty came, Candy came, and I came all over my belly and skirt. Our bodies shuddered and shook, we squeaked and whimpered.

“Hu,hu,hu...”

“Uh!”

“God!”

Patty thrusted hard a few more times and then fell onto Candy, who fell onto me. I wrapped my fingers in Candy’s hair and kissed her deeply.

We lay there, stacked up for a while, catching our breath. It was incredible. Mike had been right again. I was glad I’d done this. I stroked Candy’s hair. Pat rolled off her to the side. Candy rolled off me between the two of us. We all spooned each other.

I thought about what had happened and how good it was. Then I thought about Mike, downstairs alone, and how he should be with me. How he was the one I wanted to fall asleep with. These girls were fun and nice enough, but Mike and I were a team, in love, and the ones who were meant to be.

I lay there in their loving embrace, and I missed Mike, remembering the days when we’d slept together. I imagined Candy was Mike spooning me and drifted off to sleep.
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When I woke up, the girls weren’t in the bed. I looked around my room. No sign of them. I slid off the bed, stripped my clothes off, and rinsed off in the shower. I slipped into a short pink satin robe and some fuzzy pink mules and went downstairs to the kitchen.

“Fantastic!” Mike said as he stood at the stove.

I smiled and waved to the girls at the table. Their eyes were wide and bright. They waved back and chimed, “Good morning!”

The girls clapped their hands and yelped in joy. I had missed something.

I walked up behind Mike and checked out what he was cooking. “Hmm, a very special breakfast.”

“Yeah, I thought I’d give the girls a taste of a bracing Irish breakfast.” I looked at the pans then peeked in the oven. “Wow. Cockles, black pudding, ham, and eggs. Authentic.”

“I had all the ingredients from the last time we went into the city, so I thought, why not celebrate?”

“Okay. What did you say fantastic for? Everyone’s in such a good mood. The girls are yelping and clapping.” I turned to the girls and leaned back against the counter. They were drinking orange juice and chatting animatedly.

“What’s up, Mike? Tell me.”

“Well, of course this is dependent on you.”

The girls heard him and stopped and waited, watching me.

“Dependent on me? What’s dependent on me?”

“Whether you think it’s as good an idea as the girls and I do.”

“What, Mike!? Spit it out, damn it.”

“Calm down. See, I should have spoken to you first, but we started chatting, and we all had such a good time last night that...”

“Mike. You’re always right, so SPIT IT OUT!”

“If it’s okay with you, honey. Only if you agree. I, uh... I offered the girls the opportunity to live here with us... and James.”

He looked nervous. Uncertain. I looked at the girls. They had their hands over their mouths, waiting, their eyes wide. I laughed. “Hell, yeah. Why not? Sounds like fun. You’re right again, Mike.”

He wrapped his arms around me, hugged me, and peppered my cheeks with kisses. “Thank you. You’ll see. This will be the best thing for you.”

“What about James?”

Mike’s face was blank. “We’ll see.”

“Are you prepared for him being pissed? This could send him on his way.”

“Nah. Why wouldn’t he love a house filled with you girls?”

“Why? Because he’s your lover.”

“But we own the house, he doesn’t.”

“Mike. You’re making me feel really optimistic about this. I know you’re doing this to try to get me to forget about having you as my partner for life, as my lover. But you’re taking the risk of losing James, which only proves to me how much you love me. My problem with James will be resolved not through me falling in love with these lovely girls but by losing James. Soon he’ll be gone, and you’ll be making love to me again, and we can get married.” I kissed him on the lips. “I’m going to sit with the girls so you can deliver our bracing Irish breakfast to us.”

Mike cooked without saying anything. I think he realized he might very well risk his relationship with James.

I slid in against the wall on the built-in seat and gave each of the girls a kiss. “Good morning again, ladies. Or should I say, housemates? I guess this is moving weekend. We’ll all need a hearty breakfast like this. I now know why Mike made it—not so much to celebrate as to provide fuel to get you moved in. Hope you like black pudding and cockles.”

Candy said, “We love black pudding.” She rolled her eyes and covered her mouth. “But hey, that’s what life’s about—trying new things and developing new tastes for life, right?”

I patted her leg. “So right, sister. So right.”

Pat asked, “What’s a cockle? It sounds like a little cock. That sounds really interesting.”
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We ate our bracing Irish breakfasts, and Mike went into the shower while the girls and I cleaned up.

“So, Candy and Pat, are you two excited about living with us?”

They looked at each other, then Candy looked at me and said, “The place is great, but I think we might be getting in the way. With James and Mike, that is.”

I put my hand on her shoulder. “No, please. You both have to stay. I want to marry Mike; we both love each other. You need to stay and help me accomplish that. Maybe some combination of making Mike jealous of you two and James not liking you around, making him want to leave, will do it. I know it’s a lot to ask, but please, can you help?”

Pat dried the pot and said, “I vote we stay and help Cambden, Candy. She and Mike make a great couple, and they deserve a chance to get through this. I mean, they were in love as guys before this. Mike just needs to grow up and give up his paradigms about what defines being gay.”

Candy nodded. “Okay. We’ll do it.”

I gave them both a hug. “I love you girls. Thank you. Okay, let me get dressed, and we’ll get you two moved in.”
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We spent the day moving the girls from their apartment into our house. It wasn’t too bad because the city apartments aren’t very big and come furnished. It was Sunday, and James wasn’t due home for some time yet.

When the girls were settled in, Mike asked, “So, girls, should we go to dinner? Get takeout? Cook a meal together? What do you think?”

I sat at the island counter, sipping a martini along with Candy and Pat. Mike leaned back against the sink, downing a beer. I raised my drink and said, “I’d like to have a couple of these and rest. That was work today. I vote Door Dash.”

The girls nodded. Mike took his phone out. “Okay, what kind of stuff? He read off the Door Dash options. We decided on food from our favorite French restaurant, where we’d eaten the other night, and he placed the order.

I finished my martini and stood. “Okay, ladies, who would like to take a shower together? We have that nice walk-in with the multiple heads in the master suite.”

They both nodded and smiled.

“Good. After that we can get dressed for dinner. Should we invite Mike to bathe with us?”

They looked at him and shrugged as if they wouldn’t mind but weren’t thrilled.

I asked, “Mike? Wanna join us?”

“Uh, thanks, but I’ll use your shower, Cambden. Then I’ll be ready for when Door Dash shows up.”

Candy, Pat, and I had a ball showering and playing with each other, and by the time we had washed each other’s hair, sponged each other’s bodies, and paid special attention to our breasts and other sensitive areas, we were ready for a fun night of sensuality.

Mike put the food out in the great room on the big coffee table in front of the leather sectional, along with open bottles of wine and a pitcher of martinis.

Candy, Pat, and I couldn’t resist dressing up like we were going clubbing—stockings, heels, and revealing minidresses. We all looked hot as hell and smelled like a dream. We sat on the sectional, made up plates, poured drinks, and sat back together.

Mike was on the other section, digging in. “I am so spoiled by this restaurant. Any other place’s food seems boring next to theirs.”

We all nodded. Candy held an oyster in front of me. I opened my mouth and licked my lips, sticking my tongue out a bit, and she slid it off the shell into my mouth. I crushed it against the roof of my mouth, tasting the mineral-rich, salty delight. “Mmm, soo good.  Thank you, Candy—your turn.”

I fed one oyster to Candy and then one to Pat. We giggled and laughed and stole caresses and pecked kisses now and then while we indulged. None of us paid any attention to Mike, who sat there eating and watching us. I felt bad doing that to him, but it was part of the plan.

When we were all done eating, we cleaned up and found a movie to watch together. Mike sat there while the three of us caressed, kissed, ate popcorn, and cuddled. When the movie was over, I asked Mike, “Honey, would you mind if the girls and I slept in the master suite? Your bed is a king, and mine’s only a queen. It would fit us much better.”

“No problem. I just changed the sheets today.”

“Did you change my sheets?”

“No, honey.”

“I have fresh ones in the linen closet you could use. The baby blue satin ones.”

He grimaced. “Of course. No problem. I’ll go make it now.” He left the room.

“I think it’s working. This is driving him nuts, not getting any attention.”

Candy said, “I feel bad. You two should be enjoying time together while James is gone.”

“No pain, no gain,” I said. “C’mon. Let’s go make it worse for him. He’ll go into his room to get clothes for tomorrow.”

I took them into the master, pulled back the covers and sheet to expose the black satin. I sat on the bed and said, “Daisy chain?”

They smiled and hooted, and we arranged ourselves in a circle, with me sucking Candy sucking Patty sucking me. It took no time for us to get in sync, and they all followed my lead, doing what I did. It was as if we were sucking our own cocks. I’d run my tongue around Candy’s, and she’d do that to Pat, who would do it to me. We were all moaning around each other’s lolipops when I heard Mike come in and get his clothes. He stopped and watched for a bit, then went into the closet and came back out. He sat on the chair and watched us. I could tell he felt left out.

We dragged it on thoroughly, enjoying the system we had going; we made the bliss last until we couldn’t take it anymore. Candy came first in my mouth, setting off the sequence. We humped into each other’s faces and whimpered and moaned while our bodies shook and tensed.

In the corner of my eye, I saw Mike rubbing himself through his pants, and then his body tensed. I could tell he came in his pants watching us. So much for trannies not being sexy. So much for him being purely gay.

When we were finished, we just lay there, letting ourselves go limp in each other’s mouths. When we broke apart, Mike was gone.

We did a similar routine after work each day, making love or having a daisy chain, all the time sleeping in the master suite except when we went out for dinner or cooked and then... James came home.
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“Honey, I’m home!” yelled James as he wheeled his bags into the foyer.

Mike went running from the great room to James, leaving the three of us in our usual positions on the couch together. “Hi, honey—I’ve missed you so much!” I heard Mike say as he ran to him, and I was sure, hugged him. “Let me take your bags. There’s a slight modification to our sleeping setup.”

“What?”

I stood and took the girls to meet James. “James, I’d like you to meet some friends of mine. This is Candy, and this is Patty. Girls, this is Mike’s lover, James.”

They both greeted him politely. Mike said, “Yes, these girls are staying with us. Since Cambden’s bed is only a queen, I let the girls and her take the master bedroom because it has a king-size bed. You don’t mind, do you? It only makes sense.”

James looked the girls up and down. He glared at me. He turned to Mike, red-faced. “I thought your partner was a tranny. What’s she doing sleeping with two real women? Why here? Why in our bed?”

I stepped up to him and got in his face. “This tranny is a girl, and these girls are girls just like me—with all the extra equipment that makes us so special. That bed is Mike’s and mine, as is this house, which we own, and so... you don’t have shit to say about it.”

He stepped back from me. “Fuck I don’t!” He turned to Mike. “Tell your shemale bitch who’s in charge, Mike!”

Mike sheepishly looked at me and then at James. “James, this only makes sense. She’s right on all counts. Now give these girls some respect and stop calling them names. I want you to be nice to them.”

“How long are these two new feminized faggot sissies going to be here? One is bad enough. People with cocks don’t wear skirts and fake being girls. It’s fucking sick.”

“These lovely ladies are going to be here as long as they like. Hopefully for a very long time. Cambden and I happen to like them very much.”

“Fuck! Fuck this! Mike, using your bitch ass for my pleasure isn’t worth having to put up with these three. It’s embarrassing enough for two gay guys to have a tranny in their house. When I want to see my friends, we have to go out—I can’t have them over when she’s here. Now there’ll always be one here, and what if our normal gay friends find out? They’ll reject us. I’m not a whining, woozy Democratic liberal like you. Never understood that from you or how you could be so rich and want to be a fucking Democrat. At least that’s easier to hide. Gay guys don’t hang with trannies, never mind live with the freaks. Especially gay Republican guys. It’s them or me.”

I elbowed Candy and squeezed Pat’s hand.

Mike’s jaw dropped, and he stared blankly at James. His eyes flitted. I could see him thinking, taking it all in.

James said, “C’mon, you tight bottom bitch ass. Make a fucking decision, or I’m leaving now.”

Mike took a deep breath. He smiled, tilted his head. He moved close to us and got between Candy and me, wrapping his arms around us all. We all smiled. Mike said, “Get out!”

James turned on his heel and tripped over his suitcase. He scrambled to get up, then composed himself and said, “Good riddance, freaks!” He went out the door, slamming it as he left.

I wrapped my arms around Mike’s neck, kissing his cheeks all over. “Thank you so much. I love you for standing up to him. I love you anyway.”

I turned to the girls. “Thank you too!”

Candy said, “He’s a piece of work. Mike, you’re too nice a guy for him. Do gay guys really think we’re freaks?”

“Some do. Some gay guys think because they have a dick, they need to be manly. It’s seems weird to me, but James is one of them.”

“How can someone who’s faced prejudice for being gay be prejudiced against anyone else? I just don’t get it.”

“It’s tribal, I guess. You know, being a lemming in order to fit into a particular tribe. Like religion and race and now sexual and gender preference. Human idiocy. I’m sorry you had to hear him say those awful things about you.” He turned to me and placed his hand on my cheek. “And the way you got in his face, I was afraid he’d hit you.”

“He’d never hit me. He remembers that I became a black belt before I feminized myself. He knows I’d kick his ass, and these heels would make a mess of his balls.” I laughed. “I’m sorry it took this to reveal what he was. I didn’t like him calling you his tight-ass bitch either.”

Mike rolled his eyes. “Guess you were right this time. Don’t know what took me so long to see it.”

“Do you think a little like him? I mean like guys aren’t supposed to be wearing skirts. Is that why you stopped loving me?”

Mike’s face turned red. “Sorry to say. Yeah, I did. It was deep in my brain, that little voice that told me not to.” He closed his eyes as if listening. “It’s gone now. I love you, and I don’t care what stupid bigots like James think about it anymore. Marry me?”

I gasped and covered my mouth. Candy and Pat jumped up and down and danced around yelping. “Oh my god! Yes...YES, YES YES! A million times yes.” I wrapped my arms around him, hugged him tight, and gave him a deep kiss. “I love you so much!”

The girls came over and wrapped their arms around the two of us for a group hug and congratulated us both.

Candy said, “Pat and I will go change the sheets on the beds so we can swap rooms back for you two. I assume, Mike, you’ll be sleeping in the master with Cambden?”

He stood with his arm around my shoulders, pulling me to him. “God, yes. I’ve missed having her with me for soo long. Now my brain is more than ready for her. By the way, Cambden…” He peppered my cheeks with kisses, making me laugh. “Your room is really pretty. It makes me feel so relaxed in there with the pinks and baby blues and your decorations and pictures. It feels nice. Maybe we should redo the master the way you want it.”

“Really? That’s so un-masculine though.”

“I know. I’m not really such a masculine guy anyway. Never was. I could use more feminine in my life.”

“Hmm. Why stop at the room, honey? You have the body, voice, and now the feeling for it. Maybe you should try being fem this weekend.”

“Wait a minute. I didn’t say that so you could feminize me.”

I turned to the girls. “Girls? What say we turn Mike into Michelle as our own living Barbie doll?” I raised my eyebrows, and the girls lit up and said, “Yes, yes, yes, yes...” over and over while jumping up and down again.

I turned to Mike. “What say, princess? Join the club? You’re gonna marry one anyway, and who knows what your remaining gay friends will say. May as well become a freak. Maybe it’ll give us both a new taste for life.”

Mike shook his head and looked into my eyes. He wasn’t mad. His eyes flitted over my face, and I knew he was thinking about what he might look like. “Uh, well, let me think about it, okay? One thing at a time.” He looked at the grandfather clock as it struck eleven. “It’s late. Let’s get the beds done and go to bed. I wanna fall asleep with you in my arms.”
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Mike and I slept together for the first time in years. He was hesitant to make love to me, but I didn’t push him. I was sure he was tired, and as I thought about it, it was always me who had made love to him before. How stupid I was. Just because I felt and acted like a girl, I thought he should make love to me, not the other way around. I was supposed to be the top for him to enjoy it.

Why didn’t I think of that before!? I guess because I assumed I was supposed to act like a girl and have a man penetrate me, not the other way around. I had created this whole problem and didn’t even know it. Damn!

Like James said, Mike was a tight bitch ass. Mike preferred being a bottom. I saw myself as a bottom to Mike because he looked like a guy, and I looked like a girl. Epiphany! We humans are so weird sometimes. We both needed to open ourselves to a new taste for life.

I smelled his skin as he slept, remembering how good he always smelled, even without cologne. His pheromones, his natural body chemistry or whatever, gave him a scent I’d always loved. I’d even sneak a previously worn shirt from his closet to wear when I cleaned the house or lounged around just to smell him near me.

The sun came through the east windows, making the room bright. I kissed his neck, ran a hand through his hair. “Honey, what can I make you for breakfast? We have a big day ahead of us.”

He rolled onto his back, put his arms behind his head, and looked at me. He reached out and ran the back of his palm against my cheek. “You do look better as a woman than a man. You’re so pretty, Cambden.”

“I know. You will be too. You’ll see.”

He sat up, his eyes wide. “Cambden, no, please. I’d feel silly.”

“Oh, not for long. When you feel how good it feels to be feminized, sexy, sensual, you’ll never want to go back.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of. Like you did.”

“So? What’s wrong with that? So what if doing it gives you a new taste for life? What’s bad about that?”

“Uh...our customer relations?”

“They won’t care. They’re all liberal.”

“Our friends?”

“If they drop us, they’re not friends worth having.”

He nodded, looking at me and running his fingers through my hair.

“You’ll be pretty, Mike. Such a pretty Michelle. Plus, you’d make a fabulous bottom then.” I grinned. “I realized why you didn’t make love to me. You want to be made love to.” I touched the side of his face. “I’m sorry I didn’t realize that before. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I should have said something, but you being a girl now, I didn’t think you’d want to be on top.”

“Yeah. I know. That’s exactly what I was stupidly thinking too. So, ready for a new taste for life?”

He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. He stared at me blankly. His eyes studied my face and hair.
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I watched as Mike ate breakfast silently while the girls and I talked about what to do in his feminization. When we had a list and a plan for the day, I sat back and sipped my coffee, looking at Mike reading the news on his iPhone. “You okay, honey?” I asked him.

“Yeah. Fine.”

“Wanna take a shower with me? I can help remove the little body hair you have. I can reach the places you can’t.”

“Sure. I guess we’re going through with this, huh?”

“Honey... you don’t have to. I think it would be good for you to try, though. It’s all reversible. It’s not like you’re getting breast or hip implants yet.”

“Yet? That implies later.”

“No, it doesn’t. I’m just saying you’ll be able to reverse what we do without a problem. If you want implants later to make it easier, better, and more permanent, then you can, but you don’t have to go into this thinking it’s forever. You could just do it when you feel like, or never do it again if you want. Okay?”

The girls sipped their coffee and watched Mike. Mike stared at me, then at the girls. They smiled at him. He took them in. He turned to me and grinned. “This will be fun. Okay, let’s do it.” He stood up and took my hand. “Help me get silky smooth. I mean, I keep it all at bay but my back and stuff.”

“I know.” I stood and kissed him. “Let’s go get you pretty.”

We showered, and I did Mike’s hair in a more feminine style. “We’ll get you a proper girl’s cut.”

“But—”

“But nothing. It can be cut into a guy’s haircut after. We’re highlighting it too.”

I did his makeup, teaching him as we went and letting him try. When we were done, he stared at his face in the mirror. “I do look pretty.”

“Yes.” I took out his stud earrings and put in dangly ones, painted his toenails a pretty, metallic pink, and we went into the bedroom, a towel wrapped around him under his arms. I sat in the chair and watched Pat and Candy.

The girls were all ready for him; his clothes were lying on the bed. Candy patted the bed for him to sit as she said, “My, my, you do fem well—look at your hair and makeup, girl.”

“Thanks.” Mike was blushing as he sat on the bed. Pat rolled up some sheer suntan pantyhose and slipped them on his foot and began unrolling them upward. She did the other foot and had him slide them the rest of the way up. He hardened immediately.

“I cut out the crotch a little so you can get at that woody easier,” Pat said as she stood up and kissed him lightly on the lips. “Feels nice, doesn’t it?”

“Very,” Mike said sheepishly.

“Sit again,” Candy said. She slipped pink, high-wedge heels on his feet and strapped them. She handed him a flared, white denim miniskirt, and he slid into it and zipped it up the side. His hard-on made a tent of the skirt. “Ooops,” Candy said as she handed him some tight, pink, satin, stretch panties. “Need these.”

He slid them up and tucked himself into them, then lowered his skirt.

“That’s better,” Candy said. She picked up a padded pink bra and held it for him to put his arms through, then clasped the back and stuffed it with some panties. “There. Not perfect and no cleavage, but it’ll do until we buy you gel breast-forms today.” She handed him a pink tank top, and he slid it over his head and tucked it in. A white denim coat finished Michelle’s outfit. Candy sprayed perfume all over her. And handed her a purse, which she slung on her shoulder. “There, you are now Michelle. Go look in the mirror.”

Michelle walked uneasily for a few steps until she mastered the high heels, and then she stood before the mirror admiring herself. “Damn! You were right. I do look good.”

I went beside Mike and placed my hand on his shoulder. “How do you feel?”

“Good. It feels really nice. The skirt is weird though. I feel so vulnerable not having pants. It’s like when I wear chaps instead of pants for playtime.” She laughed.

“See, isn’t that more appropriate for a bottom too?

“I guess it is. Hmm.”

“And your voice even fits well.”

“It does.” She turned from the mirror and ran her hand through her hair. “Now what, ladies?”

I fussed with her hair as I said, “Now we take you out and get your hair and nails done. Maybe an extra ear piercing in each ear and do some shopping. Sound good?”

“Sounds wonderful.” Michelle took one last look in the mirror and posed in different ways, checking herself out. Then she turned, smiling, with her hand hooked on her purse and said, “Let’s go, girls.”
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Michelle was like a kid in a candy store, shopping in her new highlighted and styled hair with new ear piercings and earrings and her new long fingernails painted to match her toes. She couldn’t help buying all sorts of jewelry, clothing, perfume, gel breast-forms, bras, panties, stockings, shoes, and on and on. She had become immersed in being Michelle. All of us were entertained by how much fun she was having, being newly feminized, and we had a ball shopping with our living Barbie doll.

Back home, we helped make room, removing most of her boy clothes and helping her put her things away. When that was done, we had some iced tea on the patio and chatted.

“Ready for a night on the town, little girl?” I asked Michelle.

She sipped and nodded, her pinky flashing pink, held out to the side. “I can’t wait to dress up for tonight. You think Evan will clock me?”

“No way. Well, though, he might. He knew me before I did this and knows I femmed. Maybe he’ll catch on. But that doesn’t mean you don’t look good enough. You’re perfect, honey.”

“I know. Perfect. Maybe I shouldn’t pay so much attention to detail. Maybe I should wear some pants and not look so hot.”

“How much fun would that be? It’d be like being a guy again. Besides, you only have guy pants; you didn’t buy any women’s.”

“True on both counts. Okay.” She looked at the other girls and checked her watch. “Shall we get ready, girls? I think I have a new taste for life longing to be fulfilled.”

Michelle and I wore similar dressy minidresses with flared hems and satin linings, crotchless panties, lace-top thigh-high stockings and garter belts, and sinfully high strappy stilettos. Her gel breast-forms made lovely cleavage that really made her feel nice. “Wow,” she said, looking in the full-length mirror. She squeezed one of her breasts. “These feel really nice. And the crotchless panties and my hard-on under the satin lining is so darn sensual, and it doesn’t even show.”

I grabbed her through the dress and squeezed it. “Nice, huh? I know exactly how good it feels. I’m wearing the same thing. See what you’ve been missing?” I let her go and straightened the front of her dress.

“I guess. Beats the hell out of pants.”

“Sure does. Ready?”

“Ready as ever.”

I drove so Michelle could relax, and at the restaurant, Evan greeted us as I stood, holding Michelle’s arm, and Candy held Pat’s. His ever-smiling eyes scanned us and ended up on mine. “Cambden. Good to see you. Are James and Mike coming later?”

“James will never be here again. At least not with us. I’m not sure about Mike.” I looked at Michelle and smiled. Michelle smiled uneasily at Evan and said, “I’m Michelle.” She held out a hand.

He shook it, his eyes studying Michelle’s face and hair. “Ah, you certainly are stunning, Miss Michelle.” He smiled broadly. “Well, Michelle... I’m very glad to meet you, and you and Cambden truly make such a marvelous couple together.” He greeted the other girls and led us to our seats.

As we sat, I said to Michelle, “See? Evan wouldn’t care. Maybe he thinks we look even better than Mike and I.”

“Maybe.” Michelle slid into the booth between Candy and me, and she rested a hand on my thigh. We all crossed our legs and bounced a foot beneath the table.

Michelle whispered to me, “I know Evan clocked me, but that’s okay. It feels good to be with you this way, and he thought I look good this way too, I could tell. This is so freakin’ sensual. So much more intense and pleasant than being dressed as a guy.” She looked at her nails, smiled, and ran her fingers though her hair, flipping it, and tilting her head. “It’s crazy. I don’t know how you can do this.”

“No. It’s how can you not do it?” I slid my hand on her silky thigh and kissed her on the lips. “It’s so very likable. Like you.”

Michelle kissed me back. We all ordered drinks and dined fabulously and at length. Michelle picked up the bill and signed it, then said, “Thank you all for introducing me to such a fabulously sensual evening. Even the food tasted brighter, the drinks tastier, the company more engaging, and the smells more fragrant. It seems I’ve found a new taste for life.”

We all clinked our espressos together, finished them, and left. Once in the car, I asked, “So, girls, the gay club?” The response was unanimous. I drove us all as Michelle sat, her legs crossed as she unconsciously caressed her stockinged thigh while she held my hand on the console, rubbing the back of it with her thumb and gazing lovingly at me.

I glanced at her and flashed a smile. “Honey, you look like a starry-eyed lover. A girl who’s smitten. Are you smitten with me? More than normal?”

“I think so. Now that I know how it feels to be you, I seem to have a greater appreciation for your feminized self and why you did it. I love feeling feminine like this. It suits me. I feel completely in my skin. Is that how you feel?”

I squeezed her hand tight. “All the above. It did give me a new taste for life, just as it did you.” We pulled up to the valet and got out. As we walked, I held Michelle’s bicep like she was my boyfriend. We entered the place and again found seats at the bar, all of us keen to people-watch. We ordered cocktails.

We were chatting and laughing and having fun like we did when we’d first met Pat and Candy. We met some more girls like us and talked with them in a group gathered round the bar.

As I sat back down after we were had been dancing, a man said, “Cambden. It figures. Hanging out with more of your kind.” He stood there, glaring at me.

“Hello, James. Can’t say I’m happy to see you here, but I guess you need to find some other bottom bitch like Mike was for you—someone to kiss your elitist, arrogant, controlling, prejudiced ass.”

He rolled his eyes and scanned us. “Speaking of that flaming liberal, where is he? I’d think he’d be out with you freaks.”

Michelle placed her drink on the bar and stepped up to him. In her heels she was almost as tall as him. She slapped him in the face. “Beat it and leave us alone.”

Shocked, he looked around, then looked back at Michelle. Realization hit him. “You! Uh, wow. I don’t believe it. Another man in a dress. You should be so ashamed of yourself.”

“I’m not ashamed. I’m a girl. I like being a girl. Believe it. Now go find someone to control and stay away from us—and remember, Cambden has a black belt.”

He looked at me and laughed. “Yeah right, jiu-jitsu in high heels, huh?”

I promptly grabbed the back of the barstool for support and gave him a flashing stiletto to his crotch. My foot was back on the floor before he realized his balls had been crushed. His eyes opened wide, and he covered his mouth, groaned, doubled over, and staggered off.

All the girls laughed and patted me on the back. Candy said, “You’re pretty handy to have around, Cambden. Nice job.”

“Thanks, now let’s get back to enjoying ourselves and finish our first night with our new girlfriend, Michelle.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and kissed her cheek, then whispered to her, “Is my pretty girl in the mood for me to make love to her new wonderfully feminized and pretty sissy ass, my loving bottom?”

Michelle opened her eyes wide and gave me an evil smile.
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Back at our house, we all had a nightcap. I whispered to Michelle, “Do you want more company, honey? We could invite Candy and Patty if you want. It’s up to you.”

She snuggled next to me on the couch, her head on my shoulder, her legs folded beneath her and her hand caressing my leg. “I love you,” she said quietly.

“I know. I love you too. Do you want company?”

“Not tonight. Thanks for asking, though. It’ll be fun when we do that. I just want you. I want to feel you inside me and be able to focus on you. Are you sure you want to be the top? I mean, I could if... if you wanted. I could do it for you. You’ve given me so much with my new taste for life, I feel indebted to you.”

“That would be wonderful. But I owe you, because after I feminized, I didn’t realize it’s what you wanted. Tonight, I want to give you exactly what you want and deserve. You deserve to feel how it feels to be a woman, being made love to, rather than a guy being a bitch for a mean and rotten guy. How about in the future we take turns?”

“Okay. I feel better about us now, so I think I can step up to it.” She pressed her hand between her legs, gazing at me lovingly. “I want you. Let’s go.”

I called to Candy and Pat, who were kissing on the couch, “Goodnight, girls. We’re going to bed.”

They broke their kiss momentarily and said goodnight, then went back into their embrace.

Michelle and I downed our drinks. I stood and took her hand so she could unfold herself and stand up. We walked hand in hand, clicking our heels across the floor, and went upstairs. Michelle went to the nightstand and handed me some lube. I lubed myself while she slid onto the bed and positioned herself on the pillow, her arms out to me.

I climbed onto the bed and slid on my knees to her. I kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. I lifted her dress and folded it above her waist, then grasped a thigh and pressed it back with one hand while I adjusted her crotchless panties to the side with the other. I guided myself toward her, inching closer on my knees. She pressed her bottom toward me and up. I pressed against her hole, looking into her eyes. She pressed back, and I began to enter the tight, hot heaven.She gave a little gasp and pulled my hips toward her as I pressed both her thighs back onto the bed, her heels above her.

“Oh god, yes, Cambden. I’ve missed you so much.”

“Not anymore, my love. Not anymore.” I pressed it deeper and deeper, slowly, until I was all the way in; I embraced her and kissed her deeply while I thrusted slowly. We did that for some time, then I lifted up, pulled out my breasts, and moved one close to her lips.

She sucked my nipple, making me moan a little, and I pressed her legs back again. I lifted myself to see her face, and her eyes showed me the pleasure I gave her as I thrusted faster now. Her shaft swung in circles between us. I grabbed it and stroked it for her while thrusting. Her hands squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples.

She lifted her hips as I pushed forward, trying to get as deep as I could go. I began to thrust faster and faster and released her shaft to swing in circles between us while I held her nailed to the bed by her stockinged thighs. Her breasts jiggled on her chest.

I looked into her eyes. “Is it okay if I come? I can wait, but I don’t want to.”

“Oh god, yes, please. I’m ready too. Take me, Cambden, my sweet. Take me—I’m yours.”

The bed shook, her breasts jiggled, her pointed toes in her heels flailed above her, her cock made circles. I grunted and shoved hard, then held it there for a moment. Then, as it gushed, I rammed her in time with each flood into her. She whimpered and her legs tensed; her eyes opened wide, locked on mine, and she spurted strings of white pearls over her dress and stockings.

I kept pounding her as long as I could, even after I had finished emptying my passion into her. I didn’t want her to feel shortchanged. When her body relaxed, I fell onto her and we lay there, catching our breath. I whispered in her ear, “That was fabulous. Better than it ever was. You were so, so... lovely.”

Her hand ran through my hair as she sniffed my neck then planted a kiss on it. “I felt so lovely. So feminine and pretty and sexy and desirable. You’re so gorgeous. I’m so glad I have this new taste for life. Thank you.”

We lay there until I fell out of her. Then Michelle spooned me and we drifted off to sleep.
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I woke in the morning to Michelle sleeping peacefully, the sunlight streaming onto her. I made my way to her and lifted her dress, then took her into my mouth. I sucked it until it grew in my mouth, and she awoke. “Good morning, Cambden. That feels lovely.”

I moaned around it and continued, enjoying her hands on my head. I wanted her reward, and I moved intently on her to get it. Soon, she tensed and flooded my mouth with her lusciousness, and I swallowed it greedily. When she was done, I slurped off it and put her dress down over it. I slid up to her and kissed her on the lips, sharing her taste with her.

“Good morning, sweet,” I said as I moved her hair off her forehead.

“Good morning. That was fabulous. What a great way to be awoken. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I did that because I love doing it, but I also did it because I wanted you to experience being feminized without any libido, so you can see how that is too. C’mon and I’ll make you breakfast.”

We both got out of bed and went to the kitchen. Candy and Pat were up already.

“Hello, girls,” Candy chimed.

Patty waved and smiled, sitting at the table. “Hi.”

I went to Candy and kissed her cheek. She opened the oven and showed me. “Almost done. I made us all French toast and bacon.”

“How nice of you!” Michelle thanked her and kissed her cheek.

We sat and poured orange juice for ourselves. I watched Michelle as she sat there, her pinky out, drinking, bouncing a foot over her leg. “So, how’s it feel without libido?”

“Just as good. Almost. I feel pretty and feminine and... and... nice.”

“Good. I was hoping for that. So will you be a bride or a groom for our wedding?”

“Our wedding. Oh my, I’ve been so enveloped in the new me, I hadn’t thought about that. A big wedding, or just a JP and us?”

“Whatever you want.”

“Gosh. I have to think about all of that.”

“One thing at a time, honey. Be the engineer and organize your thoughts like you usually do.”

She sipped her orange juice and gazed up and to the right. She slid her hand on her leg, sniffed her wrist, felt her breast. She nodded, looking at me. “Bride. For sure. Much more interesting.”

“Okay. One decision made.”

She looked at the girls. Candy said, “If it’s okay by you two, I’d love to be a bridesmaid in whatever kind of wedding you have.”

Pat nodded quickly. “Me too.”

Michelle stood, went to the coffee pot, and poured herself one. She clicked in her heels across the floor to look out the back window onto the patio. She kicked a hip out and sipped while she thought. Her hand rested on her hip. She moved it to her hair and ran it through it. “I have it.” She turned to us and said, “JP, our patio, just us four, next weekend. I want to get caught up on our work. Cambden, we have a shoot to do for the bathing suit line and one for the scarf company. Then we’re free for a week or so.”

I nodded. “Okay, sounds good. We get done what needs to get done, and then we get married.”

“Does that work, girls?” she asked.

Candy said, “Perfect. We both have things to do for work, too, and this weekend would be perfect. How about Patty and I wear pink bridesmaid dresses? Something prissy and feminine. I know the dress I want and where to get it. Always wanted that dress but never had an occasion for it.”

“Okay by me,” I said. “Michelle?”

“Perfect. We need wedding dresses.”

“I know where the perfect little dresses are. Prissy pink bridesmaids will go well with prissy white brides. Should we all celebrate the wedding night together? Michelle? Patty and Candy in our wedding bed?”

Michelle crossed her legs and I could see her arousal as she smiled at the girls, who were smiling back at her. “Of course.”

I said, “Okay, girls. Then what do you say we abstain from sex all week and save it up for our wedding night?”

Patty beamed. “I have plenty of cages for us all to use.”

I replied, “But then we can’t edge all week and make it more torturous.”

Michelle said, “You think the four of us could edge and not release all week? C’mon, Cambden.”

“True. Cages it is, then, and I’ll get out the libido enhancers for us to take all week.”
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The week went by quickly. Michelle was fine with her libido being low for a day or so, and she enjoyed just being Michelle. On Tuesday, after our one shoot, she sat down by me when we finished. “This is gonna be tough.”

“What? I thought you said the shoot is done.”

“Well, it is. But looking at you through the lens, wearing only a bathing suit and heels, well, I’m filling my cage.” She laughed and kissed my cheek.

“Well, that’s good. We want to do that so your libido is maxed out Saturday so we can all maximize our pleasure. I’d go change, but if it’s working, I think I should let it. My cage is filled just knowing yours is. I think the pills are having an effect too. Besides, the next shoot is just some boring scarves, and that won’t add to it.”

“Uh, see... the thing is, with my libido like this, I rethought the shoot. It’s supposed to be a sexy scarf line, sooo... I was thinking maybe you and Candy and Patty. We could be creative and find ways to wear a scarf no one’s thought of that makes them sexier than any scarf around.”

I laughed. “God, yes, we could. Let’s do it. Candy and Patty will love it.”

We did the scarf shoot that night. It came out incredible. When we were done, we all sat around, the two girls and I in our wrapped scarves and heels and Michelle in the little jumper that she liked to wear for work now. We ended up getting take-out and watching porn.

The rest of the week, we were afraid to do anything sexy like watching porn or modeling sexy clothes. We still took the libido pills, though, and we were exceptionally touchy-feely and kissy-kissy when we were together. Michelle was like a feline version of herself, exuding sensuality, even just eating or walking. When Saturday arrived, we were all ready for it.


16

Saturday morning, we all bathed together, sponging our bodies and making our skin smooth and sensitive with loofas. We primped and got ready like a bunch of virgin girls getting ready to lose their virginity after a prom. You’d think it was the first time we’d had sex the way we acted.

Candy and Patty looked fabulous in their short pink V-neck layered-and-flared crinoline prissiness, with the tops of their white lace-top thigh-high stockings showing just beneath the hem. Our dresses were like theirs but in snow white. Our crotchless panties allowed our hard shafts—lifted by ribbon-wrapped balls, free of the cage now—poke into the soft fluffy crinoline of the dress. With each step, the crinoline swished and sensually caressed our decorated packages beneath the hem.

“I can’t be doing too much walking in this or it’ll ruin things for me. I’ll mess my dress,” Candy said as she looked at herself in the mirror and adjusted the ribbons in her hair.

Michelle strapped her fetishy white heels to her ankle and said, “We all have that problem, honey. Deal with it and don’t let it happen, Candy.” She stood in her heels and perfumed herself all over.

I stood next to her and looked at us both. I grabbed her hand. “Wife and wife!” I laughed. “I like it, actually. It has a nice ring to it.”

“We did find some nice rings too, didn’t we?” she said.

“We did.” I kissed her lightly on the lips and looked at my watch. “The JP should be here soon. I need a drink and a smoke.”

“Me too. Girls—we’re going for drinks and smokes on the patio. I think Cambden is getting nervous about the JP.”

She took my hand and led us out. Candy and Patty followed. We all sat, and Michelle passed the emergency pack of smokes around to us with the lighter. We lit up and sipped martinis.

Candy said, “Don’t be nervous, Michelle. This was our JP too, remember?”

“I know. I’m not worried about the ceremony.”

I put my arm around her. “What’s wrong then, baby?”

“Uh, I’m not sure I can do what we talked about... afterward, I mean... in our wedding bed.”

“Why?”

Candy said, “Oh Michelle, you’ve always been a bottom girl, and you have to have Maxwell. Patty and I have both enjoyed him, and we didn’t split in two.”

I adjusted her veil on her head. “That’s right, honey. You’re a big girl now and deserve to have him for your special day. I’ll be right there with you, holding you tight inside me. You’ll love it.”

The JP entered the patio from the side. “I rang the bell, but no one answered, so I came around back. I’m Maxwell.”

Maxwell was six foot two, handsome as hell and black as night. I could see the outline of his flaccid rod in his pants, and it was already twice the size of mine when it’s hard. I whispered in Michelle’s ear, “He’s gorgeous—and huge.”

“Now be a big girl. You’re gonna love him in your cute little sissy butt.”
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Maxwell had a drink with us, then we put on the music and began. Candy and Patty handed us the rings at the right time, and before we knew it, the ceremony was over. Maxwell gave us each a hug, and we sat about, eating and drinking together.

We talked about Candy and Patty’s wedding, and they joked about their wedding night and how great it was having Maxwell there. They talked about other times they’d gotten together with him and some of his friends. It was all very arousing, and Maxwell was absolutely charming. Candy and Patty had arranged for him to stick around, and he was more than willing.

After dinner and drinks, Maxwell smoked a cigar while Patty and Candy smoked him. They were on the couch next to him, taking turns on his two-fisted whopper while he chatted with us as if this were perfectly normal. I couldn’t help but stare at it and gauge its size. It was perfectly straight, thick, and long—long enough, it seemed, to come out Michelle’s throat.

Michelle and I were very much on edge. I asked her, “Ready for Maxwell?”

“Uh, I, uh...”

“You are. I can tell you’re intrigued by him and his extra-special gift. You’re a lucky girl—I might have to have him someday. Don’t be scared. Once he’s in, you’ll be fine.”

“I know.”

I felt my bride through her layers of crinoline, and she was hard, so I knew she was more excited than scared, thrilled with the idea of Maxwell making love to her.

I stood and finished my drink. “Does anyone want more to drink or eat, or are we ready to adjourn to the drilling room—I mean bedroom?”

Maxwell laughed and tucked himself away. “Only if your bride is ready to be drilled. Michelle?”

She nodded sheepishly. “Uh, yes please.”

“Good girl,” I said as I helped her to her feet.

Maxwell came over to her and lifted her like his bride. Michelle’s arms went around his neck and he said, “Lead the way, ladies.”

I led us to the bedroom, where the bed was prepared with pink satin sheets with rose petals on them and lube on both nightstands, ready and waiting. We all clambered onto the bed, Candy and Patty falling onto one side of the bed in an embrace and intwining their legs. I lubed myself, slid onto the bed and tugged Michelle onto me. I lifted my dress and spread my legs, and she held my thighs back as she guided herself into me. She gasped, as did I when she entered me. The crinoline of our dresses was like a puff of delicacy between us.

Maxwell, all lubed and glistening, slid onto the bed naked and lifted Michelle’s dress up over her back. He guided himself into her as she held herself in me and pressed her butt up a bit for him. I watched her eyes go wide, and a grimace filled her face for a moment. Then as Maxwell entered her, she rolled her eyes. “Oh my god. This is incredible.”

She stared into my eyes while he continued to drive deeper into her. When he was in all the way, he began to thrust slowly outward and then back in. He kissed her neck and asked if she was okay. Michelle nodded quickly. “God, yes. Faster, harder. Drill me.”

Maxwell wasted no time. He picked up the pace. Michelle was pounded, and she pounded into me. My feet in my heels flailed above my head, and my shaft rubbed in the silky soft nest of crinoline. Michelle’s wide eyes were locked on mine as she gasped with each thrust.

I turned to the side to see Candy being pounded into the bed by Patty, Candy’s heels spinning and flopping above her head. She looked over at me and reached out for my hand. I gave it to her, and we squeezed each other’s hands as the room was filled with the sounds of drilling being done.

Maxwell was concentrating, looking at Michelle’s tight ass as his rod drove in and out of it. He slapped her bottom hard a few times with his big hand. Michelle began to breathe heavier, and her eyes got wider. I could feel her slipping inside me, hard as a drill. I had the sense we were all connected by some invisible electric energy.

Maxwell let out a moan and then grunted as he shoved it hard into Michelle. Michelle’s eyes went wide as she felt him pulsing inside her, and she came inside me. Her body tensed, as did mine, and my feet locked, toes pointed in the air above me as I came in the fluffy crinoline. Maxwell pulled out and with a grunt, shoved hard into Michelle again and held it there, depositing more passion into her receptacle. She shot the last of her load into me as her body shuddered and shook on his impaler.

When he was done, he almost fell onto Michelle but caught himself, then slowly pulled out of her and fell alongside us on the bed.

He stroked Michelle’s hair. “You are a lovely girl. You two are wonderful brides. Thank you for choosing me to do your wedding.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Thanks for giving my wife what she always wanted. I think she’s gotten a new taste for life. Maybe a few new tastes for life. Right, Michelle?”

Michelle sighed. “Oh god, yes. At the beginning you said you needed a new taste for life. How come it was me that ended up with it?”

“We both did, dear. We both did by opening to new things. That’s all it takes sometimes, isn’t it?” I kissed her forehead. “My love.”
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“Hi,” she chimed as she placed a hand on the seat next to me at the bar. “Busy place. You weren't saving this seat, were you?”

She waited. Her eyes gave me the feeling of love and her skin was like silk. Smiling, she ran her painted, long-nailed fingers through her hair. I heard her thoughts: Cute guy.

“Uh, no, you can have it. My name’s Lex.” I smiled a flat-lipped smile at her. The girls who came here never wanted guys like me. I wasn’t hunky enough for them, and most of the girls were shallow as hell. Sometimes it hurt to hear what went on in their heads; I couldn’t even take being near them. After my fourth drink, though, the mental chatter always shut off, and I found some relief—but now I was only on my first. At least she called me cute instead of a geek.

She hung her coat on the back of the chair, slipped her miniskirt under her and sat, then flashed a smile. She swiveled in her seat and crossed her stockinged legs in her high heels. She was gorgeous.

I waved to the bartender to get his attention, then turned to her. “Can I buy you a drink, uh...”

“Mitch. I’m sorry. And you’re Lex, right?” She held her hand out to me. I shook it, feeling its softness, and a ripple of warmth ran through my arm. Her eyes met mine. I heard her think, very cute. So cute. Her eyes roamed my body quickly. She thought, Lex could be a girl’s name, Lexi. Her eyes flitted to my oxford shirt. Hmm, a flat-chested girl who dresses like a guy, with an androgynous voice? Maybe.

“No,” I said, wanting to stop her thoughts in that direction. I was always a nerd, a geek, or they were uncertain if I even was a male. That’s what I get for being born not very masculine, I guess.

“No what?” Her one eyebrow rose.

The bartender came over. I said, “So Mitch, let me buy you a drink. What’ll it be?”

“I’ll have what he’s drinking,” she chirped and touched my hand again. Another ripple of warmth ran through my arm. There was something special about this one. The bartender ran off.

She held my hand on the bar and gazed into my eyes. She took a deep breath. I heard her think, This one is special… smart, too, I’ll bet. She said, “Thanks for the drink. Why did you say no before?”

“I’m sorry, Mitch. Just talking to myself. I’m telling myself not to eat pizza tonight. I’ve been doing too many carbs lately.”

“Ah, I’d have to say I have too. Maybe we should think of something better to eat. Maybe we could eat together.”

I saw flashes of the different foods she was thinking of as if she were scrolling through a picture menu. I saw plated oysters, sliced raw scallops with white rice, and seaweed salad. “How about some seafood?” I suggested. “I never seem to eat enough of it, and I love raw oysters and nigiri.”

Her eyes lit up, and she squeezed my hand. “Me too! I was just thinking that. I could go for some nice briny west coast oysters and some buttery scallop nigiri. Wow. Wasn’t that a coincidence?” She flipped her hair over her shoulder. Her drink arrived, and she held it out to me in a toast. “To getting to know each other.”

I nodded and clinked my glass to hers, smiling at her, then sipped the martini, unable to take my eyes off her. I forced them from her and shifted my focus to the crowd. In my head, the bar was a cacophony of people’s stupid and childish thoughts—prejudices, adolescent attitudes, drama. It was much nicer in her head.

I put my drink down and clasped her hand on mine and said, “Good. I know just the place. Let’s have these drinks and then we can go. We can Uber so we can enjoy ourselves. I’ll buy.”

“Sounds great!” She leaned in toward me and landed a kiss on my cheek while her crossed leg slid against mine. Even through my jeans, I could feel her silky stockings as if I were wearing them. I heard voices in peoples’ heads all the time, but I’d never felt what someone felt on their own skin. I could feel emotions, too, but not sensations.

She patted my hand. “I’m so glad I stopped in here tonight.”

“Me too.”

She jumped her seat a bit closer to me, placed my hand on her silky thigh and glided it. I ended up feeling how it felt to her, but on my leg. It was a sensual caress and felt wonderful. I never knew that stroking her leg could feel so good to a woman. I stared, my mouth hanging open, my heart racing.

Her face changed. “Something wrong, Lex?” She squeezed my hand on her thigh.

“Uh, no. Just I’ve never meet anyone quite like you.”

I heard her think, Uh-oh. I’m a nutcase. He thinks something’s wrong. I’m moving too fast. She removed my hand from her leg.

“No, I mean, you’re very special. In a good way. I like you.”

The relief filled her face, and she slid my hand on her thigh again, pressing it down and sliding it up to just under the hem of her skirt. “That’s good to hear. You scared me. I’ve never met anyone quite like you either—in a good way. I’ve certainly never met a guy named Lex.”

“Lex Luthor. The supervillain in the comics.”

“So, is it short for Alexander?”

“No. My parents just didn’t like long or formal-sounding names, and they thought it sounded cool. I guess it’s better than Alexander, or Lexi.” I laughed.

“Lexi. I like Lexi.” I heard her think, He’d make such a pretty Lexi. Her eyes roamed my face, my hair. She ran a hand through it. “You have such pretty hair and long eyelashes.”

“Thanks.” Great. A girl who feels special as hell to me who wants to turn me into a girl. “Uh, getting hungry? I am.” I tilted my drink back and waved down the bartender for the bill.

She nodded and sipped.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to rush you. Take your time. I have to pay the bill yet. Just want to get things moving.”

She leaned back in her seat and squeezed my hand on her leg. “I feel good around you, Lex. I can’t place it. Like I’ve known you before. Maybe another life or something. It’s weird.”

“Another life, huh? Are you into those things?”

“Well, I did my doctoral thesis on past life regression therapy, and there were many verifiable correlations to previous lives in the patients I studied.”

“Doctoral thesis?”

“Yes, I have a doctorate in psychology. I do research and teach at the university.”

“Really! I teach and do research there too. Surprised we’ve never met before.” I paid the bill.

“Big school. What do you teach?”

“The other side of campus, quantum physics. I have a doctorate in physics from MIT. What school did you go to?”

“Bachelors and masters Ohio State, doctorate from Stanford.”

“Well, I’m glad you came back to Ohio.”

“Me too. I missed it. Not to mention I wouldn’t have met you.” She drank down her martini and said, “Ready when you are, doc.”

I slid off the stool, grabbed her coat off the back of her chair and held it for her. “Okay, doc. Let’s go.”

As she slid her slim arms into her silky coat, I could feel the lining on my arms. I motioned for her to go first into the lobby so we could get an Uber. She slung her purse on her shoulder, and as they jiggled with each step, I could feel her sizable breasts on my own my chest as if they were mine. I felt powerful, sexy, pretty, feminine... it was weird. Must be how she feels. This was a lot to handle. I had three drinks to go to shut it off... maybe. I’d never felt this before, though, so I didn’t know if it would shut off—or if I really wanted it to.
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I walked behind Mitch as the maître d’ led us to our table. Her hips swayed under her miniskirt, and I could feel the swish of the fabric against her as she walked. I held her chair as she slid her skirt under her and crossed her legs, sending the feeling across my legs. I seated myself across from her.

We ordered drinks and some west coast oysters to start. She was leaning toward me, her hands sliding sensually on her legs, sending the caress onto mine as if I wore the stockings and felt her soft hands caressing them. I smiled back at her, nervous about what was happening.

She crossed her legs and bounced a high-heeled foot while caressing one leg. I crossed my legs and felt all of it. I was becoming very aroused.

“Something wrong, Lex? You seem distracted.”

Our drinks arrived, and I lifted mine to her. “To us getting to know each other better.”

“To us,” she proclaimed.

We sipped and she put her glass down, placing both of her hands beneath the table where she now caressed her legs with them.

“Oh god.” I rolled my eyes.

“What’s wrong, Lex?”

“I have something to tell you.”

Uh oh, she thought. He has some deadly malady.

I shook my head. “No. I’m perfectly healthy.”

“How did...?”

“I can hear your thoughts.”

She gasped and covered her mouth with one hand, reducing the caresses on my leg. “Really? That’s incredible.”

“Think of something.”

He’s psychic, came her thought.

“Yes. Most of the time. They call it a high-degree empath as well.”

“I’ve heard of that. You can feel other’s feelings too.”

“Yes, I can.”

“I’m aware of such things. It must be overwhelming sometimes. Can you shut it off?”

“Four drinks usually does it.”

She placed her hand on mine and gazed into my eyes. “You poor thing. Still, it’s incredible. You are special.”

“Cursed.”

“Oh no. You should try to develop it. Have you?”

“It’s pretty darn developed already. Where I focus my attention, on a person, or an area, the information comes. Like that last bar we were at. It was a cacophony of others’ stupid thoughts unless I focused on yours.”

“Are you a vampire? Like Anne Rice’s Lestat?” She laughed and sipped.

I chuckled. “No. Nothing so sexy.”

Our oysters were delivered. She slid a hand back onto her leg and caressed it again.

I took a deep breath. I looked around and then leaned forward and whispered, “But with you, it’s different. More intense. Somehow, I feel the sensations you feel. Like your hand caressing your leg. I feel the silky stockings and how nicely your hand is caressing your leg. I feel your leg bouncing and arousing you between your legs, the presence of your breasts weighing on your chest. The hardened nipples beneath your bra.” I looked around again and sipped my drink, leaning back in my chair and picking up an oyster.

“Wow. Does it feel nice?”

I nodded as I swallowed. “Yes, incredibly so.”

She caressed her leg, watching me.

“Please. Stop that for a while. I’m getting too...”

She laughed. “This is fun!”

“Maybe for you.”

“But you get to experience what it feels like to be a woman dressed the way I am without even doing it.”

“True. A secret crossdresser.”

“It feels nice though, doesn’t it?”

“As I said, very.”

“Then we should dress you up. You’d look really good as a girl. Now I know you heard me thinking that before.”

“I did. It scares me.”

“Fear? Why? That shouldn’t be your response. You might like it and want to stay that way.”

“That’s not scary to you?”

“No. Not at all. Many males like you present themselves as women—part time and full time. You’d be gorgeous, Lex...as Lexi.” She smiled and leaned across the table, squeezing my hand. “Lexi. It suits you.”

“Thanks a lot.”

“Give up your paradigms and explore. You’re a scientist. You can probably even explain why it’s happening. Why you’re psychic and an empath, and why you feel my sensations.”

“It happens because we all have a consciousness stream and a will stream, and the will stream connects us all. Even Harris Walker discovered that and wrote about it in his book, The Physics of Consciousness. The deeper connection I have with you that I haven’t had with others, though—I’m not so sure about why that’s happening. In any case...it’s still no reason to dress me like a girl.”

“But there’s no reason not to do it besides your paradigm of having male parts between your legs meaning that you should present as one. Many, many males are realizing this today. It’s not a sickness, not immoral or harmful, and it’s frowned upon only by people with limited cognitive abilities who just follow their tribe. Explore and cast aside your fears.”

I took a deep breath and nodded. We ate our oysters. I could hear her thinking about what to do with my hair and how to dress me. She caressed her leg and bounced her foot, gazing into my eyes. She looked around, making sure it was okay, and then she squeezed her breast. She looked into my eyes and said, “Feel it—you know you want to. Imagine being feminized and then feeling my feelings too. It’ll be heavenly for you.”

“Hmm.” I sighed. I looked around and adjusted my hardness in my pants. It was driving me wild. I took her hand. “Okay. Tomorrow’s Saturday. Shall we perform an experiment, doc?”

Her eyes lit up, and she clapped her hands together like a little girl, quietly, then took my hand in hers. She whispered across the table, “Yes! Now you’re being brave and manly. You’ll see how nice it can be to be the girl inside you... Lexi. You’ll balance your masculine and feminine energies. It’ll be good for you. Tomorrow.”
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We ate and I had only one glass of wine with dinner. I let Mitch be in her skin, caress her legs, and be aroused. It wasn’t a bad thing, feeling the sensuality of it and being so excited. I don’t think I’d ever felt so sexy. I immersed myself in conversation with her, and we both indulged in food and drink.

“I think I’m a hedonist,” Mitch said as she rolled her eyes and sipped a port, then took another bite of the flourless chocolate torte. “Mmm... yes, I know I am. There isn’t any pleasure in life I don’t like. I like to keep all my senses engaged.”

“I think I’m the same. I’ve never wanted to do drugs other than drinking and occasional smoking, but I love food, wine, bourbons and other liquors, less sweet deserts, and any kind of proteins, veggies, and fruits.”

She grinned. “And you like indulging in my sensations.” She slid her hand on her thigh ever so sensually and looked around, then slid it farther up and squeezed it.

I rolled my eyes. “Oh, god.”

She chuckled. “This is great.”

“Wanna get going? You’re welcome to stay at my place, if I’m not being too forward by saying that.”

She winked and clasped my hand across the table. “Forward? I’d think of you as backward if you didn’t want that after this evening. Of course I’m staying over, and we’re going to sleep together tonight, Lex, and then tomorrow I sleep with Lexi. Then we two hedonists will both have the best of both worlds.
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Back at my place, we sat on the patio and had another drink. It was my fifth, and I could no longer hear Mitch’s thoughts, but I still felt all of her sensations and the love she was feeling for me. I thought I had finally found someone I could converse with and feel good around. Someone intelligent and open-minded who would make me a better person. The only issue was whether I could live with such a deep connection.

“It’s official. Drinking does nothing to stem the tide of your sensations.” I ran my hand on her leg and felt myself being caressed. “It’s amazing how good just running a hand on a woman’s silky, stockinged leg can feel to her. Does it really feel so great for you?”

“Mmm, oh yes, it does. So sensual.”

She slid her hand onto my lap and rubbed my crotch. “Mind if I take the beast out?”

“Beast? Hardly. Allow me.” I unzipped my pants and took out my shaved package. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked it, looking at it in the moonlight. “I like it. Very substantial for someone your size, and everything is shaved and smooth. So silky.”

“Thanks. I don’t like body hair—not that I have much anyway—so I get rid of it all.”

“See? That’s a little bit of the Lexi inside you coming out.”

She took my hand and placed it on her breast beneath her blouse. I squeezed her nipple. I felt it on myself. “Oh god, this is incredible.”

“Mmm...” She took my hand and slid it under her skirt, slipping aside the panties and urging my fingers into her. “Oh yes... that’s it,” she whispered. “Feel how wet I am for you?”

“Mmm, and it feels as if I somehow have my fingers in me.” I slipped her velvety hand off my rod. “We need to watch out, or I’ll mess up your skirt.”

“Okay. Let it rest a little, and then I’ll climb on it, and you can fill me with your pent-up frustration and shoot it all into me.” She kissed me deeply, the sweet scent of her hair filling my nostrils, her tongue dancing with mine, her breast warm and firm in my hand as I rolled her nipple in my fingers and gave myself those sensations.

Next she decided to slip down and take my hardness into her mouth. I could feel the passion she was feeling for it at the same time she was giving me such wonderful sensations. Her tongue ran around the head, making me twitch, then she looked up at me while she bobbed her head on it. I looked into her eyes and felt how much she was enjoying giving me this pleasure. I never would have guessed a woman would actually enjoy it so much.

As I watched, my mouth experienced my velvet shaft in it. I understood how good it could be for a woman to do this to a man. I shuddered with the thought that I was enjoying it from her perspective.

After some time, when neither of us could stand it any longer, she rose, hiked her skirt to her waist, slid her panties aside, and slipped me into her through the cut-out crotch of her pantyhose. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. I could feel everything she felt along with my own sensations of her tight, hot body, squeezing me inside her.

I wrapped my arms around her and began to thrust into her repeatedly. I rammed her as hard and deep as I could while she hung on to me and whimpered in my ear. “Oh god, yes, I’m coming, princess.” She shuddered and her body clenched as I grunted and gave one last shove and held it there, moaning and shuddering the same way she was while my shaft pulsed and pumped all my frustrations into her.

We clung to each other as we caught our breath. I ran a hand through her hair as I softened inside of her. “That was one hell of a first date.”

“I’ll say. I do think we’re linked by more than just your connection to me. I feel something with you I’ve never felt. I think we may be twin souls with past lives together.”

I peppered her face with kisses. “If you say so, doc.”

“I think you were a woman before. I think you’ll connect to it after Lexi is around for a while.”

Lexi. Could I have been a woman before? “Hmm, we’ll see. Bedtime?”

“God yes. I’m exhausted.” She slid off me and pulled her skirt down, then held her hand out to me after I’d tucked it all away in my pants. “Come to bed and spoon me, princess.”
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I slipped out of bed and showered while Mitch slept. I had made French toast and was frying bacon as she came into the kitchen. She poured some coffee. “I need to go home and shower and change before we go out to find Lexi.”

“Find Lexi? I thought I was becoming Lexi.”

She kissed me on the cheek while I flipped the bacon; then she sat at the table and crossed her legs in her heels. “Yes, becoming Lexi. I think you need to feminize as much as possible. How do you feel today? Can you feel my sensations now?”

“Yes. It was uncanny showering. Then, when I looked into the mirror, my body and face seemed not to be mine. I mean, I felt like you but looked like a guy. My breasts, I felt, were missing. It was a strange out-of-body type of feeling. Like it wasn’t me in the mirror.”

She nodded. “See? That’s what I mean. So I think we should get your hair done, your ears pierced, fake nails put on, a pedicure, and anything else we can think of to align your image with how you’re feeling.”

I placed our food on the table and poured us some pomegranate juice. “That sounds a bit much.”

“But Lex, we don’t have to teach classes and are pretty much off for the summer anyway. Why not take the time to have a vacation and explore this part of you? All those things are reversible.” She dipped her toast into the maple syrup. “Mmm, smells heavenly—nice job.” She popped it in her mouth and rolled her eyes.

“Thanks.” I ate and watched her eat while I thought about it. Why was this happening to me? Maybe I should just stop seeing her, and it would stop. I heard her thinking as she ate and watched me. He’s full of fear and understandably so. His whole self-image is changing. Maybe I should just not be with him anymore and save him the trauma.

I shook my head and swallowed my food. I felt her pain as she thought of giving up on me. My eyes started to fill with tears. “No. I thought of that too. That would be worse. We’re somehow meant for each other. There’s no one else for me. Never will be. I can’t lose you just because I’m afraid to explore. Besides, what better person to explore this with than a doctor of psychology. You’ll keep me sane.” I wiped my eyes with my napkin. “We’re doing it. You’re helping me.”

She smiled, reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “You’ll see, this will all work out fine. You’ll love being Lexi. You’ll make a lovelier girl than the man you are today. You’ll see.”
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We drove up the switchback drive to a restored Victorian hidden from the street. Mitch parked her BMW at the foot of the steps, and we climbed the stairs. She let us in.

“Nice place. You restored it?”

“It was done when I bought it. I do love it.” She dropped her keys on a Victorian secretary’s desk in the foyer. “It gave me a chill when I first saw it. I had to have it. Follow me.”

She walked us through, giving me a quick tour. When I saw the dining room, I felt a rush of energy that quickly dissipated. A strange feeling.

“Something wrong, Lex?”

“Uh, I think I can see why you bought it. I just had a sense of déjà vu.”

“Good. It seems to be falling together.” She led me through the house and to her bedroom, which was remodeled and had an en suite bath and walk-in closet. “This was two rooms before they made it into this modern master.” She went into the closet and dug through her racks, selecting clothes and shoes. She placed them on the bed and went to the dresser. She took out a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose and cut a piece of the crotch out, then put panties and a matching padded bra with them on the bed.

She stood in front of me and gave me a hug and a kiss. “Mmm, soon you’ll be Lexi. Now I’m gonna shower and change. While I’m doing that, I want you to get dressed. Then I’ll do your makeup and we can go.”

“I didn’t bring any clothes.”

“You didn’t need to. You’re wearing mine. I can tell we’re the same size, even your feet—another reason this is a meant to be. The universe has conspired to make this easy.”

“Go out dressed like a girl? I can’t do that.”

She looked at me and squeezed both of her breasts, smiling. “You’ll feel more in your skin if you do.” She ran her hand over her silky thigh. Now get dressed and you’ll feel better for it, and then we can complete it all at the mall.”

I did as I was told. It was heavenly to slip into the sheer, silky pantyhose. I pulled my package through the opening she had cut; I slipped some stretchy pink panties with flowers on them over my rigid shaft and tucked it to the side. I figured out how to put on the padded bra and donned it. I slipped a short-sleeved V-neck sweater over my head and slid into the denim miniskirt. The high-heeled wedge shoes fit perfectly. I walked over and looked in the mirror. I throbbed in my panties. Luckily it didn’t show through the skirt.

Somehow, I felt better than I had looking in the mirror that morning. I played with my hair, letting the ponytail out and arranging it around my shoulders. It was better, but she was right. I needed a new hairstyle, and I needed some makeup.

I felt her hand on my shoulder. “Very nice. See? A perfect fit.” She turned me to see me from the front. “Need some boobs, though. The padded bra isn’t enough. We can get some gel inserts for you. Then when you feel mine on your chest, it’ll appear they’re real too. How do you feel?”

“Oddly good. Aroused too. Are you?”

“I have been, yes. I think it’s coming from me knowing it arouses you. It’s a natural reaction to the women’s clothing for men. It’s so sensual, it does that to a lot of men. Let’s do your makeup and we can go.”

She tutored me as she did it, and in minutes, my face was convincingly a girl’s. A girl with a crummy haircut. I smiled at myself. “I like it. I do need a haircut and earrings, though. Let’s go. I can’t wait for the finished result. I can’t believe I’m actually looking forward to going to the mall. I usually hate that.”

Mitch sprayed perfume all over me, and I watched her dress in a similar outfit. She took my wallet and things from my pants and put them in a shoulder purse for me. “Okay, Lexi dear. Let’s go get that girl out all the way.”
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The ride in the car was even nicer, feeling the leather against my thighs, my legs crossed and my hands caressing them unconsciously as I looked out the window. I felt Mitch’s hand on mine.

“Feels wonderful, huh, sweetie?”

“Wonderful? Yes, and I’d add magnificent, remarkable, euphoric. I feel so alive. So... in my skin.” I kissed her hand and she drove on.

The mall was fabulous. I had my hair done with highlights and a layered style. It was still to my shoulders, but now it had texture and shape. I loved it. I could always cut it shorter for a male style if I wanted to later.

I had two piercings put in each ear, and the dangling earrings framed my face nicely even though I had to suffer a bit of pain to do it. It was well worth it. I had to slip my pantyhose off for the pedicure, and they applied long fake nails on my fingers and painted them all a pretty metallic pink. I couldn’t stop looking at them as they dried. I slipped my pantyhose back on in the salon bathroom, and we went into the mall.

We found silicone gel breast forms and some bras and matching panties to fit them. I paid for it all and wore a set as we left. I felt wonderful as I walked in the heels, and the breasts jiggled on my chest. Now the sensations from Mitch matched what I looked like. She was right. I loved it. It was so much more exciting than being dressed as a guy.

She smiled at me as we stood outside the spa. “Well, want to go shopping? All girls love to shop.” Her eyes flitted over my face. “You’re lovely and I can tell from the beautiful, plastered-on smile you’re wearing, you’re in heaven.”

“Oh my god, Mitch. This is heaven. Yes, I want to buy some new clothes. I can’t wait to try them on, and I have this strong urge for really high heels.”

“That’s my girl. Now let’s get some really sexy clothes for you so we can go out and pick up some hot guys tonight.”

“What? I don’t want any guys. I’m not gay. I just want you.”

“Well, you didn’t think to ask if I wanted a guy to play with. Maybe I do so you can feel me with him, and you can have one too. You may as well get used to being a girl, Lexi. I don’t think this is going away.”

“But Mitch, I don’t want to lose you to some other guy.”

“Lexi, you’re not a guy you’re a girl, so there can’t be some other guy. But don’t worry. You’re my keeper; the others are just our toys. Now keep that in mind and let’s pick out some really hot clothes for us so you can at least see what it’s like being with a man.”

“Mitch, no. I’m not gay and I’m afraid.”

“First off, a girl with a guy isn’t gay, and you’re a girl. Secondly, even if you were a guy, why would you care if you liked it and were gay. You’re stuck in your rut. Don’t be.”

I stopped thinking about it as soon as we started trying on minidresses and heels. I couldn’t stop finding things I loved to wear. We went home with a car full of things.
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We were like two girls getting ready for prom together. We giggled and laughed and tried on different outfits. When we were done, I felt better than I ever had. I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror. My crotchless panties beneath my garter belt allowed my ever-hard shaft to sweep the lining of my V-neck beige chiffon minidress. As I walked, the breasts tugged on my chest, and my hips swayed in my strappy, ultra-high stilettos. My silky black stockings slid on my legs, tugging on the garter belt with each step.

We walked downstairs together, poured a couple of drinks, and sat at the bar. I focused on the house and tried to feel it. “I feel as if I’d lived here before.”

Mitch placed her hand on mine. “Maybe you did.” She caressed her leg so I could feel it too.

“You think? I mean, past lives?”

“Yes. David Cousins wrote a book about twin souls.” She took out her phone. “Sounds very similar to us. At least you.” She tapped it a few times and then handed it to me. “It’s from his book, A Handbook for Lightworkers.”

I read the section, finding these things:

“Fourth-dimensional reality brings the capacity for us all to be telepathic, aware of inner planes… You may feel the heat reflecting in your hands…You may also feel warmth creeping up your body… and your body may become quite hot.” Like meeting and touching Mitch.

“So a meeting of soulmates only happens to those who are sufficiently developed to maintain and hang onto the high-frequency energy, who have the courage to change, and are karmically ripe within the essence of their soul life…

“When you do meet a soulmate, you can usually recognize them by the pattern of energy interchange, which is not always love and joy! Sometimes, though, you belong so totally you can swoop in and out of each other’s bodies with no resistance at all...

“As they eventually get very near to each other, working within physical matter through telepathy, through astral alignment, they will know specifically and on a conscious level what each other is doing.”

I handed her the phone back. “Wow. He kinda nailed it.”

“Exactly. That’s why I think we’ve been together before. Maybe even in this house!”

I took a deep breath and sipped my drink, savoring the taste of it, the feeling of my clothes on my body, Mitch’s sensations running through mine as if I were in her body. the loving energy coming from her. I looked around the house. Colors were vivid, the scent of my perfume multi-layered and rich, my outfit sensual. It was all incredible.

She slid off the barstool and finished her drink. She slung her purse over her shoulder and handed mine to me. “Let’s go, girl. There’s a whole new world out there waiting for you in our new fourth-dimensional reality.”

I heard Mitch think, She’s ready now. She’s a girl, and she’ll want men once she experiences pleasing one.

“I heard that Mitch. No.”

“You don’t have a choice. You just don’t know it yet. It’s meant to be.”
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We had a wonderful dinner together and I had the time of my life, enjoying my new self and my newfound love. When we had finished dessert and espresso, Mitch insisted on paying the bill, and we walked to the car. She drove us off, turning the wrong way out of the parking lot.

“Your house is the other way.”

“Of course. Don’t you think I know where I’m going?”

“Where?”

“Oh, a fun place.” She drove on. I could tell she was trying not to think of it to give it away, but I could feel her arousal as we got closer and closer. It was a place that always stimulated her sexuality. Of course, I felt what she felt, and it made my heart race. I crossed my legs and unconsciously wrapped my hand around my shaft through the dress and stroked it.

Mitch laughed. “I see you’re feeling it. Wait until later.”

I took my hand away. “Oops, sorry. I didn’t even realize I was doing that. Tell me, what is this place?”

“Don’t feel sorry; keep doing it.” She looked back and forth from me to the road. “Go on, grab it through your dress again.”

I did.

“Good, enjoy it. Immerse yourself in all of it.”

“Okay, I am.” I stroked myself through the dress with one hand and squeezed my breast with the other while I slid one of my legs sensually against the other. “So, this place—why does it make you feel this way?” 

“It’s how it feels. Wonderful. Sometimes a girl just needs to play a little. Like we played last night.”

I felt her remembering sucking on me and how much she enjoyed it. I also remembered how much I enjoyed it from her perspective. “No, Mitch. I’m not doing that.” I continued to unconsciously stroke myself through the dress.

“I know you felt me, you felt what I felt when I did it. Wasn’t it great? Now you can do it yourself like the hot girl you are, Lexi. I mean, you’re playing with yourself as we talk, honey. I know you like the idea.”

I rolled my eyes and stopped caressing myself and looked out the window.

Then she remembered riding me. And then riding other men, or them with her on her back, making love to her. It was all incredible. “Absolutely not. I don’t even have the right parts for that.”

“You do. You just never used it that way. Forget that for now and let’s just concentrate on one step at a time. Tonight you must please a man with your mouth, Lexi. You want to. Admit it.”

I did want to, after experiencing it from Mitch’s viewpoint, but I sure as heck wasn’t admitting it.

She pulled into the drive and up to the valet, who opened her door. “Hello, Mitch. Welcome back! Always good to see a beloved member.”

She slid out, straightened her dress down over her hips, and slipped him a tip. “Thank you, James.”

I exited, and he held the door for me and smiled.

Mitch took my arm and we climbed the stairs. “What is this place, Mitch?” I asked.

“It’s a club I belong to. Very discreet.” She grinned. “You’ll like it.”

A doorman opened the door for us, and we entered through the mansion’s large foyer, out heels clicking on the marble tile. I could feel Mitch’s excitement rushing through me and saw flashes of her thoughts, all involving men. My shaft waved beneath my dress, slipping and sliding against the satin lining. I was rigid as a flagpole. Luckily, the flare of the dress revealed nothing above the thigh of my sexy, sheer black-stockinged legs.

Mitch led us into a bar and lounge where nicely dressed men and women drank and chatted. She slid onto a barstool and patted the one next to her for me. The cool of the leather pressed on the back of my thigh as I crossed my legs and hung my purse on the purse hook. The bartender greeted us. “Hello, Mitch, good to see you. You haven’t been around lately.” He smiled at me and held his hand out. “I’m Michael. Can I get you a drink?”

“Hi, Michael. I’m Lexi.”

“Nice to meet you. Hope you enjoy your first visit and become a member.”

“Thanks.”

He took our order and ran off. Mitch gazed into my eyes lovingly and I heard her thoughts as her hand caressed my leg. This is a private, discreet club where anyone can have sex with anyone else. Members are all blood-tested regularly, and they’re responsible to bring only clean guests like you. You’ll become a member after tonight.

My eyes popped open wide. I shook my head and looked around the room. The chatter in my head was more of family type, mixed with caring and business rather than sex or the chaotic, stupid prejudices of the people in the bar where I met Mitch. She let me scan the place. My eyes met those of a handsome young man across the room, and he locked eyes with me and smiled. I heard him think, Wow, I have to meet her.

I quickly turned to Lexi and whispered in her ear, “It’s starting—a guy thinks I’m hot. Help me, okay? I don’t want this.” Our drinks came; I picked mine up and didn’t turn around.

I felt a hand on my shoulder. “Excuse me, miss.”

I sipped my drink. I felt like a deer in the headlights as Mitch took his hand off my shoulder to jump in and save me.

She held his hand in both of hers. “Peter! So good to see you. I was hoping you’d be here tonight. Let me introduce you to someone you’ll love knowing. This is Lexi.” She put her hand on my shoulder. “Lexi dear, turn around and meet my good friend Peter.” I heard her think to me, You’ll love sucking his, even more than being sucked yourself. 

My heart pounded in my chest. I turned slowly, my legs still crossed and with one hand on my knee. I gave him a flat-lipped smile and put my hand out. “Hello, Peter, nice to meet you.” I couldn’t help glance at his crotch where there was a slight outline of a substantial growing concern. I throbbed involuntarily under my dress. I sipped my drink.

He took my hand and kissed the back of it. “Hello, Lexi. It’s such a pleasure to meet you. I assume you’re a guest tonight because I haven’t seen you before, and you’re with my good friend, Mitch.”

“That’s correct. Mitch wanted to show me her club.”

“Well you have the best guide, because Mitch has intimate knowledge of all the members.” He flashed a gorgeous smile ear to ear. “I know her very well myself. Right, Mitch?”

Mitch slid off the barstool and wrapped an arm around Peter, pulling him close and kissing him on the lips. I could feel her lust for him. It wasn’t love at all, but pure unbridled lust. She smiled up at him and said, “Right, Peter. But tonight I really think you should get to know Lexi better. I think she’ll really appreciate you. She has the same affinity for savoring the best parts of men as I do. She hasn’t had the opportunity to have one lately, and she’s dying for one. Right, Lexi?”

I rolled my eyes. “Uh... I... uh...” I throbbed under my dress thinking about it and glanced at his crotch again. He caught me, put his finger under my chin, and looked into my eyes. “I would love nothing more than letting you savor me. I’m flattered to be your choice.”

“I... uh... I... uh...” I recrossed my legs and tucked myself between my thighs. My arousal was intense, and I could feel how excited Mitch was getting from the thought of me doing this. I gazed at her. I could feel her love for me and heard her think, You’ll love it, Lexi. Peter is a good first one for you. He always has such intense ones, and he has plenty of juice for the reward. Now relax and be a good girl.

My heart was pounding I looked at handsome Peter. I nodded nervously. “I... uh... I... uh...”

“Say no more. You shouldn’t be so nervous. Why don’t we go into one of the offices for some privacy? Mitch can be your chaperon.” He held his hand out to me. Mitch slid off her stool, beaming like a proud mother. I took his hand and slid off the barstool. Under my dress I was bobbing uncontrollably from the thrill going through me. The tip flicked the satin fabric and only made it worse. I could tell I was oozing.

Peter took us, one on each of his arms, and he led us down the hall. I felt Mitch’s excitement and my own, her breasts tugging on my chest, nipples hard, my hips swaying with each short, clicking step in my stilettos. Into an office he took us, then shut and locked the door. I pounded my drink down and placed the glass on the mahogany desk. I looked around the room. I grabbed his hand and led him to a leather couch. “Sit down, Peter.”

He did. I put a throw pillow on the floor between his legs and knelt on it. I hurriedly reached out and unzipped his pants, anxious to get it free. The perfectly smooth shaft and globes bounded from their gate to stare a one-eyed, wet-holed stare at me.

The tip glistened invitingly as I wrapped both hands around the thick velvet rod and lowered my head onto it. I flicked it, looking up at him. I made him shudder before removing one hand to tug on his globes while I bobbed my head furiously, looking into his eyes.

My hair flew about my head; he swept it aside and held my head in both his hands as he gazed into my eyes. I could feel Mitch as she rubbed herself while watching us, and I experienced her sensations. It was stupefyingly good, and I loved looking up at Peter while I venerated every inch of him.

I worked him ravenously with my mouth, tongue, and both hands, aching for his rewarding release to prove to me how talented I was and how sexy I was to him. Shortly, his hands clenched my head, and he moaned as he held it still in my mouth. The short time it took him seemed forever as my heart raced with anticipation. I felt it swell in my lips as it shot its first voluminous load into my mouth.

I greedily swallowed each gush while feeling Mitch shudder and shake as she and I finished simultaneously. I spurted gushes under my dress into the lining. I shuddered and slipped off Peter. It shot over my face, hair, and dress in long white streams. I dove back onto it and drank from it until he was done.

When he finished. I looked into his eyes and just savored it in my mouth, lightly running my tongue around it slowly.

“Mmm, very nice, Lexi. You’re very passionate about that.”

I nodded and mumbled around his shaft while looking up at him, still not wanting to let him free. I squeezed his shaft with my one hand and slowly slid my lips over the rest. “Enough, Lexi,” he said. I continued, not wanting to stop. He grasped my hair tightly in a fist and tugged me from it.

I took a deep breath and stood up. Mitch put her hand on my shoulder and kissed my cheek. “Good girl, Lexi. I’m so proud of you. It was wonderful wasn’t it?”

I nodded as she wiped my face, hair, and dress with tissues. I looked down at the front of my dress. My secret was safe. Nothing showed. No wet spots. Peter turned my face to him, kissed my lips gently, then said, “It’s been wonderful getting to know you better, Lexi.”

I nodded. “Yes, Peter, and thank for allowing me the honor of obtaining your reward. It was heavenly.”

“Anytime. Like a fresh drink?”

I looked to Mitch. She shrugged. “I don’t know. I think we’ve had a big night tonight, and maybe we should go. Okay, Lexi?”

I nodded. “Yeah, good idea.”

Lexi kissed Peter deeply on the lips as she rubbed his crotch, then said, “Next time, Peter, I want that in me while we kiss and you pump your passion into me.”

“Of course, Mitch. If you’d like to wait a few minutes, we could do that.”

She smiled. “I know, thanks. But we’ve been very busy girls and need our beauty sleep.”
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I woke in the morning still dressed from the night. I heard the shower running and rolled over, enjoying the satin sheets slipping on my stockinged legs and the feeling of my breasts weighing on my chest. My views on who and what I was were changing. I remembered last night with Peter and pressed my hardness against the silky lining of my dress. I couldn’t resist slowly humping into the bed and remembering how good it was.

A soft, warm hand slid across my shoulders, and the warm, soft body of Mitch wrapped itself around me. “Mmm, you feel so nice.” I felt her love and bliss inside her. “I want you to make love to me.”

She slid under me. I pressed into her thigh, my dress between us, and humped her leg. “Mmm, that sounds nice.” I parted her legs and lifted my dress above us. I guided myself to her warm wetness.

“No, Lexi. Not there. I want it in my bottom.” She scooched her legs back and lifted her bottom.

“In there? But...”

“Don’t worry, it’s nice and clean. I put an attachment on the shower and used it to clean it all out. I’m lubed already.” She grabbed my shaft and guided it. She pressed it against it. “Push, honey. Push it in. Fill me with it.”

I pressed it into the tight orifice. It clenched around me.

“Mmm, that’s it, baby. Now make love to me.”

I could feel the same pleasant sensation she felt in myself. I never would have guessed how good it was.

“Oh god, Mitch. I feel what you feel. And what I feel.” I thrusted slowly and built up speed as she and I reacted to it. It made me want more. I held her legs back and pounded into her, looking into her eyes.

“That’s it, honey. See how good it is? Maybe Peter could do this to you.”

The thought made me wild. It was such an intimate bonding of two people. I made love to her while I imagined Peter doing the same to me. “Oh god, Mitch. What’s happening to me?”

“You’re becoming the beautiful girl you are. Huh, uh, uh, I’m... I’m...” her body shuddered and shook as she came on me. Looking into her eyes, I shoved it deep and held it there as my body shuddered. I felt what she felt and what my shaft felt as it swelled and shrank, over and over, shooting my love and passion deep into her and imagining Peter doing the same to me.

I collapsed on top of her. She peppered my cheeks with kisses, stroked my hair. “See how good that is? Now don’t you want it too? That bonding, connection, being filled and penetrated while he sends all his energy deep into you?”

“Oh god, yes. I can’t believe I’m saying that, but I do. So badly.”

“Good girl. And you shall. I’ll take care of everything. Now go shower, get dressed and made up, and I’ll make us breakfast. Do your toilet routine, and then I want you to use the attachment too.”

I lifted my head and looked at her. “Do I have to?”

“You’ll see, it’s not bad. And you’ll feel so good after. Now go. I have to get dressed and make a few calls.”
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I did as she asked. I felt blissful and satisfied. Loved. I even enjoyed doing my hair and makeup and seeing my pretty fingernails moving about, using them how a girl would, learning to pick things up differently. It was such a delightfully feminine and enchanting experience.

I loved seeing my painted toenails as I slid into a pair of silky suntan pantyhose and strappy, flowered, high-wedge heels. I put on my bra and forms and a pair of silky panties, then slipped into a silky, lightweight, flowered V-neck minidress. I decorated myself with earrings and jewelry.

I stood before the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me, making me smell as pretty as I looked. How could I ever have thought my old male presentation was better than this? I stuffed my matching purse and went downstairs.

“Hi, sweetie! Isn’t it a lovely day? It feels so wonderful today.” I kissed her cheek as she fried the French toast. I nuzzled her neck. “Mmm, smells wonderful. I’m famished. I love you so much.” Her energy filled me and ran through me. An energy of love and bliss.

“How was the shower? Did you use the attachment?”

“Yes, and you were right. It did feel nice and clean after.”

“Good.” She turned, brought the pan to the table, and put our food on our plates. She put the pan in the sink and held a chair for me. I slid my dress under my thighs, and she pushed the chair in. “Thanks, honey.”

“No problem. You look so pretty today.” She sat.

“Thank you. You do too.” She wore a short romper and wedge shoes like mine, her breasts making lovely cleavage visible through the V-neck. Her face glowed across the table.

Her hand reached out to mine. “I love you too. I’m so proud of you. I knew you had it in you.”

“Thanks. I feel proud too.” I crossed my silky legs under the table, bounced one foot, and started eating daintily.

“See, you even move like a girl now. You’re all girl. Not a stitch of maleness left.”

“I know. It’s disturbing to think of, but at the same time it’s absolutely marvelous.” I tasted the French toast. “Either you’re a better cook than me, or even this French toast tastes special today—more vivid, it smells divine.”

“That’s because your senses are heightened now that you’re using your feminine side. Males shut down inputs like that without even realizing it. They miss half of life. I’d have thought being the empath you are, though, that you’d have already had those heightened senses.”

I shook my head. “No, these are physical sensory inputs. Not like the psychic or empathetic ones. I must have been missing it all this time. I feel so alive.”

“Good. So, I made a few calls. This weekend the club is having a party to celebrate your membership.”

“My membership? I never joined.”

“I made you a member. You’re all paid up for a year, and they’re throwing a special party in your honor.”

“I can’t let people know what I am.”

“Why? Are you planning on going back to old Lex?”

My jaw dropped. She was right. I could never go back. “God forbid.”

“See? Besides, I already told them. It’s part of your profile for the club. Everyone will know, Peter included. As a matter of fact, I spoke to Peter about you, and he’s very interested in bonding with you like you were bonded with me this morning.”

I raised my eyebrows and finished chewing my food. I covered my mouth with my hand and gasped. “What?”

“Yes, of course. Why not? Who cares? So what? Why not? You’d be silly to pass it up. You know how good it felt to me. Imagine it’s you, and Peter is inside you.”

“Oh god, I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. I’ll help you to be ready for it. We need to shop for a special outfit for each of us too. I get to celebrate alongside you.”

“Alongside?”

“Yes, right alongside. They’re giving me a treat, too, because I found you. I was even thinking...”

I heard her think it.

“Really? Do you think we’re ready?”

“I can’t imagine being readier. I’ve never felt this way about anyone. We could do it at the party. Have you ever felt this way before?

“No. Never. But I’ve been so self-absorbed, I didn’t even think about us like that, but now that you mention it, I think we should.”

“Woohoo!” She came over and pulled my seat out, wrapped her arms around my neck, and sat on my lap. She kissed me deeply on the lips, then leaned back and ran her hands through my hair. “I’m so happy.”
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Mitch set everything up, and we relaxed for a couple of days, shopping, going to the park, riding bikes. Even in jeans or shorts, with a properly padded panty, of course, to hide it all and look natural, I felt so feminine and pretty.

We were a happy couple in love. It was a feeling I’d never felt before, and Mitch felt the same. “I think it was meant to be, Lexi. Us, that is.” We held hands as we walked the square in our small town.

“Could be. It sure is weird the connection we have. I wonder if it will ever dwindle.”

“I think the connection was to get you back to what you love to be. Your past-life persona. Hey! Why don’t we check out the history of our house’s ownership. Maybe we can find something related. That house felt like a home to me as soon as I entered it. I know you felt something too.”

“I did. Déjà vu. The government offices are right over there. Let’s look at the title records.”

We found the right place and pulled the old deeds, writing down the original owners’ names. It was a husband and a wife. We took the names and went to the library to look them up. We found a book on the history of the town, and they were in it.

“Oh my god. Look at them, Lexi,” Mitch said as she covered her mouth with her hand. “If she had your hairstyle and makeup, she’d look just like you.”

I stared at the image from the past. I’d swear Mitch was right. If the woman were alive today, we could be twins. My heart raced. I looked closer at the man with her. He was slight of build, short, and very cute as he smiled with his arm around his wife in front of their home—and looking much like Mitch. I felt a rush of energy through me. I leaned back and took a deep breath.

“What do you think? I think it’s us.”

“Reincarnation. It’s real. Our energy goes on. Somehow,” Mitch murmured.

I placed my hand on the image and closed my eyes. “I can feel them. They were feeling in that picture like we do. Except you were my husband.”

She kissed my cheek. “I knew it. I always felt like a tomboy. I never fit in with the other girls. And see? You’re just finding the you that you loved being, just like we found each other.”

I nodded and took my phone from my purse. I took a picture of the image. “We have to blow this picture up as much as we can and hang it over the fireplace.”

“Good idea.”

We hung out and cuddled in our home, feeling the familiarity of it and now knowing we had been there in our past lives. Then, two days before our wedding-slash-club-party, Mitch decided we should prepare for it.

We had finished dinner and were relaxing with a drink in the parlor. I couldn’t resist wearing my new pretty dresses and heels, so we were always dressed nicely. After a couple of drinks, while watching videos, Mitch lifted my miniskirt and pulled aside my panties, then dove onto my shaft and took it in her mouth.

She ministered to it slowly and deliciously. She stopped and took a perfect imitation of a male’s parts from her purse and handed it to me. “Here, this is for you so you can enjoy me enjoying you.” She went back at it. It was heavenly.

“Oh god, Mitch. Get ready.”

She stopped and let it bob in the air, staring at it.

“Hey, I wanted that.”

“Well, so did I. But we need to build up to our wedding. I want us to be totally horned up for it. So neither of us can finish until then, and we have to do things like this as much as we can.”

“That’ll be torture.”

“Yes, sweet, sweet torture.”

She went onto it again, and I put my toy in my mouth and imagined.

The next day Mitch upped the process. “Okay, Lexi, bend over.” She stood there holding a pink plug. “We need to get that thing ready for Peter.”

“Not that too. I’ll be crazy. It’s not fair. I’ll be going nuts, and you’ll just be watching me.”

“Nope. I’ll be wearing two—one in front and one in back, so I can be just as crazy as you and make you even crazier.” She laughed. “Bend over, little girl.”

I did, and it slid right in; she pumped it up and turned it on. God, it felt good.

“Okay. I’ll be right back and then we can go for a walk around the block.”

I felt her as she placed the plugs inside her and adjusted the vibrations and size. It added to the already huge amount of stimulation, which wasn’t enough to get me over the edge but to just keep me wanting for more.

Mitch came out and giggled. “Phew. This is going to be torture. Now sit on the bed and lift your skirt.”

I did, and she took me into her mouth again. I took my toy from my purse and did what she did, enjoying every perspective of it; then we stopped before I could finish.

We went for a walk, letting the units massage us inside with each step. Then we used our mouths all that night. Plugged again the next day, we tortured ourselves further whenever we could in parking lots, the park, anywhere.

By the morning of our wedding day, we were both craving relief.
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We started the day by adding to our arousal with a leisurely coconut oil and jasmine bubble bath, where we washed and caressed each other. We sunbathed on the patio in our bikinis and heels, drinking iced tea, then ate a lunch of raw oysters and cold crab legs. When it was time to get ready, I was steadily oozing drips from my poor tortured shaft.

We showered together, did our hair and makeup, then dressed.

I slid on the sheer, white-lace-top thigh-high stay-ups and ran my fingers down each leg, caressing them and sending ripples of sensation through me, which I felt again when Mitch did hers. I slid the white lace and satin crotchless panties on and arranged them around my bobbing package, which was decorated. A white lace and sheer ruffled garter wrapped around my globes, which were wrapped in sheer white fabric like the stockings, and then wrapped around the shaft, making it look ultra-feminine.

We slid into our matching white lace and beaded halter-top minidresses with fluffy soft crinoline beneath the skirts, with hems that fell just below our crotches. We cinched each other’s corseted waists while my decorated maleness bobbed happily in the sea of fluffy crinoline under my dress.

We helped each other with our veils, fixing them to our hair and making them flow over our shoulders. We did our jewelry and sprayed copious amounts of perfume on us to air out to a pleasant whiff of scent that people would smell when we were near.

We filled our purses, slid on our above-the-elbow, white lace, open-fingertip gloves and held hands, looking into the full-length mirror. We were two gorgeous brides about to marry each other. “We did it, Lexi.”

“We sure did.”

“Are you ready?”

“Very. I want it all. You?”

“I want it all, times ten.” She laughed. “I think we’ll really be able to enjoy every moment.” She turned and kissed me lightly on the cheek. “I love you, Lexi.”

“I love you too.”

She looked at her phone. “Okay, it’s time. Let’s go get married, drilled, stuffed, and filled with all the things we’ve missed all week.”

“Mmm, I never in my whole life would have thought I’d want anything so much.”
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Mitch drove while I held her hand with one hand, caressed my crossed legs with the other, and gazed at her. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in the world. There was no one I felt more love for, no one who looked more beautiful to me.

She glanced at me and smiled. “You’re so cute. So sexy. So horny too. I can tell.”

“I’d have to say the same for you.”

“True.” She laughed.

We pulled into the club, and the valet took the car. We climbed the stairs, helping each other in our ultra-high stilettos. Peter was at the door to greet us. “The brides are here. Hooray!” He gave us each a hug and a kiss.

“Yes! We! Are!” Mitch said. “And we’re ready to be wedded and bedded.” She laughed.

“Wonderful.” He offered us his arms, and we took them as he led us into the ballroom.

I clung to his strong arm and said, “I can’t wait, Peter.”

“Good. I can’t either. I think we all need some deep satisfaction tonight. It is a celebration.”

We entered the ballroom, heels clicking on the hardwood floor, tables set up for dinner. There was a long bar, and music was playing. At the front was a stage and microphone with an arch decorated in flowers and a white carpet leading to it. Peter pointed. “That’s where the JP will marry you two.”

I said, “Thanks for setting this up, Peter. It’s lovely.”

“You’re welcome, Lexi. It’s really wonderful to have you as a member now, as well as becoming a committed and happy couple to join us in our club.” He held a seat at the bar for me, then seated Mitch. He sat between us.

Waiters bore drinks and trays of appetizers around the room for us to enjoy. I sat, legs crossed, facing out to the crowd, bouncing a foot and enjoying the moment. I throbbed in my fluffy crinoline beneath the dress.

As Peter and I talked, a man looking exactly like Peter approached, smiling. Mitch jumped off her barstool and wrapped her arms around his neck. He lifted her up and gave her a big hug. She yelled, “Paul! So good to see you.”

“Mmm, you, too, sweet Mitch. Has my brother been taking care of you while I was gone?”

“Well enough, but I haven’t been coming here much lately. I’d like you to meet someone. She turned him toward me. I smiled at him, Peter’s hand on my leg, and I offered my lace-gloved hand. “I’m Lexi. Mitch and I are getting married tonight.”

He kissed the back of it. “Congratulations. When Peter told me Mitch was getting hitched, I had to come out and meet her spouse.”

“Well thanks for coming. You and Peter are twins?”

“It is noticeable, isn’t it?” He laughed.

Mitch tugged on his arm. “Hey, come sit with me and let’s catch up on things.”

He sat, ordered a drink, and put his arm around Mitch while they talked.

Peter leaned in, put a big hand on my leg, glided it up and down and said, “So you’re not all girl, I hear, though looking at you and how you act and as pretty as you are, I’d never have guessed.”

I placed my hand on his and made him caress my thigh with it as I said, “Thank you. That’s nice of you to say. I never would have imagined that this is who I am, but I’m convinced now, and I’d never go back.”

“Wonderful. You shine as Lexi. Do you think you’ll ever get SRS?”

I covered my mouth. “God, no. I mean, I haven’t thought about it. First, I could never lose my little buddy.” I rubbed it through the dress and smiled. “But... hmm.” I looked up and to the right. “I might want to have some implants to make my body reflect my persona better... if you know what I mean.”

“Of course. We do have other members here like you, you know. You’ll meet them. You’ll meet everyone eventually.”

“Really? That would be wonderful. I’d love to know others like me.”

We drank and chatted until the JP called us to the stage. I held Mitch’s arm with both hands, and we took our vows, exchanged rings, and kissed when it was over. Applause filled the room.

The wedding march played, and we held each other’s arms as Peter and Paul helped us down the stairs and seated us at a table facing the rest of the room, and then they sat beside us. We raised our glasses and toasted the crowd. I struggled to keep the tears from ruining my mascara as I choked them back. I had never been so filled with joy—it overwhelmed me. Or was I feeling Mitch? Either way, it was marvelous to feel such powerful joy.

We had a luscious seven-course dinner, danced and danced, then danced some more with one after the another of the club’s members. Between dances, we sipped the drinks being delivered to us. We cut a huge wedding cake and didn’t even mess each other up with it, triggering boos followed by laughter.

Truly a night to remember for the rest of my life... and it hadn’t ended yet. Some people started to stop by and say goodnight as they left. Others continued to dance and drink. Peter had his arm around me as we sat, our chairs close, his hand on my leg and his breath in my ear as he said, “So, are you ready for me? Are you ready for me to make love to you and fill you with my pent-up desire, sweet Lexi?”

I nuzzled him and rubbed his thigh, running my hand up to his crotch and teasing his hardness beneath it. “I sure am, honey. I assume Paul will keep Mitch busy?”

“He will. Don’t worry, there will be plenty for both of you. You’ll see. Just let me know when you’re ready. Mitch told me she was anytime you were.”

I imagined being made love to by this handsome man, feeling the connection to him while he penetrated my being. I throbbed in my fluffy crinoline. I put my hand on the back of his head, pulled him to me and kissed him deeply on the lips. “I’m very ready for my man to make love to me, Peter.”

He stood and held my hand. He got Mitch’s attention, and she stood with Paul. Peter said, “Ready to go to the wedding suite? We have it all set up beautifully tonight.”

“Ready as hell!” Mitch exclaimed.

Peter laughed, and with his arm around me, he and I led the way to the suite. Through the lobby, up the curved staircase and into a massive bedchamber with a king-sized bed with pink satin sheets and pink satin and lace pillows. Fresh flowers in vases, candles burning, and soft lights created the perfect ambience.

We entered the room, and Mitch and I sat on the bed. I had a nice buzz and could feel that Mitch did too. The boys took off their tuxes and lay them neatly on chairs while Mitch and I hugged and kissed each other. We felt the men’s hands on us and parted our kiss to wrap ourselves around them and embrace them on the bed.

Peter was hard and slipping against my thigh as he wrapped his hand around my shaft and stroked it while kissing me. From the corner of my eye, I could see Paul pressing Mitch’s legs back and guiding himself into her. Her eyes rolled back as he pressed it deep, then she turned her head to me and smiled. I felt him enter her and relished the heavenly sensations she felt.

I winked at her. Peter went behind me and guided himself into my previously lubed hole. He pushed and pressed until it filled me and made me gasp. “Are you okay, Lexi?” he asked as he squeezed my breasts from behind.

“I’m wonderful. Don’t stop.”

He thrusted into me on our sides, moving me as he did toward Mitch and Paul, who were on their sides facing each other. Paul held her cheeks spread and drilled it into her over and over while she whimpered. Soon, Peter had us right next to them. He lifted the front of my dress and guided my shaft toward Mitch’s cheeks.

I helped myself get closer and grabbed both of her breasts in my hands, sending the sensations into me, and I pressed my hips toward her. Peter guided me and held it as I pressed it into her bottom. I felt it in Mitch as I entered her. Peter thrusted slowly and moved all four of us in time, sending wonderful ripples of pleasure through Mitch and me.

Paul and Mitch kissed while he thrusted into her and I could feel him inside her, pressing on my shaft with each thrust of his thick shaft. I was overwhelmed with sensations. It was as if I were in a dream.

Peter kissed my neck and began thrusting harder. He moaned in my ear. He wrapped his fingers in my hair like I was a cavewoman and pulled my head back. It felt so good; I did the same to Mitch.

I hadn’t noticed that others had entered the room. There were girls like me in garter belts, stockings, and heels around the bed, stroking themselves. Two gorgeous ones came to Mitch and me and offered themselves to us. I felt Mitch take one in her mouth, and I couldn’t resist taking one in mine as well. They held our heads and began to thrust into our faces while the others came closer.

We were surrounded by girls like me, all enjoying our show and caressing our shoulders and legs. Peter grunted and said, “Ready, Lexi? I can’t hold off any longer.”

I nodded around the shaft in my mouth, and Peter drove deep and hard several times, me going into Mitch and Paul doing the same to her. I felt her sensations as well as my own; Peter shoved it deep and hard and held it there while it swelled and pumped into me. My mouth was flooded with the pulsating one in it, and I unloaded into Mitch, my body shaking violently. I felt warm splashes on my shoulder, face, hair, and legs as the group around us let out a cacophony of whimpers, moans, and grunts and spent themselves on us.

When all the spasming and shuddering came to a halt, I lay there, swallowing the last rewards from the one in my mouth. I then slid off of it, gasping for air.

I could feel the pounding of our hearts as we all rested. The room got quiet, and people kissed my cheeks and head and left. It became utterly silent while I shrank inside of Mitch, feeling it both ways. I felt Paul shrinking in her and Peter shrinking in me. Soon, we all fell apart like a broken doll.

Mitch slid beside me, with Paul next to her, holding her hand. Peter lay on his stomach, facing me and stroking my hair while I looked into Mitch’s eyes, and she stroked my hair. “I love you, Lexi. I’m so happy we’re married now.”

“Me too.”

“Do you want to stay as Lexi now?”

I nodded quickly, gazing into her eyes.

“Do you want to have your body changed a little to make you more Lexi?”

I nodded again enthusiastically.

“Good girl. I knew you’d love this. Do you want to stay a member of this club?”

A grin came across my face. I laughed.

“Oh my god, after living a past life with me and taking me through this fourth-dimensional reality, connected as we are, don’t you know? Of course. I want it all. I want it all times ten.”

She licked a drip from my cheek and wiped another off my brow. “That’s my girl.” She grabbed me beneath the dress and held my limpness gently as she closed her eyes and nuzzled against me.
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“Really, Meriden?” I looked into his pretty, smiling eyes.

“Really, Joey. There are a lot more of us here than at your last college, I’m sure. Hey, you ended up with me for your roommate, right?”

“I guess, but I thought I just got lucky using Reddit to find you. I didn’t think this college would have enough of us around to form some kind of club. And why is it called a guild, anyway?”

“Well, my pretty boy, I suppose they call it a guild because it’s more than just a club. A guild is an organization of persons with related interests, goals, et cetera, formed for mutual aid or assistance. Like the artisans and artists of the past. Isn’t being a femboy somewhat of an art? I’d say so.” He bounced a hairless leg over his knee in his flip flops. “I’d like some help feeling more put together, more in line with my inner self, wouldn’t you?”

“I never really thought about it. I just feel different from the rest or the world.” I smiled looking into his lovely, enchanting eyes and thought about it. “What will we really gain?”

“Would you like to feel at home in your skin? The way you present yourself, act, and look? I sure would. This group is support for that.”

“I see. I never thought of getting support for being weird before, that’s all. Just thought I was weird.”

“You only feel like you’re weird because you’re out of alignment with your inner self. So? Want to join it? I think it would be fun. We could get to meet more people like us. I wonder if their parents picked out gender-neutral names for them like ours did. I wonder if they’re all the same as us or different. I wonder how they fit their femboy propensities into their lives.”

I rolled my eyes and flipped my hair back. I watched as my new roommate displayed all the telltale signs of a femboy—his delicate face and how he kept himself—the light coating of mascara on his long lashes, meticulously neat and shaped fingernails, and the way he used his hands. “Do you really think that’s a good idea? All the haters of guys like us out there might target the group. We need to blend in more, not stick out.”

Meriden came over and sat next to me on the patio couch. The sweet smell of his shampoo filled my nostrils as the sunshine warmed my face. He ran a hand though my hair. “Now don’t mind me, I’m just thinking about how you’d look.”

“What do you mean how I’d look?”

“Well, one of the objectives of the femboy group is to help us present ourselves in ways that are the most fitting for us.”

“Hmm, I thought I was presenting myself to fit me. I mean, I feel better when I’m more fem, but there’s a limit to how far that can go in our regular daily lives. Like when I wore a bra under my shirt, thinking how good it felt. Then a girl saw the shadow of it through my shirt and grew a big grin on her face. I ran home and took it off I was so embarrassed.”

“Right. So right. It’s embarrassing to be seen as fem when people know you’re a guy. Doesn’t matter if it feels good or feels right. It just doesn’t fit their idea of what’s right, and it causes us to feel out of place.” His eyes flitted over my face and hair. He tilted his head and touched my earring. “Like this stud. It says guy. There are so many prettier styles of earrings we could wear. I mean, we both have two piercings in each ear, and what do we wear? Stud earrings. It’s a waste. Dumb.”

“It’s not dumb. It’s how we fit in.”

Meriden laughed. “Fit in? We don’t fit in anywhere. That’s why we should join the club for people like us. We could learn to find our niche.”

“What did you say was the goal of it again?”

“To help each other present ourselves in ways that are the most fitting for us.”

“Most fitting. Hmm.” I thought about it and what that might mean. I looked up at the sky. “What would be the most fitting presentation for a femboy? A new clothing line that’s made for us? Softer fabrics, nicer fits, new hairstyles, jewelry, shoes? I wonder if the club has any things that we’d like. I’d like to present myself more confidently being fem and feel more comfortable doing it.”

“Good, there’s a meeting soon. We’re going, darling.” He stood and laughed, took my hand. “Let’s go get some pizza and a little buzz. It’ll make the meeting more fun.”

I stood and he let my hand go, then he slapped my bottom in my short shorts.

“Hey! That stung.”

“You have such a nice, shapely ass. I’ll bet we can find something better than those chopped-off jeans to show it off.”

I took a deep breath. “I’m not so sure I want to look the way you might be thinking.”

“Don’t worry. When we join the guild, we’ll see what it can do for us. Personally, I’m tired of the clothes I have and the way I feel like half a person sometimes. I can’t wait to present myself more in line with my feelings and attitude. You will too. You’ll see.”
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We put on some jeans, shirts, and boots to go out in public. I made sure to wash the eyeliner and mascara off my face and the gloss off my lips. Couldn’t very well go to a sports bar and eat pizza with big lugs, not looking like we did.

Meriden came out ready to go, similar alterations made. He couldn’t hide his delightful face and smile, though. He was a looker all right. He fixed his hair in my ponytail like mine. “There. Ready, handsome? You almost look like a regular guy, but gorgeous.”

“Thanks. Ready.”

At the bar we ordered some light beers and split a loaded pizza with anchovies. At least when we ordered anchovies, we could blame the look we got from the bartender on that and not necessarily because we were femboys. We had a pretty uneventful dinner, and after dessert, we were ready to go to the meeting and meet new people.

It was in a small lecture hall close by. When we entered, we received pamphlets. We sat down a couple rows back from the stage and perused them.

Meriden touched my leg lightly, pointed to the pamphlet, and said, “Look, they have an app—it asks for our names and fem-names and phone numbers in the app. Afterwards everyone’s phone contacts will be updated with the members of the club, with their names preceded by FBG. Cool. All we have to do is enter the code they give us tonight and it populates. It has event postings, personal ads, a suggested sequence of changes to make, and other things too. I’ll download it now.” He took out his phone.

I did the same. “May as well be in touch with others like us. What are you using for a fem name? A girl’s?”

“We already have fem-names. Androgynous at least. I’m just using mine... and putting Meri for my nickname.”

“I put Joey in for mine.”

“That works? You could be a Josie too.”

“Ah, that’s too girlie. Joey will do.”

Meriden shook his head and smirked. “You should be Josie but... whatever.” He had entered his info into his phone. “There.”

I finished entering mine and looked around. There were maybe thirty guys like us there. I was amazed there were so many. I’d always thought I was such a freak.

A gorgeous woman our age walked down the inclined aisle to the podium in a flowing floral dress that swept high on the back of her thighs and must have felt heavenly on—it was so light and airy. Her breasts bounced with each step in her heels; her hair flowed on her shoulders. It must have felt wonderful to be her.

She went to the podium and took her phone out, opening it to something. She propped it on its wallet stand so she could see it, then looked out over the audience. Her eyes caught ours. She smiled and nodded. She looked at her watch and scanned the room.

“She’s so pretty,” I whispered to Meriden.

“She is. Wouldn’t it be great to just be a girl like her and not have to be a femboy?”

“Well, I’m not so sure about that, but I bet it feels great to be her.”

She tapped the mic. “Hello, everyone.” She waited. “Welcome to the FBG’ s enrollment meeting. This is our fourth year now, and we’ve developed considerably from where we were four years ago, thanks to the efforts of all our guild members in pursuing our goal of becoming our best. You’ll all be immersed in our knowledge and resources as soon as you leave the room today.”

She looked across the group. “How many of you would consider yourself not entirely masculine?”

All our hands went up.

“And how many of you have had to struggle in society with how you felt and acted?”

I looked at Meriden and we both raised our hands along with the others in the room.

“And that’s exactly how I felt when I was in your seat four years ago.”

I grabbed Meriden’s leg and squeezed it. A murmur went through the group. I whispered to him, “I don’t believe it!” I covered my dropped jaw.

She nodded. “I know. Fabulous, isn’t it? No drugs or hormones, either, and I still have my favorite buddy beneath my skirt.” She laughed and looked across the group.She waved her hand across us all. “And you’ll all be able to achieve the same level of accomplishment as I have. I can tell by the looks on your faces that some of you are hesitant, frightened. Don’t be. Just remember, you can always go back to what you are now if it doesn’t suit you. But trust me, we’ve made this very easy.”

I raised my hand.

“Yes?”

“Yes, so this app is for us in the group, and the purpose is for us to become fully feminized like you are so we can present as a girl?”

“Absolutely. Would you consider yourself a femboy, if I may ask?”

I nodded. “I guess.”

“Why not go a little further and immerse yourself in what you love most—being fem. What’s holding you back?”

“I’d be misrepresenting myself.”

“Would you? You said you were a femboy.”

“Yes. A boy that’s fem, not a girl.”

“So you’d rather masquerade as a guy who looks feminine and feels feminine but wears men’s clothing and tries to look like a guy so he can fit in better?”

I nodded.

She chuckled and looked around the room. “How well has that worked for all of you?”

The group laughed and nodded and a couple of ‘not very wells’ were shouted out.

“Precisely. So now you have a chance to explore what it would be like to be what you are inside... on the outside. Let your girl out, girls! Be confident, pretty, sexy, and feel in your skin. Stop lying to yourself about who you are and become who you were always meant to be. Let us help.”

A cute guy in the front row asked, “That sounds interesting. What’s it cost?”

“Nothing except your out of pocket expenses for clothing and the all the things a girl needs and wants. The app and the help are all free. Over the years, we’ve been able to add suppliers for services and merchandise that understand our situation and are more than willing to help with our development. After you’re connected and in the app, you’ll be able to look up anything you need from the categories that will be listed, and if you click on the supplier, a brief description with hours of operation and so on will show up, along with the GPS directions to it. These are all vetted, TG friendly places staffed by people who will gladly help you to be your best. Simple, isn’t it?”

Everyone nodded. I felt the excitement in the room. A chill ran down my spine thinking about what was about to happen. Meriden squeezed my leg and whispered, “My heart’s racing.”

Mine pounded in my chest as I observed the woman at the podium, wondering if I could really look so pretty.

She started again. “Okay, girls. Does everyone have the app on their phone now?”

“Good. Now open it up, sign in with your fem name, create a password, and then put in this code. Look up when you’re at the code screen.”

We waited for everyone.

She smiled and said, “Good job, girls. The code is in all caps with spaces between the words: I WANT TO BE A GIRL”.
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We all sat there as the app connected and opened. We had to pick the alert settings and grant permission to load our contacts with the new contacts from the app, and then the main page opened with events and a listing of different resources such as hair stylists, manicures, dress boutiques, breast-forms, jewelry, piercing places, and so on.

Meriden and I looked at it as did the others, everyone in the room chatting a bit.

“Any questions?” the speaker asked.

No one had any.

“Good. I hope to see you at some of the events and wish you all success on your new adventures. Enjoy, ladies!” She left the stage and the room.

“What’s next?” I asked Meriden, who was looking at the app and tapping her phone.

“It’s only six o’clock, and there’s a TG-friendly salon just a mile away that’s open until nine. I say we go and get our hair and nails done, then tomorrow we can do some more. That way, we’ll look like girls as we try on dresses.”

I took a deep breath. “Oh, god. We’re really going to do it, huh?”

“Oh, come on, Josie.”

“Joey.”

“Come on, Joey. What can it hurt? We’re off for spring break. Let’s get squared away while we can. Let’s stop masquerading, like she said, and be the girl inside. You know you want to.”

I nodded reluctantly. “I guess. It seems so drastic, though. I never thought of taking the fem preference further and becoming a girl.”

“Josie, fear and freedom are the best of friends, committed totally to each other, both willing to die for the other. Do you want to be free?”

“Joey. Of course.”

“Then stop being such a pussy and let fear die for your freedom. You’re acting like a little boy. Grow up and be a powerful girl. I’m setting it up.” He went into the phone and made us an appointment. “There. Done.”

We had our hair cut, styled, and highlighted, and then a manicure and pedicure. The girls there were so nice and treated us like what we were doing was perfectly normal. They were obviously excited for us and reinforced that it was a good decision for us.

We felt like we had entered another world entirely, where girls looked at us not as freaks, but as beautiful people following their hearts. It was gratifying and made me feel good about the whole thing. They even did our eyes and lips for us so we’d look our best when we left.

We tipped them generously, and they gave us kisses on the cheek. Now we looked like girls who were somewhat butch in our boots and jeans, but we were less out of place than we had been before.

Meriden took my hand as we walked. “Thank you so much for doing this with me. I feel liberated already. Now we can go into a bar and get a nice drink instead of just beer,bourbon, or vodka.”

“True. You know what I want? I want a lemon-drop martini.”

“Good idea. Let’s go to the Lounge Lizard on the way home.”

“Isn’t that a bit classy for us?”

“Not for two pretty girls. Would you rather hang with the slugs at the place we ate dinner?”

“I wouldn’t.”

We entered the bar and were carded at the door with no issues. The guy at the entrance was too taken looking at our faces to spend much time looking at the IDs. “Enjoy, girls.”

We entered the bar and slid onto a couple of swivel seats. Meriden made it a point to be his full fem as he crossed his leg and bounced a foot while he admired his new, long, painted nails. “I love the manicure. It makes my hands so pretty. Long, pretty fingers rather than stubby. Don’t you think so, Josie?”

“Joey.”

“Look at you, sister. You’re a girl... and a Josie.”

The bartender came over and put her hand out to Meriden. “Hi, girls. I’m your bartender, Debbie.”

Meriden shook it. “I’m Meri.”

She put her hand out to me. I shook it and said, “Hi Debbie, I’m Josie.”

Meriden grinned and patted my leg. “Debbie, Josie and I would like a couple of nice, stiff, lemon-drop martinis if you could.”

“Coming right up.”

“Hi, ladies.” A guy sat next to Meriden. “Mind if I join you? I heard the word stiff in your drink order and thought that sounded familiar. You like stiff things?”

Meri glared at him. “If you’re trying to be cute, you’re not. We’re just two girls out to be together tonight and would appreciate if you’d honor that.”

He held his hands up, his eyes showing his regret. “Sorry, I was trying to be cute. I’ll go. I meant no harm. You girls are just so cute I had to try. I’ll leave.” He flashed gorgeous teeth at us and got off the stool. He placed a hand on my chair and looking into my eyes said, “Sincerely, I’m very sorry.”

“It’s okay. Thanks,” I said. He left and went to the other end of the bar. Our drinks came. Meriden lifted her drink and said, “To tomorrow.”

I lifted my drink by the stem; I couldn’t help admiring my new nails as I held the glass. I flipped my new hairstyle, then we clinked and sipped. “Yeah. Tomorrow. See what we brought upon ourselves tonight already? I felt bad for that guy. We tricked him.”

“We sure did.” Meri laughed and sipped. “Isn’t it great?”

“Aww, poor guy. Now I feel bad for him. We insulted him.”

“Maybe a little. But that line was lame anyway.” Meriden looked down the end of the bar where he sat looking at his phone. “He looks lonely. He’s kinda cute too. Maybe we should call him back. Who knows? We might hit it off. He was polite enough after.”

“Meriden, no. Don’t even think about it. See the problems we can get into as fake girls? It’ll only get worse as we dress and look more feminine.” I tilted my head and looked at her. “Meri, are you gay? We’re guys.”

“Really? C’mon, Josie. When were you or I ever a guy? How many successful relationships with girls have you had? ’Bout as many as me, I’m sure.”

“I had plenty of girlfriends.”

“Me too, but how many of them thought of you as their boyfriend?”

I nodded. “But how can we act like girls with a guy? I mean, they’ll expect things like kissing, making them feel good, and stuff. You know. What we’d like to have with girls. It could get gross.”

“Stop worrying. You’ll get used to being who you are, and you’ll love it. We both will. I’m looking forward to it. I think it’ll be exciting as heck.” She leaned in toward me, placed her hand gently on my leg. “Hmm, yeah.” She kissed me lightly on the lips. “You’re so alluring now, I couldn’t resist.”
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We enjoyed three lemon-drop martinis without any other interruptions. I got past the point of being disturbed by Meriden touching and kissing me lightly on and off. It felt nice to be able to be a little closer to each other. I did really like Meriden, and now that she looked so femininely fetching, I liked her even more. See? I called her a she because she felt like one now. I was feeling more like one too. We were girlfriends.

We left the bar and walked home, our arms around each other as we laughed and talked about the next day. Meriden was beside herself. “I can’t wait to get some sexy heels and a nice short sexy dress. Won’t that feel incredible? To be really fem... just like a real girl?”

“It still scares me to think of it, but it is exciting. I mean, to really be fem and wear things and look like a real girl. It’s... it’s... arousing too. Is it for you?”

She rubbed my back as we walked, and she glanced at me with a grin. “Very. When we get home, I just want to relax a little and cuddle. Would that be okay, sister?”

“Sister. I like that. That’s sounds nice, actually. I’m really tired.”

At home we mixed a little nightcap and sat on the wicker couch on the patio. We cuddled in the corner of it, Meriden’s hand on my leg as we took in each other’s new faces in the moonlight. The fresh air smelled almost as good as Meriden’s hair. I sniffed it. She moved closer. “Does my hair smell nice from the salon?”

I buried my nose in it. “Mmm. Very nice.”

She rubbed my leg. “Let me smell yours.”

I leaned my head down. Her nose went to my neck and she sniffed. “Mmm, very nice.” Her lips fell on my neck, and she kissed it and ran her tongue in a circle on it. It felt so good. I held her head to my neck. “That feels wonderful.”

She continued to kiss my neck. Her hand slid from my leg to the front of my jeans, and she pressed on my very hard shaft. I tensed and she held me fast. “Relax.” She kissed my neck some more, her tongue driving me wild while she rubbed me through my pants. I pressed my hips up against her hand. She unbuttoned my jeans and with both hands unzipped them and slid her hand inside to wrap her cool fingers around it.

“You feel so nice in my hand. So silky and hard. Am I making you hard?”

I nodded nervously.

She took it out and stroked it while she looked me in the eyes. “You’re so tantalizing now, girl. I think I’m falling in love with you.”

I loved her calling me girl. I nodded while I gazed into her enticing face, her eyes lit with excitement. I couldn’t resist kissing her deeply while she stroked me. She placed my hand on her pants and pressed her hardness against my palm then said, “See? You excite me too.”

She unzipped her pants, and my shaft was left bobbing in the air with the anticipation of what might come... me. She wrapped my fingers around her shaft. I felt the velvety smooth skin over her hard, hairless shaft and began to stroke it. We kissed while we petted each other.

I lifted my hips into her fist and all of a sudden I tensed and whimpered, “Huh, uh, Meriden... no.”

I shot all my fluids, whimpering, my body shaking. She hugged me tight. I held fast to her shaft until I was done. She kissed my cheek, and I dropped her rod like a hot poker and backed away from her. “See? See what happened? Oh, god.”

She stroked my hair and looked into my eyes as mine began to tear up. “It’s okay, honey. It’s natural. I’m flattered I made you feel so good.”

“It’s wrong, though. Totally wrong. I had my hand on a man’s penis.”

“Josie, it’s okay. It’s natural. We’re girls.”

She hugged me and stroked my hair as I composed myself and slowed my choppy breath. “It’s okay, Josie. It’s okay. We’re doing what comes naturally. It’s okay, princess. Now let’s go to bed, and you’ll feel better tomorrow.”

“Okay. I’ll go to my room like the bad boy I’ve been.”

“Nonsense. We’re sleeping in my bed. You shouldn’t be alone right now. You’re too confused.” She took my hand and helped me stand. “C’mon.”
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I felt the sun on my face, smelled the fresh air blowing across the bed from the window, and was dreaming that a girl was giving me a BJ. I raised and lowered my hips, shoving myself into her hot mouth. It felt so nice. I’d never imagined how nice it could feel. It was a beautiful dream. I lowered my hands to embrace her head as she was bobbing on me and running her tongue in circles around my shaft.

I wrapped my fingers in her hair and heard her moan while she sped up the pace. I opened my eyes and looked down to lock eyes with Meriden, her lips wrapped around my shaft as I thrusted into her beautiful face. I came instantly. My body tensed and I shot load after load into her face. Her eyes locked on mine the whole time while she enthusiastically swallowed it all, making happy little sounds, her eyes bright with her pleasure.

When I was done, she continued to run her tongue around it and bob her head on it as if she could coax more out of it. My body shuddered and shook. I whimpered like a little girl and had to pull her off it before I had a heart attack from the intensity. “Sto-o-o-op!” I whined.

She pulled off me, smiled and licked her lips, then slid up next to me. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight. “Thank you. That was so special of you to give that to me. You were wonderful. How was it for you?”

“Uh, we shouldn’t... You shouldn’t have...” I tried to pull away.

“Oh, stop. Relax and let me hug you.” She wrapped a leg over mine and slid her hardness in her silky briefs against me. “You’re so sexy, Josie. I’m in love.”

I took a deep breath and relaxed. I stroked her hair and sniffed it. “I’m sorry. It’s just...”

“I know. I know. It’s okay. Don’t fret your pretty head. You’ll grow up, little girl.”
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By the time we’d had breakfast and coffee on the patio and then showered, I was no longer feeling regret about what had happened. I became immersed my new look—painted toenails, long painted fingernails, and all the loveliness of my more feminine presentation. It was as if my entire body became more aligned with how I felt inside when only simple, superficial things had been done.

I dried my hair in the mirror and put on mascara and eyeliner like I never had before. I applied my lip gloss and longed for lipstick. I wanted to complete my look and couldn’t wait to go shopping in order to do so.

I dressed in the most fem boys’ clothes I had, and when I looked in the mirror, I felt like I was masquerading as a boy. I needed girls’ clothes and all the things that went with being as fem as a real girl. With the new hairstyle and all that we had done, the rest of the things seemed more essential than ever. I wasn’t about to pass them up.

I went onto the patio and sat in the sunshine sipping iced tea while Meri showered. I smoked one of our emergency Virginia Slims to relax, the whole time thinking about the kind of clothes and things I wanted to buy.

Meri came out and sat on my lap, her body freshly showered and smelling sweet. She kissed my lips lightly, and I kissed her back then said, “Sorry about my attitude before.”

“It’s okay!” She kissed my forehead, took a smoke out and lit it. “Mmm, good idea.”

“I needed it. But now I’m ready to go get the things we need to be who we are. Are you ready? I’m so freakin’ excited for it. It’s so weird. I can’t hold back now.”

“I’m ready and excited too. We should have done this a long time ago instead of trying to ride the fence. The only thing riding a fence does is make your crotch hurt.” She laughed and hopped off my lap.

She put out her smoke and held her hand out to me. I took it and stood, and she said, “Let’s go. I already looked up the first suggested stop after hair and nails—it’s breast forms and underthings, so dresses and tops will fit us properly when we try them on. I can’t wait. I’m gonna have boobs and cleavage. I might want to be a bimbo after that.” She laughed.

The breast-form place was great; the girl helped us find the proper sized bras to be able to generate cleavage. She fussed over fitting us correctly, and neither of us could resist having the largest breasts we could manage. They weren’t huge, but they were substantial enough to shape us well. They felt absolutely invigorating to wear when they tugged on our chests with each step.

While there, we also bought sheer, silky, leg-flattering European pantyhose, stockings, and stay-up thigh-highs. The girl demonstrated to us how to carefully cut the crotch to allow our special parts to be free and wear our panties over them. Of course, we selected plenty of everything, and each of us wore a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose out of the store to shop for shoes as our app suggested as the next step.

The app advised us about styles, heel heights, and colors to buy in order to have a decent selection for different outfits. At that point, though, all we wanted were strappy, high stilettos, and that’s what we mostly bought. We each wore a pair out of the store to try dresses on with as the app advised us.

At that point we needed to drop off our purchases in the car. Then we bought earrings, some of which we immediately put in, and necklaces and bracelets. In the stores recommended for clothing, we found the staff helpful and non-intrusive, though at that point, I don’t think they knew we weren’t girls. Our new breasts made very real cleavage, which showed in our V-neck tops. We’d nearly perfected our new image.

Trying on the tops, skirts, and dresses was a step into heaven—we found so many styles, fabrics, and options to try on and admire. It was as if the act of shopping had totally changed for us. We no longer faced a struggle to find something to suit a femboy who still wanted to fit in as a boy; now there was a plethora of things that suited a pretty girl. It was liberating and thrilling.

Needless to say, it was a good thing we both had some extra money to spend on our new wardrobes. By the end of the day, we were satisfied and couldn’t wait to go home and put it all away.

Our old boys’ clothes went in bags and into the basement while the new things were washing and drying. We cleaned out our closets and drawers and put the new things away. While Meri was finishing up, I made us some freshly squeezed lemonades with honey and took them onto the patio.

Meri came out and sat alongside me, picking up her sweating glass. “Mmm, thank you, I needed this.” She slugged down half the glass. “Soo good.” She smiled at me and patted my leg. “That was fun, wasn’t it?”

“Incredibly so. I never imagined shopping could be so much fun. Now I know why women like doing it so much. I think I have more shoes and clothes and things than I ever did! Plus, it looks better on me than anything else did.”

“I know. I can’t wait to go out and see how people react. It’ll feel so much better than being thought of as a femboy. Now they’ll see us as what we are inside... girls.”

I nodded, thinking about it as I sipped my lemonade and watched a male cardinal looking so pretty at the bird feeder. Why did male birds get to look pretty, and male humans didn’t? It made the change seem even more natural for me. Girls. We would be looked at as girls. I remembered Meri sucking me this morning, looking like a girl, acting like a girl, loving what she was doing. I hardened in my panties thinking about it and how much she enjoyed it. Was I hard from thinking I might do that as well? I told myself NO and took a deep breath.

Meri put her hand on my shoulder. “What’s so interesting about that bird feeder, hun? The birds have left it, and you’re still staring at it. You okay?”

I smiled at her, shook my hair, and stretched my arms out. “Yeah. Fine. Just thinking about all of this.”

“Good thoughts?” She smiled, her bright eyes full of life.

I imagined her sucking me again and looking up at me. “Uh, yeah. Good thoughts.”

“Good girl. Then what do you say we get dressed for dinner? I’ll make reservations somewhere nice; we can dress up, and then we can go. Game?”

“Sure.”

“Good. Then after maybe we can go dancing.”

“Meri, there’ll be guys there.”

“So? Then we’ll drink for free and make some new friends.”

“Oh, please. I don’t want to meet any guys yet. Maybe ever. You’re enough for me.”

“Aww, that’s sweet.” She kissed my lips lightly. “But you’re too pretty not to play with some guys, and that goes for me too. I can just imagine what it would be like to be a little sucker, sucking the compliment of a reward from a masculine guy... or to drive him to take me even. It would make me feel even more feminine having that wonderful contrast, to be his longing receptacle for his pleasure when he makes love to me. It sends chills up my spine. Don’t you feel that way too?”

“Uh, no. First, I’m not gay.”

“I sucked you.”

“You’re a girl, and I won’t do that.” I throbbed at the thought.

“You’re a girl, and you have to assume you will do that. You’ll see, you won’t be able to resist being a little sucker too. And you’re so stuck on labeling things. Who cares what the label or definitions are? Be you, not a category. Now, go on. You said first, implying a second followed.”

“Second, if I do end up being a little sucker,” I throbbed in my panties again and grinned, rolled my eyes and laughed while my face flushed “...there’s still the fact that there are guys who would beat us silly if they felt we had trapped them when they find out what’s beneath our skirts.”

“True. First, they don’t have to know. Second, there are plenty who would prefer girls like us. So stop throwing nails in the road we’re traveling on and don’t even think about it. Now let’s go get dressed for dinner and immerse ourselves in our lovely new world of being girls.”

She slapped my thigh, stood, and put her pretty, long-painted-nailed hand out to me. “Your fear must die so we can have our freedom. Let’s go, my love.”
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Meri had talked me into moving all our things into the master after we slept together last night, and she convinced me that’s how we should stay. I showered, shaving what little hair was on my body, and went onto the patio for lemonade and a Virginia Slim in my new short satin robe and heeled sandals. Back inside, we redid our makeup and hair together, chatting and helping each other maximize our looks. Then we dressed.

I sat on the bed alongside Meri as we both slid on sinfully sensual, sheer suntan thigh-highs, then panties and matching bras with our silicone breast forms. We fastened strappy stilettos to our ankles and slid on our minidresses, adjusting our revealed cleavage. I went to the dresser mirror and applied my jewelry and then went to the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me and took in my appearance. I throbbed in my panties. I was a hot, alluring young woman.

Meri came alongside and put her hand on my shoulder. “You look fabulous, Josie.”

“Thanks. You too, Meri.” I throbbed in my panties, looking at us both. “This is weird.”

“What?”

“I’m making myself hard looking at myself, and these clothes and things make it even worse—they’re so sensual and feminine. It’s like I’m inside the girl of my dreams.”

Meri rubbed the front of her dress, her hard-on hidden as well as mine. “Mmm, yummy. Great, isn’t it?”

“But isn’t this what crossdressers do? I mean it’s like a fetish. It’s frowned upon and looked at as an aberration.”

“It’s not a fetish or an aberration. It’s natural. Even for crossdressers. When they crossdress, they see an image of what men’s brains naturally say is sexy—a woman with all her best features emphasized, wearing sensually pleasing fabrics, with silky, glossy stockings that make the leg nicer than it could be in reality, lips emphasized to be more luscious, breasts brought to the forefront, painted nails making the feet and hands look prettier than they are, decorated with jewelry, perfumed like flowers, and all of it. It’s not fetishy, it’s natural. Fetish is when someone gets a kick out of someone peeing or defecating on them. That’s unnatural. This is normal. Society just labeled it wrong, the same way you’re labeling yourself wrong.”

I observed the two of us looking in the mirror together. Side by side, both of us much more than we were before we did this. “Hmm, interesting you should look at it that way. It makes sense.” I ran my hand through my hair and adjusted an earring.

“Of course.” She took my hand and held it, looking at me in the mirror. “How do you feel? Better than before this or not?”

“Hmm. It feels more natural. Looking at myself, I like myself better. I mean... I feel this is more me than the old me.”

“Good. So what if you arouse yourself. It’s only natural. It adds to the sensuality of being feminine, doesn’t it?”

She placed her hand on the front of my dress and rubbed my hardness in my panties. “Enjoy this. It’s part of you, and it’s what your brain says is lovely. All people have a feminine and masculine aspect to them. You’re a genetic male who has now been able to immerse himself in his feminine side. So much so that now, the genetic male is in the background and the feminine side in the foreground. Feel good and stop questioning. Be confident in your feelings about liking the new you. Your feelings are right; your societal ideas, set in our culture to control behavior and close down natural tendencies to fit people into molds, are wrong.”

“Hmm.” I smiled in the mirror, fully feeling the new power and confidence of the new me. “Okay.” I grabbed my purse and put my things in it. I slung it on my shoulder and checked myself one more time in the mirror, then turned to Mari, who stood watching me. “What are you waiting for, girl? Stop staring at me and let’s go eat. I’m famished.” I took her by the arm.
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Meri drove while I luxuriated in the passenger seat, silky legs crossed, one hand unconsciously caressing my thigh while gazing at my beautiful girlfriend.

“What’s up?”

“Oh, just watching my gorgeous girlfriend driving. She’s so pretty and sexy. I think I’m in love with her.”

“Hmph! I’m just another pretty girl, huh? Thanks.”

“No. A pretty girl who’s smart too. A girl who gives me confidence and shows me the best parts of the world. A girl I can connect to. A girl I think I’m in love with.” I reached over and grabbed her hand on the console and rubbed my thumb on her soft skin. I lifted her hand and kissed the back of it.

“Aww, that’s so lovely. I think I’m in love with you too, Josie. This is bringing out a whole new you. I can’t wait to make love to you.” She squeezed my hand.

I tugged my hand away.

“Oh, Josie. Grow up. Just relax. I’ll stay away from that for now.”

We had a wonderful seven-course dinner with superb wine and were fully absorbed in the indulgence of the food, drink, and our new selves. It turned out to be the most sensual, corporeal, yet nearly spiritual experience at a restaurant I’d ever had. It was obvious it wasn’t just the restaurant, because we’d eaten there before. It was our new selves opening us to the experience many times more than we’d ever thought possible.

Meri patted my hand on the table. “That was great, wasn’t it? Now to go to a club and have a few pops.”

“Meri, why don’t we just go home?” I held her hand with both of mine, leaning in toward her and gazing at her in the light of the setting sun.

“You look so sweet, it’s hard to resist going home with you right now—or doing anything you’d ask me to.”

“Good.”

“But honey, I want to be out someplace busy where people are having fun. I want to celebrate a little.”

“But you have to drive.”

“We can drop the car at home, and there’s a place not far from us we can Uber to. How’s that?”

I took a deep breath and sighed. “If you insist. But I’ll have you know, I don’t want to meet any men.”

“Okay.”

We dropped the car off and climbed right into the Uber. The driver dropped us off at the entrance in a few minutes.

We checked in with the hostess and she said, “The nightclub tables and bar are full—standing room only and that’s tight. Someone has to leave first. We have several private venues as well, but again, someone has to leave. If you like, we’ll text you if something comes available. You can get a drink in the bar, but be careful no one spills on your dresses.”

“We’ll get a drink at the bar and wait,” Meri said.

I leaned in toward the hostess and said, “No way. I don’t want to be crushed in the crowd and get spilled on. I think we should get a private venue.”

“You’ll have to give me a credit card. There’s a cover for a room.”

“How much?”

“Twenty.”

“No problem. If one opens, let us know. We’ll be right outside having a smoke.” I gave her my card and she ran it.

“Wonderful. Phone number for the text?”

Meri gave the hostess her number, and then we went outside.

I handed Meri a smoke and lit it for her.

She blew out a long wisp of smoke and shook her head. “A private venue? What good is that?” She glared at me.

I lit my smoke and held it daintily, admiring my nails as I leaned back against the wall, my legs crossed, my other hand on my purse. “I don’t want to be crushed in a crowd, having drinks spilled on me. Eww!”

Meri faced away from me, angry, and smoked, taking a big drag and blowing it out forever. She turned back to me and put her hand on my hair. “Okay, well, I see your point. I guess we should finish this and go home.”

“Okay.”

Two couples exited the nightclub, the men with their arms around the scantily clad women. Meri’s phone buzzed and she looked at it. “There’s our booth. Let’s at least have a few drinks. We did Uber for this, so we should at least get a buzz. Maybe the place will open up more after we have a couple.”

“’Kay.” I put the smoke in the butt receptacle. We went to the hostess. She led us to a private little room with a curtain and a round booth in it. “This is it. A server will be right along.”

Someone was cleaning it up. “Ready in a minute.” We stood outside, watching him spray and wipe down the tops, seats, and floor. We could hear the nightclub pounding, but it was in the background. Meri held my arm. “This could be nice. Very romantic.”

I nodded and smiled. We sat next to each other in the round booth and ordered drinks. Meri caressed my silky thigh beneath the table, slipping her hand under my dress and running her palm over my panties with my hardness throbbing. She slid my hand on her leg, and I began the same round of thigh, panties, thigh again. We kissed deeply.

Mari set me free from my panties, and I did the same to her, wrapping my fingers around her silky shaft and stroking it. We were both becoming very aroused as the curtain opened and the hostess cleared her throat. We released our grip on one another and looked up at her, flustered, like deer in the headlights.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt, but two gentlemen I know fairly well asked me if I would find them seats, and your booth has two openings. They’re very nice, darn good-looking, and they just got back into town from a conference. All they want is to sit and chat, away from the noise and crowds. I suggested you might be interested in having them join you, and they offered to pick up your cover and pay for everything. I think you girls would like them.”

I shook my head at Meri.

But the hostess turned away for a moment, and two smiling, handsome guys came into view. Meri said, “That sounds fun. Sure.”

The guys shook our hands and introduced themselves, then took seats on either side of us. I was still untucked and hard under my dress, and so I crossed my legs and tucked it between my thighs.

Bill, sitting next to me, felt me move, and he moved to press our thighs together. His hand landed on my leg. “So, seems you girls had the same idea. A little quiet and relaxation. I hope we haven’t ruined it for you.” His eyes roamed my face. “Love your hairstyle. It frames your pretty face so well.”

“Uh, thanks. I just had it done.”

We all ordered another round of drinks. Meri was having a good time with Jack, whose hand rested on her stockinged thigh while she smiled and tilted her head, talking animatedly.

Bill’s big hand slid on my leg, caressing it. “Are you okay, Josie? You seem like you’re somewhere else.”

His hand slid on my leg, and the sensation was wonderful as he gazed into my eyes, waiting for an answer. I didn’t want this... but I did. I was torn. “Uh, I.. I’m okay, just a few flitting thoughts about things I need to be finished with. I just need to relax.”

Our drinks came quickly, and I hastily drank half of mine.

Bill’s hand slid upward and tried to get between my crossed thighs. I couldn’t let him, being untucked as I was, or he’d find out I was an imposter. I needed to distract him. I moved my hand into his lap and pressed on the front of his pants, revealing his ardor for me. I squeezed it, looking into his eyes, and said, “Seems you’re happy to see me.”

He grinned and nodded. “I am. You’re very enticing. And since you seem interested...” He unzipped his pants and took out his whole, cleanly shaven package. I wrapped my fingers around his long, hard, thick, and silky shaft. It sent a shock of pleasure through me and my heart raced. I gave him a flat-lipped smile, my face flushed as I stroked him, enjoying it immensely, lost in the thrill.

“Your hand feels so nice. So soft and tiny.”

“Thanks. You have quite a nice... uh, gift.” I grinned. This was beyond thrilling to me. I never imagined I could do this and get so excited by it. I bounced my leg beneath the table, squeezing my hardness between my thighs as I stroked him and looked into his eyes, which revealed his pleasure and infatuation with me.

Meri was doing the same to Jack as they cuddled together and sipped their drinks. As I stroked Bill, proud of the pleasure I was giving him, he touched my lips with his finger. “You have such nice lips. I bet they’d feel fantastic in place of your hand right now.”

I took a deep breath and looked over at Meri, then back. I felt the heft of his rigid shaft and ran a thumb over the oozing tip. Could I? What would that mean? I remembered how much Meri enjoyed doing that for me and wondered if she was right to enjoy it. As aroused as I was, and at risk of being discovered right then, it seemed like a good idea to try it and see. If stroking him felt so good to me, that might actually be even more exciting.

He stroked my hair and leaned in for a kiss. I pecked his lips and he whispered, “Please? It would be so great.”

His hand slid on my leg, trying to get between my legs again. No further thought was needed. I slid down under the table taking my napkin to kneel on. In a second, Meri joined me in the dim light. She winked and got between Jack’s knees to take him into her mouth.

I did the same with Bill and stared at it as I stroked it with both hands. It was very substantial. I could smell his cologne and tugged on his shaven globes, observing my long-nailed fingers wrapped around it, stroking. It was such an erotic sight that I couldn’t resist opening my mouth wide and consuming what I could.

I ran my tongue around his shaft and flicked his tip with it while bobbing my head and stroking the leftovers with my other hand. I became enthralled by it as his hands rested on my head and he thrusted gently. I rolled his silky globes in my one hand, my other stroking his shaft while my wide open mouth took in as much as it could. I bobbed my head and squeezed my lips tight.

I was throbbing and bobbing under my dress, my tip rubbing the silky fabric while I feverishly indulged on his gorgeous meat. His hands tightened around my skull, and he stopped thrusting momentarily. It swelled in my fist and mouth, and a gush of his cream flooded over my tongue. I swallowed greedily as he began thrusting. His shaft pulsed in my fist and mouth, and he deposited luscious amounts of his passion into my face.

It was so exciting to have him so excited by me! I was overwhelmed with sensation as he deposited his rewards into me. I swallowed fervently, my body shuddered, my shaft leapt and jerked beneath my dress and issued uncontrollable streams, which fell on my stockinged thighs. When Bill had finally finished, my body stopped shuddering and shooting. His hands released my head; I wiped myself in my dress and slid my panties back over it. I slid back up to the seat, being careful to conceal what had happened to me.

My face was flushed, and I licked my lips. He kissed my forehead. “Thank you so much. That was fantastic.” He gazed into my eyes and stroked my hair. “You’re so lovely. I’d love to get to know you better.”

Agitated and scared, I gave him a flat smile. “Uh, yeah, maybe some time.” I looked to Meri. She was seated and was typing on her phone as Jack smiled, watching. She finished and looked at me.

“Uh, Meri,” I said, “I think we should go now. I have to get up early tomorrow.”

She nodded, kissed Jack lightly on the lips, and we both slid out and left.

My heart was pounding beneath my breasts as they jiggled with each step in my high heels. We made our way out of the club. When we got into the car, I looked at my dress to see if it showed. There was a patch of wetness at my thighs.

Meri smiled and said, “You too, huh, princess? Wasn’t that incredible? One day we have to have those boys make love to us.”

“Meri, stop. They’d know what we are for sure then. Besides, I still don’t want to think about that kind of thing.”

She held my hand as she drove. “But honey, I want to do it to you, and I want you to do it to me. Imagine being in my nice, hot, tight bottom.”

Even though I had just come, she was making me aroused again. “No, Meri. I did enough thinking with my dick tonight and ended up doing what I never could have imagined.”

“Right. And it was so exciting that you wet your dress like a good little sissy would. You’ll want the rest. You’re a girl now, and girls like to be penetrated and filled and make the guys feel... Oh... so... good. Stop thinking in your old restrictive ways. I’ll bet you willingly, no, not just willingly, passionately, swallowed every drop he gave you, right?”

I nodded sheepishly.

Tell me this wasn’t great tonight.”

I shrugged, bounced one leg over the other.

“Tell me how much you enjoyed it and what you truly are. You know what to say. Tell me the truth.”

“I, uh, it was nice.”

“What was nice?”

“Making Bill feel so good that I couldn’t hold myself back. It was terribly exciting.”

“What are you now. Are you a femboy? A man? A guy?”

I shook my head and looked down at my lap. “Hell no. Not anymore.”

“So how do you view yourself now? How do you present yourself to the world?”

I nodded looking down. “I’m a girl now.”

“Good girl, Josie. Good girl. Now back to being a love-making receptacle for men. Tell me you’ll do it. At least once.”

I stared at her. “A BJ is safer. That’s too dangerous. They’d find out.”

She grinned and winked. “Hmm, well, now that that’s the only issue left, it isn’t an issue. I told Jack what we are, and he and Bill wouldn’t have any problem with us. As a matter of fact, Jack said we were the girls of their dreams because of that.”

My eyes popped open. “You told them?”

“I told Jack right from the start. It thrilled him. So get used to the idea, princess. Your future is coming and coming fast... and it’ll be right inside of you... filling you with it’s passionate release when it does..”
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I woke in the morning, and Meri was already showered and dressed, her makeup and hair done. She was making breakfast when I walked into the kitchen in my pink satin robe and heeled sandals, my woodie leading the way.

She smiled and said, “Sorry, I’d have taken care of that for you already, but you looked so sweet sleeping that I didn’t want to wake you.” I stood next to her, watching the bacon sizzle. She wrapped her hand around my shaft through the silky robe and stroked it. “Want me to take care of it now?”

She gave me a deep kiss. My hand went to her tight bottom in her denim mini skirt, and I squeezed her to me, pressing my hardness against her. I pulled back from the kiss. “No, thanks. I want to keep the feeling.”

“Okay. Me too.”

I poured coffee and sat. Meri placed our plates on the table and took her seat, crossing her stockinged legs in her heels. She smiled at me. “Enjoy!” We both started eating and she said, “I looked up the technical issues of being made love to using the back door. I want to go buy an attachment and put it on our shower so we can clean out well down there before we play with Jack and Bill. Some training tools too.”

“Ungh, gross.”

“It’s not. It’ll make it nice and clean, and you’ll feel prettier after. With the training tools, we’ll be more than ready, and we’ll actually want it to happen. You’ll see. It’ll be a nice experience for us and the boys then. Stop saying no and limiting yourself.” She reached a hand across the table and grasped mine. “I want you to make love to me. You can do me first and see how good it feels and how much I enjoy it, okay? Baby steps for my little sissy girl.”

I sighed and kept eating. I couldn’t imagine what it might be like to be inside her like that. I shifted in my seat and adjusted my woodie to trap it between my legs. I bounced a leg over it. It was exciting to think of. “Okay. You can be the monkey in the test helmet. Where do we buy the stuff?”

Right down the street a couple miles. Then we can come back and put the attachment on, and I’ll use it. Then when you’re in the mood, you can... make love to me.” She winked, smiled, and touched my hand. “Okay, princess? For me?”

I nodded and continued eating.

I showered and got ready, put on a flowered minidress, and we went off to buy the shower attachment. After we installed it, Meri took a shower and used it. She dressed and came out on the patio smiling. “That was interesting. Felt really good, actually.”

“Great,” I said sarcastically.

She sat on my lap and put her arms around my neck. She kissed my forehead. “You’ll see. It’ll be wonderful. I have a vibrating plug inside me now too. Another one of the available pleasures down there. It feels really nice. You’ll see.”

“Right. So what would you like to do for dinner?”

“I want to go for a walk in the park. I think this plug will make me crazy doing that.” She laughed. “Then come home and dress really nicely and have dinner at the French restaurant in town. I want us to be immersed in pleasure to build up to the big event later. Okay, honey?”

“Sounds fine.” I moved her hair aside on her forehead and planted a kiss on it. “I am looking forward to making love to you.”

“Good. Because I want that.”

We walked in the park and then changed into sexy dresses. I felt like a million bucks, and Meri was horny as hell with that plug in all day. Dinner was fabulous, and I couldn’t wait to get home.

Meri removed her plug in the bathroom, then took me into the bedroom and sucked me for a while. I loved looking into her eyes and seeing it going into her pretty face. I could have finished right then.

She lay on the bed on her back and opened her arms to me. I slid onto the satin sheets and between her legs. She lifted my dress and tucked it up out of the way. She lubed my shaft, wiped her hands off on a tissue, and lifted her dress out of the way. I moved closer and guided it to her entrance. I pressed on it while she stroked herself, her crotchless panties framing it all. I stared as I urged the tip forward into the tightness. I pressed and let up a little and pressed some more, each time getting it farther in, but it wasn’t entering past the gate.

She pressed her hips toward me, applying more pressure on it, and I watched as the tip stretched her. She shoved into it and we both gasped as it slid in. Our eyes went wide. “You okay?” I asked.

“God, yes. You feel so good in me.” She pulled her legs back, and I pressed her thighs to the bed, her heels above her head as I thrusted into her very tight, very hot, and welcoming place, over and over. Her high heels flailed in the air with each thrust. Seeing the pleasure on her face and feeling as I did inside her, intimately connected to her, I didn’t know how long I’d last.

I gazed into her blissful eyes while she stroked herself, looking into mine. I thrusted slowly. She whimpered, “God this is wonderful, Josie. You’ll love it.”

“It sure feels good to me.”

“Imagine how much pleasure you’ll give Bill when he does this to you.”

It was possible. The fact that they both were interested in girls like us eliminated the risk. I watched my shaft going in and out of Meri. I looked into her eyes, connected to mine with a look of ecstasy and love on her face. She whimpered, “It’s heaven, girl.” Her eyes showed her love for me. “Oh Josie, just imagine I’m you, and Bill is doing this to you. Imagine it for yourself... right now. Look at yourself going in and out of me and imagine that’s Bill going into you. Look into my eyes and imagine he’s looking into yours, showing you how much he loves it.”

I pictured Bill’s huge shaft penetrating me. “Oh god, Meri. Don’t make me finish.”

“See? Exciting, isn’t it? You’re going to be the girl on her back getting laid next. Now make me finish.”

I began to thrust fervently, holding her legs pinned, her feet flailing in the air, her toes pointed in her heels. She let go of her shaft and grasped my butt with both hands, urging me into her harder and faster. Her shaft flailed in circles between us. “Bill is doing this to you. Imagine it, baby.”

“Oh god, Meri. You’re a devil. Ungh!” I pounded into her mercilessly, imagining Bill getting as excited by me as I was by Meri, his big shaft piercing my soul with his power. She whimpered and her eyes went wide. Her flailing rod spurted all over between us, and I did the same into her. Our bodies clenched and I held it there; our eyes locked, while my shaft surged one gush after another into her.

I collapsed on her, catching my breath.

“That was heavenly, love.” She stroked my hair. “You were so good. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Meri. I love you too.”

She stroked my hair and whispered in my ear. “So was it exciting to think of a real man like Bill doing that to you?”

“Huh! Uh!” After she said that, unexpectedly, a last shudder of pleasure ran through my body and a final gush, which I shoved deep into her. I sighed. “God, yes.”

“Good girl.”
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Needless to say, the next morning after breakfast and my morning routine, I showered, cleaned out, and put in the vibrating plug that Meri had bought for me. It was incredible. I couldn’t stop thinking about Bill and the way I felt when Meri had talked about him. The plug vibrated and caressed me inside, where I imagined him filling me. With every step, every time I sat or stood or made almost any movement, the plug reminded me that I would soon have Bill make love to me. The plug felt very nice, but it wasn’t human and I couldn’t make it feel what he would and obtain his rewarding response.

I dressed in a short, flirty, flowered skirt with high wedge heels and a cute button-down short-sleeve sweater. I perfumed myself and went out to the patio, the heels making my stride short, forcing a wag of my hips and making the plug caress me inside. My hardness was held tightly against me by tight panties and was hidden by the short, flowing skirt. I felt on edge and more alive and vibrant than ever.

“Wow!” A huge smile filled Meri’s face. “Look at you, girl. I think you’re at your fertile time and ready to breed.” She laughed. “If you were a girl who could breed, that is. In any case, you look like you’re in the mood for a man.”

I grinned and sat down to sip my coffee and have a smoke. “Ayuh, as they’d say in Maine. Seems you’ve lit my fuse, honey.”

“Well, well, then I think we should do something about that, right?”

I blew the smoke out slowly, watching it spiral off in the breeze. I held my cigarette out daintily, bouncing one leg over the other. I sipped my coffee and grinned at her. “Uh, duh. You know what I need sister, and it isn’t a Little Debbie cake. It’s more like a nice, big, squirting Polish sausage.”

She laughed. “Ah, a girl who needs to get laid. How unusual.” She chortled. “The femboy has turned into a grown-up woman now. Good girl. Now you know who you really are and what you want. I’m so proud of you.”

“Me too. So what do you want to do today?” I looked at my watch. “It’s only nine. We have the whole day to torture me.”

Meri looked at her phone and tapped it a few times. “One of the girls from our guild is having a barbecue today. She invited everyone who was there the night of the meeting. We can bring guests too. Want to invite Jack and Bill? I have their numbers.”

“Hmm. Jack and Bill, who prefer girls like us, being around thirty other girls like us? Now that sounds risky. They might find some of them more interesting.”

“Said like a true girl. Who wants to compete with some slutty, hot, bimbo bitches? Hmm.” She gazed around the yard and raised her arms up toward the sky. “It is a fantastic day for a barbecue.”

“No. I don’t want to compete with those girls. I want a sure thing.” I bounced a leg and wriggled on my plug.

“I can tell. And you need it like an addict needs their drug. The barbecue with the others isn’t what I mean. It’s only nine. We can have our own barbecue in our private yard with Bill and Jack.”

I looked around. “Grass needs cutting, patio needs edging, and we need food to cook.”

“Yeah, yeah. And the house needs vacuuming. And if they come over, we should put the black satin sheets on the bed and do laundry. Should I invite them for two o’clock? That should give us time to get things done and put on some visually stimulating clothes for them.” She grinned.

I took a deep breath. “God, I can’t believe I’m gonna to do all that work to be a receptacle for a guy.”

“A receptacle. Hmm, so romantic. Sounds like you dislike the idea.”

“Well. It’s true. He’s going to get his rocks off in me.” I bounced my leg and couldn’t help grinning.

She chortled. “And that’s why you’re smiling. You want him to. You want to be a receptacle for his passion.”

I gave her a big grin and nodded quickly. “Oh, yes, I do!’

Meri clapped her hands once. “Okay, back to the day. If we do all those things for them, you know the boys will appreciate it. Heck, isn’t that what we should do for guys? Prepare things for them and take care of them and make them feel nice? Isn’t that the nice thing for their girls to do? Of course, if you don’t want to do the work, we can just go to the barbecue and take our chances.”

“You’re right. I was just being lazy.”

“I can order food from Instacart and get some nice steaks, oysters, shrimp for shrimp cocktails, salad fixings, wine, beer, and cigars for them. Then we can do the rest. I think you should mow or vacuum... with the plug in that is. Walking will do you good. Of course I want to do one of those things too because I have mine in. I knew we’d be doing this today.” She winked.

“Okay, you devil.” I slugged down my coffee. “Let’s get moving.”
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We got it all done. The supplies arrived, and we readied the food and put it in the fridge. I was beside myself trying to decide what to wear. I wanted to be classy, but I wanted to be sexy too. I tried on one thing after another.

Meri was wearing a classic beige mini-dress with matching, strappy, ultra-high heels, and lace-top, suntan thigh-highs. She sat on the bed and crossed her legs, watching me. “Girl, just pick something already.”

I glared at her. “Right. It’s not that easy. I want classy but sexy.”

“Right. Me too.” She stood. “Aren’t I classy and sexy?”

I took a good look at her. I covered my mouth. “Meri!”

“What? Not classy enough?”

I pointed. “But...”

“Honey, that’s the sexy part, along with the cleavage and gorgeous face and hair, that is. And of course my luscious lips and silky legs.” She rubbed her hardness beneath her tight-fitting dress as it stood vertically beneath it, showing the complete, detailed outline through the thin fabric. “I put on crotchless panties too. Helps it show more.”

I stared at her. It was sexy and classy. “But...”

“But normally we wouldn’t wear something like this, right?”

“Right.”

“Well. We’re at home; it’s private and the boys like girls like us. What do you think they’ll think of it? What do you think of it?”

“It is hot. I love it. You look so exotic.”

“That’s what I thought.” She sat down and crossed her legs. So? Have a dress that’ll work? We’ll be a pair. A couple of exotic girls in love with each other, inviting people over our house for an intimately good time.”

“Right.” I slid on some sheer, lace-top, suntan thigh-highs and a pair of crotchless panties. I ran back into the closet and found a snug white V-neck minidress and slid into it. I slipped on strappy white ultra-high heels and fastened the ankle straps. I adjusted my breasts and my hardness under the dress. I went to the mirror.

Meri came over beside me. “Bingo. You win. The white shows your exoticness even better than my beige.” She kissed me lightly on my lips.

I admired myself and sprayed perfume all over and in my hair. I loaded on my jewelry. “Done.” I looked at my watch. “Fifteen minutes and they should be here.”
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Thank god the boys were prompt. I hated waiting for people, and they didn’t make us. It spoke well of their nature.

I opened the door. “Josie, Meri,” Bill and Jack called out to us. After hugs and a kiss, we led them onto the shaded patio for drinks. They both grabbed some cold beers and sat down, and Meri and I poured some spiked lemonade for ourselves. As we were walking back to the couches where they sat, I watched their eyes light up looking at us. Grins filled their faces.

I sat next to Bill and crossed my legs, then clinked my drink to his beer. “We’re so happy to be able to do this for you two today. Thanks for coming.”

“Glad to. Love your girls’ dresses and how pretty and exotic you look. The tight dresses really show off your special assets.” He winked and smiled and sipped his beer, looking in my eyes.

Meri said, “Thanks. We were wondering if you two would like it or not. We weren’t sure if you’d rather we hid our special parts or showed them off.”

Jack caressed her stockinged leg and kissed her lightly on the lips. “It’s what you girls are, and it’s beautiful. No mundane woman can hold a torch to you.”

We chatted, drank, ate oysters, caressed each other slowly and softly. The sweet breezes blew up my dress, on my silky legs, and made my hair flitter on my forehead. I sniffed Bill’s cologne on his neck from time to time, and he’d steal a deep, leisurely kiss, embracing me. His big hands squeezed my bottom tight, crushed my breast, slid on my stockinged thigh, and rubbed my hardness through the dress. I wriggled on my plug, imagining what was to come, and I oozed a wet spot on the front of my dress.

We took a break. Meri and I brought more food and drinks, and then we went back to our conversation and more subtle fondling. The conversation with the guys was remarkably good; they had much the same mindset as us in politics, worldview, and such. Not to mention, they both had plenty of hilarious stories to tell, even though they weren’t much older than us.

After a succulent, thick steak, corn on the cob, and homemade potato salad paired with a nice Saint-Émilion Bordeaux, all of us were at the pinnacle of hedonistic satisfaction. That is, almost.

To heighten our desires even further, Meri and I indulged in a dessert of vanilla gelato, using Bill and Jack’s wonderfully rigid shafts as our spoons while they sat and ate from their bowls on the couches, watching us and stroking our hair.

The wet spot on the front of my dress had grown from all my oozing, and after the boys couldn’t take any more of our chilling to hot treat, using their shafts as spoons, we sat next to them and let them caress our legs while they smoked their cigars, and we all drank espresso.

Meri and I cleaned things up while the boys relaxed, then we all had a nice single malt and joined them; we smoked some cigarettes while they puffed cigars. I had a nice buzz, yet I was alert and my body tingled all from the sexual tension. The nicotine rushed to my brain, and I wriggled on my still vibrating plug. It was some sort of heaven with an even higher level of it yet to come. I couldn’t wait much longer, and I could tell from the flush of Meri’s face, she felt the same. The guys had been more than ready all day, and they were especially ready now.

I sat on the couch with Bill; he had his arm around me as I leaned my head on his shoulder. He whispered, “Are you ready for me to make love to you, Josie? You’ve been teasing me all day, and I’m at my wits’ end. I need you.”

I raised my head and looked over at Meri. She was sitting the same way, watching me. It appeared we all were ready. “Meri? Shall we go in and take care of our men?”

She smiled and nodded, then stood and took Jack’s hand. I did the same with Bill, and we all went inside. We went into the master bedroom, and Meri and I pulled the bedcovers back to expose the satin sheets. We went into the en suite and removed our plugs, fixed our hair, and sprayed on perfume then, went back into the bedroom.

Bill and Jack were both gloriously naked, their smooth, hairless bodies revealing the cut of their firm flesh. Both were lying back on the pillows, hands behind their heads, their huge poles bobbing in the air before them. When we entered, they both slid off the bed and we slid on.

I adjusted myself, my head on the pillow, and I lifted my dress over my hips, exposing my hard shaft, framed by my crotchless panties. I held my arms out to Bill and he slid on, his thighs between mine, spreading my legs. He guided his pole toward me, and I lifted my bottom toward him. He found his target and looked into my eyes as he began to apply pressure with the tip. I pressed my hips toward him, making it go in farther. He worked it forward and back, going a bit deeper each time, stretching me until I gasped, and my eyes popped wide open.

“Are you okay, honey?”

“Oh god, yes.” I pushed my hips farther onto it. He grasped the backs of my knees and pressed them onto the bed. My feet in their heels were above my head as I felt him go deep into me. “Oh yes, that’s it, Bill. All the way. Does it feel nice?”

“So nice. So tight, so hot.” He looked into my eyes lovingly as he thrusted in and out slowly. Ripples of current ran through my body with each stroke.

I lifted my head to look down between us. My hardness lifted and fell of its own accord, oozing from the tip and dripping down the side. His huge shaft disappeared into me with each push forward. I grasped his hard ass and dug my nails into his bottom to urge him on. I looked into his eyes. “Faster, Bill, faster and harder, use me. Fill me and flood me with your love.”

He sped up and made his penetrations long and deep. My shaft spun in circles between us, pearls flying off it now and then. My clenched, electric body held my toes pointed in their heels above me, flailing in the air with each filling. “Oh god, yes.” I looked to the side to see Meri in the same position with Jack giving her an equally passionate drilling.

I reached out a hand and grabbed hers. Our heads bobbed with each pounding we were given; her eyes rolled in her head and she squeezed my hand and smiled. The bed shook as the boys became even more fervent while Meri and I looked into each other’s eyes, still holding hands. “I love you, Josie,” she choked out, then whimpered in pleasure.

I squeezed her hand tight. “I love you too, Meri.”

I turned to look up at Bill, his forehead covered in sweat, his face contorted as he now shoved each thrust into me after bringing the tip almost out. He grunted, then said, “I love you, Josie. I can’t hold out much more.”

“Don’t, baby. Show me how much you love me and fill me up with it. Let me feel you come in me.”

I watched his gorgeous body as it tensed up all over and he shoved himself in me up to my throat and held it there a moment. He grunted and moaned, and his body shuddered. I felt him swell and pump his first shot into me, and then he began humping me like an adolescent boy and his pillow.

My rod spun in circles between us as it began to shoot long streams of pearls from it, and my body shuddered and shook. I whimpered like a little girl, looking into his wide-open eyes as he continued to pump his energy and passion into me. We were as one as we fell together from the precipice into bliss. Sensations ran over me from head to toe, making me spasm from their passage.

Soon, Bill’s full weight fell upon me. He peppered my face and neck with kisses as he breathed heavily. I ran my hand through his thick hair and pulled him by his hard bottom into me. I didn’t want to release him. I wrapped my legs over his hips and squeezed him to me.

He leaned up to look at me and smiled. He slid himself out slightly then gave me one last deep filling. At last, he shuddered and grunted and fell to my side.

I had been made love to by a man. I turned to Meri. She and Jack were in an embrace, Jack to her side as she looked over him at me. “So, Josie, how was it?”

I rolled my eyes and smiled.

“So, ready to defrock and go back to the old way we were? You are a guy...right?”

I laughed.

Bill said, “That would be okay by me if you really wanted to. It would be a shame, though. You’re so pretty and make such a wonderful woman. So wonderful, I’d like to keep you.”

I took a deep breath and looked at Meri. She nodded “Jack and I agreed we’re staying together too.” She reached her hand out to me and took mine. But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you and we can’t get married. If you’d marry me, that is.”

I was in heaven. Marry Meri? “Uh, I’d love that but...” I looked at Jack’s smiling face and then Bill’s.

Jack said, “We could all live together. And if you girls want to further enhance your femininity with implants and such, Bill and I agreed we’d pay for it.”

Bill turned my head toward him and kissed me lightly on the lips. “You girls are our dream come true. Share your new and wonderful lives with us. Please?”

Meri and I looked at each other. Meri raised her eyebrows and dropped them like a shrug. “Works for me if it works for you, love.” She smiled. “But I think you need to decide if you’re a girl or a femboy. Even though Bill says he doesn’t care, he should know what you’re doing.”

I took a deep breath. I pulled myself away from Bill, tugged my dress down over my hips and sat cross-legged on the bed. “Hmm...” I looked from one of my companions to the other, enjoying the power to make them wait for me. “Well...” I stuck a finger under my chin and lifted it to look at the ceiling. A grin I couldn’t hold back anymore filled my face. “Yes, implants would be lovely. Being a girl is much more interesting than just being a plain old femboy.”
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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 résumés 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.
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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 girl.”

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 maître 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 résumé 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!”


Heirs to Heiresses

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen
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I pulled up to the huge iron gate of the mansion in Newport, Rhode Island. A voice came over the speaker. “Yes, may I help you?”

“Hi, I received a letter. I’m supposed to meet someone here at this address today. My name is Gene Muliebral.”

The gates began to swing open. “Please pull to the front of the cottage.”

Cottage. Yeah, right. It looked more like a palace. I drove up the drive, the white crushed stone crunching under my tires. I veered around the fountain with the sculpted, smiling, naked women pouring water over a reclining, very well-built male figure who smiled up at them, and I pulled up before the steps.

An enormous, gilded iron door swung open, and a tall, handsome butler smiled at me. “Welcome. Please come in and refresh yourself. We’ll meet shortly. All parties are present now. Someone will wash and wax your car in the meantime.” He held his arm out stiffly for me to enter. I climbed the stairs, taking in the opulence around me.

At the upper landing, he held his hand out to me. “I’m James, the head butler. I’m at your service, should you choose, of course. Please go into the parlor. There are drinks and food; you may help yourself.”

A pretty young woman in a French maid’s outfit clattered in her high heels across the foyer. I crossed the pink marble floor, my sneaker treads squeaking on it, and entered a room with floor-to-ceiling windows. The sunlight streamed through in beams, the dust floating in them. A man my age sat with a plate of cold shellfish on his lap. He was eating an oyster. His eyes met mine. “Hi, I’m Bailey Muliebral. Do you know what this is all about? The letter made it seem really important, like life or death, but the butler just smiled and nodded.”

“Bailey Muliebral? I’m Gene Muliebral. Should I know you?”

His face looked shocked. “Uh, I don’t think so. This is too weird. The food is good, though.” He lifted a glass of champagne. “The bubbly is too.” He smiled and sipped it.

I filled a plate with opened lobster claws, raw clams on the half shell, and oysters, then sat opposite him in the armchair on the other side of the wide fireplace. I placed my plate on the table next to my seat, which was supported by joyful naked lady statues. I sat in the heavy, gilded chair. “Some place, huh?” I started eating, drinking, and looking around.

“I’ll say. Wonder who lives here. Wouldn’t be hard to take, living this way. I’d give anything to be able to.”

“Me too. Anything. Well, almost. No, anything.” I laughed and ate some more. I looked at the person who had the same last name while we both looked around the room and marveled. He could easily have been a girl rather than a guy, even down to his voice. He was built like me. We were both rather short for guys and not very masculine. Our faces and hair were different enough, though; we certainly didn’t look closely related. Who was he?

“Gentlemen—and I use that term loosely,” the butler chortled, “I believe we are ready to begin.” He introduced the man in a suit next to him. “This is John D. Stonewall, our family’s legal counsel. His firm has handled the Muliebrals’ legal affairs for ages.”

The professional and stern-looking man with a briefcase shook our hands. He unbuttoned his suitcoat and seated himself in another gilded chair opposite us, and the butler took a seat as well.

We all looked at each other. Mr. Stonewall nodded and spoke. “Obviously neither of you has any idea why you’re here. That was done for a reason, so you can better assess your decisions based on what they will mean for you. Your aunt wanted it this way. My condolences on her passing. She would have liked to help in your training, but she had an untimely accident, which led to her early demise.”

Bailey asked, “Aww, how did she die? I never even met her.”

“Let’s just say, she had a smile on her face at the time, and she was doing what she loved most to do.”

Bailey asked, “What was that?”

The lawyer looked around uncomfortably, then he said quietly, “She was having sex and had a heart attack. None of her partners she was with could revive her. Poor girl.”

I was flabbergasted. “Our aunt? We have an aunt?”

The lawyer smiled and continued. “Well, yes and no. She was your aunt in legal terms, but her brothers, who raised you in their families, adopted you both. Your aunt selected you for them based on certain characteristics, so you would be as suitable as possible. She also chose your names to suit. You know… what’s the term? Ah yes, genderless names.” He looked at me. “Gene.” He looked at Bailey, “Bailey. Androgynous, if you will, so you could be fully feminized and not have to change your names or any assets you acquired.”

My eyes popped open wide and I stood. “What? Feminized? No way.”

“Now sit back down, Gene, and listen to the rest before you make any judgements. First off, your last name. Have you ever looked it up?”

I sat on the edge of my seat. Bailey and I both shook our heads, though he was smiling and looked happily excited. I was almost trembling from my heart’s pounding.

“Muliebral means womanly, feminine. Relating to or in the manner of an adult woman.”

Bailey covered his mouth with his hand and gasped like a girl.

The lawyer smiled and nodded at him. “It’s been the family name since your great-grandmother changed it. When her husband, whom she despised, passed away, she changed the name to Muliebral and vowed to never have a man like him at the head of the family again. She then forbade her son to marry so as not to pass on his father’s mean and cruel nature. He inherited the fortune contingent on abiding by her rules, one of which being that he must be feminized.

“How horrible. What a bitch she was!” I cried out.

He nodded, “Well, it is what it is, and it isn’t all bad. Especially for the two of you, who despite being no blood relations, are in a position to inherit her fortune. She set rules in place for the inheritance that must be followed today. Though today, the feminizations could be as complete as the individual heirs would like. Your aunt never went all the way with it herself and does not insist on total feminization as a requirement. Rather, she allows retaining that last aspect of maleness as she retained beneath her skirts.” He gave us a flat-lipped smile and sipped some champagne.

I shook my head and stood. I was going for more champagne when I saw a crystal decanter of whiskey on another table. I poured a glass of that and then ranted, “My aunt, whom I never knew about, was a crossdresser. My dad wasn’t my real dad. My aunt wants me and my cousin—whom I never knew I had and who really isn’t my cousin—to both be feminized. For what? Why in the world would I want to be feminized?” I sipped the smooth bourbon.

“Good question, sir. It’s simply a requirement for you and your cousin to inherit her fortune. If your cousin does it and you don’t, well, like your uncles who raised you, you’ll have an option to raise children selected by the heir, who will be Bailey, it seems. They’ll grow up with the family name, and then you can receive your million dollars. Excuse me, it’s two million now—a million upfront and a million when the boys are grown and ready to be transformed.”

“She paid our fathers to raise us?”

“Yes, I believe I made that clear. She chose the two of you in case something happened to one of you, or one decided not to transform—as it appears you are choosing, sir. The heir should probably do the same. Maybe more than two even. There’s plenty of the family fortune to go around, and it should never just go to the government.”

Bailey crossed his leg and bounced a foot. His eyes were bright, and he raised his hand.

“Yes, Bailey. No need to raise your hand.”

“So... Gosh, this is so exciting! So if I agree, I can be feminized with like, oh gosh, breasts, hips, and uh…”

“Yes, breasts, hips, butt, full-body laser hair removal and electrolysis, cheek implants if you wish, plumped lips, raising the eyebrows if you like, any cosmetic surgery you fancy, except removal of the male organs. She recognized it as a reminder of what you once were so you can be proud of what you’ve become.”

Bailey was smiling ear to ear. He held limp wrists up and shook them. “This is a dream come true. It’s what I always wanted! I’m so excited.”

“Excellent! We have an heir.” He opened his briefcase and handed Bailey a sheet. “This is a summary of the assets you’ll inherit.”

Bailey looked at it. His hand covered his mouth. “Oh my god, oh my god.” He stood and paced looking at the sheet. “I’ve never seen numbers this big. This will all be mine?”

The lawyer turned to look at me. “Yes, since it seems your cousin Gene isn’t manly enough to split it with you.”

“Manly enough! Since when is agreeing to be feminized manly? Let me see it, Bailey.”

Bailey handed it to me. “Holy shit! And I get only a million then have to raise a stinking kid to adulthood, and then I get another stinking million? That sucks.”

“Yes, it does sir. Seems you might want to rethink your position. There’s plenty for both of you. I think your aunt would have preferred you both to share in it. The more feminized males, the better, she always said.”

“Let me sleep on it.”

“Sorry, sir, I can’t do that. She felt if this didn’t motivate you enough right off the bat, then it would be a failure for you later. I need to know before I leave. Then, before the money transfers, James will have to validate that each of you has become what your aunt wanted—fully feminized, uh, almost fully, ex-males who will live up to the family name of Muliebral and be feminine and womanly.”

James nodded. “Trusted validator at your service, Bailey, and Gene, if you say yes now.” He grinned.

I stared at them all in horror.
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The decision was simple. I did what any full-blooded American male would do in the situation. What male wanted to be fully feminized and lose all his masculinity? Bailey, of course. But why should Bailey care? He’d make a better-looking woman than a man anyway, and it’s what he’d always wanted to do.

I was different. I sipped my bourbon and scowled at them all. I marched around the room like a proud soldier just back from a heroic victory at war. I poured myself some more bourbon and said, “I need some fresh air.” I walked out onto the patio to lean on the marble rails and gaze off into the gardens.

I wandered around the property imagining the parties I could throw here and what a magnet it would be for hot chicks. I’d own a top-notch supercar and fly on my private jet. I’d take trips to Europe, Australia, and all around the world. James would be my butler and take care of everything for me. I’d eat the finest foods, drink the best wine and booze.

I’d never have to work again, and I’d always have something exciting to plan and do. No more bartending or living in a shitty apartment in New York. I’d be powerful, popular, attended to. But I’d be a girl...almost. A freak.

I made my way around to the front of the house and climbed the stairs. I reentered the parlor, where they all sat waiting for me. Their eyes met mine. I stood there and began to shake. I was about to give up all of this to save my masculinity. I looked to the end of the parlor at my reflection in the ceiling-to-floor mirror. Was I man enough to say it?

Bailey came over to me and put his hand on my shoulder. “Look at you, Gene, you’re shaking. Now relax and do what’s right. Share this life with me. So what if you won’t look like a guy anymore? You’re more cute than masculine anyway.”

I tugged myself from him. “So? Does that mean I should give up my identity just for money? Like some cheap whore?”

“Baseball, football, and basketball players do it all the time when they switch teams for the big bucks. Why not switch yourself? How else could you ever live a life as full as this one? It’s not just money, Gene. It’s a whole new way to live. Did you like walking around the place? What did you think of as you walked? How horrible it would be to live here? To have such wealth? To be so powerful? To never have to scrape out a living? Gene, come on. Be a real man and make the right choice. Join me, and we’ll be sisters in this together.”

Bailey moved in front of me and put both his hands on my shoulders. He gazed into my eyes. Bailey would feminize beautifully, and he wanted to. I was terrified.

“I’ll help you, Gene. You’ll see, it’ll be easy.”

“I uh, I...” I looked at the lawyer seated at the table now, the papers spread out and marked with little tags on places to sign. James stood, his hands locked behind his back, his face blank.

“So, if I... If I become... well, if I do it, what happens to future heirs?”

The lawyer nodded. “You’ll both need to create heirs who are males that are then feminized. You can pay someone to adopt and raise them. You could find someone younger as you get older and transform them and train them yourselves. However, there must always be feminized males as heirs. This fortune is too great to not be passed on. Those are the wishes of the estate.”

I nodded. I went to the carafe and poured another bourbon. I sat on the couch. Bailey sat next to me. He ran his hands through my hair. “You’ll be lovely. Really.”

I pushed aside his hand, resenting being called lovely. I scoffed, “Yeah, lovely, right.”

“Really, you will be. Just think. You’ll make yourself aroused just looking at yourself in the mirror. You’ll be hotter than any girl you know.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Please? Please, cousin. Be my sister in this. Please do this with me so we can share and grow in it? You were selected by our aunt for a reason. We both need to follow her wishes and enter this dream world. Please? It’s meant to be.”

I looked into Bailey’s pretty eyes and pleading face. I imagined her as my girlfriend. She’d be pretty as hell. But she’d have a thing under her dress. Yeesh.

Bailey’s hand ran over my hair. “Please? Be my partner in this? Help me be the girl of my dreams. Be a man, Gene, and do the right thing. Don’t throw this away.”

I took a deep breath. Slugged down the bourbon.

“Ah, shit.”
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I woke up feeling groggy. I turned my head. Bailey was asleep in a bed next to me. His hair had been cut and styled like a girl’s. I felt my head. Mine evidently had too. I looked down at my chest. Sizable breasts were mildly sore beneath the sheet. My heart raced as I lifted the sheet to reveal perfect, hard-nippled, touchable breasts, which my hands slid over gently. I now had long fake nails painted a hot pink. I felt my nipples and squeezed them. It sent a delicious sensation through me, and I swelled between my legs, lifting the sheet with the result.

Bailey was right. I made myself horny for myself. I took a deep breath and slid to the edge of the bed. A nurse came running in.

“Careful, sweetie. Let me undo your IV. You won’t be needing that anymore. Bailey should be waking soon too.” She carefully removed the IV, then fluffed my hair as she smiled at me. “So pretty. They did a lovely job. Your cheeks and lips and eyebrows... you make a stunning woman. All the men will be after you.”

“I hope not.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you’d like that. Well, I’m sure you’ll like your new look. After all, you seem to already, the way your gown is tented down there.” She laughed and went to a closet. “I’ve got some clothes I picked out from your suite. I’ll put them in the bathroom for after your shower. First, though, we need to see if you’re strong enough to stand and walk. You have plenty of other clothes in your suite if you don’t like these. We had you girls recover in this room so we didn’t mess up your regular room with all the medical equipment.”

She took one of my arms, put it around her shoulder and said, “Try to stand now. I’ve got you.”

I stood and wobbled a bit, then got my balance.

“Good girl. Now walk with me.”

We walked back and forth until she let me go and I did it myself.

“Feeling okay? Dizzy at all?”

I shook my head. “No. Just hungry as hell. I could go for a nice big steak and potatoes.”

“Now, now. Be careful. You don’t want to ruin your girlish figure. When you and Bailey are ready, James will be very happy to see you both. He’s been visiting you two everyday while you slept through the recovery period. Rather than letting you wake and be in pain, we just made you sleep. Now you can just go and be the girls you always wanted to be.”

I rolled my eyes and went into the bathroom. I kept telling myself I was rich, and that would make the change worthwhile. The shower showed me what I had become as I ran my hands over my hairless body and felt all the new curves. I couldn’t help stopping at my last remaining male element and using extra soap to crank off a good one. My other hand squeezed one breast, and the other breast jiggled on my chest. The quick and lengthy relief almost dropped me to my knees. At least that still worked. What a shame no girl would ever want it now that I looked this way. And now I had my own fantasy body to excite me. But what kind of hell would that be?
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I finished my shower, and Bailey was brushing her teeth. I toweled off, wrapped the towel around my chest, and climbed out. Bailey turned to me and gave me a hug, our breasts crushing against each other. “Hi, sweet sis!” she chimed. “Aren’t you a pretty girl?” She tugged my towel off me, and I struggled to cover myself. Her hand squeezed my breast. “Nice! As nice as mine. Don’t they feel great on your chest?”

I stole my towel back from her as she stood there naked and hard, smiling and inspecting me. She put her hand under my limpness. “I thought it would be hard for you.” She dropped it and looked up at me. “As you can see, I feel totally sexy.”

“I, uh, it was, but... I, uh…”

“I see. Good. At least you like the way you look.”

“But I’m a guy. It’s freaky being turned on by myself.”

“Oh stop.” She stroked herself. “You could help me with this. Maybe with those new plump juicy lips of yours.”

“Sorry, I’m not gay.”

“Hmph. Okay then. Suit yourself. I need to shower.” She climbed in and turned on the water. I watched her through the glass. She was gorgeous. It was pretty exotic to see her soaping up her rod and feeling her breasts as her head leaned back under the water. It was wrong but somehow very hot.

I turned to the mirror and blow-dried my hair. It fluffed up nicely and ended up having highlights and layers that framed my face. I was pretty. Very pretty.

I sat on the chair and began to dress in the clothes the nurse had laid out on the long marble counter. I took the thigh-high stockings from the package. The sheer suntan fabric slid across my long-nailed fingers like a kiss. I rolled one up on my fingers and slid it up my hairless legs. God it felt nice! I did the other one, then slid on some stretchy, silky pink panties, which also felt incredible. I slid into the silky, flowered mini-dress and put my arms through it. The V-neck showed my cleavage, and my nipples created little bumps beneath the top. I slid on the matching, strappy, very high heels and stood. I took a few tentative steps in them and stopped before the full-length mirror. I throbbed in my snug panties at what I saw. This would be hell.

Bailey stepped out of the shower and came over to me as she toweled her hair. “Don’t you look stunning. What a pretty dress! The color suits you, princess.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“You didn’t do your makeup.”

“I don’t know how to do makeup.”

“I’ll teach you. I know from dressing as a girl all these years. I never did it full time, but I always wished I could. Come here and sit.”

I sat down and Bailey did my makeup while I watched in the mirror, and she explained the procedure. I became even more attractive. She took the perfume from the counter and sprayed my hair and shoulders with it. “There! Complete and ready for the world. Now I need to get ready.”

I sat there as she dried her hair, watching her do her makeup and get dressed. What else did I have to do? My sister in this was a knockout. If only I were my old self and I could forget she was a guy under her skirt.

When she was done, we both left the bathroom. James was seated in the bedroom. Workers were already taking the beds away. “Hello, ladies!” He stood. You both look incredible. I’m here to show you the estate and get you settled, and then of course, I’m at your service. Counselor Stonewall has set up your accounts, credit cards, titles to your vehicles, and all those cumbersome tasks. Your old properties, cars and such, have been liquidated, since you’ll not be needing them anymore. Your life is ready for you. All it needs is my approval.” He motioned with his arm for us to lead.

I glared at him. “Your approval! We did it. Look at us.”

“Yes, Gene, physically you have. I need to validate that you have feminine desires and act femininely. If you do, there won’t be a problem.”

“What if I don’t? I’m not gay, you know.”

“Then you go on your way, and if you’d like, you can raise an heir with the aforementioned deal as a consolation prize.”

“But I’d be stuck this way.”

“Yes, my lady. You would be, and you wouldn’t be rich. It behooves you to strive to become what you appear to be. Please, come this way.”

Bailey took me by the arm, and our heels clattered down the hall. James gave us the grand tour. We found our massive bedroom, its walk-in closets filled with women’s clothing, shoes, purses, and accessories. As I perused the accoutrements, I began to feel somewhat excited at imagining how sexy I’d look in it all. It was incredible, the amount of choices a woman has in clothing, all eliciting a different feel and presentation. For some reason, though, I seemed to prefer the sexier outfits. There I was again, getting aroused by my new self. It was sick.

“Bailey’s clothing is in the north closet and Gene’s in the south. It’s all the same size anyway, so you girls can do what you like.”

I asked, “We’re both in one bedroom?”

“Why yes. You may move into another one, Gene, but this is the master, and it would be wrong to give it to just one or the other. It wouldn’t be fair.”

Bailey pointed to the bed. “Gene, look at that size of that bed. I think we can both fit and not even know the other is there.” She turned to James. “Don’t move a thing, James. We’ll be fine. Continue the tour. Gene can suck it up.”

We found the entertainment room, spa, workout room, cars, dining areas, bars, and on and on. We were living in an estate, not a house. It wanted for nothing. James gathered the staff together. Four gorgeous French maids, two gorgeous chefs, and a driver wearing a black mini-skirted, pinstriped suit with a driving hat. They all stood facing us as James introduced them to us one by one. Each one was a sexy, stunning young woman. When he finished with the introductions, he said to them, “Okay, ladies. Now you know our new masters. Please lift your skirts to show your commitment to our estate.” They all smiled and raised their skirts, then took out their packages from their panties and began to stroke them for us. Soon, they a were all hard and at full attention, and they let them bob in the air.

James then called out their names to step forward, and they did. Then he said, “These ladies have chosen to abstain from coffee, nicotine, or anything that might make their taste less than sweet. You may indulge in any of the staff as often as you wish, but these will be the sweetest. I suggest saving them for those times you’d like a more fruity and tasty reward. Thank you, ladies; you may put yourselves away and go back to work.”

They all tucked away and lowered their skirts.

“Holy shit!” I whined. “That’s horrible! She did that to all of them?”

James said, “They’re very happy this way, Gene. Just as you’ll be if you give it a chance.”

“Yeah, Gene. Wow,” Bailey said. “Incredible. How lucky they were that she found them.”

James beamed. “Yes, your aunt made them all what they are, and they’re all grateful. Not to mention well paid. I’m the only untouched male on her staff. Not that I wouldn’t like to become more like you girls, but obviously my size makes it less desirable. Onward, ladies.”

By lunch we had completed our tour, and James served us lunch on the veranda overlooking Newport Bay. Gulls squawked, and the salt breeze filled our nostrils as the hem of my dress fluttered sensually against my silky thighs and the sun warmed my face. I ate my buttered Maine lobster with a tiny fork and sipped my iced tea as James stood staunchly watching over us, his hands clasped behind him.

Bailey leaned over to me and whispered, “Aren’t you glad you did this, honey?” Her hand slid on my thigh, caressing it under the table. “Doesn’t this feel much nicer than your old self?”

I slid her hand off my leg and crossed them under the table. “I suppose it feels good physically, but my brain says I’m a freak who was mutilated like the others here.”

She placed her hand on mine on the table and squeezed it. “You’ll see. You’ll get used to it. Just look at our handsome butler. See the shape under his pants? I’ll bet he’s hung like a horse. He does have to validate our feminization you know. I wonder if that includes him assessing our feminine sexuality by penetration. I hope so. I want that piece of meat.”

“Not me. So, Bailey, were you already gay before this?”

“I don’t know. All I knew was I liked being feminine more than being masculine, and my dream came true. I never had a need to try to define myself to fit into any gender or sexual roles like you seem to do. I feel bad for you. It’s making it harder than it has to be for you.”

I nodded. “I guess. But like Popeye said, ‘I yam what I yam.’”

“Doesn’t mean you can’t be something else. Something much more exciting.”

“But we’re freaks now.”

“I don’t think I’m a freak. You shouldn’t either. It’s only the extremists who think we’re freaks. Who cares about them? As long as we meet and hang out with intelligent and openminded beings, we’ll be more than accepted. We’ll be something special. Something exotic. Don’t you think we’re exotic?”

I nodded. “I did watch you showering until you got rid of your wood. It was pretty hot. Very exotic, actually. Don’t know why.”

She put her hand on my thigh and caressed it again. “Because it’s natural. Just let go of your old paradigms and feel the new you. Let your desires loose and follow them. It’s the only way you’ll be able to grow into who you are. You aren’t some macho bartender in New York city anymore, honey. You’re an heiress to a fortune.”

She glided her hand on my thigh as her gorgeous eyes gazed lovingly into mine. I placed my hand on hers as she continued to caress it, and I gave her a light kiss on the lips. It sent a ripple of pleasure through me, and then I realized what I had kissed what used to be a man and felt awful. I took her hand off my leg.
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We spent the day touring Newport, seeing the Marble House and the Breakers estates. They were simply other estates like the one we lived in. We walked through them, my breasts tugging on my chest with each step in my high heels as they clicked on the stone floors. My silky stockings slipped against my skin. Watching my reflection as I passed by mirrors, I throbbed in my panties as my new body continued to seduce my male side.

I had to get rid of it. It was driving me crazy. “Bailey, I need to use the girls’ room.”

“I’ll go with you.” She led me to the restroom, and we both took a stall.

It didn’t take me long to yank one off, my breath gasping as I did and my knees going weak, making me stumble against the side of the stall. “Shit!” I blurted.

“Are you okay, Gene? Need some help? Your breath sounds like you’re having a hard time.”

“Uh, yeah. Much better now.”

I exited the stall, washed my hands and composed myself in the mirror. I felt like a crossdresser and just wanted to take these clothes and this body off. At least my arousal was put aside for a while.

“Are you okay?” Bailey asked as she touched my hair and gazed into my eyes. “You look flustered.”

“I’m better now. Except I just want to take this body off. It’s too sensual... too... arousing.”

“Yes, Isn’t it wonderful? It makes me feel so alive.”

“Wonderful!? It’s hell. I had to come in here and toss one off just to shut it off for a while.”

“Oh honey. You should have asked me. I’d suck it for you. I’d love that.”

“Oh god... Great. My cousin, who has male parts, helping me with my woody.”

“Gene, you’re going to lose it all if you don’t drop your old paradigms and be the girl you are now.”

Her concern showed on her face as she stroked my hair. “Now I want you to relax and enjoy who you are. The sensuality and all. Try to feel good about being so lovely. Try to enjoy being the girl you are and stop fighting it. Please? Try?”

I nodded. “Okay, I’ll try. At least now I’m not all wired up with libido.”

“When it comes again, enjoy it and feel your feminine side. Let it take you. Okay?”

“I’ll try.”

“Good girl. Should we drive the seafront? I’d like to sit by the crashing waves for a while and relax.”

“Sure, why not?”

Bailey slid into her DB11, and I slid into the passenger seat. The air whipped our hair as we drove with the top down. I held her hand on the console as we took in the beauty. She pulled over across the road from a bench above the crashing waves. We walked across and sat down. Bailey pulled me close to her and held my bicep with both hands. “This is so nice. We make a nice couple, don’t you think?”

“It is nice. Sorry if I’m not more into you. I mean, you’re a really nice person and gorgeous, and in the car I imagined you were my girlfriend and I was your guy, but...”

She kissed my cheek. “That’s okay. Just relax. It will all fall into place.”

We sat there holding hands and snuggling, letting the breezes wash our cares away. Bailey said, “So, should we go out to dinner tonight? Maybe we can find a place to go dancing too.”

I shrugged. “I guess, if you want to. But then guys will hit on us.”

“So?”

“So I don’t want that.”

“Then we won’t let them. How’s that?”

“That sounds great.”

“Let’s go home and I want to give you a treat before we go out. A nice treat.”

“A treat, huh?” I grinned. “What kind of treat? Something sweet?”

“Oh yes, Something very sweet. Something I haven’t had in some time and I know you’d love to have.” She winked and kissed me on the lips deeply. I throbbed in my panties and ran my hand over her silky leg as we embraced in a kiss until our breasts crushed against each other, and it hit me again that we were freaks.
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“James!” Bailey called out as we entered the house from the elevator from the garage. “James, are you here?”

James trotted down the hall toward us. “Yes. I’m right here. How may I help?”

“Could you make us reservations for dinner tonight?”

“Anyplace special?”

“Something quiet, with a view, good food, linen tablecloths, good wine.”

“Certainly. How would you like to dress?”

“We’ll wear nice mini-dresses and heels. Not terribly formal but no jeans.”

“May I suggest wearing wedge heels as opposed to stilettos? The cobblestone can be difficult in thin heels. Your aunt always wanted to pave all the walkways to smooth them out. She hated that she couldn’t wear her heels easily. Unless you want a place with a valet and better surfaces, but they won’t have such good views.”

“Wedges are fine. Right, Gene?” She smiled at me. “Wedges can be sexy too.”

I shrugged.

“What time, my lady?” James asked.

“Say five thirty?”

“Very good.”

“Thanks!”

Bailey took me by the hand and led us through the mansion to our room. I flopped on the bed and kicked my shoes off. I rubbed my feet. “Too much walking.”

Bailey hopped up next to me and took her shoes off. “Me too. It was a great day, though. Thanks for keeping me company. I’d be so lost without you.”

“Thanks.” I moved up to the head and curled up on the pillow. “Do we have time to rest?”

“Sure. Then we can shower and redo our makeup and go out fresh as daisies.” She slid up the bed and spooned me, her arms wrapped around me, her breasts against my back, her warm breath on my neck. I closed my eyes and rested.

When I snapped out of it, it had been only about twenty minutes by the clock on the nightstand. At first it felt like I was my old self, and my girlfriend was cuddled behind me. Then I felt a hand reach around me and grab my hardness through my dress. She stroked me in the silky fabric.

Bailey slid around and lifted my dress to slide her head beneath it. Her warm wet mouth engulfed me, and she began to bob her head on it. Her tongue ran around the shaft, and it was heavenly. I began to gently thrust into her with my hips. I lifted my dress and held her head, watching as I slid into her gorgeous face, her loving eyes looking up at me.

She began to rub herself though her dress. She lifted it up and slid her hand into her panties. I looked into her eyes and thrusted into those painted lips. I began to flood her mouth, and she yanked her rod free of the panties and wrapped her long-nailed fingers around it as it shot in time with mine all over her stockinged legs.

When I had finished, I yanked her head off me and rolled away across the bed, landing on my feet. “Shit!”

Bailey quickly slid off the bed and composed herself. “What’s wrong, Gene? Didn’t you like that? I loved it.” She came around the bed.

I moved away from her. “You’re a...uh...and you just...”

“Gene. Stop already.” She shook her head. “How can you ruin something so wonderful like this. You’re going to be a loser—keep it up and you’ll fail. You need to get rid of your old ways of looking at the world.” She covered her face and began to cry.

I watched her. I had hurt her. I felt terrible. Worse than how I felt when I realized it was a guy sucking me. “I’m sorry.” I put my hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry I am what I am. Please forgive me. I don’t know how to change.”

She settled down, and her eyes looked into mine, her mascara running. She ran her hand over my hair. “I know what to do. You have to let me help.”

“Anything. Please. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Okay. I’m going to talk to James, and I hope he can help right now. I think our aunt might have prepared for this very situation. She seemed to always have a backup plan.”

“Okay.”

“You rest some more, and I’ll be right back.”
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“James? Are you here!?” Bailey called out in the foyer.

James came from the parlor. “Yes, my lady?”

“James, I need your help. Seems Gene is having a very hard time with this. She can’t get past her old paradigms of being masculine and her ideas of who she is.”

“I see. She may fail.”

“Yes. You do see. I was hoping my aunt might have provided some tools to keep Gene in the feminine mode with a boosted libido until she becomes who she needs to be. Right now, she just wants to get the monkey off her back when she becomes aroused by her new self, and then she feels like a freak. I need to keep her libido up until she can’t help but pursue feminine interests. I need some training aids.”

He smiled. “Very diligent and kind of you to take this on for her. You’re right. Your aunt planned for this very contingency. Follow me, and I’ll get you all the tools you’ll need. Gene won’t have any choice but to become who she needs to become.”
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Bailey walked into the room, her heels clicking, and she put a bag of things in the closet, then came back out. She held her hand out to me and smiled. “Okay, princess. Now go take a shower and make sure to go poop first and then clean out with the attachment in the shower.”

I stood up. “What? Clean out what?”

“Your bottom, sweetie. It will help you feel more feminine. That’s what the attachment in the shower’s for.”

“Sounds horrible.”

“So you’re going to give up and fail?”

“No. I mean...”

She looked at me sternly. “Gene? You said you’d let me help.”

“Okay. I’ll do it.”

“Good girl. Then shower and take your time, feeling all your curves and the smoothness of your skin. Luxuriate in the sensations of your body until it gets you aroused again. Then make sure to finish it and come right out here to me as soon as you do. Just wrap a towel around yourself and come right to me. Promise?”

“Promise.”

She kissed me lightly on the lips. “Good girl.” She patted my bottom. “We’ll get you on the road to being the Muliebral you were born to be.”

I did as she asked, and after I cleaned out, it actually felt pretty darn good. I’d never felt cleaner. I turned up the heat of the shower and immersed myself in the pleasure of washing my hair, feeling my long nails as they massaged my scalp. I conditioned my hair, smelling the sweet floral scent. I took a body sponge and saturated it with a sweet-smelling, slippery gel and ran it over every inch of my body, letting the silkiness caress my skin.

I lingered in the sensations, and I began doing my breasts. The sponge felt heavenly as it ran across my sensitive nipples. I applied more soap and rubbed them some more, my arousal climbing with each caress until I was bobbing hard between my thighs. I closed my eyes and remembered how Bailey’s face looked as I stuffed her submissive, serving face full of myself, her eyes on me and those painted lips wrapped around it, and...

I grabbed the wall to hang on as I shot into the streams of water and gasped. I had done it again. I had made myself excited and ended up shooting it off like an adolescent due to my feminine body. I rinsed off, feeling lost again, and I shut off the water.

Bailey yelled from the bedroom. “Done, honey? Come out here.”

I wrapped a towel around my breasts and walked to her. “Okay, it’s done. My freakish body excited me, and I shot off like some little kid again.”

“Sit.” She patted the bed.

I sat on it.

She knelt before me and clamped a pink plastic ring around my hairless shaft and globes. Then she lubed my limpness and slid a small pink silicone cap with a hole in the tip over the head and compressed me inside it to connect it to the ring. She clasped a brass lock on it. She checked the wires that came out from the side of the head to a battery box above the lock. “There. Now you don’t have to worry about acting like a child anymore.”

“Bailey, this is silly.”

“It’s not. You’ll see. It’ll help.” She went to the nightstand and grabbed a glass of water, then gave it to me.

“I’m not thirsty.”

She handed me a pill. “Take this.”

“What is it?”

“It’ll help you to become the girl you’re meant to be. Take it.”

I looked at it. “Hormones?”

“No, a libido enhancer.”

I laughed. “I don’t need that.”

“You do until you learn how to satisfy it properly and be a proper Muliebral. Now take it or fail.”

I swallowed it down.

“How long do I have to wear this cage?”

“Until you become the girl you’re meant to be. I don’t think it’ll be too long.

She took a vial and a syringe from the nightstand. “This is something your aunt developed. I had never heard of it, but James assured me it’s safe. He was part of the testing and said it’s very effective.”

“They tried to feminize him?”

“No silly.” She wiped my bicep with an alcohol wipe.

“You sure this is okay? What does it do?”

“Want to fail?”

I held my arm to her and looked away. “Ouch!”

“There. All done.”

“What was it? Tell me.”

“It’s a nano-trigger that will settle in your brain and last a few days.”

“A trigger? Like a gun? Are you gonna blow my brains out?”

She laughed. “Kind of. You won’t be able to have a release unless I allow it with a signal from an app on my phone. If I send the signal, you’ll release all that pent-up frustration from the libido enhancer immediately, and I’m told it will be quite intense. James said it was body-shudderingly wonderful.”

“Let’s try it now.”

“No, silly, you have to earn it. Now find a nice sexy mini-dress for dinner. Dress in the sexiest thing you can find and still be suitable for a classy restaurant. Find nice undies and stockings. Go get dressed, little girl. I’m going to shower.”

I perused the closet and found a sinfully sexy yet classy sea-foam-blue chiffon mini-dress with a flared hem, satin lining, and chiffon overlay. The halter top would hold my breasts nicely and allow for a good reveal of cleavage. I swelled in my cage with the thought of how I’d look as I held it before me in the mirror.

I found matching heels, a crop-top sweater, purse, garter belt, panties, and garters. I laid them on the bed and dressed, putting on silky sheer suntan stockings that I clasped to the garter belt. By the time I was done, I felt I’d burst from my cage. I put on my earrings and jewelry and sprayed perfume all over me.

I was admiring my look in the three-way mirror as Bailey came out naked and kissed my cheek. “You look nice. You’re a natural picking out clothes.”

“Thanks.”

“How do you feel?”

“Aroused. Crazy aroused.”

“Good. Then it will go in easy.”

“What?”

She walked to the bag and took something out. She did something to it that I couldn’t see. Then she held it behind her as she came over to me. “Okay, on your knees, girl, and put that pretty butt in the air and your head on the floor.”

“Huh?”

“You heard me. Success or failure. Your choice.”

I did as she asked. In a moment, I felt my panties sliding aside and something cold and wet pressing against my butt hole. “Hey!”

“Relax.”

It vibrated and she pushed it until it was sucked in to the hilt. “There. Let me pump it up.” I felt it growing inside me while it vibrated. It was erotic. “That should do it. Stand up.”

I stood and straightened my dress.

“How does it feel? Okay?”

“Weirdly erotic. Is this what the gay thing is all about?”

“Some of it. Now walk around the room while I adjust it.”

She went to her purse, took out her phone and watched me walk, her fingers tapping on the phone. The vibrations became a pulse. It kept going until it was so intense, I had to stop walking and grab the dresser. “Bailey!”

It subsided a bit.

“Better?”

“It’s still intense.”

“Good. Now the cage.” She clicked her nails on the phone and I felt an electric sensation through the tip of my locked beast. “Whoa!”

“Nice huh? It’s an e-stim cage. Just another method of keeping you aroused.” She looked at me as she tested different levels and durations and watched my reaction. “God, Bailey, please?”

“Okay. I know what does what now. Now go do your makeup then relax and have a drink. James will take care of you while I get ready.”

I did my makeup, and it came out quite well. Sprayed perfume all over me and checked myself one more time in the mirror as I donned my purse on my shoulder. I was gorgeous, horny, and going out with my girlfriend who was a guy before. Yikes.

I walked down the hall, my breasts tugging on my chest, their nipples caressed by the silky fabric of the dress, the stockings pulling and sliding on my silky legs, my heels making my hips sway with each minced step. The cage tugged on my oozing, locked-up parts while the plug massaged me and sent shock waves of vibration into me randomly. This was sheer torture. Heavenly in a way, but hell too.

I did feel feminine—powerful somehow, very sexy—and passing the hall mirrors, I looked like a knockout. I was somehow proud of my new appearance. Much prouder than I had ever felt as my old self.

What kind of a night would this be? I sashayed my way into the parlor.
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James mixed me a martini and had one with me to keep me company. We talked about the injection I’d received, how well my aunt had tested it, and the experiences of the test subjects. Everyone loved it, and it was highly effective.

“At least I have that to look forward to.” I held my drink up to James.

“My lady, you have much to look forward to. It would be a shame if you should fail. I’m glad Bailey is taking such good care of you. You’ll be happy she did.”

“I suppose.”

“She is a lovely girl. You are too. You both deserve to live a life like your aunt’s.”

“Thank you.”

Bailey strode in. What a sight she was. Pretty, sexy, confident, put together well, and smelling like a dream. She landed a light kiss on my lips. “Hi, sweetie.” She turned to James, who was leaning on the bar beside me. “Hello, James.”

“Hello, my lady. May I make you a drink?”

“Actually, I’d like something creamy. My last attempt ended up ruined by someone’s old ideas. I was wondering if you’d oblige me. It could help you validate my feminine persona.” She winked at James.

He grinned. “Of course, my lady. Why not? I am in your service.”

Bailey grabbed a pillow from the couch and dropped it on the floor at his feet. She looked up at him and undid his zipper. She took out his huge, shaved smooth package, wrapping one hand around the shaft, and the other rolling his globes in it as she looked up at him and bobbed her head on it.

James smiled and winked at me while I watched Bailey obviously enjoy what she was doing. I filled my cage, throbbing inside it as the vibrator and e-stim cage kept shooting jolts of pleasure through me. I sat on a barstool and crossed my legs, my hands automatically caressing my silky legs while I watched in wonderment at how gorgeous Bailey looked doing that.

It didn’t take her long before she stopped her motions, and I was able to see James’ rod pulse and shoot his load into her face while he clasped her head tight. She swallowed every drop.

When she was done, she licked it off and stood. James tucked it away. “Thank you, my lady. You are very good at that.”

Bailey straightened her dress around her. “Thank you, James. The pleasure was all mine.” She turned to me. “Ready to do that, Gene? Think you can get a reward like that?”

I raised my eyebrows and sipped my martini. Bailey took her phone out and sent jolts through the cage and my bottom, making me twitch with pleasure. “Ungh, god, Bailey...” I grasped the rail.

“Yes?”

“Please. Turn it down or let me finish.” My upper leg twitched over the other as I clenched them together.

“Do you agree you need to learn to do what I just did?”

“I, uh...”

She ramped it up some more. My throbbing in the cage from the electric stimulus on the head felt like it would break the cage open. The one in my bottom made me press on the seat against it, trying to get it to go deeper and provide relief.

“Ungh, god....” I spasmed in my seat, my hips involuntarily thrusting into the cage and then pressing me onto the plug. I looked at James, who just smiled as I embarrassed myself with my lack of control, seemingly humping the air and sitting on a shaft. I whimpered, “Oh god, Bailey. Yes, yes. I’ll learn.”

She turned them back down. “Good girl.” She kissed my cheek. “Let’s go eat.”

I struggled to catch my breath as I slid off the barstool, led by Bailey.

“Have a good evening, ladies,” James called as he began to clean up the glasses.

“Oh, we sure will, James. Right, Gene?” She grabbed my arm, and we walked as two sexy women, out the door to our waiting DB11. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. What would I be when it was all done?
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We drove into town, and despite James’ warning, we didn’t wear our wedge shoes but our heels. We found a closer parking space and managed to navigate the brick sidewalks by holding on to each other. People smiled and said hello to us as they passed. I felt a bit overdressed until we reached our restaurant, 22 Bowens on Bowen’s Wharf.

They gave us seats facing the wharf so we could people-watch and see the boats come and go. It was simple but elegant, with linen tablecloths and white-uniformed wait staff with towels on their arms. The doors next to our table were open to the wharf, allowing the sea-breezes to caress our legs. We both sat facing out so we could share the view and stay close to each other.

After we were seated, I asked Bailey, “Can this stuff be shut off while we eat, honey? It’s driving me crazy.”

“Only if you hold my hand, relax, and let me be your girlfriend and you mine, okay?”

“Deal.”

All the stimulation stopped, and I drew a deep breath. “Thanks, Bailey.” I ordered us both vodka martinis to start, and we sipped them as we held hands and gazed at the passersby. We ordered appetizers and took our time. This was our hometown now. Yachts and boats everywhere, little shops and fine dining. It beat the heck out of bartending in a New York bar.

Bailey put her hand on mine on my crossed leg and squeezed it. “Everything okay, Gene?”

“Yeah, just enjoying our new hometown.”

“How about your new body? How does it feel? I think it feels lovely.” She slid her hand on my silky stockinged leg then stopped as she gazed into my eyes.

I put my hand on hers and slid it again. “It does feel incredible.” I took a deep breath, my breasts heaving on my chest as she sent ripples of pleasure through my leg from her caress. I love my breasts. It’s like having  new toy. They feel so, so...”

“Powerful? Sexy? Feminine?”

“Yes, all of that. And I’m beginning to like the new me. Seeing my reflection and how put together I am now compared to the mundane person I was before. I love walking, crossing my legs, seeing my pretty fingernails and painted toenails. Smelling the scent of my perfume on my wrist. It’s actually quite wonderful.”

“Good, I feel the same. It’s like I’ve been given a new lease on life. And I love that we get to share it together. I was so lonely before.”

“Really? I’d think you’d have lots of friends.”

“Some. But none who could share in what I wanted to be.  Now I’m there, and I have you to share it with. I just wish I could get you to where your old ideas are just ghosts. I’m falling in love with you, and I want you to be happy.”

“I promise. I’ll get there with your help. I think I’m falling in love with you too.” I put my hand on her silky knee and squeezed it. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Mmm.”

“Thanks. This is so nice.” She raised her glass to mine. “To Gene becoming every bit the girl she appears to be.”

I clinked her glass, “Yes, to becoming what I appear to be.”

Dinner was wonderful. Oysters, a nice bottle of Bordeaux, a huge baked and stuffed Maine lobster and all the trimmings. Then we sipped espressos with our flourless chocolate torte. When we were done, we strolled leisurely down the wharf and went into some of the shops. “I love this. What do you think?” Bailey held a garment up against me. “I think it’ll look stunning on you.” It was a gartered corset with a sheer coat.

I took it and held it. “It is pretty. I think you’d look great in it too.”

“I think I should get the black one, and you can get the pink one.”

“I think I like the black one better.”

She leaned into me and whispered, “But the pink one will match your cage. You’ll look so cute, girly, and helpless in pink. I’m getting you the pink one.”

She took the two outfits to the counter and opened her purse to pay for them. She took her phone out and tapped it a few times, and I had to grab the clothes rack from the surprise I got. Stimulation rippled through me while the cashier bagged our things.

Bailey grabbed my hand and we left. She smiled. “I almost forgot to turn on your training. Did everything come back to life?”

“It sure did. I’m oozing again. Please, can I come tonight? Please? My breasts are tugging with each step, my nipples sensually rubbing my dress, the cage pulls on my libido-enhanced ever-hard and randomly sends an e-stim through it while my plug massages me with each step and randomly shoots off vibrations. It’s nearly overwhelming.” I held her bicep with both hands to steady me as we walked. “Please?”

“I know. I’ve done that before too. Without the nano-trigger though. But isn’t it wonderful being on the edge like that? Wanting it so badly you’d do anything for it?”

“But honey... please?”

“We’ll see. You need to show me the girl inside you somehow for me to allow it. I’ll let the nano-trigger go at the right time if you let the girl out. Okay?”

“Let the girl out, huh? I think this girl is out. I’ve been avoiding the looks of the guys we’ve passed all night.”

“Well maybe you shouldn’t. Maybe you should take one into the men’s room and use those pretty lips to get a reward from one. That would be letting the girl out.”

“Oh god, Bailey. You are nothing if not persistent. Can we just go home instead?”

“Home? Hmm, I suppose we could go home and put on our new nightclothes. Maybe then you’ll be ready to let the girl out. It’s the only way you’re ever going to come off the edge, honey.”

We slid into the DB11. I gazed out the window as Bailey drove, and I pressed down against the plug, trying to get it deeper. I bounced a foot, squeezing my caged and hard, oozing rod while I unconsciously squeezed my breast and tweaked my nipples through the dress. My heart raced; my breathing was choppy. Hard as I tried, all I could do was make it more intense.
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As soon as we got back, we went to the room and changed into our new outfits with matching stockings and fetishy high heels. Bailey looked incredible, her maleness tucked away and hidden in tight panties. She came over to me and adjusted my corset under my breasts then stood back. “Hmm, something’s missing.” She went into the closet and came back out carrying pink ribbons.

“This will look cute.” She tied silky pink ribbons on my cage, making it appear even less male. “It’s so cute.” I stood there and shuddered as the electronics kept up the incessant demand. “Hurry, please?”

She tied smaller ribbons on my nipples, cinching them so there was a constant stimulation on them now. “There, now you’re so cute. Let’s go get a drink.”

“I don’t want James to see me like this.”

“He’s our butler. What’s wrong with that? Besides, he’ll love seeing you being this feminine.” She tugged me by the hand, and we clattered hurriedly in our fetish heels down the hall.

“James, oh James—we’re home!” she shouted as we approached the parlor.

James was seated at the bar watching TV, and he shut it off and turned his seat toward us. “Ladies! Was dinner satisfactory?”

Bailey was smiling ear to ear as she gave him a peck on the lips. “It was fabulous. And we bought these new outfits for bed. Pretty?” She turned and modeled it.

“Very. And Miss Gene really looks lovely. So submissive and feminine-looking. Nice job, Gene. You’re coming along nicely.”

“Thanks. I need a drink, James.”

“Of course, my lady.”

James hopped off the seat and mixed us all drinks. I sat and crossed my pink-stockinged legs, feeling the sensuality of the gossamer fabric as the garters tugged on my leg. I twitched as the electronics both fired off simultaneously. I whimpered, “Oh god.” I grabbed the drink from James and took a slug.

“Are you okay, my lady? You shook.”

“I’m fine. It’s just the torture Bailey’s giving me.”

“You can fix it right now if you want, Gene. If James would like to help, that is.”

“At your service, ladies.”

“Gene? Ready?”

I rolled my eyes and sipped, just wanting to get drunk.

Bailey took my hand and led me to the couch. “Sit.”

I placed my drink on the side table. She took James by the hand and brought him over to stand before me. “Unzip James’ pants, honey, and take out his lovely package.”

I stared at his zipper. He throbbed beneath his pants as I saw it growing.

“Please, unzip it, Gene,” Bailey asked.

I stared at it growing.

Bailey asked, “James, if you could help Gene a little. She seems stunned.”

“Of course, my lady.”

James unzipped his pants. I stared at the opening.

“Take it out, Gene.”

I simply stared. Bailey took her phone out and tapped the screen. The stimulation became more intense. I wriggled on the plug and whimpered.

“Take it all out, James, and help her,” Bailey said.

James took it out and stroked it, then came closer and placed a hand on my head. He began to slap my face with it. It was huge and smelled of cologne. He pressed it against my lips.

“Take it, Gene,” Bailey said.

My lipstick was rubbing off on the head and my lips were wet from his oozing. Bailey squeezed my nostrils shut. In a moment, I had to open my mouth and gasp for air. James shoved it into my mouth. I looked up at him as he gazed down at me. “Good girl, Gene. Now enjoy it.” He placed both hands on my head and squeezed it tight as he began to thrust in and out.

“Run your tongue around it, Gene,” Bailey said. I did.

“Good girl Gene,” James said. “That’s it, look at me and bob your head on it. Use your hands now too.”

I tugged on his shaved globes and wrapped one hand around his thick shaft and stroked it while I bobbed my head on it.

James patted my head, “Very nice, my lady. Keep it up and soon you’ll get your reward.”

I began to get into it. His pleasure was giving me pleasure, and I became enthralled with it. The electronics seemed even more pleasant now as I focused on making James come. I wanted it. I needed it. I looked up into his smiling eyes as he squeezed my head tight and stopped thrusting. I felt his shaft as it swelled and shrunk, shooting his thick, salty load across my tongue. I swallowed voraciously with each shot he gave me.

I slipped off the end, and a shot fell on my hair and another on my face. I dove back on it and tried to get more from him until he made me stop. “Enough, young lady, enough.” He pulled my head off him.

I stared up at him as he tucked it away. Shots of pleasure shot through me, making me realize I still hadn’t come. I turned to Bailey. “Hey, I thought I was going to be able to finish?”

“Oh, sorry, honey. I didn’t send the message to your nano-trigger yet.” James moved aside, and she came over and slid her panties aside, letting her rod leap free. She slapped my face with it as she said, “Now be a big girl and show me how girly you are now. You want it, don’t you, Gene?”

I nodded and dove onto it. It wasn’t as large as the last one, but it was even more thrilling looking up at my beautiful Bailey as she gazed lovingly at me. She took her phone and held it. “I’m going to video you so you can see how gorgeous you look. Then, when I’m ready to give you your reward, I’ll activate your nano-trigger. Okay, sweetie?”

I nodded and mumbled around her sweet shaft as I ministered to it in a frenzy. Her one hand rested on my head while I stroked, tugged, sucked, and bobbed, all while looking up at her. Her hand squeezed my head tight. “Ready, honey?”

I nodded. She flooded my mouth with her sweet cream, and I ravenously sucked it up as it came pulsing through her shaft. Then she flicked her phone and all at once I began shooting through my cage. My body tensed and I cried out, letting her shaft come out of my mouth and shoot the rest onto my breasts.

I moaned and writhed, humping my plug and tugging at my cage, one hand squeezing a breast while I whimpered and shuddered. It was the most intense thing I’d ever felt in my life. When it finally subsided, I fell to the side and lay on the floor.


12

I woke to the warmth of the sun on my face and the smell of salt air and perfume. Nuzzled next to me was Bailey as she slept facing me. I stroked her pretty hair and gazed at her lovely, peaceful face, a smile on her pink lips. She was such a doll.

I felt the plug had been removed from me, yet the cage was still on. No stimulation went through it, but I was hard inside it with my morning wood. I gently slid my still stockinged leg over Bailey’s, careful not to scrape her with my stiletto. She moaned a little and put her arm over me. Her eyes opened and flitted about my face, then she moved closer to kiss me deeply. I wrapped my arms around her and crushed her to me as I tried to hump her leg with my cage.

Her hardness slid against my stockinged leg, and she began to hump my thigh. I broke our kiss and slid down to wrap my arms around her hips and take her into my mouth. I sucked and ran my tongue around her silky shaft, flicking the tip and making her twitch. Her hand rested on my head, and she thrusted lightly into my face. I looked up at her with one eye as she gazed lovingly at me. “Oh Gene, that feels so nice, honey. You’re such a good girl.”

I nodded and mumbled around her shaft. “Mmm...” I popped off with a slurp and said quietly, “This girl loves your velvety shaft.” I went back onto it, savoring it while rolling her hairless globes in my fingers and squeezing her bottom with my other hand. I took my time making her crave more as I teased her to the edge, then made her wait and calm down.

Back and forth to the edge I delighted in taking her, maybe as payment for the torture she had given me, but mostly for the pleasure it gave me to give it to her.

“Oh god, Gene. You’re becoming an expert girl at this... uh, huh, huh.” She tried to thrust harder and faster to be able to come, but I lessened the grip of my lips and hands, making her work for it. I continued to tease and savor her as long as I could, but the desire to feel her shaft pump its lovely cream into me overcame me, and I gave her what she wanted.

She squeezed my head tight. I looked up at her pretty face as she contorted it and humped my mouth. “Huh, huh, huh... oh god, girl... huh.” She flooded my mouth, each swell of her shaft delivering more of my reward for making her feel so wonderful. I swallowed to keep from gagging, then wouldn’t let her go until I had made her twitch and jerk long after she had spent her fluids into my face.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled my head off her and dragged me up to her, embracing me and kissing me deeply. She pulled back from the kiss and peppered my face with kisses in between her words, “I... simply... love my... little girl... Gene... Muh!” She leaned back and smiled a big smile.

I couldn’t help smiling and kissing her all over. “I love you too, Bailey... so much.”

We both fell on our backs and held hands, looking up at the ceiling. Bailey said, “So, ready for another day of training? You’re doing really well. I’m so proud of you. You actually love sucking now. I can tell. You’re becoming the perfect little sissy girl.”

“Thanks. Sissy girl.”

“What? You don’t like that term?”

“Actually, for some reason, it makes me hard when you call me that. I feel proud of it, really. I never thought I’d like being called a little sissy, but after learning how much I like to suck, I think it’s very fitting and feels like a badge of honor. I’m not limited by thinking it’s gross or improper anymore. It seems so natural now.”

She squeezed my hand. “Good girl, sissy Gene. Now we need you to do only one more thing to be fully engaged in your feminine role.” She patted my bottom. “We just need you to want to be penetrated by something real in that sexy bottom and to feel how good it is to have that real thing pulsing its reward deep inside you while you have a nice sissy finish.”

She rolled her head to me. “Right?”

“Uh, I’m not so sure I’m ready for that. I mean, being plugged is one thing, but that...”

“You don’t have a choice, honey, and you will enjoy it immensely. You’ll see.”

A knock came from the door. “Come in!” Bailey shouted.

James came in with a silver tray bearing cups of coffee. “Ah, wonderful. You ladies are awake. I’ve brought coffee to get you started. I can bring up breakfast if you like.” He placed the coffees on the nightstands and stood with his hands behind him, holding the tray. He smiled as he waited for a response.

“James?”

“Yes, Lady Gene?”

“Would you come here? I’d like some cream before I have my coffee.”

“Of course, my lady.”

James came by the bed, and I unzipped his pants and took out that wonderful package, making it go from limp in my mouth to a two-fisted, pulsing and overflowing delight.
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James made us a bracing breakfast, and Bailey asked him if he could set up a boat ride to see dolphins. Of course, he said he’d be glad to.

We showered and did our morning routines. I made sure to clean out well again because I wanted what I had yesterday, regardless of the torture it had seemed. I washed under my cage well and dried it all with a hairdryer. Bailey came in and replaced the batteries in the cage and the plug, which she then pushed in and pumped up. She kindly set it all to a lower stimulation level, yet one that would keep me wanting. She climbed into the shower, and I went to the closet to select our clothes for the outing.

A boat. We needed shoes that were stable. I found some cute wedge sneakers with only a three-inch heel or so. A pair in pink for me and a pair in baby blue for Bailey. I found some cute plaid schoolgirl mini-skirts to match the sneakers and some pretty button-up blouses to go with them. I selected pink and blue sweaters to fend off the cool ocean air. In the hosiery drawer I found us some very cute white knee socks with ruffled tops. I laid it all out on our made-up bed.

Bailey came in, her hair dried, makeup done, smelling like a dream. She kissed me on the neck. “Mmm, that shower felt good. You need to do your makeup yet, honey.”

“I know. That’s next. What do you think of these outfits for our outing?”

She studied them. “I think you did well. They’re very cute. Very sissyish and feminine. A cute schoolgirl look. I like them! They’ll be fun.”

“Good. I’ll be right back.” I did my makeup and hair and came back out and dressed. I wanted to put on silky stockings, but it didn’t seem right with the schoolgirl outfit, so the silkiness of my hairless legs alone would have to do. Bailey sat in a chair and watched me put my jewelry on and load my purse. She stood and came over to me, slinging her purse over her shoulder. “Ready?”

“Ready.”

James dropped us off at the dock, where our charter was waiting. The captain greeted us. “The Muliebrals?”

“Yes.”

“Thought so. You have two more people to join you on your cruise. James said it would be fine since they’re your neighbors.”

“Oh, how nice,” Bailey said as the captain held our hands to board the yacht.

“Your neighbors are on the stern deck. There are coffee, tea, doughnuts and bagels there too.”

I nodded, watching my step, and Bailey said, “Thanks!” We walked to the stern holding the rail.

“Hi!” a cute young man said. His open shirt revealed a firm abdomen and hairless chest. His khaki shorts showed the outline of a substantial treat beneath them. The two young men could have been twins and looked to be about sixteen years old or so.

“Hi, boys,” we both said to them in turn as we poured some coffee and took a doughnut. We sat on padded wicker settees opposite them, the coffee table between us. Bailey asked, “So, you’re our neighbors?”

One flashed a smile. “Yeah, two estates over.”

“Nice,” I said and then asked, “How old are you boys?”

They both laughed. “We always get carded. We’re both twenty-five, and we’re twins, since you’d ask anyway. We work in our dad’s import/export business. I’m Jim, and this is Pat.”

“Nice. I’m Gene, and this is Bailey.”

We ate our doughnuts, and the captain came back and said, “We’ll get underway if everyone’s ready. The head is below should anyone need it. Life vests are under each seat. It’ll take about an hour or so to get there, so relax and enjoy the ride.”

The engines roared to life, and the smell of diesel floated across the deck until we backed out of the slip. Once we were underway, Bailey said over the drone of the engines, “Maybe one of you should switch places with one of us, and we can get to know each other better. We are neighbors after all.”

She stood and went over. Pat came and sat by me. “Hi again,” I said nervously to the seemingly young boy.

“Hi,” he said, and then his eyes went first to my cleavage and then my crossed legs. “You’re very pretty.”

“Thanks. You’re very cute and handsome.”

“Thanks.”

I looked across at Bailey, and she was kissing Jim and had her hand in his unzipped shorts. She stopped kissing him and looked at me. She took her phone from her purse and turned up the stimulation. I got the message.

I placed my hand on my neighbor’s lap and unzipped his shorts, taking out a lovely, already solid, thick and long shaft above hairless globes. I couldn’t resist wrapping my fingers around it and kissing him.

He tried to slip his hand between my legs, but I stopped him before he could find my secret. We kissed and I stroked until he whispered in my ear, “I have rubbers if you’d like to try something more. I think you’ll like it.”

I looked at Bailey and she raised her eyebrows and motioned with her head to me.

“I, I, uh... I’m not...”

“Oh, do you have your period? I’m sorry. We could do the back door, though.”

The stimulation in my bottom was aching for more. “Wait,” I said to him. I went over to Bailey and spoke in her ear. “He wants to take me. If he does, will you do the trigger for me?”

She dug in her purse and handed me a rubber. “Here. Use this.”

I took it and handed it to him. He stood and took me below deck.

There was a galley and then a suite in the back. I stepped into the head. I shut off and took out my plug and washed it and put it in my purse. I felt empty without it and wanted to replace it. Now, though, I’d replace it with something real. My heart raced.

We both fell onto the bed, and I rolled onto my knees, lifting my butt and putting my head on the pillow. Bailey and her boy came down belowdecks. She went in and out of the head, and then they lay down alongside us. We were like twins with the twins as they pressed their hot flesh into our begging holes.

The two of them held us fast, and Bailey and I rolled our heads to see each other as they took us like dogs. It was as if they were in a race for who could hump us faster and harder than the other. Bailey’s eyes were bright and smiling as her head moved with each deep thrust. She reached a hand to me and held mine.

The deep, thick, penetration was exquisite along with the stimulation of my cage. Bailey slid her purse off her shoulder and took her phone out. She shut off the cage. I looked at her, confused, while the boys pummeled us and moaned quietly. She showed me the app for the trigger, and it was open and ready.

The boy behind me wrapped his arms around my chest and crushed me to him as he drove it deeper. He whispered in my ear, “It’s coming, real soon. You’re so tight. Mmm, god, this is so good.”

I could feel myself on the very edge of coming, but the nano-trigger wasn’t released. Bailey herself was whimpering and squeezing my hand tight. I saw her eyes go wide, and she shuddered when her boy shoved hard into her and held it there, letting it flood into her. She rolled her eyes.

The one behind me then stopped, shoved all the way in, to a depth that felt like it might come out of my mouth. He slapped my bottom hard several times. Bailey tapped her phone. I began to shudder and shake, and a flood went through my cage as I felt his thick, deep rod pulsing away inside of me. When he was done, he collapsed on top of me, peppering my face with kisses while I continued to shudder beneath him, soaking my skirt from the volume coming out of my cage.

He slid out of me and put himself away in his pants, then tugged me up to my feet. He looked down to see the dark stain on my pink skirt and lifted the hem. He quickly looked up at my face then back down. My secret was out. He was going to beat me to death.
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He smiled a big grin. “Wow, how nice, just like your aunt, God rest her soul.” He turned to Bailey. “Her too?”

Bailey smiled and lifted her skirt, pressing her hand against it in her wet panties. She chimed proudly, “Me too.”

“Awesome,” the other one said. “What a lucky day this has been. I’m so glad James asked us to take this trip.”

“James set this up?” I asked.

“Uh, he didn’t tell you?”

“No.”

“Well then maybe we shouldn’t let him know you found out.”

I laughed. “No problem. It worked out well anyway.”

The one that just got done with me pointed to my skirt. “Caged and in training, huh?”

Bailey said, “Not anymore. You just gave her her last crash course and took away her virginity. Her training is complete.”

“Wow. I feel honored.”

“Thanks,” I said. We fixed ourselves, headed up top, and the boat slowed down. The captain hailed on the speaker. “The best view will be on the bow, folks. Come up the side carefully.”

I held the rail with one hand while my new friend held my other hand, and the four of us went up to the bow and took a seat together. My new friend wrapped his arm around me, and we all watched as the dolphins ran alongside and ahead of the boat.

I basked in my newfound joy, smelling the fresh salt air and feeling it whip through my hair and flutter the damp front of my skirt against my thighs, reminding me of what I had just accomplished— and actually loved doing. I snuggled tight to my new loving neighbor and enjoyed the cruise. Bailey smiled and winked at me then settled back against her new neighbor.
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Bailey ran ahead of me into the house, her wedge sneaks squeaking on the floor and yelling, “James! She did it. Gene did it!”

James turned the corner from the library and smiled at us both. He came over to me and patted my shoulder. “Good job, my lady. I’m so happy for you. Was it good? Did you enjoy it? Do you want more?”

“It was incredible. I mean, I never would have guessed. I could actually feel it pulsing inside me when he finished. And by the way, thanks for sending our neighbors for the ride with us. Jim and Pat were wonderful.”

“I thought you ladies would like them. They were a couple of your aunt’s favorites too. Rest her sweet soul.”

“So, I guess this means I can validate both of you. Congratulations, ladies. So tell me, Gene—you were the one I was concerned for. Are you happy as a full-fledged, living-up-to-your-name Muliebral?”

“I never would have thought so, but this is the best my life has ever been. I’ve never felt so confident, powerful, sexy, or good-looking, and to think it’s all because I’ve been feminized and taken on its wonders. I love it. Now I’m thankful, not vengeful toward my aunt.”

“Good. So what would you ladies like to do? I mean long term. One can’t just shop, eat, and have sex.”

“I’d like to get started making more of us. Not raising kids but taking people like Bailey and helping them achieve their dream. We don’t need to grow them. I’m sure there are plenty out there. We need to give back.”

“I’m proud of you, Gene. And you Bailey?”

“I agree. That sounds fun. But now I think we need to set up a celebration for us all. Gene’s graduated and doesn’t need any more training. I think we should invite the neighbors and whomever you think would be suitable and make a real Newport party. Like the ones the Great Gatsby used to throw.”

“Smashing idea! I’ll set right to planning it. You ladies will simply have to approve my choices as I select guests, food, and so on. Good day to you both.”

James left and we went to our room. Bailey released me from my little cage and put it away. Then we took a long, sensual, scented bubble bath together in our huge tub, sponging and teasing each other. We pumiced each other’s hands and feet. We loofahed our bodies. Then we gave each other pedicures and manicures. It was a day of simple pleasures and a dream to share it with Bailey.

We did our hair and makeup and got dressed. Bailey called up a couple of the French maids, and we indulged in their sweet delights, savoring them until we couldn’t wait any longer to taste their sweet cream. And sweet they were. They both ate pineapple and other fruits regularly, and their taste was especially wonderful.

The days passed by; we covered the town bit by bit, shopping and enjoying the views, food, drink, and fresh air. In the evenings, we’d dine and maybe go dancing together. We went out with our neighbors Jim and Pat one night and enjoyed their company and attention. I was free of the e-stim cage and the stimulating plug; I’d taken no libido enhancers and needed no nano-triggers from Bailey’s phone to fully immerse myself in my feminine desires and satisfy them well and often.

The night before our big party, James asked, “Are you ladies set with drinks and things? If so, I have something I’d like to show you.”

“Yes, please, James. We’re fine.” I smiled up at him from the couch. “Shall we follow you?”

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to sit between you two.”

“Sure.” Bailey slid over and patted the seat.

He sat and took out his phone and began to flip through things. “I have some pictures of a party that your aunt threw. She has thrown several and had special outfits made for the occasion. We still have them all, cleaned and in storage in the house, if you girls would like to follow in her tradition. They’re quite... uh... bold, as your aunt was. She loved wearing them, and the guests loved seeing her in them. Many of them began to create similar outfits of their own for our parties after that.”

He held his phone out for us to see and began to scroll through pictures of our aunt wearing various outfits. My mouth dropped. Bailey said, “God, I wish I’d had the chance to meet her; those outfits are incredible. Of course I’d love to wear one. Gene?”

I took my hand from my mouth, and with raised eyebrows and wide eyes, I said, “Really? Wear those outfits as the first impression we give to our neighbors and guests we haven’t yet met?”

James nodded. “I think it’ll be reassuring to them that you’re following in her footsteps. They’d all be happy to see you this way. Not to mention, if past parties were an indication, many of our guests will be following the same theme. Think about it, Gene. You’d make your aunt proud.”

He rubbed his hand on my stockinged thigh. “You’ll feel especially good wearing it. You could both take some libido enhancers to help as well. Not to mention utilizing the nano-trigger again.”

Bailey crossed her stockinged legs and bounced a foot. She held a limp wrist up. “I must! With libido enhancers and a nano-trigger so we don’t make a mess from all the excitement and ruin it, it’ll be fantastic!” she giggled. “I can almost feel how good the outfits will feel right now. James, please. Show us where the outfits are and let us try them on.”

He stood. Bailey took my hand and dragged me behind her as she clicked along in her heels behind James.
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Bailey and I stood in our own little receiving line, James introducing the guests to us. The staff introduced themselves after us in line.

A woman greeted me and kissed my cheek. “I love how you girls are following your aunt’s wishes. It’s wonderful to see such total immersion and dedication to them. You’re both so beautiful, wearing her party clothes and standing at attention so well—being proud of what you are.”

I tilted my head and smiled. “Thank you, Miss Melborne.”

“Oh please. Call me Sandy.”

“Thanks, Sandy.”

“I don’t want to tie up the line. We must talk later.” She gave us kisses on the cheeks again.

It took some time, but we greeted all our guests. Now it was time for a drink.

Bailey and I walked, my hands grasping her bicep for our mutual assistance navigating in our fetishy high stilettos. My breasts tugged on my chest with each step. Glittering jewelry cinched my nipples and tugged on them. My hips swayed and swung the feathered plume attached to my butt plug, and our heels clicked as our perfume wafted off us. Sheer pink Italian stockings tugged on my garter belt with each stride in my sissy-pink-lace, flared-hem mini-dress with cutouts for my breasts. My well-decorated shaft and globes poked through a ring of lace and ribbons. Bailey wore a similar outfit in baby blue.

I was hard as a rock and filled with so much excitement and arousal, my skin tingled. Colors, sounds, scents, and even my fingertips felt alive and more vibrant than ever. It was as if I had reached a totally new level of experiencing life.

We smiled and nodded to the guests, who made space for us to pass while they admired us wearing our aunt’s outfits.

James was right about the guests participating—many of them wore special outfits too. Men, women, and women like us, almost all who were in good enough shape and of young enough age to pull it off, did. We smiled and nodded our approval as we passed by.

At the bar, all four of the French maids were busy serving drinks. We were given the house drink, the same as the others were imbibing—a pink vodka martini with a libido-enhancing stirrer one could choose to stir into the drink or chomp on directly. I stirred mine as did Bailey, and we clinked and sipped.

Jim and Pat came over and clinked glasses with us. Their outfits were just as wonderful as the rest, though they leaned toward the masculine versus the feminine. Their boyish good looks captivated us as I reached out to greet Jim. I wrapped my fingers with painted, long, fake nails around his purple-lipstick-tipped shaft and stroked it while I gave him a kiss on the lips. He did the same to my decorated and bejeweled shaft with the hot pink painted head, making the bells dangling from my sheer-lace-encased globes tinkle.

We leaned back from one another and enjoyed a moment in the depths of each other’s eyes. He moved to greet Bailey, and I greeted Pat who was also as well displayed. I slid my hand on Pat’s silky, hairless chest beneath his open ruffled white shirt and ran my hand through his hair while kissing him. He made my bells ring gently while moaning through his lips, and I wrapped my fist around his shaft and tugged it as if I could take it off and eat it.

“Easy there, girl.” He laughed. If it falls off, I can’t fill you with it later.”

“But then I could keep it in my purse and use it anytime.”

“You’re worse than your aunt, princess.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

We mingled with our wonderful guests. Who would think there was a place where this could exist? I suppose it was well enough insulated from the outside world that there was no need to worry about judgement or social mores. Here, we were all truly free.

We all ate dinner on the lawn by the sea under tall white tents. The salt breezes seasoned our food as much as the catering service overseen by our cook had done. After dinner we all danced, and people relaxed on couches, drinking, cuddling, caressing, and indulging in each other.

“Wow. See, Gene? See how well your decision turned out? How could we ever have had such a life?” Bailey smiled as she watched the French maids savoring us on their knees. I pulled the head of the one before me off me so I could take a break. “Thanks, Yvette. That was wonderful.”

“Thank you, Miss Muliebral.”

“Please, call me Gene.”

“Thank you, Gene.” She stood and straightened her dress, then looked for guests to service.

Bailey sent her maid off and cuddled next to me. “Now what? I wonder if we’ll ever get bored of this. I mean, what should we do now?”

James came by. “Hello, ladies. Enjoying your party? Can I get you a drink? Snacks? Something else?”

James was dressed in black bow tie, black pants, and a black leather harness, which held his manly package at attention as it bobbed in the air before my face. I patted the seat. “Sit and rest. You’ve worked so hard to put this on. Take a break.”

He sat and I placed my hand on his hard thigh. He patted my hand. “Thank you, my lady. I think your aunt would be very proud of you girls. Our neighbors and friends certainly have accepted you well.”

“Thanks for telling us,” Bailey said. “Sometimes you never know what people are thinking. She took James’ hand and slid it on her silky stockinged thigh. “I wish we’d had a chance to know our aunt. She must have been something.”

“Yes, she certainly was. These parties were her favorite, and she always enjoyed them. She had a traditional way to close the party too. You may or may not want to continue that tradition.”

“What was it? Maybe we should, right, Gene?”

“We may as well. What was it, James?”

“Well, you see, she had things rolled out and set up in the ballroom to thank the guests for attending, and most if not all paid homage to her before leaving by giving her something personal.”

“Sounds nice but unnecessary. I wouldn’t want to obligate any of them to give us something personal,” Bailey said, and I nodded.

“You see, it costs them nothing, and they all were very fond of giving it to her. I can have the needed things rolled out onto the stage where everyone can have a good view, and they can come by and participate.”

I shrugged my shoulders. Bailey said, “Heck, why not? If it makes them happy, and it made my aunt happy, who are we to stop the tradition?”

James beamed. “I suggest going to the ladies’ room and then having another drink, or at least the stirrer, and by then, I’ll have the stage set up for you both.”

We went to the bathroom and peed, then touched up our makeup and hair and sprayed on perfume. We went to the bar and got a drink, and we both chomped down the stirrers. We were talking with Jim and Pat. I held my shaft pressed against Jim’s with my hand wrapped around them both as he gently thrusted against mine into my fist while we sipped.

“May I have your attention,” James called out from the stage. “In keeping with prior parties and as was the custom of their aunt, Gene and Bailey have decided to continue the tradition and will be on stage shortly, fully prepared for you.”

Hoots and hollers rang out, and the crowd parted for us to make our way to the stage. We climbed the steps, and there were two odd-looking furnishings of a sort on the stage. The French maids hurriedly set us in position on them, and velcro clasped our arms and legs in place.

We looked at each other, not knowing what was to happen but having an idea. James inspected us and then turned to the crowd. “The ladies are ready and waiting. Let the tradition continue.”

Before I knew it, I had both hands with shafts thrusting into them, my mouth filled with another while I was exquisitely filled in my bottom. My legs were slung back, and my heels flailed in the air with each thrust. My bells tinkled in time, and I peeked over at Bailey, who was in the same position. I could tell from the passion with which she consumed her guest’s shaft, she was loving each second.

After I swallowed my first creamy load, I caught James’ eye as he stood back, waiting. “Yes, my lady?”

“You will trigger the nano-trigger at the end, won’t you?”

“Of course. When I come inside you, you’ll come inside Bailey, and she’ll come in a French maid.”

“Thank god. All I know is I’ll be desperate for relief by then, and that sounds like one heck of a way to have it.” I felt a warm splash across my face from a guest, and other deposits fell on my breasts as a gorgeous girl like me shoved deep and filled me with her pulsing reward. My body tingled all over, and I rode the edge of heaven until I thought I’d pass out.

Then, when we were done, James did as he had said he would. Bailey was engaged in the French maid, I was deep in Bailey, and James pounded me from behind like a dog until he triggered all our nano-triggers at the same time. We jerked and twitched, releasing all our passion into one another until we went weak. I whispered in Bailey’s ear, “I love you so much. Thanks for talking me into this.”

She turned her head to the side and said, “I love you, too, princess. I love you too.”

James carried me and another of our staff carried Bailey to our beds, where they put us under the covers. James whispered, “Sweet dreams, ladies. Welcome to your new home.”
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Hi, I’m Mitch. I am insatiable, in every way possible... sexually, that is. You say, “Ahh, she’s a hottie.” I am for sure. The only thing that makes me different from any other hot woman is that I’m not one. Never was. Well, I guess I am now. I feel more like a woman than a man. I act totally like a woman. I love everything women love to do, especially when it comes to sex.

I guess I was always more woman than man inside anyway. On the outside, too, because I wasn’t very big or macho. I was always interested in how women looked; I wondered how they must feel, being pretty and feminine. It was an obsession.

I found the real me when I started joining online social groups for femboys, crossdressers, sissies, and on and on. That was when I was in high school. The support and accolades for being such a pretty femboy were intoxicating. Still, I didn’t want to be just a pretty femboy. I wanted to be totally feminine. A girl.

I longed to be penetrated by a real man, and I imagined it while my butt was plugged as I went about my day, or while riding a dildo and wearing a chastity cage. When I couldn’t resist it anymore, I’d give myself sissy-gasm after sissy-gasm, with a dildo in my mouth and riding on a vibrating one, but it only helped to reinforce my longings rather than satisfying them. I was insatiable and felt helpless to satisfy it the way I truly wanted to, with a real man—or a girl with something special under her skirt, like I dreamed of being.

I went off to college to become a computer engineer with my skirts, heels, makeup, and toys, and I stayed in those groups, fishing for compliments when I did my makeup or when I bought a new outfit, which I’d wear in the privacy of my apartment with ultra-high heels and sheer silky stockings. I wanted to be more public than just online with my feminine persona, but I was terrified of being caught. Everyone said I could do it easily, but as much support as they gave me, I was still reluctant. I was lonely and alone.

By the time I had graduated, everyday I wore women’s jeans, tops, underwear and shoes, and I wore a light coat of mascara and eyeliner with some blush and lip gloss. I looked more feminine than masculine and was labeled a feminine boy. Girls thought I was cute and harmless, but they were uninterested in more than a platonic friendship with this femboy.

Then, when I graduated and got my first job at a progressive company, I recognized the benefits of having that kind of money, and I invested in the ultimate tools of power. Something that would give me the confidence and power to represent myself fully and completely as a woman—the power of having breasts.

I had hip and breast implants done, and the world changed. I was what I wanted to be. I accumulated a lot of time off from work and the money to enjoy the time. I became the female Mitch inside me.

I removed the little hair I had on my body with multiple laser treatments. No more shaving, and I had smooth hairless skin. Then, when I had healed from the implants and was the most feminine I could be (without removing my sizable cock), I took a vacation. Oh, what a vacation it was. I was a girl with a cock, though, and not everyone is ready to get to know one, no matter how sexy and pretty she might be.
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In my cottage at the resort, Dane whispered, “Oh god, Mitch, you’re magic with your tongue. It feels so good when you flick my cock with it and race it around it.”

I looked into his eyes, nodded, and mumbled around his thick cock. I was a girl on a mission. I could feel the power I had over him and couldn’t wait for him to shoot his come across my tongue. I’d been practicing on dildos for this day forever. Now it was here. I watched as Dane’s face showed his pleasure, his eyes locked on mine, his big strong hands holding my head gently.

I was on the edge of my own satisfaction, oozing wetness under my loose-fitting minidress as both of my hands worked his balls and cock together while my mouth bobbed up and down. I took my mouth off and continued stroking his smooth, hairless, velvety rod while I said, “Dane, don’t hesitate to come in my mouth. I want it.”

“Okay, Mitch.”

I went back at it. I wanted it so badly—to feel and taste my reward for driving him wild. I’d love him drilling it deep inside me with me on my back and him thrusting into me, but we hadn’t known each other long enough for me to reveal my secret to him, so in my mouth would be my reward.

I worked him feverishly, and his hands tightened on my head and squeezed it tight. He grunted and paused with his cock halfway in my mouth. His engorged meat swelled in my fist, and I felt the gush as his semen made its way through and washed over my tongue. I blinked, looking into his eyes as I swallowed. His legs weak, he grunted and groaned, shooting load after load, which I tried to keep up with until it became too much, and I had to get off it to swallow it all.

Another load shot onto my face, and I came in my panties, my body shuddering and shaking. I went back onto it, but he was done and pulled me off my luscious treat. He helped me up from my knees. “Thanks, Mitch. That was fabulous.” He tucked himself back into his pants and wiped his come from my face onto his finger. I grabbed his hand and licked it off. He kissed my cheeks. “You’re wonderful. I may be in love.”

I stood and straightened my minidress, checking to be sure my panties had soaked up all of my come, confirming that it didn’t show through the dress. “In love, eh? How nice.” I smiled at him and kissed his lips lightly. “That’s sweet.”

He gazed into my eyes like a starstruck lover. “Thanks. Did you come too? I saw you give a shudder and shake when I came. You like sucking cock that much, huh? That’s really sweet. Such a compliment.”

I felt it running down my thigh. “Yeah. I get into it so much sometimes, I end up coming myself. Excuse me, Dane, but I have to go to the bathroom now that you’ve made me so wet. Excuse me.”

I turned, went into the bathroom, washed some panty-oozed come off my black stockings, and reset the garters on them. I reapplied my lipstick and sprayed more perfume on. I went into the bedroom and changed my panties.

I came back out with my purse slung on my shoulder. “So, want to go to dinner?” I wrapped my arms around his neck and looked up into his eyes. “That appetizer made me hungry.”

“I’m hungry too. I think you sucked all my energy stores out of me like a vampire.” He laughed and put his arm around my shoulder, and we left for the restaurant at the resort.

Walking down the path, we passed other vacationers. Dane snickered and said, “You think they’re gay?”

I watched them pass. “Probably. Why, is that a problem? Why would you come to this place if it bothered you?”

“Because it’s the best resort for finding hookups. After all the research I did, this was clearly the place. Unfortunately, there happen to be weirdos here too.”

“Hmm, I take offense at that. I know gay people and trans people, and they’re real people who work hard and love each other.”

“Sorry.”

Well, this was clearly going nowhere. I let his hand go and stopped walking. “I think we should look for other partners here, Dane. This won’t work.”

“But why? We’re a normal couple. We should take time and get to know each other.”

“I know enough about you already, and trust me, this won’t work. Sorry. I’ll just get dinner at one of the bars somewhere else in the resort. You go ahead.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “Please, Mitch. Don’t do this. Give me a chance.”

“Sorry, you blew it. It’ll never work. I guess I’m not as normal as you think. Stay away from me.” I turned and left him there.
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Dane ruined that night. I woke the next morning and told myself that next time I’d be more careful. I put on a flowered V-neck minidress with a pair of high wedge heels that matched. I felt like a million bucks with my gorgeous breasts and hips, a great new hairstyle with highlights for texture, my grown-out and gelled nails, and all the accoutrements of a gorgeous, feminine woman. I was so happy in my new self that the loss of Dane was a rapidly fading event.

I throbbed in my panties with the thought of the pleasure I had taken in giving that idiot a blowjob. It was so mentally exciting in its own right that it made me come when he did. I had to do more cock sucking. I went to breakfast and couldn’t stop thinking about it. I decided to go back to the cottage, clean out, put in a vibrating plug, and put on an e-stim chastity cage. What the heck, I was on vacation!

It was fabulous. I was totally aroused and felt even more feminine as I walked the path back to the main area with the plug massaging me. I swayed my hips more and felt like a sultry seductress. The cage sent an e-stim through my cock, trapped and hard inside it, at regular intervals and heightened my arousal and sensuality even further. It was delightful foreplay, but would it just lead to more frustration, or might I find my knight in shining armor or a girlfriend like me to satisfy me?

I went shopping for a new dress and found one I couldn’t wait to try on. Another vacationer was looking at the dresses on the next rack when she saw the one I held before me. “That’s what I’ve been looking for,” she chimed and smiled at me.

I held it out to her. “Yeah, I like it too. What’s your size? I’ll get one for you, and we can go try them on. I’m Mitch.”

She came close, and her hand touched my shoulder gently while she reached in front of me and took a dress in her size from the rack. “Mitch, this should do it. C’mon, let’s go try them on. I’m Candice. You can call me Candy.”

We went into our separate stalls and changed, then came out to look in the mirror. She was stunning in the dress, and we admired each other, examining every inch of our bodies. She made me throb in my cage looking at her, and my butt plug sent shots of vibration into me while my e-stim shot electric currents into my hard, trapped cock.

Candy had luscious breasts with creamy cleavage and was a titch taller than me in her heels, which were about the same sinful come-fuck-me height as mine. Her legs were shapely in her sheer suntan stockings, her face that of an angel and a devil rolled into one. I had to pull myself away to focus on the mirror and see how I looked.

I turned to and fro, making the black chiffon swish around high on my thighs.

“Doesn’t it feel wonderful?” Candy asked as she moved before the mirror. Such a feminine and sensual fabric.” She placed her long-fingernailed hand on my shoulder. “Do you like it on me?”

“I do. Very nice. Seems we both like it on ourselves and each other.”

“Yes.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and smiled into the mirror, her smiling eyes looking into mine. “I think we should wear them out to dinner together tonight. What do you think?”

“I’d love to.” I flashed her an ear-to-ear smile. She was gorgeous, and I could easily fall in love with her. Even if she was a real girl and offered me no cock, it still would be great to shove mine into her tight wet cunt ...repeatedly, until I filled her with my come. God she was hot. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Let’s. Let’s have a ball. Drinks and dinner and dancing.”

She looked at her watch. “Okay. We still have some shopping time, so what do you say we pick up a few more things, and then we can go get ready and meet up? Are you staying in the cottages? Or the main building?”

“Cottages. Number eleven.”

Her eyes lit up. “Number twelve for me.” She gave me a hug. I smelled her sweet perfume and hugged her tight.

She kissed my cheek. “I think we’ll be great friends.”

My electronic stimulators pumped more arousal into me. I imagined looking into her gorgeously made up eyes while I fucked her real girl’s tight, wet, and hot hole. I swelled in my cage and said,  “Great friends for sure.”

We had a ball shopping together. We held hands, chatted and helped each other pick things out. It was wonderful having a real girl to shop with. When we returned to our cottages, we stopped in front of mine. She put her packages down, as did I, and we hugged. “Thanks so much for the day, Candy. It was fabulous,” I said.

She leaned back, her arms around my neck. “It was. I hope we can become even closer tonight. Maybe very close. This is the resort for it, right?”

“It is. That would be fabulous. So, are you a lesbian?”

“You might say that... in a way.” She rolled her eyes. “Heck, I like it all—men, or women. I’m pretty open. I love cocks of all kinds and every inch of women. People are people, and it’s all good, right?”

“Right!”

“Great. Let’s get changed so we can go enjoy each other. See you in a bit, sweetie.”
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I hurriedly got ready. I replaced the batteries in my units, redid my makeup more dramatically for the evening and restyled my hair. Fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick went onto my beaming smile coming from the thought of my new acquaintance.

I slid into sheer, thigh-high, stay-up stockings and silky black stretchy satin panties to hold my caged and longing beast hidden. I slipped on a lifting shelf-bra, which allowed my nipples to rub the sensual material of the dress lining in the V-neck and lightly show through the fabric in little bumps. I put on dangling earrings, necklace, bracelets, rings, then sprayed perfume all over me and under the dress. I looked in the mirror. I was gorgeous and I was going to fuck the brains out of a beautiful woman. I hoped.

I loaded my purse, poured a vodka on the rocks, and took it to the porch while my units kept me on edge. I lit a smoke and crossed my legs on the rocker, bouncing a high-heeled foot. By the time I finished the smoke, Candy came out of her cottage and over to mine. We looked almost like twins in our identical new dresses.

“Hi!” she chimed as she climbed the steps.

I stood and reached out to hug and kiss her lightly on the lips. “Hi, honey. You look stunning.”

“Thanks, you too. Ready for a drink? Oh, I see you’ve already started, or is that water?”

“Vodka. I’m a little nervous.” I drank it down and placed it back on the table. I slung my purse over my shoulder. “Ready?”

She took my hand, and we navigated down the steps in our stilettos. “Do I make you nervous?”

“Well, just excited, I guess.”

“Have you never been with a girl before?”

“Not really. I’ve had girlfriends, but not like that. You know.”

“Yeah. I have the platonic kind too. We can pick up some guys tonight. I’m sure you’re more familiar with that, and maybe you’d be more comfortable.”

“That’s okay. I guess let’s just see where it goes, that’s all. Really, I’m not so much nervous as excited. You’re so nice and pretty and feminine and just... just... perfect.”

She held my bicep as we walked and squeezed it tight. “And you are too, Mitch. I’m so glad we met.”

We walked and chatted. She was what any man would dream of... even this ex-man. What would she do if she found out I had a surprise under my dress? I had to address it at some point, but I didn’t want to scare her off before we were a little more in love. At least not until I felt confident that she loved me, because I knew I could love her.

My plug sent a ripple through me, and my e-stim shot off. The plug reminded me that I wanted to be penetrated by a cock as much as I’d like to fuck Candy silly.

We entered the lobby and made our way to the lounge, our heels clicking, our breasts bouncing, nipples rubbing, men smiling at us, women smiling at us—it seemed there were plenty of opportunities for us. Why couldn’t everyone wear a label showing their preferences? It would make things so much easier.

We made our way to the bar. The room was sumptuous and relaxing; a piano in the corner played soft music, candles flickered on the tables, and heavy barstools shone with leather and brass.

I slid the hem of my dress beneath me as I sat and pressed on my plug, wriggling my bottom on it. I crossed my silky legs, and Candy sat next to me, her sleek leg touching mine as she ran her hand on my thigh and gave me a peck on the lips. She ran a hand through my hair. “This will be a great night, sweetie. Relax and don’t worry about a thing, okay?”

“Okay.”

We placed our drink orders and looked around at people milling about. Candy took my hand. “It’s okay to caress me, sweetie. Like this.” She slid her hand on my thigh. “I like it when you touch me.”

“I do too.” I caressed her leg as we watched our drinks being made. He delivered them and left. “To us becoming close friends.” I held the drink to her.

“To being lovers tonight. Together or apart.” She clinked it and sipped. She leaned into me and whispered, “I want a cock so bad. Maybe even more than one. Even just sucking one would make me happy. Of course, sucking one while being fucked, a good old spit-roast, sounds really good. How about you, Mitch?” She let out a giggle and sipped her drink.

My units did their thing as images of myself being spit-roasted flashed through my mind. I throbbed in my cage, and a shiver went through me. Then I imagined having my big hard cock stuffed inside Candy’s tight cunt while I was spit-roasted and another shiver ran through me. I felt myself oozing in my cage.

Candy slid her hand on my thigh and gazed lovingly into my eyes. “Penny for your thoughts, princess.”

“I was just imagining being spit-roasted while I made love to you. Uh, with a strap-on.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek. Her perfume wafted to my nose as she whispered. “Mmm. That would be nice.”

“Hello, ladies. Mind if we join you for a drink?”

I turned to see a guy beside Candy. She patted the seat and he sat next to her, introducing himself as Mike, while two other guys stood smiling and introduced themselves to us. One of them was that dick, Dane. We all shook hands, and I gave Dane a flat-lipped smile without shaking his hand. I started talking with one of the other handsome guys, Steve, hoping he was more open-minded.

Dane was grinning, looking at me as he sipped his drink.

I said to Steve, “So Steve, before we get into trouble with our paradigms, what do you think about gay, trans, and lesbian relationships and so on?” I glanced at Dane, then back to Steve and smiled at him. “Okay? Like? Hate?”

Steve’s eyes came back up from my cleavage to meet mine. “Totally open. Why would anyone care about what kind of sex anyone has? It’s ridiculous.”

“Would you suck a cock?”

He laughed and looked around.

Dane grinned and said, “She loves doing it. It makes her come when she does it too. She’s fabulous. Right, Mitch?”

I shook my head and turned to Steve. “I am fabulous, that he’s right about. But back to my question. Would you suck a cock, or fuck a trans that had one, or let someone fuck your ass?”

He took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. “Wow, you’re interrogating me. That’s hot. I love a girl who isn’t afraid to get those things out of the way.” He waited for me to talk as if he had answered my question. I tilted my head and waited. I sipped my drink and stared into his eyes, waiting.

“Uh, well. I haven’t sucked a cock. Been fucked in the ass by a dom girlfriend with a strap-on...” He laughed. “It was great. Um, trannies can be really hot. Such a blend of things making them incredibly erotic. I might suck one of those, and it would be great to fuck one or have them suck me.” He shifted on his feet. “Uh, I think that answered your question. It makes me hot thinking about it. Do I pass the test?”

I looked at Dane. He had a smirk on his face as he stared at Steve and mentally judged him, looking him up and down.

I said to him, “Shut up, Dane, or leave.”

“Uh, sure. Sorry. I mean it. Really, Mitch. I’m sorry. I know you’re a girl with progressive values and ethics, and I should be more open to those things. I’ll try harder, okay?”

“Okay, Dane.”

He smiled ear to ear, leaned down, and kissed my cheek. His hand slipped on my thigh. “Thanks, honey.”

“You’re welcome.” I remembered sucking his cock, and it thrilled me to think of doing that while Steve fucked me in the ass. I might have found my spit-roast if I could hide the real me from Dane. He didn’t seem to be going away, and I had given him the third degree. He deserved to have me fool him again so I could rob him of his reward.

I looked around. Candy was chatting with Mike. He had his hand on her thigh just under the hem of her dress as he glided his hand up and down, his foot on the rail of her barstool. We needed better seating, and I was getting hungry. I was beyond hungry for sex, and so I wanted to move the night along. I stood and grasped Steve by his bicep. “Shall we get a table and have some dinner?”

Candy saw me stand and followed suit. She straightened her dress and held Mike’s hand. “Can we join you, or would you two like your privacy?”

Dane leapt in. “Uh, I’d like to join you, too, if that’s okay?” He looked at me, waiting for my permission. I looked directly at his crotch, a blatant, large hard-on beneath his silky black pants. I couldn’t resist the thought of sucking it.

I looked back up into his eyes and said, “Sure, you look like a little boy who needs his hard-on fixed by a real woman. Come, Dane, and maybe it’ll happen.” I held my arm for him to take, and he, Steve, and I followed Candy and Mike to the dining room.

I said to Steve so Dane could hear and know my intentions, “Are you okay with Dane joining us? I just wanna suck his cock while you make love to me…” I whispered very quietly in Steve’s ear, “In my bottom. I’m a girl with something extra under her dress.”

Steve grinned ear to ear. “Fine by me.”

“Suck my cock? Did I really hear that, Mitch? Really, would you?”

“Only if you’re a good boy, Dane.”

“I promise. Maybe there’s hope for us yet.”

My breasts jiggled with each step in my heels, my nipples rubbed the fabric, and the plug massaged and vibrated while the e-stim shot jolts of pleasure into my hard and longing dick, which oozed drops from time to time into my now damp panties. I was in heaven in anticipation of what was to come—in my mouth, in my bottom, and me in my cage.
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It was a bit awkward getting into the round booth with three men and two women. It ended up from left to right as Mike, Candy, Dane, me, and then Steve. As soon as we settled, we ordered drinks, and the boys’ hands landed on my crossed legs to share in caressing them. I felt Steve’s hard-on through his pants to see what I had in store, and he was as large as any dildo I’d ever had in there.

Dane, I already knew, was more than a mouthful. He was perfectly happy to have me stroking him under the table, even though he was the one I let go of to drink or eat.

“Steve’s the lucky one, Mitch,” Dane moaned. “He gets the good stuff.”

“You could have had it, too, and maybe someday you will. Just be happy with what you have.”

I was sure to inform Steve that Dane couldn’t know what I really was. He had no problem helping me hide it and keeping me safe during my spit-roasting.

We had a fabulous seven-course meal, and Candy was definitely enjoying herself with Mike throughout the dinner. They stole deep kisses, and their hands moved on each other beneath the table. I hoped she wouldn’t lose her interest in me with Mike being there, but I knew she wanted cock as much as I did, and if I was too chicken to tell her I had one, then she deserved to have him.

When dinner was over, we decided to have espressos and absinthes in the lounge, seated on couches. It was nice having the two men to cuddle with and to have them caress me while they patiently waited for me to decide when we would do it. The anticipation almost made me take them back to my cottage and leave the drinks; my persistent stimulators and the ministrations and attentions of the men made me ever more amorous. I was aching for their deeper attentions.

Then, as we finished our drinks, fully refreshed from the espressos, Candy stood with Mike and held his hand as she said, “Well, lady and gents. It’s time for this girl to take her knight in shining armor to bed and have him fuck her brains out like his whore. Right, Mike?”

We all laughed. I stood up and put my hands out to my gents. “Ready, boys? Momma has some nice feelings to give to you.”

They stood and held their arms out for me, and we all walked back to the cottages.
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Candy stopped and gave me a kiss in front of my steps. “Is this okay? Are you all right with this?”

“I’m fine. Go ahead.”

“See you later? In the morning?”

“Sure. Whenever you want.”

She whispered, “Maybe later tonight if you want. We can sleep together if that works out.”

“As long as it works out for you.”

She winked and took Mike by the hand into her cottage.

I climbed the stairs and let us into my cottage. “Okay, guys, let me go to the bathroom. Why don’t you two pull back the bedcovers and take all your clothes off for me and wait on the bed. I’ll be in in a minute.”

I walked directly to the bathroom and removed my plug. I checked my hair and makeup and sprayed on some fresh perfume, then took a pee. I walked into the bedroom.

There they were, both of them in their gorgeous, shaved nakedness with their backs against the headboard, each of them slowly stroking their more than ready, hard cocks. It was a sight I’d remember in my fantasies forever.

I slid onto the bed between them and wrapped one hand around Dane’s cock. I took Steve’s cock into my mouth to get it good and wet, even though I was already plenty lubed from the plug. After a few minutes of blissful sucking, I moved my mouth from Steve’s cock to Dane’s, lifted my hips in the air, and hiked the hem of my dress over my ass.

Steve took the suggestion and moved behind me. His cold hands slid my panties to the side, and I could feel the tip of his hard cock as he pressed it to my hole. I pushed back against him, helping him get it past the gate and then gave out a whimper and a gasp as he made it in. “Huh, uh, Steve, yes. Push, honey.”

He grasped my cage beneath me and pushed in while tugging on it. The e-stim sent a shot through my cock, and I pushed back onto his cock, taking it deeper. I sucked Dane’s cock as he watched Steve fuck me slowly, and he said, “You’re gorgeous. Your lips around my cock and Steve fucking you makes you look so fucking sexy.”

I mumbled and nodded around his cock in my mouth and tugged on his shaved balls with one hand while stroking the lower portion of his cock with the other. I didn’t know what was better, sucking or being fucked. It was as if both my mouth and my ass had the same sexual response, sending ripples of pleasure through me.

I moaned around Dane’s cock and reached back to Steve to try to make him go faster. I took my mouth off Dane, turned my head back to Steve and commanded him, “Fuck me, Steve! Fuck me hard and fast like a whore! Rip me apart and come inside me, baby!”

I took Dane back into my mouth, and Steve did as I asked. Dane had to help hold me in place, keeping me from sliding away from Steve as he drilled my butt over and over, sending incredible feelings into my body while I moaned and sucked Dane’s cock, looking into his eyes.

This went on for what seemed a blissful forever as I drifted in a sea of sensations. Then I could see on Dane’s face that he was about to come. I increased my ministrations and felt his cock swell in my fist as he shot his first load through it and across my tongue. I swallowed as he squeezed my head tight in his big hands and thrusted in short strokes into my face.

Steve had gripped my hips tightly, and he shoved his fat cock deep and hard into me and held it there. I felt his cock shoot his come deep as I came in uncontrollable spurts through my cage, the e-stim intensifying every shot. My body shuddered and shook with the intensity of the orgasm, and Steve thrusted in and out with each gush while he grunted.

I couldn’t keep up with Dane’s flood into my mouth. I lifted off it, and it shot into my hair and over my face while my body twitched and jerked in the last throes of my orgasm. I whimpered quietly, “Oh god...fuck, yes.”

I collapsed onto Dane and Steve onto me as we all tried to catch our breath. After a few minutes, I slid away from the guys and went into the bathroom. As I was undressing, I heard Steve say through the door. “Mitch?”

“Yes, Steve?”

“Dane and I are leaving now. See you tomorrow?”

“Sure, sweetie. Sleep well.”

“Thanks. You were great, by the way.”

“You too. Thanks.”

I took my cage off and showered, and then I slipped into a babydoll and some snug panties to hide my secret in the hopes Candy would soon join me. I sat on the porch and had a smoke and a nightcap while I waited for her. I could hear her as she cried out while Mike fucked her, her bed banging on the wall of the cottage. That might have been me fucking her if I’d had any guts. Oh well, it was wonderful being spit-roasted.

The sounds next door stopped. I sipped my drink and had another smoke, thinking I should really let Candy know what I was. It was wrong not to, to lead her on if it would be a problem for her, and if it wasn’t a problem, it could make things even better.

The door opened in the next cottage, and Mike trotted down the steps and up the path. Should I wait? Go next door? Go to bed? I went inside and put on a short robe over my nightie. I slid on a pair of mules and checked myself in the mirror. Took a deep breath and went next door.

I knocked. “Candy?”

“I’m so glad you’re here. I’ll be right there.”

She moved around inside and the door opened. “Hi! Come in.” I stepped in, and she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips. “Mmm, you smell fresh,” she said as she gazed into my eyes. She led me to the couch and cuddled up to me, smiling.

“I showered. Dane slipped out of my mouth and spattered my hair and face.”

“Was it good? Did you and Steve fuck? How was he?”

“It was fantastic. They’re both hung like horses, and they spit-roasted me. I came more intensely than ever before, and we all came at the same time. It was incredible. How about you? How was Mike?”

“Mike was fabulous. I’m jealous of your spit-roasting, though. I wish I’d had a second cock to suck on while he fucked me. It was nice, though. I came really well too. I’m pooped now.”

“Me too.”

“I want to get a good night’s rest so I can enjoy tomorrow.” Her hand slid on my leg. “Could I take a raincheck on us sleeping together tonight? We’d just fall asleep anyway. I’d rather fall asleep with you after we make love.”

“Uh, sure, I mean...”

“Super. Since this place has mandatory STD testing prior to admittance, we should take maximum advantage of that. How about we have breakfast tomorrow then indulge in sucking cocks together? Two girls coaxing the passion out of every shape and size of cock. Sound good?”

“Sounds like a plan.” I stood up. She stood and gave me a hug. “You’re my special girl, you know. Just because I play with these guys doesn’t mean I’m not smitten with you.”

“Thanks for saying that. I needed that because I’m smitten with you, Candy. I’ve never known a girl so well put together in mind and body who takes such care with her appearance and presentation.”

“Likewise.” She kissed me gently on the lips. “Sweet dreams, honey.”

“Sweet dreams.”
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My dreams were sweet. I woke dreaming of my spit-roast and caught myself before I wet the sheets. I showered and did my hair and makeup, thinking about our plans for the day. I decided not to plug or cage and just let the process of prompting cocks to deliver their rewards to me do the magic of building libido...if I could restrain myself from coming while I did. Then after both of us had our fill, maybe, if I were brave and lucky, I’d reveal to Candy what I couldn’t bring myself to say last night, and we could make love together.

That was the plan at least.

I put on a short romper and wedge high heels, put on my jewelry and dipped myself in perfume, loaded my purse and went next door. Candy was already sitting in the rocker on the porch, sipping coffee. “Hi, sweetie. Hungry? I’m famished.” She stood, wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a peck. Her eyes flitted back and forth. “You look so pretty today.”

“Thanks. Love your denim mini and sneakers—really cute.” I stared at her perfect breasts, her creamy cleavage and the slight bumps in her tank top from her braless nipples.

“I didn’t feel like wearing a bra. These tits are so firm they don’t need one anyway, and I thought the guys would like the nipples.”

“They are perfect. Mine are the same. I should have done that, but I like wearing a bra too. It feels good for some reason.”

She nodded. “I know. It does. Today I wanted to put on a show, though. Let’s go.” She took my hand, and we walked the path to the resort’s café. The fresh breezes in a perfect temperature caressed my legs, the flowers along the path casting their fragrance. I was holding hands with a girl I was falling in love with. I’d never felt better.

We ate a big breakfast and drank espressos. When we were done, Candy pulled the resort map from her purse. “I think the swimming pool might be a good place to start, don’t you? Suits aren’t required, and we might get to window-shop and pick the best ones.” She laughed.

We made our way to the pool. It was like a candy store. Every type and size of sweet cocks, just waiting to be picked and consumed. I gasped.

“What’s the matter, Mitch?”

“Isn’t it a bit overwhelming? All those guys lying there naked, glistening in the sun, coated with tanning lotion, all those shaved bodies. Look at how many are hard just lying there.”

“I know. Hmm, tough decision, huh?”

We both looked around and took them in. I throbbed in my panties thinking about what we were about to do. She squeezed my hand. “How about we go for a limp one first. I want to feel it grow.” She tugged my hand and led us between two guys who could have been boys.

“Are you sure they’re old enough, Candy?” I whispered.

“No one’s allowed in here under the age of twenty-one. They have to be.”

“They’re so cute. Hairless, petite, such pretty faces.” Their eyes were closed as their lean and lithe bodies soaked in the sun. “Hi, boys. Like a blowjob?”

Their eyes popped open, and smiles washed over their faces as they both nodded quickly, their bright eyes beaming. Candy and I immediately took them into our mouths. It was such a compliment, feeling him growing in my mouth as I looked into his eyes, sucked on it, and ran my tongue around it. I could see Candy from the corner of my eye doing the same.

We took our time, and they grew to about half the size of Dane and Steve, but it was just as enjoyable. They weren’t tiny, but not really big either. I was able to take him all the way into my mouth and use both hands to massage his silky balls while he held my head and gazed into my eyes. I loved taking him to the edge and then stopping, torturing him, and making him want me more and more. It gave me such a feeling of power and control.

My arousal was complete, and I had to be careful to avoid messing my jumper. He begged me to let him finish, so I sped up and went wild on his cock, eager for him to give me my reward.

It was immensely fulfilling, feeling his come surging through his cock between my thumb and forefinger as I held the base. It flowed across my tongue, and his legs shook while he whimpered like a youth, coming for his first time.

I milked him thoroughly even after he stopped gushing, as if I could get more from him, making him shudder and shake and kick his legs. He whimpered, “Stop, please... huh, uh... stop already.” He forcibly yanked my mouth off him.

I smiled at him and said, “Sorry, it was irresistible.”

“Phew. Thank you. No problem. Glad you enjoyed it. Come back in ten minutes if you want, and you can do it again. I won’t have much juice yet, though.” He grinned. His eyes ran over my body and stopped at my breasts. “That was fantastic. What a great way to start the day. Can we meet up later? My name’s Paul.”

He was soo cute. “I’m Mitch. Nice to meet you, Paul. We’ll see. Maybe we’ll see each other around later.”

“Okay. That’d be nice. Maybe we could do something together. Have drinks and dinner, whatever.”

“Okay.”

I looked over at Candy. She was standing and wiping a drip from her chin while she smiled at me. She asked, “Ready, little girl?”

“Ready.” We said goodbye and moved on.

She held my hand as we walked “They were incredibly cute, weren’t they?”

“Very. Like teenage femboys. I loved their little cocks, and they were so responsive. Did you get his name?”

“I did. Mine was John. They’re best friends and twenty-three years old.”

“No kidding. Good. Mine was Paul, and maybe we can play with them some more later.”

We sat at the bar and had some iced tea. Then we went to the bathroom, peed, fixed our hair and lipstick, and moved back out to the pool. Candy scanned the cornucopia of cocks. “Hmm, what next? I really liked the little one, but I wanted more juice. Oh, look there!”

She pointed to two firmly muscled, glistening black men lying there with thick, long, and hard black cocks throbbing in the air, as if they were waving us over.

Candy looked at me with wide eyes.

I laughed. “Let’s do it. Just go over there and be quiet, and we can just dive onto them, okay?”

“We stealthily made our way over next to their chaises and lowered our mouths onto their cocks. Their eyes popped open, and they both erupted into deep laughter. They placed their huge hands gently on our heads and lay back down.

It was so huge, my mouth was almost all the way open, and I was running my tongue around the silky shaft. I had to use both of my hands to pump it up and down. It was glorious, having that thick rod that my fingers barely wrapped around, feeling his skin slip over the firm flesh beneath it. My mouth was full of it, opened wide enough to fit around Big Mac, and my tongue struggled and strained to get around as much of it as it could. Flicking the hole, I could push my tongue into it and taste the salty precum.

I glanced at him with one eye, but he was just lying back enjoying my actions. I pumped it up and down with both hands, squeezing it tight and sucking, bobbing my head on it while I ran my tongue against it.

I throbbed in my panties, imagining a cock this big being shoved into my ass. How it would stretch me and give me a blissful, full feeling once the pain of entry was over. It was unreal, how big it was. Bigger than any dildo I had ever seen. I worked diligently on it, and it was as rigid as a piece of steel with a tube along the bottom the size of a milkshake straw.

As fervent and inspired as I was with him, it didn’t take long until he was grunting. He lifted up on his elbows to see his cock fucking my face, my eyes on his. He held my head tight and rolled his eyes, and then I was receiving copious amounts of semen shooting in through my hands. His cock pulsed and sent waves through that fat dick as if it had a mind of its own and was angrily trying to escape my grip. I managed to greedily swallow the first abundant harvest, but much more erupted from the sides of my cock-filled mouth, which had no room to contain it, no matter how quickly I swallowed.

I slurped and sucked and swallowed as much as I could while his hard legs tensed and his hips jerked. When his body unclenched, I licked every inch of that luscious cock clean. Leaning on his elbows, he watched me and stroked my hair with his big hand.

I could see Candy having a similar experience, her eyes wide as she looked up at him, trying to hang onto the bucking-horse-cock with both hands and collect all the cream it produced to pay tribute to her. She slipped off once, and one long, white stream shot out and laced her hair and face with its pearls.

When she was done, she wiped some come from her eyes, licked her fingers, and cleaned off her face as well as she could, like a cat taking a bath.

We parted ways with the guys, getting their names and taking their compliments and thanks. Back in the ladies’ room, we cleaned up. I helped Candy get the come out of her hair and off her face. We redid our makeup and lipstick, took another break, and then went back at it until midday. Then we ate lunch and did it some more.

Finally, as the time to get ready for going out approached, we took a break and had another iced tea at the bar overlooking the pool. John and Paul, our two young apostles, came and sat down on either side of us. “Hello, ladies. Would you do us the honor of allowing us to join you for some iced tea?”

Paul smiled at me, and his bright eyes locked on mine with a hopeful look. His genderless voice, like his friend’s, was so polite.

“Of course. You two are too cute to turn down.”

“Yeah, cute,” Paul scoffed. He ordered an iced tea, as did John, sitting beside Candy.

John chimed in, “Yeah, cute. That’s what all women say about us. It’s hell being a guy and looking like us. High school was horrible. Sometimes I wish I were more like you two girls. Feminine and pretty and not something in between.”

Candy turned to me and raised her eyes. She said to John, “Really? That can be arranged, you know.”

“Yeah, right. I did always wonder what it felt like to dress and act like a girl.”

I turned to Paul. “What about you, Paul? What do you think?”

“It would be an experience, for sure. I mean, women are so much sexier than men.”

Candy leaned into me while looking at John and whispered to me behind her hand. “Wanna feminize them? Our clothes would fit them, probably our shoes too. We could deck them out and take them to dinner. It would be so exciting for them, don’t you think?”

I grinned with the wonderful thought of it. We looked at each of them. I ran my hand through Paul’s hair. “You have such pretty hair. I could style it more femininely. I could do your makeup, and you could borrow my clothes and shoes and some dangling earrings to replace those studs. I’d make you as pretty as a princess. Let me.” I turned to John. “Let us turn you into girls for tonight. It would be fun. You’d love it. C’mon. Be Jackie and Paulette for us tonight.”

They looked at each other, their faces flushed and mouths open like a young boys caught with their hands in the cookie jar.

Candy said, “Hey, it’s not like we haven’t seen your bodies already. Hell, we sucked your cocks twice. Let us turn you into something special. Who cares? So what? Why not?” She sipped her iced tea, her eyes bright with excitement.

I rubbed Paul’s shorts. “See, it’s turning you on. I feel your arousal, Paulette. Be a good girl now and let us. If you want to go out with us tonight, this is what you need to do.”

Candy slugged down her drink and hopped off the barstool. “Okay, boys. I’m in cottage twelve, so Jackie, that’s where you go after you shower and shave any body hair you might have anywhere except your head.” She turned to Paul. “And Paulette, you do the same and see Mitch at cottage eleven, and she’ll take care of you.” She looked at her watch. “Say in an hour or so? Just give us some time to shower and get dressed for you and to pick out your clothes. Then we’ll be all ready to turn you into girls so you can go out with us tonight.”

John stuttered, “I, I, I, d-d-don’t know. I mean, it s-s-s-sounded neat at first b-b-b-but...”

Paul said, “Well, screw you, buddy. I’d do anything to go out with these perfectly gorgeous and wonderful women.” He looked at me and said, “I’m ready to be Paulette, Mitch. Thanks.” He stood and tugged John off the barstool. “C’mon, you chicken. You’re gonna to be a hottie tonight called Jackie. Hurry. The sooner we get to their places, the sooner we become something special and have dates with the hottest women around.”
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Between us that day, we had sampled every type of cock there was and had received the complimentary rewards from seventeen cocks apiece. Well, actually, we did John and Paul twice because they were so cute, so only sixteen different cocks apiece. They say that swallowed semen is an aphrodisiac. Well, I could sure believe it, because I was one horny little girl by then, as was Candy.

I rubbed my back as we walked. Candy put her hand on it. “Sore?”

“A little. Too much bending over the chaise lounges. Should have made them stand up instead, and we should have sat on the chaises.”

“Good point to remember for next time. That was fun, wasn’t it? It made me so horny, though.” She rubbed my back as we walked. “You looked so sexy sucking cocks too. It’s like you’re meant to. I loved seeing them fucking your face. I should have taken a portrait of you with that huge one, your jaw hinged all the way open. I could put it on my fireplace mantel.” She laughed.

“You looked damn hot, too, honey. I loved seeing the long spurt that big one shot, flying out in a long stream all over your hair and face. Very hot.”

“We’re so much alike. It’s amazing.”

“I know. But, you’re...”

“I’m what?”

“You’re, um, you’re a gorgeous woman.”

“And so are you. So what’s with the but?”

“Uh...”

We reached my steps. I kissed her lips. “Let’s continue this conversation later. I need a drink.”

“Okay, sweetie. We have to hurry and get ready for the boys and get their things picked out to turn them into girls. See you in a bit.”

We went into our cottages. I went through my dresses, looking for something for Paulette and me. I was so excited to do this for him. I knew exactly how exciting it would be for him, and I couldn’t hold my own excitement back. My heart raced as I put our clothes and shoes and things on the bed; I raced through showering and doing my makeup and hair.

For myself, I picked a stunning little V-neck minidress with flared hem to give the appearance of more hips and to hide my secret, because I wanted it to be free. I found a similar dress for Paulette but with a less revealing neckline. We would both wear silky, sheer suntan stockings with garter belts and matching crotchless panties and bras. Strappy, fetishy high stilettos, necklaces, bracelets, and dangling earrings completed the look. Paulette would wear two bras; a strapless one beneath a strapped one with hard cups so she’d appear to have nice breasts.

I had my stockings, garter belt, crotchless panties, bra and shoes on when a knock fell on my door. “Hello? Is this Mitch’s cottage?”

Hmm, slip my dress on, or shock him now and get it over with? Fuck it. I’ll just tell him to not tell Candy for now. It’ll help him realize that he can be a she, like me. “Coming!”

I clicked across the floor in my heels and answered the door. Paul was standing there smiling until his eyes lowered and found my secret, half-hard and still wagging like the tail of a dog from my brisk walk to the door.

His mouth dropped. “Holy shit! I never...”

“Come in, honey. Are you shocked?”

“Uh, yeah... but...”

His face was red. I pulled him inside, closed the door, put my hand on his shoulder, and gazed into his eyes. “Is it okay? Do you still want to go to dinner? Do you still want to become a girl like me?”

“Uh, yeah, sure... I just... I thought you were a girl.”

“I am. I just happen to have something special under my dress. Just like you will, if you still want to.”

“I do. I do. Please. I was just caught off guard, because you were so perfect. I mean, you’re perfect still. Just not normal like a real girl... I mean...”

I laughed and kissed him lightly on the lips. “Relax. I understand. C’mon, Paulette. Just don’t tell Candy about me. She doesn’t know yet, and I want to be the one to tell her.”

“Of course.”

I took her by the hand and led her to the kitchen, where I had set out fake nails and nail polish. “Take your shoes off, and I’ll do your toenails and then apply your fingernails.”

She did as I asked. “Wow, my feet look nice now.”

“Wait until you see them in your high heels.”

I applied her nails, and she admired them. “This is incredible. I already feel so feminine.”

I did her makeup and lipstick at the table, then used a curling iron to curl her hair. I parted it on the left and added a blingy clip on the side, draping her hair across her forehead.

“Perfect.” I led her by the hand into the bedroom. “Strip, Paulette.”

She did and folded her clothes neatly, then sat on the bed, her legs crossed modestly, hiding her privates. I wrapped her garter belt around her and fastened it, then slid a stocking up her leg and fastened it to her belt. Her cock began to swell. I did her other leg, and she was rock-hard and throbbing in the air. “God, this feels so nice, Mitch.”

“See?” I slid her shoes on, which fit perfectly, and fastened the ankle straps. “Okay, Paulette, stand up and walk around.”

She did and found her new balance and stride. “It feels so sexy!” Her cock flailed in the air as she walked back to me.

I wrapped the strapless bra around her and then helped her with the strapped, hard-cupped bra, then adjusted them. “There, feel okay?”

“Feels hot! Really hot. I feel so sensual.”

I held her dress for her to step into and pulled it up, adjusted it, and clasped the neck. I replaced her earrings with long dangling ones, put a necklace, bracelets, and rings on her, then sprayed perfume under her dress and over her hair and shoulders. “Mmm, that smells so pretty,” she chimed. I led her to the mirror.

Her fingers with long, painted nails covered her mouth as she gasped at her new look. “Oh my god, Mitch! I look so good! I love it. I’ve never looked this good dressed up. I mean... as a guy.”

I ran my hand over the front of her dress. She was hard under it, but it didn’t show. “Good, nothing shows. How does it feel?”

“Oh god, Mitch. It feels so good! I should have done this a long time ago. I love it!”

I knelt down and lifted her dress. I grasped her cock with my thumb and forefinger and began to suck it while she watched me in the mirror. “God, Mitch, that looks so erotic... Mmm, and it feels so good.” She grasped my head and began to quickly thrust into my face like a rabbit. I pulled off her and looked up, still holding her cock between my fingers. “No coming yet, honey. Now just imagine you’re me doing this.”

I sucked her some more and stopped before she got too far. I dropped the hem of her dress, stood up and kissed her lips. “There, now you’ll be able to do what I just did, just like a real girl.”

“But... I, uh, I’m not...”

“Gay? You’re a girl, honey. Don’t kid yourself. You’ll love sucking cocks. You won’t be able to stop.” I emptied her things from her pants and loaded a purse with them, adding perfume and lipstick. “Here’s your purse and things, princess.”

She took it, smiling, and slung it on her shoulder. She admired herself in the mirror and turned to and fro, checking herself out. “I really do look like a girl. A girl that I’m attracted to. A girl who gives me a hard-on.”

“Just like you’ll give all the boys.”

“Oh god. What if they try to pick me up?”

“If you like them, let them.”

“But if they find out…”

“Some will love it, and others won’t. Just be careful. You can still suck cocks.”

“But I don’t want to suck cocks, Mitch.”

“You don’t know that yet. You’ve only been a girl for a few minutes now. Be patient and open-minded and see where it goes.” I lifted my dress, fully aroused from feminizing Paulette and seeing her so pretty. “Want to suck mine?”

She shook her head, looking at it lift and fall in the air. “Uh, I, uh...”

I dropped the hem of my dress and smoothed it out. “That’s okay. I won’t push you.” I kissed her lips lightly. “You’re such a pretty girl.”

“Thanks. I feel I am too. I feel pretty and feminine and sexy and,” she looked into her eyes in the mirror, “...and powerful, somehow.”

“Good. What’s your name, sweetie?”

She looked in the mirror deep into her own eyes. “Hi, my name’s Paulette.” She giggled. “I love myself.”

I hugged her from behind and kissed her neck. “You should. You’re beautiful.”
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In cottage twelve, Jackie was standing in front of the mirror going through the same thing Paulette had just done. She saw us both in the mirror behind her and turned to give her sister-like friend a hug. “Thank you, Paulette, for forcing me to do this. It’s incredible, isn’t it?” She kissed Paulette lightly on the lips.

Paulette’s eyes opened wide and she laughed. “Oh my, I never thought I’d ever do that.” She laughed.

Jackie clattered in her heels over to me and gave me a big hug, putting her head on my shoulder. She whimpered shakily as if she would cry, “Thank you, this is so special. Thank you two so much.” I stroked her newly styled hair. “You’re welcome, princess. Very welcome. You’re such a natural girl.”

She let me go, took a deep breath composing herself, then hugged Candy. “You girls are incredible, doing this for us.”

Candy kissed her lightly on the lips. “No problem. Sometimes girls just need a little push to see how pretty they really are. You have always been that way inside if you feel this good. It’s a deeply hidden part of you that’s finally getting to see the light of day. Enjoy it, princess. You deserve to.”

Jackie took a deep breath. Her eyes rolled and she flashed a broad smile; her painted lips showed her pleasure. She blinked a few times and said, “Oh my, okay...” She ran her fingers with their long, painted nails through her hair, feeling the glittery bow in it. She bent one wrist and held it up by her face and said, “I think this girl is ready to celebrate! She sure does need a drink. Can we go now? I can’t wait to be out and about.”

We all laughed, and I said, “Good girl. Let’s go out there and see how many men will be chasing after you girls.”

Jackie’s eyes popped open wide, and she covered her mouth. “Oh god no. I d-d-d-didn’t even th-th-think of that.”

Candy took her by the arm. “Don’t worry, little girl. We’ll take good care of you. Just relax and have fun.” She kissed her friend’s cheek.

We walked the path to the resort’s restaurant. We could hear Jackie and Candy as they talked. Jackie was still nervous as she said to Candy, “C-c-c-can we s-s-s-skip the bar and just go to the restaurant and have drinks there before d-d-d-dinner? I think it’ll be less dangerous.”

Paulette shouted at her, “Jackie, be a man for christ’s sake.”

“A man in a dress. Exactly. It’s d-d-d-dangerous.”

“Go back to your room then and jerk off. Go ahead. Miss out on a great night with two beautiful ladies.”

Candy rubbed Jackie’s back as we walked and said, “Relax, honey, it’s gonna be fine. You’ll see.”

A couple of guys passed by, saying hi and smiling. They winked at Candy and Jackie and then at us.

Candy said to Jackie, “See? No one knows, and they won’t unless you let them know. Now relax and be the girl inside you and enjoy your new self.”

Jackie took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m sorry. I think a drink’ll help. I’ll be better. I promise. I want to be.”

Candy consoled her, “I know. I know. Trust me, I understand completely how hard it is at first for some girls the first time they go out as the girl they really are inside. It’ll get easier for you from here on. I’m proud of your courage to face your fears.”

We arrived at the restaurant and sat in a round booth with Candy, then Jackie, then Paulette, then me. I sat and crossed my legs as we all did, and I placed my hand on Paulette’s silky, stockinged thigh and caressed it. “Feels so nice, doesn’t it, Paulette?” I ran my hand onto her lap and pressed on her hard-on. “I think your answer will be yes, right?” I went back to caressing her leg while I melted into her pretty eyes. I kissed her painted, soft, and full lips.

She nodded and let out a gasp. Her body relaxed, and she pressed her arm and leg close to mine. “Yes, so nice.”

We ordered drinks. Jackie got a double martini rocks as did Paulette. Candy and I ordered vodka up. When our drinks arrived, Candy toasted. “To our new girlfriends. May we help them find happiness and comfort in their newfound selves.”

We all clinked and sipped. As we imbibed, we talked about what we all did when we weren’t vacationing and where we lived. Paulette and Jackie were both professionals like Candy and me, and they were quite comfortable financially, as we were. We had a lot in common, actually, in likes and dislikes, beliefs about the world and people, and so on.

Astoundingly, we lived fairly close to one another back in the city. It made sense, though, because that was the most populated area not far from the resort, which offered discounts to those who lived as close as we did.

Jackie stopped stuttering. She was acting like a happy, sexy woman and enjoying herself thoroughly throughout the dinner. Our new girlfriends were the epitome of femininity in their actions and mannerisms, and it was blatantly obvious how much they were enjoying themselves.

Candy and Paulette were hitting it off well. She didn’t seem to have any problem with Paulette having something special under her dress as they kissed and caressed each other beneath the table. I was feeling I should have already told her what I was, but I was still afraid to in case she really wanted me to be a woman like her.

After dinner, we all went dancing in the club. We danced with each other and managed to keep the men away from our little group. It was a shame, because we knew how much Jackie and Paulette would have enjoyed the attention and compliments along with solidifying their images as women.

Candy sat beside me at the high-top table and spoke into my ear because it was so loud. “Mitch, the girls need to take the next step, you know, with guys. How can we get them there?”

“Hmm, maybe we need to put them in a situation where they don’t have a choice.” I looked around. There, across the bar were Mike and Dane. “I have an idea; I’ll be right back.”

I left the table and made my way over to them. I sat down in their booth, and we kissed each other. Then I said, “Guys, I need your help. We have two girls who have never sucked a cock before, and we want to help them find out how good it is. Would you let them?”

Their eyes went wide. “Sure!” Dane said naturally. “That would be fun. Are you going to teach them?”

“Uh, no, but we’ll be with them. I can go get them and have them join you. This table with the long tablecloth will be perfect for them to get under and suck you off. Just let us get them over here, and you guys can caress their legs and try unsuccessfully to get under their skirts. We’ll tell them the best thing to do would be to say they can’t have sex but can suck you off. Okay?”

“Deal.”

I went back to our table and pointed to Mike and Dane. Candy acted excited, handed Jackie her purse, and dragged her with her drink off the chair. Paulette stood and held my hand apprehensively but without a fight.

We all walked over to the boys. “Dane and Mike, please meet Jackie and Paulette.”

The girls gave a nervous smile and shook the guys’ hands femininely. Dane and Mike slid out of the booth, and we sat with Candy, then Jackie, then Mike, then Dane, Paulette, and then me, wrapped in the round booth. We had them trapped.

The boys ordered a round of drinks, and Paulette fell into conversation easily while Jackie gazed off into the distance. Candy was reassuring her it was okay and doting on her like a mother trying to help her daughter on her first date.

When Jackie had her first drink, she relaxed again and began to join in the conversation. Mike went slowly, touching her leg and smiling and giving her compliments. Then he caressed her leg, and Jackie seemed good with it all. Dane was doing the same with Paulette, who was very at ease with it. I had my arm around her reassuringly as we all talked.

I winked at Dane and nodded. He pressed his hand, trying to get between Paulette’s legs, and I could see from both girls’ reactions that Mike had done the same. They continued to pry gently as if to drive their way into their panties.

Paulette whispered in my ear, “He’s trying to get under my dress.”

“And you don’t want him to?”

“No. I don’t think so, do I?”

“I guess not. Okay then, did you enjoy everything up to this point? Does he seem nice? Do you enjoy how he makes you feel?”

“He makes me feel pretty and sexy and powerful.”

“Then be powerful and make him happy. You can start by taking his cock out and stroking it, but you probably should get under the table in a bit and suck him off.”

“Oh god.”

“You’re a girl now. Be a girl. You’ll love it, you’ll see.”

“I hope you’re right and I don’t puke all over him.”

“Start by stroking him and go from there.”

She rolled her eyes, looked back at Dane, and smiled. She leaned into him, and with both hands under the table, she undid his zipper and pulled his whole package out. She gazed into his eyes as she stroked him. Dane kissed her on the neck and gazed lovingly at her with his arm around her shoulders.

I looked at Candy, and she winked at me and motioned with her head to Jackie. Jackie’s hand was under the table, and I could tell she was stroking Mike. She even had a smile on her face and was enjoying him holding her close. Jackie looked around and saw us all looking at her. She blushed, then went back to paying attention to Mike.

Paulette whispered in my ear, “This is incredible. I have to do the rest. I never had anyone respond to me like this. It feels so good. It makes me feel so sexy and desired.”

I handed her a linen napkin. She looked around and slid under the table. Jackie looked under the table, and I could tell Paulette was tugging on her, encouraging her to come down with her. Jackie slid under.

Candy and I watched as Mike and Dane had their cocks sucked by our new girlfriends. We all smiled and just looked around, sipping our drinks nonchalantly. After some time, Dane rolled his eyes and said, “Holy shit. You must have trained her. She’s good. She’s really into it. How about you, Mike?”

“She’s fantastic. I never had anyone as good.” He turned to Candy and said, “Sorry, Candy. It’s true. It must be because she’s doing it for the first time. This girl is ravenous and going wild on me. I can’t take it much...” He grunted and tensed, and I could tell he was coming in Jackie’s mouth as he held her head tight beneath the table to keep her from hitting her head while he lightly thrusted into her face.

Dane grabbed my thigh and squeezed it while holding Paulette’s head with his other hand. “Oh god, Mitch... she’s fucking fantas—” He grunted, his body tensed, and he thrusted into Paulette’s face.

Soon, the men were tucking themselves in, and the girls slid up to the table again. Paulette had a huge smile, and I wiped a drip off her chin and held it out to her. She smiled and licked it off. She checked her hair with her fingers and adjusted her dress. Dane kissed her cheek. “Thanks, darling. You were incredible. You are such a hot woman. Can I get your number?”

Paulette laughed and sipped her drink. “Maybe later, big boy.”

Candy kissed Jackie on the cheek and congratulated her. Mike peppered her face with kisses, thanking her and telling her how beautiful she was. All of us slid out to go to the girls’ room together.

Jackie and Paulette were beside themselves with happiness. We all went pee, touched up our makeup and hair, and sprayed fresh perfume on.

“Jackie,” I said, “so how was it? Was it exciting or gross?”

“Oh god, Mitch. Now I see why you girls did that at the pool today. It’s incredible, the feeling it gives you. You feel so... desirable and... sensual. When he came... I, uh…”

“You did, too, right? It’s okay, say it.”

“I came all under my dress.” She laughed.

Paulette patted her on the back. “Don’t feel bad. I did too. It was incredibly enlightening. Even better than receiving one. I came harder than ever.” She looked at me. “Sorry, Mitch.”

“No apology necessary. I know what you’re saying.”

We went back out to the guys and enjoyed another drink with them. All of us were more relaxed. This time, Jackie and Paulette sat cuddled together. After we finished, we all left.

On the way back to the cottages, Jackie and Paulette held hands and walked, while Candy and I did the same. When we reached cottages eleven and twelve, Jackie said, “We’re going to our own place now. It was a rough night, but a good night. Thanks. We just want to cuddle and relax. Is it okay if we keep the clothes for now? We’d like to sleep in them together.”

“Of course,” I said as I looked at Candy, who nodded. “We can take you shopping tomorrow for your own clothes if you want.”

Paulette nodded quickly. “Oh god, yes! Right, Jackie?”

“Absolutely, honey. We have to. We still have some vacation left, and I want to enjoy it this way.”

“Okay, girls. We’ll meet you for breakfast at nine, okay? Right, Candy?”

“Sure.” The girls hurried off, their heels clattering down the path.

Candy turned to me. “So, it was a great success. Don’t you love those two?”

“I do.”

I hope we get together after vacation with them. You and I, of course, we have to talk. I think I’m in love with you.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed my lips, then leaned back.

“I love you, too, Candy. I’m so happy you want to do that. I never imagined a woman like you would want...”

“Want what, sweetie?”

“Want... someone like me.”

“Why do you always have such a low self-image when it comes to us together? You’re wonderful. We have so much in common. We’ll make a wonderful couple.”

“Thanks. I hope so.”

“Stop. What’s wrong?”

I gazed into her loving eyes. I gave her a big hug. “I’m sorry... it’s just... I guess I should... God. Suddenly I feel so tired. Can I just go to bed?”

“Okay, sweetie. C’mon. I’ll cuddle us to sleep.”

“Uh, can I just sleep alone tonight?”

“Really? I guess so. Are you okay? I thought you’d want to.” She ran her hand through my hair, looking at me with wonder.

“Yeah, just tired. Sorry.”

“Okay. See you in the morning. We can walk over to breakfast together.”

“Sounds good.” I kissed her deeply on the lips, and we parted.

What an ass I was, huh?
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I woke up from a fitful sleep, dreaming about telling Candy and having her reject me. Were the dreams prophetic, or was I just being an ass? I felt I wasn’t showing any trust in Candy or confidence in our relationship, but I was still afraid.

I did my morning routine and dressed in a pretty pair of skorts with wedge heels and a lace blouse. I felt wonderful as I admired myself in the mirror while I sprayed perfume over me.

Candy was already sitting on the porch, sipping a coffee and having her morning smoke. “Hi, love!” she chimed.

I climbed her stairs, bent down, and kissed her lips. “Morning, Candy. Ready to go meet the girls? I wonder if they’re still dressed like last night.”

“Probably not, but I’ll bet their makeup and hair are done, and they’ll wear their best femboy clothes to shop in.” She stood, I took her hand, and we walked to the resort’s café. Jackie and Paulette were seated by the edge, overlooking the garden. They were sitting close to each other, and Paulette was holding Jackie’s hand as they chatted animatedly and sipped coffee.

“Hello, girls. Get a good night’s sleep? You’ll need it.” Candy and I sat down at their table.

Paulette beamed and spoke in a hushed voice. “We, uh, we didn’t get to sleep right away. We couldn’t help sleeping together and... well, you know.”

“How nice!” Candy said.

Jackie squeezed Paulette’s hand and said, “We’ve become much closer now. This new approach to who we are has opened our minds to a whole new world.”

Paulette, still hushed and leaning toward us, said, “It’s so much nicer than having to get rid of your morning wood by yourself when you can both suck each other off. Same thing going to sleep.”

I patted their held hands. “That’s wonderful. I’m so happy for you two.”

Paulette said, “We do have some questions for you. We were thinking about what it might be like to, uh...” She looked around and leaned toward us and said quietly, “We’d like to make love to each other but are afraid of putting something in there. Can you help us?”

Candy nodded. “Sure. After breakfast we can go to the adult toy store here and get you both some things and then back to our cottage. You can clean out down there and start training and borrow some clothes for shopping if you want to.”

“Training?”

“Of course. It’s new to you. You’ll want to be comfortable with having something inside you, so training will help. Trust me.”

Jackie’s face looked tentative as she said, “I don’t know, Paulette. It sounds scary and dirty.”

Paulette held both of her hands and gazed into her eyes. “But you remember how we both wanted to feel even closer to each other last night and how this could be the way. I want to make love to you, and I want you to make love to me.”

Candy said, “Jackie, when you have someone’s cock inside of you it’s like a connection to them. You both become one as it fills you and gives you such blissful pleasure. Your bodies embracing, dancing together, that cock thrusting in and out, sending ripples of sensations through your core. Then, when that cock comes, you feel it infuse you with love as you both shudder and shake together, being closer than you’ve ever been. You have to do it.”

Paulette said, “We have to do this, honey.”

Jackie nodded sheepishly and hung her head. “I know. It does sound wonderful.” She looked up at Paulette. “You’re always the brave one. Thanks.” She kissed Paulette’s lips.

We shopped in the adult toy store and they bought an attachment for the shower, dildos, lube, and expandable, remote-controlled, vibrating butt plugs. We took them back to our cottages, and they used our showers. We helped them plug and dress, then we showered, cleaned out, and plugged as well.

When we were all ready, we spent the day shopping. The plugs did their job, and the girls were more than willing to have something else in them after a day of stimulation. The girls loaded up on accoutrements and clothing for their new selves and were as happy as a couple newly in love, holding hands and shopping together, giggling and enjoying themselves. It was a pleasure to see such fresh joy.

We helped them carry their things back to their place and put them away. When we finished, we went to the pool for iced tea; we sat at the bar looking out at the cock smorgasbord. Paulette pointed and said, “Wow! Holy man-meat, look at those guys’ cocks. I never thought some guy’s hard cock would be so intriguing.”

Candy laughed. “Yeah, they’re definitely mouthfuls, girls. We tasted those two guys. They say you go black and never go back. Go for it. They’re nice guys.”

“Really?”

She nodded.

Paulette grabbed Jackie’s hand and looked into her eyes with wide eyes. “Let’s do it, okay? There are two of them side by side.”

Jackie gazed off at them and crossed her legs. “Hmm. They are quite large, handsome too.” Paulette stood and tugged her hand.

Candy said, “Okay girls. You go and enjoy yourselves. We’ll watch. Keep going after them, if you want. We have time to get ready for dinner yet. Let’s meet at my place at five, okay?”

Paulette nodded and yanked Jackie over to the guys, and they promptly devoured those huge cocks. We drank iced tea in the shade and watched them do a couple more apiece before we left to go get ready.

Candy said, “I want to make love to you tonight, Mitch. Okay?” Her hand glided on my leg as she gazed lovingly at me.

“Sounds great to me.”

“Maybe we can be in the same room with Paulette and Jackie too. It might be nice to share that energy together and see them made love to.”

“It would. Hmm, maybe we should invite some guys, too, for a little spit-roasting.” I grinned.

She laughed. “Heck. Why not? Nothing like a good old fashioned gang bang, right?”
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Candy and I were sitting on her porch having a martini and a smoke when Paulette and Jackie came clicking in their heels up the walk, hand in hand and smiling ear to ear. They looked incredible in their new, short, cleavage-revealing dresses, wearing their newly purchased silicone gel breast forms.

“You girls look fabulous,” Candy called to them as they climbed the stairs.

Jackie said, “Thanks. We love these fake breasts too. They feel so nice. They even jiggle when we walk, and we have cleavage now. She squeezed a breast with her long-nailed fingers. “They’re so sweet, and with the plugs in all day, we feel so... so... sensual and feminine. Right, Paulette?”

Paulette kissed her lightly on the lips and stroked her cheek. “Right, my love.”

We made our way to the dining room and found seating by the huge, open sliding windows. The breeze wafted through, and we could look out onto the rolling lawn and gardens. We pulled our seats around the table so we could all face the view and be closer to each other.

Drinks and a leisurely, seven-course meal—with Candy and I close and caressing each other’s legs and Paulette and Jackie doing the same—left us all feeling incredibly special and in love. Our plugs hummed silently inside us, and we wriggled on them from time to time, re-crossing our legs and anticipating a real replacement for the plugs.

Later we drank and danced to the throbbing music at the club, where Dane and Mike joined us.

Dane was his usual self, whispering in my ear how much he wanted me to suck his cock. I decided to let him in on our secret and see how reacted.

“Dane, there’s something you need to know. Only one of us is a genetic female.” I waited for his response. He looked at all of us, then turned to me and smiled. “Wow, that’s actually pretty neat. I never would have guessed guys could look so good. So who is who? Are you the genetic female?”

I laughed. “Well, you seemed to have changed your position on this since the first time you talked about it.”

“No, not really. I just thought you were straight and expected a response like that. I never had a problem with people’s preferences.” He slid his hand on my leg. “So, are you the real girl?”

I shook my head.

“Wow. I’m impressed. And you sure can suck a cock. So, will I get lucky tonight?”

“We’ll see.”

I looked over at Candy, who was enjoying Paulette’s company while Jackie and Mike talked. Candy was the one I should have been telling this. She saw me looking at her and motioned that we should leave the club. I nodded.

We all finished our drinks, picked up our purses, and stood up. We followed Candy through the crowd to the outside and grouped up. Candy got everyone’s attention and said, “So, I’m thinking we might have a spit-roast of sorts at my cottage, if you girls and boys would like to join us.”

Dane hooted. “Fuck, yeah!”

Mike said, “Sounds great!” He put his arm around Jackie, who was holding Paulette’s hand. “Are you ready for me, Jackie?”

Jackie snuggled close to him “Absolutely. I can’t wait.”

Paulette kissed Jackie on the lips. “I’m so proud of you, girl. I want you to make love to me.”

Jackie kissed her back. “Sounds wonderful.”

We walked back to Candy’s cottage. When we got inside, Candy mixed drinks while we all took turns in the bathroom taking out our plugs. Then she did the same. We toasted together, then Jackie took Mike into the bedroom and had him strip. She pulled back the covers on the king-size bed and slid herself onto it. Mike slid on behind her and wrapped his arms around her from behind. He rolled them on their sides and slid her panties aside, then guided his cock between her cheeks. He found a home for his cock, and Jackie moaned, looking back at him as he entered her. His hand went around front, and he grabbed her cock in his fist as he began to thrust slowly and lovingly into her.

Paulette slid onto the bed in front of Jackie. She edged her bottom back toward Jackie, who wrapped her arms around her and pulled her close. Mike guided Jackie’s cock into Paulette while she looked back. Jackie let out a moan and kissed Paulette’s neck while she stroked Paulette’s cock around front. Paulette let out a whimper and pushed her hips back onto Jackie.

Mike thrusted from behind, setting all three into a slow-motion fuck. I looked at Candy, anxious to make love to her. “Are you ready, Candy?” She was watching the three fuck. “I, uh, I...” She slid onto the bed and lifted her dress behind her, pulling her panties aside and pressing back against Paulette. Jackie guided Paulette’s cock into Candy’s ass.

Candy looked at me and rolled her eyes. She said, “Come to me, baby. Slide up in front of me.”

I climbed on the bed facing her and lay on my side. She shook her head, “No, baby, bring your ass to me.” She grabbed my shoulders and turned me, then wrapped her arm around me and pulled my panties aside in front. She grabbed my cock and started stroking it. Obviously, she didn’t have a problem with my secret.

“You have such a nice cock, honey.”

I turned back to her and said, “Thanks. I was hoping to fuck you with it with you on your back.” I could feel our train moving with each slow thrust Mike made into Jackie.

“Next time, honey,” she said.

I felt Candy pull aside my panties in the back, and Paulette lifted the front of Candy’s dress, slid aside the front of her panties and had her hand in them. The next thing I knew, I felt a cock as it squeezed between my cheeks and pressed against my hole.

I turned back to Candy and said, “You have a strap-on?”

She kissed my neck and said, “No, honey, that’s my cock going into you, baby.”

“I, uh, I never...”

“Of course. I’m just like you. I knew you were like me right away, because genetic girls don’t take such painstaking detail in their appearance as us girls do.” She laughed. “I love you, Mitch.” She slid herself in all the way. Our train went back into motion as Mike fucked Jackie’s ass, going faster now.

Jackie wrapped her hand around my cock, and I fucked her soft fist. Dane appeared before me, naked, stroking his huge cock. “You girls really know how to have a party. May I?” He smiled down at me, holding his cock before my lips, my head moving with each of Mike’s thrusts. I looked up into his eyes and nodded. “Please?”

I opened my mouth and he slapped my face with his cock a few times while I tried to catch it with my mouth. He laughed and stuffed it into my face, then grabbed my head with his big hands. I gazed up at him as our train had all cars linked. We had a huge spit-roast with me at the end.

I ran my tongue around Dane’s velvety cock, and Candy sucked on my neck while her cock slid in and out of me, delivering ripples of pleasure up my spine. I reached behind me and grabbed her ass, trying to speed us up. She did the same and the message got back to Mike, so we all picked up speed together.

Mike grabbed Jackie’s hair in his fist and began to drill her ass like a whore. Jackie whimpered, emitting little squeaks and gasps as her cock fucked Paulette’s ass, Paulette thrusted fiercely into Candy, and Candy’s cock pummeled my ass. My head bobbed on Dane’s luscious cock.

We all started to make our own little vocalizations and whimpers while Mike and Dane grunted. My head squeezed tightly, I looked up at Dane and let the bliss run through me. It felt as if I could feel each person’s pleasure make its way through our train and deposit itself into my ass from Candy. It then ran through me into my cock and Dane’s. I swear, he felt it all happening from the look on his face. His huge hands gripped my head, and he grunted, fucking my face.

This went one for some time, all of us in some sort of alternate reality, a dreamlike state where time seemed to stop. Then, all of a sudden, Jackie whimpered, “Oh god, Mike... fuck me hard now. This is it. Paulette, I’m gonna come in you, honey.”

“Oh yes!” Candy cried. “Fuck me, Paulette... fuck me hard!” Candy shoved herself deep into me. She tensed and held me tight to her as her cock pulsed inside me and flooded me with her come. Dane did the same into my face. I swallowed furiously, trying to keep up while my body shook and shuddered from my toes to my head, and I came through Candy’s fist onto my dress.

Some of Dane’s come dribbled from my mouth as I gasped for air and collapsed onto the bed. Dane slid onto the bed beside me and kissed my forehead. Candy peppered my neck with kisses as did Paulette, Jackie, and Mike to each other.

The group went limp on the bed, and all that could be heard was our labored breathing. Once we caught our breath, the train fell apart, and we all snuggled together.

Candy said, “Are you okay, honey?” She stroked my hair.

“Better than okay.”

“Are you sad I’m not a real girl?”

“Not if you aren’t that I’m not. I love you, Candy.”

“I love you too.”

Dane kissed my forehead, his hand on my limp cock. “I love you guys—I mean girls—too. We should get together back home.”

Mike said, “I second that motion. All of us. Okay?”

Jackie was snuggled against Paulette when she said, “I want to be this way forever. I want to feel this good always. We have to get together again. Right, Paulette?”

“Oh god, yes.”

I said to everyone, “We still have vacation until the end of the week. Maybe we should make some more insatiable girls like us.”

Jackie said it for all of us. “Absolutely! I’m sure there are other guys here who would make great girls. How much fun will that be? Let’s do it.”

Guess what we did? We were insatiable.
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I rang the video doorbell and waved to my Uber driver as he pulled away. A voice came through the panel, “Hey, Casey. I’ll be right there. I’m so excited you’ve made it.”

“Me too! I’m ready for a fun vacation with my old buddy.”

I heard Skyler laugh and say, “Well, not so sure you’ll still be my old buddy when you see me.”

“Huh? Why?”

The door opened. A gorgeous girl stood there, wearing high heels, a denim miniskirt and a pink tank top revealing luscious cleavage. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Hi, Casey!” She moved back and held the door. “Come on in.”

I walked inside and she closed the door. I couldn’t help staring at her. “Uh, Skyler?” I studied all of her.

She flipped her hair to the side and nodded, smiling with her painted lips. “Yup! I’m your old buddy. What do ya think? I make a pretty hot chick, don’t I?”

“Wow. I never knew... I mean...” I looked at the front of her skirt. Is it...?”

“Nah. Couldn’t get rid of that buddy, old buddy.” She laughed. Her hand reached out to my shirt. “Turbulence on the plane?”

“Yeah, a caramel macchiato. Sticky too.” I looked at the front of my pants. “I pretty much painted myself with it.”

“Well then, let’s get you cleaned up. You can take a shower and change, and I’ll wash those for you.” She looked around, then out the front door. “Where are your bags?”

“Lost. The airline staff said they’d deliver them when they found them.”

She grinned and looked me up and down. “Well, you’re in luck. As I remember, we’re both the same size.”

“So you still have some of your old clothes around?”

“Ugh, NO! Why would I want to have guys’ clothes around? Do I look like a guy?”

“Uh, right.”

“Come in in and have a drink, and then you can shower, and I’ll take care of getting you some clothes.”

“Thanks.”

I followed her into the kitchen; her heels clicked on the tile floor. She went to the cabinet, made us two martinis, and we sat at the island. She crossed her glossy legs in her sheer stockings and bounced one foot as she held her drink up to me. “To a long overdue reunion of two best friends.”

I clinked her glass with mine and we sipped. “Mmm. This is very needed after that stressful trip. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“So, when did you know you wanted to do this?”

“When we were roommates in college. Well, that was when I was certain. Until then I thought I was just a femboy like you, but then... I realized it was more than that.”

“Femboy? I was never a femboy.”

“Oh, come on, Casey. You certainly weren’t a macho kind of guy. You still aren’t. I love your earrings, by the way. What are they?”

I held an earlobe and leaned in to show her one. “They’re black tourmaline.”

“Very fetching.” Her eyes roamed my face. “And you still have those gorgeous long eyelashes you always had. Are you sure you aren’t wearing mascara?” She leaned in for a closer look, her painted, long-nailed hand rested on my thigh.

“No mascara. C’mon now.”

“I think you should use some. I can just imagine how great it’d look and how it would make your eyes pop.”

“Skyler, stop.” I shook my head and sipped my drink.

“Well, deny it if you must, but I know you were always a femboy like me, and you still are. You even have the voice of a girl like me.”

“Whatever.” I downed my drink. “Let me go take that shower. I’m so sticky.”

“Okay. Just strip and leave your clothes on the floor, and I’ll throw them in on a short wash, and then we can go to dinner. There’s a fresh razor in the cabinet you can use. I know you were like me and didn’t like body hair.”

I showered, shaved what little hair I had on my body, dried off, dried my hair, wrapped the towel around me and went into the kitchen, where Skyler was reading her phone. “How’s the wash coming?”

“They’re in the drier. Should be done in a few. Have another drink if you like. You can make me one too. May as well get used to where things are.”

She put her phone away and smiled at me. I went to where I’d seen her mix the drink before and took out the vodka. Our glasses were on the counter, hers with a tiny bit of lipstick on it.

I shook our drinks and my towel fell off. “Shit!” I scurried to put it back on.

Skyler laughed. “Hey! I never knew you had such a nice round bottom.”

“Thanks.” I carried the drinks over and sat next to her at the island. “I’m having trouble with this. I mean, you look like a real girl and a hot one at that, and here I am in a towel with you looking at my ass.

She swiveled in her seat so her calf touched mine. She slid it against me. “Your legs are so smooth and pretty. They’d look fabulous in heels.

“Skyler! Stop. You’re still the old Skyler to me.” I moved my leg away from hers.

She smirked. “Honey, look at me and tell me I’m the old Skyler. And if you ever say I’m not a girl again, I’ll kick you in the nuts with my high heel.” Her leg touched mine again. I couldn’t get away from it now because mine was pressed against the counter.

She slid her leg sensually up and down my calf. “Does that feel like a guy’s leg on you, my love?”

My heart raced. She was arousing me. “Stop it. You’re seducing me.”

“Oh yeah? Hmm, isn’t that what a girl would do to you? I mean, if a girl had ever wanted you. Had a girlfriend yet, Casey?”

My face flushed. I looked down at her gorgeous leg in her high heel, still slipping against mine. I shook my head.

“And I’m seducing you, so what am I, Casey? Besides your best friend ever.”

I looked into her smiling eyes. She was all girl. Except one thing. Oh god. She’s my old buddy inside that body. “Okay, okay. You’re a girl.”

“Good boy.” She patted my bare thigh. She looked at her watch. “Your clothes should be done. I’ll be right back.”

She clattered off down the hallway and came back, talking before I could see her. “Uh, we have a problem, Casey. I’m so sorry.”

She held up my clothes, which had numerous holes in them. “I guess I used too much bleach. I thought it would help get the stains out.”

They were shot. “Bleach? On colored clothes? And you must have put a ton in.”

“I didn’t think it would hurt them.”

“Right. Now what?” I drank some more vodka, glaring at her.

She grinned and raised an eyebrow. We’re still the same size.”

“Right. Let me try a pair of your jeans and maybe a less feminine blouse if you have one.”

“Uh, I only have dress pants, and they zip on the side or the back. Very fem. Of course for a femboy, that would work.”

“I’m not a femboy. Don’t want to look like a femboy either.”

“Well, honey, then you have only one choice.”

“Cook something from the freezer? Get take-out?”

“I don’t have any real food. I always eat out. Take-out sucks around here... pizza and crap food. Besides, you could be without clothes for your whole stay if they don’t find your bags.”

“So what’s the choice?”

“Well...” She ran her fingers though my hair. I pushed her hand away. “If I style your hair more fem, we can dress you like me, and I can do your makeup, and poof! No one will know you aren’t a girl. It’ll be fun too.”

“Skyler!”

She laughed. “Or we could just sit here and drink all week, I guess. I have breakfast food, but that’s about it. You must be ready for some good food, having traveled all day, eating stuff on the run.”

“I sure am.” My stomach rumbled.

Skyler laughed. “See? Your stomach speaks.” She held her hand out to me. “C’mon. Let’s go make you as pretty as you should be, my little femboy buddy.”

I stood up and tightened my towel. “Stop calling me femboy.”

“Okay, girl.” She laughed and tugged me down the hall.
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She took us into the walk-in closet and began sliding clothes around. “Hmm, I think we should dress alike, and I want to go somewhere nice for dinner, and then we can go out after.”

“I think dinner will be stressful enough.”

“Oh, relax.” She held a beige chiffon minidress against me. “That color suits your skin.”

“How about women’s dress pants?”

“A dress is more comfortable. You’ll see.”

She put the dress to the side and took out another similar one, but in black. “I’ll wear black.” She put it aside and selected shoes for us and matching purses. She took it all into the bedroom and put the clothes on the bed.

She took me into the bathroom, painted my toenails a metallic pink, put long, fake, matching painted nails on my fingers, and showed me how to do my hair and makeup. When we were done, lips painted, sculpted cheeks, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow... I stared at myself, dumbfounded.

“See?” She felt the front of my towel wrapped around me. “You even think you’re sexy, don’t you?”

“Oh god.”

She tugged me by the hand into the bedroom, where the clothes, shoes, and purses lay on the bed.

She went to the drawers and gathered bras, panties, and hosiery and put them on the bed. She opened the package of pantyhose, then took a small pair of scissors and snipped a piece of the crotch out. “To free Willy.” She laughed. She did the second package, then handed them to me.

She stripped off her clothes, her firm breasts with hard nipples attracting my eye. She sat down and started putting on the sheer, suntan-colored, expensive-looking pantyhose. “Sit and put yours on.” She tugged my towel free. “Don’t be shy.”

I rolled up one leg on my fingers like she did and slid it up my freshly shaved leg. It felt like heaven. I did my other leg. By the time I had pulled them up to my crotch, my rod was throbbing in the air.

“See? Same reaction I get from them. They feel so nice, don’t they?”

My face flushed. I looked around for panties to put over it. I picked up a beige pair and slid them up. “Hey, there’s no crotch in these.” My whole shaved package was poking out of them and was now framed in beige lace.

“Of course. Don’t worry. It won’t show in that dress. I have the same kind of panties. They make it look pretty, and they hide the cutout in the pantyhose. It feels wonderful being free under the dress and slipping against the satin lining. You’ll see, princess.” She had hers on, framing her hardness the same way. She handed me a bra and showed me how to clasp it in front and turn it around by doing hers.

I put it on, and she handed me fillers. “Here, these are the silicone breast-forms I used to use before I had implants. Slip them in and then tug your man-meat up on your chest, and you’ll have cleavage.”

I did as she said, and I sure did. They looked completely real. I was so aroused by all of it, I couldn’t stop bobbing in the air.

“Sit and put your dress and shoes on.”

I did. The fabric of the dress slid deliciously up my legs and over my bottom. I put my arms though the straps and zipped the side zipper. I adjusted my breasts in it. It looked perfect. I bobbed under the dress, feeling the tip rubbing against the silky fabric. It was all so incredibly sensual.

I sat on the bed and slipped a strappy, high-heeled stiletto on and buckled the ankle strap. I did the other and stood. Once I found my center of gravity, I went to the full-length mirror and turned to and fro, taking myself in. I was a perfectly pretty girl. I throbbed looking at myself in the mirror and looked at the front of the dress. Not a sign of it.

Skyler came over and took my earrings out. “You can wear a prettier pair of mine.” She put in silver dangling ones and placed a silver necklace with a large heart pendant around my neck and clasped it so it rested just within my cleavage. She clasped bracelets on me and slid rings on my fingers. “Look how pretty you are.”

I stared at myself in the mirror while she sprayed a delectable perfume under my dress, on my legs, and over my hair. She put the perfume, my wallet, phone, and some lipstick and blush in my purse, and handed it to me. I slung it on my shoulder and hung my thumb on it. I took myself in some more. “Wow.”

“Yeah, wow. See?” She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a little peck on the lips. Her perfume wafted to my nose. “Girls like kissing girls, ya know.” She looked into my eyes, her eyes smiling. “You’re so pretty.” She kissed me again, this time longer. I couldn’t help myself, and I gave her a deep kiss, our tongues dancing. She pressed her thigh into my crotch and slid herself against my leg. I felt her hardness and pulled away.

“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? You were rubbing yourself against me.”

“So?”

“I’m a guy and you’re a guy.”

“We aren’t anymore. Not tonight we aren’t. Tonight we’re two girls and...” she sang out like the Cyndi Lauper song, “...girls just wanna have fun, hun. Oh, girls just wanna have fun.”

She laughed and pulled away, dancing around the room and singing it again. “Hoo, oh my, made myself dizzy. Ready to go to dinner, Casey girl?”

I laughed at her. She was still my old buddy who always made me feel good. I went to her and hugged her. “Good to see you, Skyler. I missed you.”

“Me too.” She took my hand. “Let’s go find some hot guys.”

“Guys? No way! Just dinner.”

“Whatever.”
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“Reservations for Skyler and Casey?” Skyler asked the maître d’, who looked at his iPad.

He touched the screen a few times then said, “Right on time. You asked for a leisurely dinner and requested a couch on the patio facing the woods, correct?”

“Yes,” Skyler said and nodded.

“Right this way, ladies.” He led us through the restaurant and onto the patio, where our heels clicked with each step, and men and women looked up and smiled at us.

We took our seats together. I crossed my legs, tugged the hem of my dress down on my thighs, and placed my purse next to me.

Skyler sniffed the air. “Mmm, I can smell the forest. It smells so fresh.”

“It does. I love how the trees are so large, and we can see off into the woods and not just into a wall of green. Oh, look, there’s a family of deer.”

Our waiter came over and we ordered drinks.

Skyler glided her hand on my stockinged thigh. “How are you doing, Casey?”

“Fine. It’s very weird, of course. I feel so vulnerable dressed like this, but it’s a nice kind of vulnerable, not a scary one. And your hand feels so exquisite on my leg with these stockings on. It’s so sensual.” I placed my hand on hers on my thigh and squeezed it. “I guess I should say thank you for having me do this. It’s very... intriguing.”

“Good.”

“Drinks, ladies.” Our handsome waiter placed them on the end tables for us. “Will you be dining?”

“Absolutely,” Skyler said, and the waiter handed us menus.

“We can serve entrees out here, but I can also get you a table if you’d rather. Or we have a variety of tapas that are more suited to eating right here. I’ll be back when you’re ready.”

Skyler toasted, “To you deepening your experience of being a woman.”

I clinked and sipped. “Not sure how much deeper I want to go with this, but... to us.” We clinked again and sipped.

I bounced the foot of my crossed leg, squeezing my hard-on in the satin lining of the dress. It was an entrancing experience. I’d never felt so alive.

Skyler snickered and smiled. “Makes you horny, doesn’t it? I mean, it’s hard not to feel like that.” She was doing the same thing I was.

I laughed. “We’re like two adolescent boys wearing their mother’s clothes.”

Skyler glared. “No. We’re much more like young ladies full of sensuality and amorousness. Two very classy young ladies. Stop insulting me by saying things like that.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.” I kissed her lips lightly and slid my hand on her thigh. “You feel so nice.”

She slid hers on mine. “So do you. I can’t wait until you’re ready for me to make love to you.”

“Uh, Skyler, please.”

“I know what you’re thinking. I did say when you’re ready. We just need to break a few paradigms of yours first.”

We sat there and enjoyed wine and tapas in the clean fresh breezes from the forest, immersed in the utter sensuality of how we were dressed and looked. I was in love with Skyler. I guess I always had been, but now she seemed so much more powerful, confident, put together. Not to mention, she was stunning to look at.

“You are truly beautiful this way, Skyler.” I gazed at her lovingly and brushed a hair aside on her forehead.

She tilted her head. “Thank you. I was hoping you’d feel that way about me. Now we can be free to love each other, rather than just being best friends like we were. Even if your suitcases show up and you go back to being the old you. Would you do that?”

“Probably. I mean, this isn’t me.”

“It isn’t? If you made that mistake and went back to masquerading as a guy, would you be okay having me for your girlfriend? Or wife?”

“Wait, mistake? You think I should do what you did?”

“Why not?”

I took a deep breath. “Give me more time. And yes, if I went back to being the old me...” I looked deep into her eyes. “You’d still be my best friend... and I don’t think I could help myself from...” I gazed off into the woods. Her hand massaged my thigh, and she looked at me closely while she waited.

I turned back to her.
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I smiled at Skyler. “So, can we go home after dinner?”

“Casey! You didn’t finish.” She squeezed my thigh hard.

“Ouch!”

“Finish!”

“Finish what?”

“Damn you, Casey! Answer my question. If you went back to being the old you, would you have me for a girlfriend or wife?

I kissed her lips lightly, and she pulled away, glaring at me.

“Tell me!”

“Okay. Wife. Will you marry me?”

Her eyes lit up and she wrapped her arms around me and hugged and kissed me. “Yes, yes, yes, a million times, yes.”

I laughed. “I never thought I’d be marrying my best friend when I came out to visit him. But he’s become more than a best friend, and I love her even more.” I kissed her deeply on the lips.

We sat back, and Skyler rested her head on my shoulder. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too. You made it possible for me to say it to you.”

We ordered a series of seven tapas along with small pours of wine with each. The pairings they devised for the different dishes were perfect. We followed with absinthe drips and then espressos. By the time we were done, I was refreshed, satisfied, buzzed, alert, and horny as a goat.

“So, princess,” Sky said, “what’s next? Wouldn’t it be fun for us to go dancing? It’s much more fun in heels and a dress than in our old clothes.” She had a grin and her eyes sparkled. Her hand ran through my hair, her head tilted. “Please? I think you’ll love it.”

“But—”

“Don’t worry about guys. They won’t be a problem.”

“Promise?”

“Promise. Not a problem at all.”

“Okay.” I paid the bill while she cleaned up some text messages. All I wanted now was to be with her at home, but I couldn’t deny her the treat of dancing, since she seemed so enthusiastic about it and she promised me men wouldn’t be a problem.

“There. All caught up on texts.” She grinned like a Cheshire cat. “This is going to be so much fun for us. It’ll open your eyes to a new world of pleasure. Truly enlightening. Something new for you to indulge in—even better than the dinner we just had.”

She took me by the hand, and we walked out to the valet. I couldn’t imagine dancing would be such an enlightening experience, but evidently Skyler loved it.
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I watched her driving as the new girl she was to me. She was even more stunning. She glanced at me, my legs crossed, my hands in my lap. She smiled. “Still hard under that dress, Casey?”

My face flushed and I nodded.

“Feel free to wrap it in the lining of the dress and let it slip against it. It feels so nice. Go ahead. It’s okay. I want you to. It’s part of the evening’s newly available pleasures. Do it for me. Be a good girl.”

I couldn’t resist. It was heavenly. I had to be careful, though.

She glanced and smiled at me. “That’s a good girl. I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself like you deserve to. It shows me you trust me, and we can both share in the other’s pleasure. I am going to be your wife, after all.”

The ride went quickly; I held Skyler’s hand while she drove and caressed myself through the dress. When we got there, I was solidly filled with sensuality throughout my body and under my dress.

We were carded at the door. 120-beats-per-minute music thumped a primal, sexual beat, driving arousal, happiness, sensuality, and amorousness—talk about subliminal influence. Tyler scanned the place as she led me by the hand through the musically impassioned crowd. I was affected by it in my current state probably more than any of them. I throbbed under my dress, and the tip rubbed the silky lining. It was divine.

She stopped walking, looking around.

I leaned down to her and spoke into her ear. “I don’t think we’ll get a seat. Wanna go home?”

“Don’t worry. We’ll find something.”

She continued to walk toward the back, away from the loud music of the dance floor, the packed tables, and the bar area to a section with curved booths and dimmed lights and candles on the tables.

Skyler pointed “There. See, we have a seat.” She tugged on my hand. I held her back.

“Wait. There are two guys there. You said we weren’t going to be with guys.”

“No, I didn’t. I said they wouldn’t be a problem, and they won’t be. Suck it up, girl, and don’t be such a sissy.” She tugged my hand and led us to the booth.

“Hi, guys! Mind if we join you? I’m Skyler and this is Casey.”

I smiled and said hi. They stood, held their hands out and introduced themselves, shaking my hand.

“Hi, John. Hi, Bill. Nice to meet you both,” I said. They motioned for us to slide into the booth. Shit. We’d be between the two of them.

I slid into the booth, holding the short hem of my dress under me as I did, and Skyler slid in from the other side. We met in the middle, and the guys slid in beside us.

“It’s really busy tonight, isn’t it? Glad we got the booth early.”

“Yes. Perfect timing. I’m glad you found one. Now we have some company, and we don’t have to stand in the crowd getting drinks spilled on us. Right, Casey?”

My heart raced in my chest as Bill, sitting next to me, leaned in toward us, and his hard thigh pressed against mine. “Uh, yeah, right.” He smiled and nodded as he took me in and said, “It would be a shame for you girls to get drinks splashed on those beautiful dresses. You both look so stunning.” His bright eyes flitted around my face. I wondered if he knew I was a fake.

I gave him a closed-lipped smile. “Thanks. That’s kind of you to say.”

The waitress came over and we all ordered drinks.

His hand pressed on my stockinged thigh, and he looked into my eyes as he said, “Not kind. Truthful. You’re beautiful. So pretty.” He slid his hand up my thigh. I crossed my legs and tucked myself between them. His hand slid on my top leg. “So silky too. Most women don’t even wear stockings. I love them.”

“Oh, do you? What’s your favorite brand to wear?”

He laughed and moved himself closer to me, pressing his hips and thigh against mine and said, “Silly girl. I don’t wear them. I love you wearing them, though—they must feel nice to wear.”

“They do. You should try it.”

“I would if I wasn’t six foot three. I’d look pretty silly in them, I think. If I could even find any to fit.”

“True.” I laughed at the thought of it.

Our drinks showed up. I immediately downed the one she brought and ordered another.

Bill raised his eyebrows at me and said, “Wow. Thirsty girl. Must be in the mood to party tonight.”

“Uh, yeah.”

Skyler, her one hand under the table with John’s, lifted her drink to me. “That’s okay, Casey. Enjoy yourself. We’re on vacation and it’s your birthday.”

“It is?”

“Of course.” She looked at each of them. “It’s her birthday in a special, double-secret kind of way.” She winked at me and giggled.

The guys lifted their drinks to me. “Happy birthday, Casey.”

Bill’s hand slid on my thigh again and squeezed it. “Gosh, this is great, isn’t it? What a night.”

“Yeah.”

“Wanna dance?”

I looked at Skyler. She nodded quickly with her eyes wide open. “Let’s.”

The guys let us out of the booth, then they took each of us by the hand and led us though the crowd to the dance floor. We found openings in the middle and began to dance. It was more fun in heels and a dress. I could feel my breasts jiggling and the dress caressing my thighs and my hardness beneath it. The heels made me move much nicer too.

Bill and John were pretty darn good-looking guys, not like Skyler and I were. I mean, they were handsome men, and I could see they liked us from the hardness in their pants. It was somehow flattering and arousing to see them react like that.

After we had our fill of dancing, they led us back to our booth. We slid in the same way we’d been before. Skyler spoke softly into my ear. “Having fun?”

“Not bad. I’m relaxed enough to enjoy it. Just worried Bill or John might find out we’re fakes.”

“Oh, that’s so easy. They won’t. Just control the situation and don’t let them find out. Men are so easy. You’ll see.”

I felt Bill’s big hand on my thigh and quickly crossed my legs again, trapping myself between my thighs. I turned to him. “Thanks for the dance. That was fun.”

“Glad you enjoyed it. I did too. You were so hot to watch. You move so sexily.” His hand squeezed my thigh. He took my hand from my lap and placed it on his crotch, pressing my palm on his hardness. My heart raced. “See how sexy you are?” My eyes burst wide open.

I could feel how large he was as he pressed his hips up while holding my palm on it. “Don’t look so shocked. I’m sure all guys react like this to you. I’m just giving you a compliment.”

I couldn’t resist squeezing it through his pants, feeling the thickness and heft of it.

“That’s it,” he said. “Feel how happy you make me.”

He took his hand from mine on his lap and slid it on my thigh, trying to press it between my legs. I clenched them tight. “Uh, thanks.” I took my hand from him, waved the waitress over, and ordered another drink. His hand remained in place on my leg, driving me wild with his caresses. I throbbed between my legs and bounced a foot under the table, making myself even more aroused.

I watched Skyler, who was obviously playing with John beneath the table while she smiled, and they talked like old friends. I looked around the place. No one cared—the tablecloths went almost to the floor, and no one could see. I thought about how exciting it was to feel Bill’s compliment for my allure, and I throbbed some more. It wasn’t bad at all. It was very exciting, actually. But I couldn’t allow him to find out what I was.

“What’s the matter, Casey?” he asked as his hand glided on my leg.

“Nothing. Just observing everyone.”

“Yeah, I like people-watching too. I really like watching you.”

I turned to look into his eyes—bright smiling eyes above a flash of teeth. His head tilted, and he ran a finger across my forehead, moving some stray hairs. “Love your hair too. Love all of you. Let me make you feel good like you were making me feel good. I owe you.” He slid his hand, trying to get me to open my legs.

“Uh...that’s okay. Just caress my leg and let me make you feel good. That feels really nice.”

I put my hand back under the table and squeezed him through his pants. He looked around, then reached under the table, unzipping and opening his pants. He pulled out his whole package and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. “There, now you can get a better grip on it. Your hand is so soft.”

I smiled nervously at him. My drink came, and I downed half of it, adding to my buzz and helping my heart to slow. I stroked him, looking into his eyes. The music thumped in the background, lubricating my arousal further.

“Mmm, yes, Casey. That’s so nice.” His hand tried to get between my legs again but couldn’t. I had to get him taken care of, or eventually he’d get between them and find my secret and kill us both.

I looked over at Skyler. She was gone. I panicked. John smiled and pointed under the table, his arms resting on the back of the booth. I felt a tug on my dress and lifted the tablecloth. Sky was smiling and waved for me to join her. I looked around and slid under. She whispered to me, “The safest bet is to suck him off. Then he’ll stop trying to get between our legs. You can do it.”

She went between John’s legs and grabbed him, then sucked him up, her head bobbing on it, her hands working it and his shaved globes.

I took a deep breath and knelt on my napkin, which I’d placed on the floor between Bill’s legs. I reached for his cock and wrapped both hands around it. I stroked it with both hands—gazing at my long, painted nails as my fingers wrapped around his thick, velvety shaft. I couldn’t believe it was me doing that to him, but as I looked at my hands, it looked perfectly natural, like a girl with her boyfriend.

He touched my head, trying to get me to take it into my mouth. I stared at it and moved closer. I sniffed his cologne. I tentatively licked the tip with my tongue, and he twitched. I tasted a bit of saltiness. I licked it again, running my tongue around the head.

His hands grabbed my head and pulled me closer. I opened my mouth and tried to engulf the head. My lips spread wide, taking it in while I ran my tongue around it. He moved my head so all of it was in my mouth. I squeezed it and stroked it with both hands and bobbed my head on it.

It was a strange sensation—him squeezing my head and thrusting lightly through my hands and into my face. The soft, firm, silky skin slid on my tongue and lips while I throbbed under my dress, my tip rubbing the fabric and oozing.

It impassioned me immensely to be arousing him so much. It was as if my mouth had sexual nerve endings; it felt so good to have him inside it. I immersed myself in the process and multiplied my efforts to maximize his pleasure.

He responded with little thrusts and a good grip on my head. I could tell he was loving it as much as I was. His fingers wrapped tightly in my hair and held me fast, and then all of a sudden, he stopped thrusting.

I felt his shaft swell as the first gush made it through my hands and into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily, thrilled at what I had achieved. I ran my tongue around his shaft, and he held it there for me while I swallowed one gush after another. My body tensed and I lifted slightly, pressing the tip of my rigidness against the satin lining of my dress. While he was in his last spurts, I started spurting. I swallowed his last remnants, ran my tongue around his fantastic pole, and he withdrew it from my face.

I caught my breath beneath the table, realizing what I had just done. I was disgusted with myself. I slid back up, feeling the wet fabric of my dress against my thigh. My face was flushed. I couldn’t look at him. I grabbed my purse and muttered, “I, uh, excuse me. I have to...” I ran off to the ladies’ room.

Skyler was seated with John when I went past her, and her eyes widened with concern.

In the bathroom, I took a stall. I wiped off my stockings and dress and flushed the tissue. I went back out, washed my hands, and checked my lipstick and hair in the mirror. My eyes welled up, but I held back the tears.

Skyler appeared alongside me, her hand on my shoulder. She looked at me in the mirror. “What’s wrong, Casey? What happened?”

I struggled to unchoke myself so I could talk, my hands waving. I held up a finger and looked at her through my blurry eyes.

“Are you crying? Please, don’t cry.” She rubbed my shoulder. “Relax and tell me what’s wrong.”

I nodded. Took deep breaths. I settled down.

“There. That’s a good girl. Now, tell me what I can do.”

“Nothing. I uh. I just...”

“Did you do what I did to John? Did you make Bill feel really, really good?”

I nodded.

“Good girl! So what’s wrong?”

I looked around the empty bathroom and then lifted my hem, showing her my now limp self and the wet spots on my stockings and lining. I lowered the dress again. “I can’t believe I did that. I feel so dirty and freaky. A guy masquerading as a girl. I even got so excited by doing it...I must be gay. I feel like an idiot.”

“Oh, honey. It’s okay. You don’t need to feel bad. You should feel good. Bill showed you how sexy and exciting you are. You showed yourself how wonderfully good it can be to satisfy a real man that way. It’s all part of you growing up and becoming who you are inside.”

I shook my head. “Why do you think I want to be like that?”

“Casey, you’re just like me. We always have been. Stop denying your true self. You’re not a femboy anymore—you’re a girl now. You just need to accept it.”

“I want to go home. I feel so stupid.”

“Okay, we will.”

She took her phone out and texted, then put it back. “Sorry, had to take care of that. Let me pee and we can go.”
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In the car, I looked out the window, my legs folded to the side, my hands resting in my lap, the wetness of my dress lining reminding me of what I had done. My mind raced. I had to take care of this, and I had to get back to normal.

Skyler’s hand slid across and tried to grasp mine on the console. I pulled it away. “I need space.”

“It’s okay, honey. Just relax. Stop that senseless chatter in your head and relax. Stop listening to that negative self-talk. Don’t be such a sissy.” She gave a little laugh. “Or maybe I should say, relax and be the sissy you are, like the sissy I am. A happy sissy who loves to please real men.”

“Oh god, Skyler! You have no emotional IQ. Why do you think I’d want to be called a sissy? I’m done with this experiment. Done for good.”

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. I really am. I’ll give you time. I love you. We’re going to get married. Right?”

I looked at her. I couldn’t lose her. “Of course. Man and wife.”

I looked out the window. “Tomorrow we get me some jeans and a shirt and shoes, and guys’ underwear so I don’t have to be this way until my bags arrive. I need to stabilize.”

“Okay, honey. I can go out and get them for you if you want.”

I nodded.

We got home. “You have any smokes? I need a drink too. I have to stop my mind from racing around.”

“Of course.”

I mixed a drink while she dug in a drawer and found a pack of Virginia Slims. “Want one?”

“Sure.”

I made a drink for her, and we went out on the patio. We sat together on the wicker couch. I crossed my legs, feeling the silky stockings slip against each other. Skyler handed me the pack of smokes and a lighter. I lit one, looking at my long, painted nails as my fingers held the feminine smoke. I took a deep drag, feeling the rush of nicotine, and I blew out the smoke in rings. “I may have to start smoking again. This feels so good.” I sipped my drink.

Skyler took the pack from me and lit one. “Mmm, they are wonderful. I’m so glad I can just smoke them now and then. Maybe you’ll be able to too.”

“I plan on it. Just this one for now.” I took a deep drag. “God, I feel so much better now. Thank you. This drink will calm me too.”

“Good. See? You just need to adjust a little.”

I bounced my crossed leg, enjoying the feeling and the breeze as it blew on my legs. “Yeah, I’ll adjust by being the old me.”

“Casey. Really? Look at you. Bouncing your leg in your heels, loving the feeling of the silky stockings on your legs, holding your cigarette and drink with your pinky out. Most certainly smelling your fragrant perfume on you. There, that now. The way you moved your cigarette to your drink hand so you could flip your hair and feel your earring. This is you and... even not being aroused, it’s you.”

I took a deep breath, feeling my breasts heave on my chest and seeing the cleavage I had. I looked at the pretty rings on my fingers, loving how my hands looked so nice with them and the painted nails.

“That’s it. Think about it, honey. I’m right and you know it. Tell me you aren’t more comfortable this way. Look me in the eye and tell me.” Her hand fell to my thigh and she caressed it.

“Uh, well, maybe this is more comfortable and more pleasant. Maybe it feels nice to be this way.” I looked into her lovely eyes as she gazed lovingly at me, her head tilted. “But... it isn’t me.”

She smirked. Sipped her drink. Dragged on her smoke and blew out a long stream. She shook her head. “We’ll see. You enjoyed tonight. All you have to do is admit that and admit that you’re really a girl inside, and all your internal conflicts will disappear.” She patted my leg and kissed my lips lightly. “I love you either way.” She slugged down her drink. “Ready to go to sleep? All this stress has made me very tired. You must be too.”

I emptied my drink and stood. I took her by the hand and she got to her feet. We hugged, her breasts crushing mine. “I am. Let’s go.”


7

When I woke in the morning, a pair of jeans and a white shirt were laid out on the chair in the bedroom, along with a pair of loafers and some black socks. I showered quickly and put them on, put in my black stud earrings, then went to the kitchen.

Skyler beamed at me and put her arms out to give me a hug. Her wonderful perfume wafted to my nose. I smelled her fresh hair. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me lightly on the lips, then leaned back and smiled at me. “I see you found the clothes. I found the jeans in my Salvation Army bag. Even though they’re girls’, they don’t look so much like they are, and I thought the blouse and shoes looked more like men’s clothes too. Will they work for you?”

I laughed. “I guess. Still wearing panties though.”

“Feeling better this morning?”

“Much.” I looked in the pan. “Mmm. Thanks for breakfast. That looks delectable.”

“You’re welcome. Grab some coffee and juice. It’ll be done in a second.”

I filled a cup and a glass and sat at the table, watching her. She was wearing a denim mini, beige tank top, and some beige, high wedge shoes, looking as gorgeous as ever. She wore a flower in her hair. She was all woman. Not a hint of male in her.

She placed a plate before me and sat with hers. She smiled and we started eating. She watched me as she chewed then said, “You put your hair in a ponytail.”

“More male.”

“You still look like you could be a girl, you know.”

I held my hand out to her, showing her my fake painted nails. “These definitely make me look like a girl. How do I get them off?”

“Well, you can soak them or take the chance of wrecking your nails by popping them off.”

“What do you have to soak them in?”

“We’d need a bunch of nail polish remover. I have only a little. We could get some, I guess.”

“Good.”

We finished eating and I took a smoke from the pack of Virginia Slims in the drawer and took it outside with me. We sat in the sunshine, the fragrance of the lilac bush soothing me. I lit the cigarette.

“What? Still nervous, honey?”

“No, just want the pleasure, that’s all.”

She watched me smoke it as she sipped her coffee. “Shouldn’t you be holding that like a man if you’re going to masquerade as one? And what about how you’re sitting? Maybe you should lower your pinky while sipping your coffee too.”

“Oh, Skyler.” I tried to adjust my mannerisms. I crossed an ankle on my other knee, pulled in my pinky, adjusted my cigarette. “Better?”

“I don’t know. Is it? I prefer you the other way, but you’re the one who wants to be macho.” She ran her hands on her silky thighs. “This sun feels so nice on my legs. You should take your pants off and get some sun.”

“That’s okay.” I watched her lean back and feel the sun on her face. She pulled her skirt up until the bottom of her pink panties showed, exposing more leg to the sun. I throbbed in my panties.

Her head back on the chair with her eyes closed, Sky said, “So, what do you feel like doing today? We can go to the park, the river walk, go shopping, hang out here, see a movie, go to the museum, go out for a long lunch. Whatever you feel like. What does my big strong man want to do, hmm?” She licked her painted lips, lifted her head, and looked at me.

“I just want to be with you as myself. That’s all.”

“We can get some groceries, and you can be a man and do some grilling. We could smoke some ribs, cook some corn, drink iced tea and wine and drinks later.”

“That sounds nice. I’d love that. A nice leisurely day with my buddy.”

“Yeah. Okay. Let’s go shopping and then we can come home, and I can get dressed real nice for my boyfriend and our private garden party.”

“Get dressed, huh?”

“Yes. I like being dressed sexy and pretty. Especially with you. I wanna look my best.”

“Am I okay in these clothes then?”

“Sure, you look very cute. Cute like a girl trying to masquerade as a boy.”

“Skyler!”

“Whatever.” She laughed.

We finished our coffees and went to the store. With my hands in my pockets, I said to the butcher at the meat counter, “I’ll take two racks of the baby backs, please.”

“Yes, miss.”

Skyler laughed and jabbed me in the ribs. I gave her a smirk and took the ribs from him. “Thank you.”

“Anything else, miss?” he asked, smiling at me.

“No, thanks.”

We moved on and went to the bakery, where I got the same type of reception. Then at the cash register from a girl. Then buying alcohol and smokes at another shop. By the time we were done, Skyler was happy as hell. “So, pretty girl, I think that guy you bought the bourbon from was pretty hot for you. He was cute too.”

“Oh, stop it, Skyler. It’s these damn nails.”

“You had your hands in your pockets, princess. C’mon. I know you get those types of reactions all the time. You have to. It’s how you look with those pretty eyelashes and that soft face. You couldn’t even grow a beard if you wanted to, could you?”

I shook my head.

“Then why not enjoy being a girl? It’s what you like better.” She lifted the last bag from the cart into the trunk.

“Let’s go home.”

I watched her drive, her sexy legs, her breasts rubbing her arm when she turned the wheel. Her pretty, painted nails on the steering wheel. I knew how nice it felt to be her. What is my problem? My problem is I’m a man... Aren’t I?”
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We put the groceries away, and I prepared the ribs and the tinfoil packets of mesquite chips to smoke them. I got them started on the grill to smoke all afternoon. We made a salad together and a pitcher of iced tea.

“I’ll get changed now, okay, Casey?”

“Sure. I’ll be on the patio.”

I took another Virginia Slim and an iced tea out and sat down, watching as the smoke began to drift upward from the grill. The smell of the mesquite leant a relaxed, lazy feeling to the day. I looked at my long, painted fingernails as I smoked the cig. They were so sexy and pretty. Then I remember we forgot to get more nail polish remover so I could soak them off. Oh well. No one else would see me today.

Skyler came out dressed in ultra-high heels, sheer thigh-high stockings; I could just see the lace tops under a short, revealing clubbing dress. She was hard beneath it, and it showed, pressed up against her. I could even make out the shape of the head under the thin fabric. My jaw dropped.

“How do I look? Is it too obvious for you, me looking like this?” She rubbed herself through the dress with her palm while she licked her lips.

I shook my head. “Uh, no. I mean, it’s what you are... I mean, you look stunning, erotic, beautiful.”

She sat next to me and poured herself an iced tea. Her perfume merged with the sweet smell of mesquite. She placed her hand on my thigh and leaned in to give me a gentle peck on the lips. “Good. I’m glad you’re beginning to accept who I am now. Maybe it’ll help you accept who you really are.”

“I know who I am.”

“Really?” She sat back, looking me in the eye, and squeezed her breast through the dress. She pinched her nipple. She caressed her stockinged leg. “Ungh, this feels so good. Why don’t you go and get dressed, little girl?”

I took a deep breath, stood, and field-stripped my smoke, then put the butt in the bushes. I turned to her. “Because I might do things I don’t want to do, like I did with Bill. And then I’ll regret it again.”

“That’s because you’re letting your old paradigms define who you are. I’ll stop. Sit with me and let’s enjoy this beautiful day.”

I sat and she leaned her head on my shoulder. I took my hand and placed it on her leg, then slid it. “Caress me, honey,” she murmured. “You know how good it feels to have someone do that.”

I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her close while I caressed her silky leg. I remembered how good it felt to me to have that done. I remembered the whole experience. Everything about it. I thought about how I made Bill feel, and I throbbed in my panties as I remembered wetting my dress while I swallowed his passion for me.

Skyler rubbed me through my pants. “See? It’s exciting you, thinking about being a girl last night. Thinking about how good it felt wearing girls’ clothing. That made you think about the excitement you had with Bill. How enamored he was with you. Right? How you loved consuming his passion?” I throbbed in my pants, and she squeezed it tight.

My face flushed. “Uh...”

“Admit it. All girls love to do that.”

“Skyler!” I stood up and moved a new smoke pack into the grill and closed the lid. I turned back to her.

She pointed to my hard-on in my jeans. “Busted again!” She laughed. “You just like to fight with yourself. Go get dressed. I’ll call Bill and John and invite them over.”

“What? You have their numbers?”

“Of course. I’ve known them a long time.”

“You set me up!”

“I didn’t want to find you someone unclean, or someone who wouldn’t understand our special parts beneath our dresses. I have several other handsome, understanding friends as well, if Bill didn’t suit you.”

“I sucked him off to keep him from finding out.”

“See? It worked. You had to distract him from you. That was your initial motivation. But now you know that they know what we are—and how they love it. We can just call them up and they’d come over.”

I sat back down next to her. “You deceived me.”

“Just a little. It worked. You loved it until your old self came back.”

I held my head in my hands.

“Don’t be upset, silly. Go change and I’ll invite them over.”

“No. I don’t want them here right now.”

“Well, then just go change at least.”

“No. Want a drink? It’s cocktail hour.”

“Sure.”

I made us drinks. We sat out on the patio enjoying the weather, and Skyler stayed away from the subject. I watched her as she uprooted some weeds and picked a flower, sniffed it, and put it in her hair, walked around in her heels, sat, and caressed her legs. It drove me nuts seeing how good she felt being herself as I sat there in jeans and loafers.

We ate dinner and drank espressos as the sun set. I caressed her, kissing her, feeling her breasts, her stroking me and rubbing me. She unzipped my pants and took me in her mouth. I watched as she enjoyed pleasing me while looking up in my eyes. I remembered how good it was when I did that to Bill and imagined it again. “Ungh, stop, stop.” I pulled her head off.

“What’s wrong?”

“I don’t want to finish. I want to make love to you like a man would.”

She kissed me deeply on the lips, then stood and took me by the hand. “I can’t wait.” She led me into the bedroom.

I stripped off my clothes and slid onto the satin sheets where she was lying back on the pillow, smiling up at me, her arms out. I slid between her legs, pushing them back by her thighs. She pulled aside her panties, her rod springing into the air. She reached to the nightstand and lubed my shaft, then guided me toward her.

I pressed the tip against her as I looked into her eyes. She pushed her hips toward me, and I slid part way in. We both pressed together, and I made it past the gate and into her. She let out a little gasp, as did I.

“Uh, god, you feel so good.” I stroked her hair.

I squeezed her breasts and she looked up at me, her heels flailing in the air as I thrusted into her. She said, “Make love to me, honey. Fill me with your passion.”

I humped her like a rabbit, my breath choppy from the exertion, whimpering with joy, looking into her eyes. I could see her shaft at the edge of my vision, making circles in the air with pearl drops flying off.

We locked eyes, and Skyler’s went wide. “That’s it. That’s it, baby, don’t stop... I’m almost there,” she whimpered. “Hmm, huh… uh, yes.”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I rammed her hard and deep and held it there. I looked down. Skyler was shooting strings of pearls onto her belly and stockings as I swelled and shrank inside her, shooting my love for her into her, our bodies tense, her toes pointed in her heels above her head.

I collapsed on her bare breasts, and we both struggled to catch our breaths. I kissed her cheeks all over. She stroked my hair. “That was fabulous. You made me feel like a woman. Thank you.”

I laughed. “It was fantastic. I felt connected to you.”

“Oh, honey, you should feel what I felt. That was fantastic, and talk about a connection! Having you deep inside me when you release all your passion into me is a feeling beyond compare. You need to experience it.”

“Huh? No way. That’s gross.”

“Was it gross for you?”

“No.”

“Then why would it be gross?”

“Having someone in there seems dirty. Besides, I’m a guy.”

She chortled. “Again, huh? Okay. I know what to do. Don’t worry, your best buddy and wife has it all figured out. We can talk about it tomorrow. Go to sleep, my love. I want to fall into the bliss you just now created for us, in my dreams.”
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I woke in the morning, checked the front door for my baggage, which wasn’t there, then showered, put on a silky robe, a pair of Skyler’s flip-flops, and made us breakfast.

Skyler came out still dressed from the night before and clicked in her heels around the kitchen, making coffee and setting the table. We sat down to eat.

“Sleep well, my love?” she asked.

“Very. Like on a cloud.”

“Me too. Sweet dreams too. You were in girl mode again and loving it. You were being made love to and beside yourself with joy and pleasure. It was beautiful.”

“Sounds like a nightmare not a dream.”

“Oh, come now. You know how good it feels to be me. You must wonder how good it feels to be made love to.”

I shrugged my shoulders and gave her a closed-lipped smile while I chewed. I went back to eating.

“Oh, you. Okay. Today’s gonna be a good day. We’re together.”

“Right. Together.”

We finished eating and cleaned up. Skyler wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned back. “You’re so short without heels.” She giggled and kissed my lips quickly a few times. “But so cute.”

I laughed and slapped her bottom. “Be good.”

“I am. Now go take a poop, shower, and use the attachment in the shower. You need to see how good it feels to be really clean.”

“Attachment?”

“Yeah, the one hanging there. It’s a butt cleaner. Try it. You’ll like it. Just poop first. Trust me. Do your usual routine shaving and all, and then do that.”

I rolled my eyes. “If you insist.”

“I insist. If you do that, I’ll give you a morning treeeeat.” She licked her lips, then made her cheek poke out with her tongue.

“Mmm, how could I resist that?”

I showered and did as she asked. It felt good to be so clean. I dried my hair, put on fresh panties and socks and my jean-and-shirt outfit. I went out on the patio, where Skyler was reading the news on her phone, bouncing a heel over her leg, and sipping a mug of coffee. She looked up smiling. “All clean?”

“Yup. It felt good too.”

“Good.” She had me come over to her, then unzipped my jeans and lowered them and my panties to my ankles. With her wonderful talents and her gorgeous face, she looked into my eyes and made quick work of emptying me into her mouth. I struggled to keep my knees from buckling when I whimpered. As soon as she was done, I sat down.

Before I could pull my pants up, she slipped a plastic ring around my balls.

“Hey, what’s that?”

“Shut up, stay still, and think of baseball.”

She slid a plastic hood with a hole in it over my shaft, pressing it down until I shrank and they met. She padlocked the device together. “There. No more playing with that for a while.”

“Why’re you doing this?”

“You’ll see. Get on the couch on your knees.”

“Let me pull my pants up.”

“No. Crawl up there.”

I did. Soon I felt a wet, cold something slip between my butt cheeks and then push into my ass.

“Hey!”

“Relax.”

She pumped it up with a bulb, making it swell inside me, then removed the hose. “Okay, stand up.”

I stood and pulled up my panties and pants and tucked my shirt in. “What do you have up your sleeve? Why are you doing this to me?”

“It’s training. It’ll break your old paradigms and free you to decide what’s better for you without all your silly prejudices. I’m sorry, but it had to be done so you can see more clearly.”

I took a deep breath and sat beside her. She took her phone out, tapped it a few times, and the plug inside me hummed silently to life. It gave me pulses of vibration as Skyler looked at me and changed the settings on her phone.

“Ungh, god.” I grabbed the side of the couch.

“Good?”

“Ugh, a little much.” I shuddered in the seat.

She flicked her fingers on her phone again. “Better?”

“Good.”

“Feels nice, doesn’t it?”

“Weird nice.”

“Good. Ready to be a girl again?”

“No.”

“Follow me.” She led me into the house and into the great room. She had me sit in the recliner. She started laughing wildly. The next thing I knew she had me tied up, with the knots in back of the chair. “There.”

She turned on the TV and navigated to a web site, then let it run. “Watch this until you’re ready to be a girl like you’re meant to be. I’m gonna shower and change.”

“No, wait.”

She left. I watched sissy hypnos, interviews with gorgeous girls like Skyler who told their stories and how they found themselves, more sissy hypnos. I was swelled in my cage and oozing from it into my panties, the plug cycling and sending ripples of pleasure into me.

Skyler came out, stretching. “Sorry, I figured I’d take a nap, seeing you didn’t want to do anything today.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“But you did when you said you wouldn’t be the girl inside. Have you changed your mind?” She sat on my lap and put her arm around me. She smiled, her eyes flitting around my face. “Want to be the pretty girl you are? Or not.”

I nodded. “I guess I have to.”

“Don’t you want to? Didn’t the videos help you see better?”

“The interviews were insightful. The hypnos did make me fill my cage.”

“Don’t you want to feel fem again? Pretty? Sexy? Confident?”

I thought about it. It did make me feel that way when I had dressed before. “I guess I do. I did enjoy it.”

“Good. You will even more once your old beliefs and prejudices are shattered. Don’t worry now, princess—those things are as fragile as porcelain, and they’ll be in pieces soon with your new self rising like a phoenix from the flames.”

She shut off the TV and untied me. As I did my makeup, hair, eyeshadow, and lipstick, I thought about my beliefs and paradigms. They were no more than a way of looking at things, lenses that colored attitudes and perceptions. Skyler had no such bindings. Maybe I’d be freed too. I changed earrings. I was becoming a pretty girl again instead of a drab boy. I throbbed in my cage; the plug sent ripples through me.

I slid on silky, sheer, thigh-high stockings and a bra matching my panties, with the gel forms making cleavage. I slid on some high wedge heels, a white denim mini, and a pink tank top. I checked myself in the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me. I filled my purse and went out to Skyler. “Ready.”

“Good girl! See how nice you look. I bet it feels really nice too.”

I felt my face flush and nodded sheepishly. “It does. Doesn’t mean it’s right.”

“Whatever. You make me so amorous seeing you so pretty. Will you do me a favor?” She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties aside. She stroked it as she gazed lovingly in my eyes.

I couldn’t resist. I knelt in front of her and took her in my mouth, massaged her globes, and stroked her shaft as I watched her eyes gazing down at me.

This was even better than Bill. I was giving the woman I loved pleasure, and it was giving me just as much. I throbbed and oozed in my cage as the plug cycled. Skyler came lusciously in my mouth as she held my head; her wide-open eyes looked into mine. I swallowed every drop greedily.

She patted my head. “I’m so proud of you. You enjoyed that, right?” She tucked herself away and helped me to stand.

“I did love it. I loved seeing your face and giving you that pleasure. It was better than Bill’s was.”

“Good. Now I know my wife won’t be put off doing that for me like I wouldn’t be for her. One more step to go.”

“One more step and I can take this cage off?”

She fixed my hair, wiped a drip off my chin, and had me lick it off her finger. “Right. One more.”

“Let’s do it.”

“But honey, I’m not hard anymore. I’d never get it in your sweet bottom right now. Maybe we should find someone who could.”

“I’ll never do that. No.”

“We’ll see. The cage doesn’t come off until you do. Your choice. Let’s go for a walk in this beautiful weather, my pretty wife.” She winked and took my hand.
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We strolled in the fresh air, hand in hand; people smiled and said hi as we passed by. Each step in my high wedge heels made my breasts tug on my chest and the cage tug on my package. My hips swayed and the plug massaged me deliciously. The sweet scent of the air, the colors of the flowers and greenery, the air on my legs, the sounds of the birds and animals... all of it was so vivid. It was as if I had entered a new way of perceiving reality.

“Skyler, everything is so... so... much more right now. Every sense seems heightened. Are you like that all the time?”

“Most. The mundane can take me from it, but just being who I am now and being so much more than I was, it fills the brain with serotonin and all the feel-good drugs our bodies make naturally. So for me, normally, yes, the world is a nicer place, more intense, vivid, pleasant.

“That’s wild. I never would have imagined.”

She squeezed my hand, nodded, and smiled at me as we walked. “This is why I knew you had to experience it all. It’s a life-changer.”

I nodded and we walked and walked and walked. We ate a relaxing, sensual lunch at an outdoor bistro. “Are you ready yet? I’d like to stuff you with something else beside that plug.” She gazed lovingly at me. Squeezed my hand.

The plug shot off, I wriggled in my seat, bounced a foot, hard in the cage. “Uh, I uh…” I imagined seeing her making love to me. But having her in me? “I...”

“You’re ready. I know I am. Let’s go home.”
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Back at the house, we had a drink and a smoke on the patio while Skyler caressed my legs, and we kissed and hugged on and off. I was so in love with her, and I wanted to be able to have her make love to me. I wanted the connection it would give us. I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. “I’m ready if you are.”

“Gosh, you make it sound like it’s the electric chair. Good. I’m glad you built up your courage.” She stood and took me by the hand. We walked inside and into the bedroom.

Skyler pulled back the covers. She deflated my plug and took it out, leaving me feeling empty. “Slip onto the bed, honey.”

I slid onto the mattress, and she slid between my legs. She pressed my thighs back, guided her hardness toward me and looked into my eyes. She lifted my rigidly filled cage up and out of the way, tugging on it while she pressed herself into me. My hips automatically pressed against her to get it in. I wanted it badly now.

She looked into my eyes, and her eyes rolled as she penetrated me. I gasped and oozed from my cage. She lay down on me, her lips on my neck, her breasts pressing against mine. She crushed me to her as she thrusted in and out.

“Ungh, god, Sky.”

“Okay, baby?”

“God, yes.”

She lifted herself to look into my eyes while she held my legs pressed back; my heels flailed in the air above me, my toes pointed. The lock clattered on the cage with each thrust, and her shaft sent a shot of pleasure into me each time, forcing out a drip to go down the side of my cage.

I put both my hands on her ass and dug my long nails into her, making her go faster and harder. She pounded me over and over, each time making me feel as if I might come at any second. I was riding on the edge, and yet it was as powerful as if I were already coming.

Her face contorted and she bit her lip, looking into my eyes. “This is it, baby, ready?”

I nodded quickly and squeezed her ass tight.

Her voice squeaking with each thrust, she drove into me hard and fast a few times as she looked into my eyes. I began to come in earnest from the cage, pearls flying off it. Then she held it all the way inside me, and I felt her shaft swell and shrink. Her body shuddered and shook. I whimpered from the pleasure as I finished coming through the cage.

When she was done, she gave one more long thrust into me, then fell onto me, panting. I stroked her hair. “I love you so much. That was heavenly.”

She breathed in my ear, “I love you too, my wife.”

We lay there catching our breath until she shrank inside me and popped out. She rolled off me. “Phew, that was fabulous.”

“It was.”

“What do you want to do now? Maybe we should give Bill and John a call?”
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We took a shower together and redid our hair and makeup and then dressed to go out for dinner. “So, you didn’t answer me, Casey. Do you want me to call Bill and John or maybe some other guys I know for dates tonight? You need to experience real men too. Girls like us are nice, but real men are special as well.”

“But what about us?”

“That won’t change us. Those are strictly entertainment relationships. A real man can widen your views. I hate to say it, but before we get married, you need to know if I’ll be enough for you or not. You need to experience a real man.” She slipped her fetishy high heels on and smiled at me as I sat next to her on the bed.

I slid my second silky stocking up and attached it to the garter belt. “Hmm, I see what you’re saying, but I am so satisfied right now, and I’m loving just being feminine and pretty and limp in my panties. I’d like to celebrate with you tonight and stay away from sexual things so I can see if just being a girl feels good without libido as a factor. Normal life will be more like that, and I need to see if I can live that way being a girl. Right now, it feels nice and relaxing and normal.”

She kissed my lips gently; she moved my hair aside and kissed my forehead. “You’re right. Do you agree with me, too, though?”

“You’d risk losing me to a real man?”

“I’ll always be risking it unless you experience it first. Then you can decide if you want to be with a real man permanently, or if you want to use real men for toys the way I like to, or we just stick with each other and forget everyone else. It’s something you’ll end up deciding sooner or later.”

I nodded. “Okay. But for now, I’m just a girl without a libido living as a girl. Okay?”

“Sure, sweetie. Works for me. Let’s just be two pretty girls.”
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We had a wonderful dinner. I delighted in being unaroused and just feeling luscious and feminine with my buddy and wife-to-be. We dined delectably, sensually, my brain awash in the feel-good chemicals, my sensuality high but my sexuality low. Oh, yeah, there was some throbbing in my panties, but nothing to make it a primal focus. It was more getting in tune with my entire self—wonderfully pretty, relaxed, and feeling good about myself.

We went home and relaxed, watched some tube and went to bed. In the morning, we both had our morning wood. Skyler whispered, “Want to be an unaroused woman again?”

“Yes.”

She slid around and took me in to her mouth. I slid around and took her into mine. We drained each other and then had breakfast.

For a few days, every time I was approaching arousal, where I started to feel the libido driving my femininity, Skyler became aware of it, and we resolved it. Sometimes by mouth for each other, sometimes by hand. Other times by making love. Whenever possible, Skyler narrated the event, creating images of Bill in my mind until I released my pent-up libido.

One time, Skyler was slipping herself into me, looking me in the face, and stroking my shaft between us. “See, right now, Bill would be stretching you further.” She slid it in all the way and began to thrust. “Thrusting into you deeper.” She shoved into me and held it there. “His much larger, harder, stronger body and hands will move your body about, fill you with his strength.” She squeezed my thighs and pressed them back, pounding into me while my shaft spun in circles.

“You’ll see the pleasure you’re giving him in his eyes. His energy will saturate you as his shaft penetrates your being and your soul.” She thrusted, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “You’ll see his look of love and lust for a beautiful woman—a woman he delights in filling with himself. You’ll serve as his willing receptacle while you long for his release inside you. The release will fill you with his passion as you both...”

I whimpered, “Oh, god, Sky.”

She grasped my shaft between us, stroked it quickly and thrusted rapidly. Her eyes went wide. I whimpered and shook as she forced sprays of pearls from me between us. Our bodies tensed while she looked into my eyes; I felt her buried shaft swell and shrink, pumping her passion into me.

She collapsed on me, her breath hot and fast. “Can you imagine it?”

“Yes. I can see clearly now.” I stroked her hair, kissed her neck. “God, yes.”

She leaned up and flashed a smile, her eyes wide. “Good girl. I take that as meaning you want it?”

“Very, very much.” I hugged her close to me. “I need it but... I don’t want to leave you.”

“You won’t. I know my buddy—I think. We won’t know until we try. Freedom and fear are like an old married couple. Each of them is willing to die for the other. I’m so happy you’re facing your fears, as am I. Ready to be a lustful girl full of libido?”

“How can I help it now? Trying to quell our libido has made us get rid of our monkeys a few times a day.” I laughed. Seems I got the exact opposite of what I was trying to do. Oh well, it sure was nice.”

She laughed and slid off the bed. She took her phone from her purse.

“What are you doing?”

“Setting up a date with the boys.”
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She left the room and went into the kitchen. I freshened up in the bathroom, looking deep into my eyes and trying to find myself inside me. It was still me. But it wasn’t. I was more. Much more. I smiled as I reapplied my lipstick, fixed my hair, sprayed perfume on. I felt feminine, pretty, confident, lovely, powerful. I was whole, perfect, strong, happy, and harmonious.

I went into the kitchen. Skyler had mixed us drinks, and she was sitting at the island, legs crossed in her heels, bouncing a foot, holding her martini up to me and smiling broadly. “Come toast, girl.”

I sat, crossed my legs, lifted the glass by the stem, relishing my pretty, painted, long nails as my fingers held the glass. I smiled at her. “Okay, so tonight?”

She lowered her drink to the island, as did I. “Oh no, dear. I just spoke to Bill. He’s going to give us a date after he talks to John and so on. He said he’d text me. He’s on a business trip right now.”

She lifted the glass to me, her eyes wide, her smile broad on her painted lips with flashing white teeth. “To my wife having love made to her by a real man... soon... deeply... and well.” She reached the glass out to me.

I felt a smile stretching my face. I clinked her glass gently. “Yes, all of that, and to have me come through the process ending up loving you even more than I do now... wife-to-be.” We sipped.

Her phone received a text. She took it from her purse. Looked at it. Responded and put it away. She had an evil grin on her face. “This is going to be incredible. For both of us. We’re on. Two days from now.”

“Two days?”

“Yes. I think that’ll be good because we can build our libido more. Then it’ll be even more special. Right?”

“If you say so. But we’ve been doing it so frequently. That could be torture.”

“Sweet, sweet torture.”
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We couldn’t even finish our drinks before she instituted the preparatory measures. Skyler was quick to get cages on us both while we were limp, and then we plugged. We took libido-enhancing herbs and supplements. We dressed sensually and dined the same.

We spent the next two days imagining, planning, finding special outfits. Plugs ran inside us all day. We were totally ready and dying for our event. We shaved and bathed each other. Then we removed our cages and carefully cleaned up our anxious shafts.

After a big brunch, we did our clean-out routines to complete the preparation for our real men. I couldn’t believe I was going to go through with it, but I was so excited by the thought... I knew this was how I was meant to be. I knew my old self was gone for good.

We had decided to have the boys over to our house for dinner, and then we could dress much sexier for them. We clattered about the kitchen in our fetishy high stilettos. Skyler turned behind me, and I felt the sweep of the black furry tail she wore so cutely. “Hey, that tickles.”

“I know. I felt yours do that to me earlier. Aren’t they great? Feels so wild having it in me while it swishes behind me with each step.” She turned and stopped me for a moment, wrapping her arms around my neck. She gazed into my eyes. “This is so nice. You look incredible too.”

“Thanks. You picked out the matching outfits. I have to admit, they are special. Extra sexy. Love the corset, gartered black stockings, my wonderful cleavage. By the way, I’ve decided that later I’ll do what you did with implants. I want to be perfect like you.” I kissed her lips gently.

Skyler smiled. “That’s fantastic, honey. You’ll love it.”

My shaft throbbed and bobbed in the air just thinking about completing my feminization.

Skyler said, “I see how the thought of having breasts excites you. She gave my shaft a little squeeze. “And I love the way it stands up in your crotchless panties, all decorated and lifted by the black satin ribbons. I especially love the hot pink, twenty-four-hour lipstick on our tips. That really makes them pop. Such a creative girl you are.”

I grabbed her bobbing shaft, stroked it a few times, wiped the oozing tip with a finger and licked it off.

“Now, now. No wasting the consumables. That’s for the boys. I can’t take much more stimulation right now either.” She removed my hand.

“Speaking of the boys, how much can two guys eat? My gosh, we have enough food for an army. All the oysters and crab legs and shrimp and cheese and meats and crackers. Not to mention all the booze and wine. Seems more like a wedding than a party.”

She laughed as she went back to shucking oysters. Her face reddened; she kept looking down. “Yeah, well, we’ll see. Seemed only right. I wanted my wife’s coming-out party to be something special.”

I kissed her cheek. “It sure will be.”

“Yes, it will.” She giggled. The bell rang. “I’ll get it.” She put down the oyster on the tray, wiped her hand on a towel and clattered to the door, her exposed breasts bouncing, the nipple-noose jewelry spinning on them, her painted, decorated shaft leaping with each step. She opened the door and let Bill and John in. She gave them both hugs and kissed them on the lips, and they both admired her decorated hardness.

John grinned. “Wow! So nice and hard and so pretty in those decorations.” He looked her up and down. “You look fabulous,”

“Where’s my girl Casey?” Bill asked.

“C’mon.” Skyler led them into the kitchen.

I came out from behind the counter and gave Bill a hug and a kiss and did the same for John. They both gave me a couple of strokes as we kissed. I smiled up at Bill. “Thanks for coming.”

He laughed. “Save that phrase for later, sweetie, when I do that inside you.” He winked. I blushed. My decorated rod leapt up and down. I went back to preparing food. “Booze is on the sideboard in the dining room, boys. Help yourselves while we finish getting things ready.

John and Bill mixed their drinks, walked around the house a little, then looked out to the patio, sipping. We laid out the plates of food, silverware, and dishes. I walked to the patio door and put my hand on Bill’s shoulder, looking up at him. “Does the patio look okay?”

“Looks great. Love all the seating. This will be incredible.”

“Thanks. Skyler insisted we set up plenty of seating options for some reason. Those big outdoor beanbags are incredible. They adjust however you want them.”

“Nice.”

The doorbell rang. I looked at Bill. “Who could that be? Could you get it? I wasn’t expecting anyone else.”

Bill gave me a strange look and walked over to Skyler. He whispered in her ear, and they both looked back at me. Skyler shook her head and said something back to him.

Bill came over to me and said, “Skyler says you deserve a break. You should go out on the patio, have a smoke, and let me get you a drink so we can spend some time together for a while.”

I looked to Skyler. She waved me off. “Go on—John will get the door. I think it’s a delivery. You and Bill go onto the patio and have a drink under the tree behind the shed. Relax. Everything's ready now.”

I shrugged and went out. Bill mixed a drink and joined me. I lit a smoke and relaxed, my legs crossed in their sheer black stockings, my package between them bobbing in the air, the ribbons fluttering in the breeze. I stroked it gently and slowly with my long-nailed fingers, the pink metallic nail polish glinting.

Bill handed me my drink and sat next to me on the wicker sofa. He placed his hand on my stockinged thigh and gave me a kiss. “I can’t wait to be your first man. When I did that for Skyler, it was incredible.” He lifted his drink to me. “To losing your virginity. I hope I can meet your wildest expectations.”

I clinked with him. “To filling me long, hard, and well.” I winked.

I glanced at Bill’s pants. I couldn’t resist that he was already hard for me. I unzipped them, took out his shaved package, and dove onto it. He sat back while I savored his huge, thick, two-fisted velvet flagpole. I throbbed with the feeling he gave me, his firmness between my lips as I ran my tongue around it and stroked it with both hands, and he rested his hand on my head. “That’s wonderful, Casey. You’re so damn good at that.”

“I slurped off it and looked up at him, smiling. “Thank you. Maybe it’s because yours is so damn good. So big, so silky, so nice.” I went back down on him. Stroked with one hand. Rolled his silky globes around in my other palm. I indulged in him for what seemed forever, lost in the bliss of the experience, wondering how I could ever have thought this would be something gross.

I heard voices. Must have been John and Skyler coming outside. I bobbed my head on Bill, continuing to indulge. He patted my head. “Uh, Casey.”

I pushed his hand aside and continued.

“Uh, Casey. You may want to stop.”

I shook my head and kept going.

He leaned back, having given up.

All of a sudden, there was a ruckus—applause, hoots, and the word “Surprise!”
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I lifted my head off Bill’s shaft, my hand still unconsciously stroking it. What I saw made my jaw drop. I wiped my chin and sat up, looking around. There must have been twenty people. Women, men, Skyler with John’s arm around her, all smiling and hooting. I undid myself from Bill and stood up. Skyler clicked over to me and put her arm around my shoulders. She kissed my cheek. “Surprise, sweetie!”

She carefully knelt on a pillow before me, looked up in my eyes lovingly, grasped my hard shaft and said, “Will you marry me? Now?”

I lifted her up and gave her a huge hug and kiss. The crowd applauded. I whispered in her ear. “I thought you had too much food.” I laughed.

She leaned back. “I figured this would be as good a time as any to get married. As you see, I have lots of friends who understand people like us. One of them is a JP.”

Skyler put an arm around me and spoke to the crowd. “Please, get drinks and get ready for our wedding in a few minutes.” A stunning, graceful, woman came over to us. She was dressed in a short black dress revealing luscious creamy cleavage, high black stilettos on her feet. She lit up with a beautiful smile as she flung her hand out to me. “You must be Casey. I’m Gwen, your JP for the ceremony. She looked down at our exposed packages. “Lovely wedding outfits. So sexy and exciting, like a wedding should be. Love the tails too.”

She looked into my eyes and then into Skyler’s as she said, “Congratulations for taking this step, girls. I know Skyler has been waiting for this day for a long time. Casey, you’ve turned into everything she wanted, though I know she’d have taken you whatever you decided. I never knew someone so in love as Skyler.”

Skyler kissed my cheek. “For sure! Let’s get us married.”

She tugged me by the hand, our heels clattering, our tails swinging behind us, our shafts swinging in front of us. We ran in tiny steps to the center of the patio and faced the fountain, our tails to the crowd. Sky stood tall. She adjusted her hair and checked mine. She took my lipstick from my purse on my shoulder and freshened my lips, then handed me hers to do the same. We sprayed perfume all over us and stood at attention, holding hands. People gathered around us, and Gwen stood facing us. When everyone settled down, she began.

“We are gathered here to witness the joining of Skyler and Casey in wedded matrimony.”

Vows were taken, rings placed on fingers, and a strong, deep, embracing kiss ensued, followed by applause.

We turned to the crowd and held our arms out. I yelled, “Let’s celebrate!”

We grabbed drinks and mingled with everyone. It was a wonderful day—perfect weather, really nice people, and I loved holding the hand of my wife as we moved about. I was surprised to have some of the women ask if they might suck us for a while as we mingled. They took a pillow and knelt on it, ministered to us for a while, and then some other women would take their places. We had to limit them to a few short minutes and take breaks in order to save ourselves for later, but the edging effect it had on us made us even more amorous and eager for later.

We ate and partied, and I made some new friends. Then, after coffee, in the bright moonlight and the light of the tiki torches and hanging Chinese lanterns, Skyler and I took our positions on the huge, side-by-side beanbag chairs. Women began to surround us, and Gwen was first to ask me, “May we help with the consummation of the marriage?”

She slid onto the beanbag with me, lifted her dress, pulled aside her panties, and stroked her lovely shaft.

“It would be an honor, your honor.” I removed my tail and reached out for her. She guided herself into me and began to thrust. I looked over at Skyler, who winked and smiled as she held onto the shaft of another woman who was working her way toward entry. Skyler leaned back, the girl pressed Sky’s legs back on the beanbag, then slid herself into her. Skyler’s eyes rolled as she embraced her. The woman began thrusting, the short hem of her dress flapping on her bottom.

I embraced Gwen, smelling her sweet perfume. I placed a hand on her apple bottom and urged her on. She lifted and looked into my eyes as she thrusted, and my shaft spun in circles before me. It didn’t take long for her to clench her body and shove deep as she shuddered and moaned.

Before she could catch her breath and remove herself, another girl by my face lifted her skirt and tucked it into her waist, pulled her panties aside, and held her shaft between her long-nailed thumb and forefinger as she moved it closer to my mouth. I opened my lips, and she held my head gently as she penetrated my face. I could smell her sweet, floral perfume while I ran my tongue around her silken shaft. She stroked my hair and thrusted.

I felt Gwen leave me, and she was replaced by another girl like me but smaller and with a much smaller shaft. I glanced at her around the lusciousness in my mouth, and she giggled as she lifted her pink crinoline, tucked it by her waist, then guided her sweet thing into me. She smiled at me; her eyes were bright and gleaming as she began to hump into me as fast as a rabbit, hanging on to my thighs with her tiny hands.

It didn’t take her long for her to pulse her fluids into me and at the same time, the one in my mouth did as well. I was filled by both of their passions, and at that point, I was dying for release. I looked around, and there were others watching while stroking themselves, and Bill was there with John.

“Bill, John, please—you’re next for us.”

There was a cute young man with the tiny girl who had just taken me; she was stroking his shoulder as he finished humping into Skyler, and his body tensed. The tiny girl patted his shoulders, kissed him on the cheek and said, “Good job, Jimmie. You did great.” He nodded shyly and pulled back from Skyler. They left hand in hand, and John went to Skyler.

Bill was already in front of me and pressing his tip into me. I pushed back with my hips to get it in past the gate, then let out a gasp as he entered me fully. “Oh god, Bill, yes.”

He smiled down at me, his large hands pinning my thighs to the beanbag, my feet in their heels flailing in the air with each thrust. I grabbed his hard ass and said, “Harder, faster, make me finish. I need it now.”

He set about cramming himself deep and fast, making my shaft spin in circles, a drip flying off it from time to time as I watched with fascination. His huge thing impaled me and penetrated my soul. I glanced at Skyler in a state of bliss as John did the same to her. I reached for her hand and she looked over, her eyes glazed, her head moving with each thrust, her heels by her head. She blew me a kiss and squeezed my hand.

Bill was breathing heavily as I looked up into his eyes. I gasped. “I’m so close, Bill.”

He shoved and grunted and straightened his back as he plunged into me. Our eyes connected. We looked into each other’s souls, his face contorted. He shoved and held it there. I felt his shaft swelling and shrinking as he deposited his passion into the depths of my being, like a river of his energy that filled me from my head to my pointed and twitching toes.

My body tensed and shuddered, impaled on his drill, my shaft shooting pearly strings onto my belly and stockings as it jerked and shot over and over in the air.

I felt a pelting of warm liquid on my face and hair and saw the others giving me a tribute.

I fell back, weakened and exhausted, onto the beanbag and let my arms fall to the side.
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I woke in the middle of the night, the moonbeams through the window falling onto our bed, where Bill lay spooning me. John’s arm draped over Skyler, her face toward mine. I moved a hair aside on her forehead. Her eyes opened, and she reached a hand to my head. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too. Our wedding was fabulous. Thank you.”

“Thank you.” She closed her eyes, and we both fell asleep.
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In the morning, we woke, and Skyler and I made breakfast for Bill and John. Everyone else had left, but the house and patio were all cleaned up, thank goodness. I didn’t want to face having to do that.

Skyler and I placed breakfast on the table. She said, “Casey, Bill and John are leaving after breakfast. I think we should thank them for last night, don’t you?

Freshly showered, shaved, and cleaned up, Bill and John sat handsomely, smiling at us as they put food on their plates. Skyler and I slid under the table and got our morning treats from them as they ate.

After we finished taking our pleasure with them, coaxing out our reward, and when we had all eaten, they left. Skyler and I were alone.

We cleaned up the kitchen and hugged each other. I leaned back and gazed into her eyes. “Wow. I never expected my wedding to be anything like it was. But it was very special.”

“Mmm, it was. I’m so happy you liked it. I loved it too.”

“Now what?”

“Well, we have a lot to do.”

“I know. I have to move out here. Of course, I may be able to work remotely from here. I mean, my job can be done from anywhere. My company told me that when they hired me.”

“Okay then. That takes care of that.”

“I’ll need to sell my house and everything in it. Get my car.”

“We could go back together and get it all done. I can take more time off. Then you’ll have a bunch of cash you can use to get the implants and other things you want done. If you still want them, that is.”

“I do. I never want to be what I was anymore. This is me.”

Skyler kissed me lightly on the lips. “Yes, it is. It’s what I saw inside you long ago, buddy. Umm, by the way, what do you want to do with your suitcases?”

“Did they show up?”

“Uh... well, they arrived while you were showering after you arrived. I, um, hid them in the basement.” She covered her mouth with her hand, tilted her head down and gave me doe eyes.

“Skyler! How could you?”

“How could I not? It worked, didn’t it? You just needed a little push, that’s all.”

I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a big hug. “I love you. Let’s get cleaned up. Last night satisfied me so much. I think it’ll be a while before I have any libido. Even thanking Bill this morning didn’t get me going.”

“And you don’t want to wear your old clothes in your suitcase?”

“Heck, no. Those go to Salvation Army. I want to be the pretty, feminine, lovely girl I am and hang with my lovely wife.”

“Me too, my lovely wife.”
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Barb and Thom

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

Amazon:

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

OEBPS/image_rsrc3Z2.jpg
A 7 Book Collection of LGBTO+, Fikst Tume,
Feminization, New Muﬁfl Romiediices

A | \x
RN o
S A

. \






