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“Okay  guys.  Let’s  discuss  our  problems.”  Jake,  the  president  of  our  frat  house,  had called a meeting. I scarfed down my last bite of pizza and washed it down with the rest of my beer. 

“We lost six seniors this year and need to refill those rooms, or we won’t have enough to pay the bills.” 

I popped my hand up and waved it. 

“Frank, you don’t have to raise your hand, pretty boy. What?” 

“Why don’t we just advertise on the bulletin boards? Or run a hazing like you guys did with me?” 

“Hazings  have  fallen  from  favor.  No  one  likes  being  woken  in  the  middle  of  the  night and  then  made  to  do  stupid  shit  like  you  did  and  get  paddled  into  the  house.  Did  you  like  the hazing?” 

“Uh, I guess it was pretty weird, but it made me feel accepted.” 

“Right. Weird. And advertising on the bulletin boards isn’t gonna do any good when this place  looks  like  a  dump.  There’s  excess  housing  on  campus  now.  We  need  to  maximize  our chances.” 

Pete, a burly, smiling, soft-spoken guy said, “Why not fix it up?” 

“Who’s gonna have time this summer to do that?” He looked around the room. “Porch needs  scraping  and  paint,  windows  should  be  washed,  rooms  cleaned  up  and  painted.  Any takers? Who doesn’t have a job yet? We sure as hell can’t pay professionals to do it.” 

Everyone looked at each other. They all had jobs, as did I. Mine was a shitty job, but a job—a  buck  above  minimum  wage  working  on  the  campus  with  a  redneck  boss  who  always called me names like candy-ass and sissy. 

“See? No takers. The other problem I mentioned is finding six more tenants. I think we need to double our options by fixing up the house and opening the frat up to girls.” 

Everyone laughed. Pete held his belly. “What girl would want to live here in this dump?” 

Jake nodded. “Not even guys want to live here the way it is now. But we need to make it good enough that girls could move in. Then we’ll have the largest possible pool of candidates.” 

Pete saw his logic. “Makes sense. Fix the place up and open it to girls. But what girl in her right mind would move in with all guys? Even after we fix it up? And how will we get the work done?” 

Jake  sucked  on  his  beer.  He  looked  at  his  notepad.  “We  have  enough  money  in  the general fund to be able to pay someone to do the work. Not a pro, though. We can only afford minimum wage and materials. If one of you guys wants to do the work, I can pay the minimum under the table, so if you have a minimum wage job now, you’d make more not having to pay taxes.” 

He looked around as everyone thought about it. I was kinda likin’ the idea. It would get me away from that redneck boss of mine, and I’d be able to work at home. I’d make more money from the tax savings too. 

“Okay, think about it. Now, about opening it up to girls, Pete makes a good point. What girl in her right mind would want to move in here with no other girls living here? Anyone know a girl who would move in to start the process? We need a girl to be first and to spread the word how great it is here.” 

I didn’t know many girls, and my one friend who happened to be a girl would probably not be interested since she had plenty of money and her own apartment. I stood and went over to

the coffee table to grab another piece of pizza. Jake slapped me on the ass as I passed him. “Nice jeans, Frank. They show off your cute ass well.” He laughed. 

I threw him a dirty look. “Why do you always pick on me like that?” 

“I’m sorry, Frank. You’re just too darn cute.” 

Pete swallowed a mouthful of pizza. “Yeah, Frank. You know we love you. You are a cute guy, though. Some guys are handsome...” He sucked his belly in, “...like me. Others are cute like you. It’s okay to be cute.” 

I agreed, and the guys were pretty good with me. I’d never been a very macho guy, and I joined these guys in this frat because I felt they’d be nice to me, and they had. Jake likes to joke around, but he’s okay. I sat back down and crossed my legs, thinking as I nibbled at my pizza. I bounced my foot. They watched me. 

Jake said, “See? Even the way you sit and eat. Bouncing your foot like that, and holding your pinky out while you eat your pizza, and you never get dirty. Cute. How tall are you, Frank? 

Five-six or so?” 

I looked up holding my pizza to the side. “Five-four, actually.” 

“Five-four. Nice. And you never have a problem with your weight. What do you weigh? 

Maybe 130?” 

“115 actually. A 19.7 BMI.” I smiled at him. “Can eat anything I want.” 

“Nice. See, Frank? You’re a lucky guy.” 

“I  know.”  I  smiled  and  ate  my  pizza.  My  foot  was  bouncing  on  its  own.  I  loved compliments. 

“Frank, have you ever wanted to do something to be a hero?” 

“Uh, everyone does. I’m not the hero type, though.” 

“I think you are the hero type, Frank. At least I think you have the best chance of anyone in this room to be. Now don’t get upset when I throw this out there. I think you can save all our asses. And I think you’re man enough to have the courage to do so.” He leaned forward, looked around the room at each person individually as he said, “And I want you guys to tell Frank what you think of my idea when I say it. I think you’ll realize he can save our asses too. If so, I want you to support him on it.” 

He scanned them again. “This is for saving our asses and having girls live in this place and paying the rent.” 

They all nodded and looked at each other. 

Pete grinned. “Girls in our house. Wow. That would be awesome. The place might even smell good.” 

Jake held his hands up as everyone chattered. “Okay, here’s the plan. We have enough money  to  invest  in  this.  Enough  to  pay  someone  and  enough  to  pay  for  the  other  things  we’ll need.” 

He  looked  me  in  the  eye.  I  re-crossed  my  legs,  wrapped  my  arms  around  myself  and took a deep breath. “I don’t know what you want me to do, but you guys have been like family to me. I never had any guys that treated me nicely like you guys do. I’ll do anything for you guys. I think.” Heck, why not paint and clean this summer? 

Jake stood and came over by me. He took me by the hand. 

“What are you doing, Jake?” 

He led me to the center of the room. He held my hand above my head. “Now do a little turn for us.” 

He turned me around like a dancer. I almost tripped. “Oops. If I’m gonna be doin’ those

kind of moves, I’ll need some practice.” 

He let my hand go. “Just walk back and forth across the room.” 

I did. 

“See? Perfect. Just need a few things.” 

Everyone  was  whispering  and  smiling.  “Did  I  win?”  What  did  I  win?”  I  covered  my mouth with my hand. “What’s happening?” 

Jake smiled and bowed before me. He held my hand by my fingers and kissed the back of my hand then held it up and turned to the group. “Meet Fran, our first girl resident.” 

“What!?” I covered my mouth and looked at all of them. 

Jake  said,  “You  said  you’d  do  anything  for  us.  Fran.  Everything  about  you  makes  it work. You even have the voice for it.” 

The  group  applauded  and  hooted.  They  all  came  over  to  me  and  patted  my  back, thanking me. 
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Wow. I stood there stock-still as they all called me their hero, patted me, and whooped. 

They lifted me in the air and carried me around the room. I couldn’t believe this was happening. 

The secret I’d been keeping from the world was now a dream come true, and no one had even known I wanted to do it. I’d be a hero too. Holy shit! 

“Uh, guys, guys, please put me down.” I laughed as they all had fun with me. 

Jake said, “You won’t regret this, Frank. I take it you accept the challenge? Guys, hey, put Frank down.” 

They  placed  me  on  my  feet.  I  adjusted  my  shirt  and  pants  and  composed  myself.  I looked at them all. “Really? You guys won’t make fun of me?” 

Jake said, “Not only won’t they make fun of you, but they’ll protect you and help you be the best. Right, guys?” 

They all talked at once, agreeing with and reinforcing what Jake said. 

“Wow. Then I guess I need to have the balls to do it, right, guys?” 

“Yeah!” they yelled. 

Jake said, “Now do it well.” He pulled my hand out and started counting money into it. 

When he was done, I couldn’t believe how much he had given me. “There. That’s for your new wardrobe. Get rid of your old clothes since you won’t need them anymore, and we don’t want them around for girls to find and figure out that you aren’t a girl.” 

I looked at the money. “But Jake, this is a lot of money. A thousand dollars?” 

“Chicks ain’t cheap to dress. Get some pretty clothes, sexy stuff too. You need to play the part perfectly. Can your friend maybe help you with shopping? It’s the first thing you’ll need to do.” 

“Uh, I’ll check.” I stuffed the money in my pants. 

“Good. Now get on the job, buddy. I mean Fran.” He raised his arms to the other guys. 

“Hey,  guys,  listen!  No  one  calls  him,  I  mean  her,  Frank  anymore.  Her  name  is  Fran.  And  that bathroom on her floor is the girls’ bathroom. You guys living on that floor will probably need to move. That’s gonna be the floor for the girls.” 

He looked at the guys who had those rooms. They all nodded. 

“Good. Now the future of this frat house is secure for good, thanks to Fran.” He patted my back. “Oh, Joey, make a new nameplate in wood shop with Fran on it and deep-six the Frank sign. Make it nice and frilly too.” 

“Can I have pink letters? Maybe a flower too?” 

Joey looked at me weirdly. 

“Hey, it’s what a girl would have, right?” 

Jake threw Joey a look. “Joey?” 

Joey nodded. “You’re right, man. Sorry.” 

Jake said, “Say sorry to Fran, not me.” 

“Sorry,  Fran.  I  didn’t  mean  anything.  It’ll  be  real  pretty.  If  you  don’t  like  it,  I’ll  make another.” 

“Thanks.” I took a deep breath. “Lots to do, Jake. I have to get moving.” 

“Right on, cutie. Get goin’.” He patted my bottom. It felt pretty good. I felt good. I had a chance to be a hero and be a girl! Wow! I had to talk to Stacey. I hoped she’d understand and help me. 
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I  brushed  my  teeth,  sprayed  on  my  favorite  cologne,  combed  my  hair,  put  in  my  best stud earrings, and ran out the door. I walked so fast, I was practically running. I couldn’t believe what this summer would be like now. I was going to do what I’d always wanted to try. It felt so right. I never felt right as a guy, always trying to fit in with the rest of the guys. Now I could be me. “Woohoooo!” I yelled as I ran down the street. 

I  buzzed  Stacey’s  doorbell.  “It’s  me,”  I  said  into  the  speaker.  She  buzzed  me  in,  and  I ran up the stairs to her apartment. She held the door open for me, smiling. 

“My,  don’t  you  look  happy!”  She  kissed  my  cheek  and  put  her  arm  around  me  as  she closed the door. “What happened? Want a drink?” 

“Uh, yeah. I better. Gin?” 

“Martini coming up, sweetie.” 

She  went  to  the  fridge  and  pulled  chilled  glasses  from  the  freezer  and  a  pitcher  of martinis, then poured them. She handed me mine and held hers out to clink. “I get the feeling a celebration is in order. What happened?” 

We clinked, and she led us to the balcony. We sat and sipped as she stared at me. “Tell me now. Out with it.” 

“Well,  first—and  this  isn’t  the  big  thing,  but  it’s  good—no  more  redneck  boss  for  the summer.  I’ll  be  renovating  the  frat  house  instead.  You  know,  paint  and  stuff.  Under  the  table, and I’ll make more money that way too.” 

“Nice.” 

“But  that’s  not  all.  I  hope  you  don’t  think  I’m  weird  for  doing  the  next  thing,  but  it sounds like fun to me anyway.” 

“Next thing?” 

I drank down my martini. “I think I need another.” 

“Sure.” She refilled them. I sipped it and studied her. 

“Whatever it is, it’s okay. You know you can tell me anything.” 

“I  know.  Okay.”  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  explained  it  all,  watching  her  reaction.  Her face went from shock to smiling and scanning my whole body while I talked. 

When I finished, she kissed my cheek and said, “I think you’re courageous to do it. And, knowing you like I do and seeing how excited you are, I think you’ll love it. I think it might be a dream come true for you, right?” 

I nodded excitedly. 

“See? Good girl. This will be so much fun.” She ran her hand along my thigh. “You’ll make such a pretty girl. When do we start? Can I help?” 

“I was hoping you’d say that. I’ll need lots of help.” 

“I have a great idea. Why not stay the night here? Tomorrow I can do your makeup and you can borrow some clothes from me, and then we can go shopping.” 

“Really? That would be great.” I took my phone out, called Jake and let him know. He was thrilled. 

“Okay. All set. Can we maybe pick out some clothes for tomorrow?” 

“Of course, sweetie. C’mon.” 

We  went  into  her  bedroom,  and  all  her  pretty  things  were  almost  overwhelming.  My heart raced as she excitedly held one dress after another up against me. It aroused me thinking of wearing the clothes. 

“I love that one. It’s so hot. Can I try it on?” It was a black, slinky, clubbing dress with a

flared hem. 

“Well, I don’t think it would be good for the mall, but you could wear it now. I think it’ll fit. Go ahead.” 

She sat on the bed. I shimmied out of my jeans, and Stacey stopped me. “You can’t wear boy undies under that. Take a pair from my top drawer. 

I opened the drawer, and it was amazing—all the pretty colors and silky panties made it hard  to  pick.  She  came  over  by  me  and  selected  a  pair.  “Try  these  pink  stretchy  ones.  They should feel nice and fit well.” 

I  sat  on  the  bed  and  changed  into  them.  I  was  embarrassed  to  stand  up.  I  felt  my  face flush. 

“Don’t  be  embarrassed.  Of  course  it’s  hard.  It  feels  too  good  on  it  not  to  be.  I  never thought of you as a sexual being, but this is nice.” 

“It is?” 

She put her hand on it and rubbed it, smiling up at me. “Mmm. It is.” 

Oh,  my  god.  How  much  luckier  could  I  get?  She  rubbed  it  for  a  while  through  the panties. A spot of moisture showed through. 

She stopped. “See how nice? You’re so sexy in panties.” 

She  held  the  dress  out  for  me.  I  slipped  into  it.  It  felt  like  silk  against  my  skin.  She looked me over. “That’ll work. But you need shoes and stockings with that one, uh, and a bra. 

Hey,  it’s  still  early.  Let’s  have  you  shave  your  whole  body,  and  then  I’ll  do  your  hair  and makeup.  You  can  borrow  some  of  my  earrings,  and  we’ll  both  get  dressed  like  we’re  going clubbing and have a few drinks together.” 

She  undid  my  ponytail  and  fluffed  it  on  my  shoulders.  “Mmm,  maybe  a  cut  tomorrow too.”  She  kissed  my  lips  as  she  ran  her  hand  over  the  front  of  the  dress.  I  wrapped  my  arms around  her,  and  we  kissed  for  a  while.  She  pushed  her  leg  between  mine.  She  pulled  her  face back. “Yes, let’s do that. Go shower and shave. There are fresh razors in the linen closet. I’ll get dressed.” 
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When I was done shaving my body, Stacey was already dressed. She wore a tight gold mini  dress  with  matching  stilettos;  she  had  spiked  her  hair  and  done  her  eyes  in  nightclub makeup. She smelled wonderful too. 

She  sat  on  the  counter,  her  legs  crossed,  waiting  for  me  to  get  out  of  the  shower.  She smiled when she saw how hard I was and handed me a towel. “Feels nice, doesn’t it? I mean the skin after taking off the hair?” 

“It does.” 

While I toweled my hair, Stacey smoothed skin cream over my body. She even did my little flagpole. 

“Ungh, Stacey. I never... huh,huh, please, stop.” 

“This is nice. I always wanted to do this with you, but I was afraid to. Okay, let’s get you all prettied up, little girl.” 

She dried my hair, making waves and fluffing it. Then she did my makeup. My lips were a  perfect  cupid’s  bow,  and  my  eyes  popped  with  the  liner,  mascara,  and  shadow.  I  hardly recognized myself in the mirror. 

She painted my toenails and fingernails quickly. “Tomorrow we can get some long nails put on. They’ll make you feel more feminine, changing how you pick things up and use them.” 

“I’d like that.” 

We  moved  into  the  bedroom,  and  she  had  me  slide  on  some  super  sheer  suntan pantyhose  that  she  cut  the  crotch  out  of  so  I  could  be  free  of  them  in  my  panties.  She  found  a well-padded bra that actually gave me some cleavage. While she was adjusting it she said, “This will  do  for  tonight,  but  we’ll  need  to  buy  some  gel  inserts  for  you  to  wear  every  day  that  will give you more cleavage and a fuller shape.” 

I nodded, dumbfounded, and stared at myself in the full-length mirror. 

“Okay, put on the dress, and I’ll get you some earrings and perfume.” 

I slid the silky dress over my stockinged legs, and the feeling was luscious. Stacey had set a pair of shoes on the bed; I slid them on and strapped them. They fit perfectly, and the high heels felt wonderful as I tested them walking. 

“Here,  use  these  earrings.”  She  handed  them  to  me.  “Tomorrow  we  can  get  more piercings, too, don’t you think? Girls today have lots of piercings.” 

“That would be great,” I said as I put them in. “This is so nice of you. I don’t know how I could ever repay you.” 

“We’ll think of something.” She laughed. 

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. The flared skirt of the dress made me look like I had hips. 

“I have an idea,” Stacey said. Take your panties off.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, I want to see if your woodie will show. I don’t think it will under that flared skirt.” 

I slid them off. I popped up under the dress. It didn’t show. I walked. It rubbed against the dress in a heavenly way. I grinned at Stacey. 

“Nice, huh?” 

“Very sexy.” 

“Good. Now let’s go out.” 

“I thought we were staying here?” 

“Are you kidding? With you and me looking this good? We need to celebrate the new

you.” 

“Oh, Stacey. I’m not sure I’m ready for that.” 

Stacey dropped to her knees and lifted my dress. She took me in her mouth. 

I’d  never  imagined  how  good  that  could  feel.  No  one  had  ever  done  that  for  me,  and having  Stacey  do  it  was  a  complete  surprise.  I  loved  it.  “Oh,  Stacey.  That  feels  so  nice.  Uh, huh...” 

She bobbed her head rapidly and ran her tongue around it. 

I  stood  shaking  in  my  new  heels,  my  knees  weak,  my  hand  gently  on  her  head.  “Oh, yeah. uh, huh, huh.” 

I started to thrust. She slurped off of it. “Okay, if we go out, you can have more later.” 

“Oh, Stacey!” I whined. “Please let me finish now.” 

“No more unless we go out first. You can decide.” 

She took me in her mouth again and looked up at me. She brought me to the edge again and  stopped.  It  jerked  around  in  the  air,  oozing  from  the  tip.  She  licked  it  off  making  me shudder.. She looked up at me, smiling. 

“Please?” I begged. 

“That’s all, unless we go out first.” She held the hem of the dress up and watched it. 

“Oh please, Stacey. Look at it.” It bobbed around uncontrollably in the air. 

“Your decision. No more unless we go out.” 

I guessed I could just stay in, and try to relax and let it go down. Right? 
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The decision was easy. It would never go down tonight, and I’d be tortured. How could I pass up having her do that later? Stay in  feeling sexy and horny, or go out and come back and be satisfied, lusciously satisfied? Stacey set me up with a purse and we were off. 

We went to a nice club not far from where Stacey lived. The excitement and arousal I was  feeling  was  like  nothing  I’d  ever  experienced.  All  the  sensations  of  being  dressed  like  a woman and walking in heels made me feel beautiful. I felt deliciously vulnerable and feminine with no pants safely locking me in but instead an easily lifted dress and heels to make me walk daintily. I wouldn’t be able to run in the heels very well, and the dress let the breeze float up and caress  me.  So  vulnerable.  So  sexy.  I  flailed  beneath  the  dress,  adding  the  slick  caress  of  the fabric on my hardness to the other sensations. 

Stacey pointed to an open half-circle booth in a dark corner. “That looks good, huh?” 

“Sure.” 

She took me by the hand and led me to it. We slid in on the cold seat. I crossed my legs beneath the table, and Stacey put her hand on my stockinged thigh and squeezed me. “You okay, little girl?” 

“Just a little nervous, but I love it. Thank you so much. It feels so, so, sensual, feminine, vulnerable.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

We ordered dirty martinis. 

She  slid  her  hand  over  my  dress  between  my  legs  and  squeezed  it.  “Mmm,  I  see  how sensual it feels. That’s good. I’m happy you’re going to enjoy your new role as a woman.” 

My new role as a woman. What did that really mean? I mean, I loved it so far, but what else would it entail? “Stacey, Role sounds like I’m acting a part.” 

“Well,  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  mean,  being  dressed  and  made  up  and  presenting yourself as a woman is just one part of it, and so far, you’re doing incredibly well.” She slid her hand on my thigh and caressed it. “You look so natural, and your voice is even perfect for it. It’s as if you were always meant to be this way.” 

Our drinks arrived. Stacey toasted, “To the new Fran. May she fully immerse herself in the pleasures of being a desired woman.” 

We clinked and sipped. I raised an eyebrow and put my hand on her silky leg. “A desired woman? I’m not so sure that’s where I’d like to go with this. I’ve never been desired by anyone, never mind men. I’ve always been a joke of sorts to them.” 

“You’ll  see,  you’ll  love  being  the  object  of  their  attention.  I  don’t  know  how  you  can stop it. You’re gorgeous.” She kissed my lips gently so we didn’t mess our lipstick. 

When we turned back to watch the nightclub, two guys were standing at our booth, both over  six  feet  tall  and  handsome.  The  first  one  flashed  a  smile  at  us.  “Mind  if  we  join  you?  It would be nice if we could buy your next drink.” 

My heart raced. Shit! 

Stacey smiled at them and motioned with her hands to sit on both sides of us. “Sure, that would be great.” 

The blond one slid in next to me, his thigh pressed against mine. I felt my face flush. He held his hand to me. “I’m Josh, and this is Brad.” 

Stacey said, “I’m Stacey, and this is Fran.” 

We all shook hands. Their hands were huge and hard. I felt so tiny next to them. They ordered  drinks  for  us  and  themselves.  When  the  waitress  left,  Josh  put  his  hand  on  my  leg

nonchalantly and said, “So, I’ve seen Stacey around from time to time here, but I’ve never seen you. Are you new to the area?” 

His  hand  made  me  nervous,  but  it  felt  nice.  I  put  my  hand  on  his  to  keep  it  from roaming. “Not really, just new to the club. I usually don’t get all dressed up like this to go out.” 

That sure was the truth. 

“Well, I’m glad you decided to tonight. You look wonderful.” He slid his hand along my stockinged leg. “And you feel wonderful too. I hope you don’t mind my forwardness. I’d regret not having my interest known.” 

“Uh, well, I’ll take that as a compliment.” 

Our drinks arrived. I was feeling the effect of the first one, and it made me less nervous. 

I looked over at Stacey. She winked at me as she leaned into her new-found friend and put her hand in his lap. He raised his eyebrows. They laughed and clinked glasses. 

Josh raised his drink to me. “To getting to know each other better.” 

We clinked and he sipped. I downed half of mine. 

We  made  idle  conversation,  my  mind  multitasking  as  his  hand  caressing  my  leg  made me crazy. What would I do now? It was too much for me. What if he discovered my secret? In a way, it made it more exciting, but the reality of it was also frightening. 

He took my hand and held it as he talked. He let our hands fall into his lap. I could feel his interest in me beneath his pants. It was flattering to think I made him that way. I wanted to keep his interest but not let him find out. I looked over at Stacey. After a brief kiss from Brad, she looked back at me. I lifted my head to her. 

“What, Fran?” 

“I’m going to the ladies’ room. Want to go?” 

“Sure.” 

The  boys  let  us  out.  It  took  me  some  time  thinking  about  baseball  to  be  able  to  pee.  I found Stacey at the mirror applying fresh lipstick and did the same. 

“I have a problem, Stacey.” 

“What’s that?” 

“He’s interested in me. He thinks I’m hot.” 

“So?  You  are.”  She  sprayed  perfume  on  her  and  me.  “Now  you  smell  as  good  as  you look.” 

“But he’s hard. And he put my hand on it.” 

“Did you like that?” She reached for me through my dress. “Seems like you do.” 

“Well, but what if he finds out? What do I do now?” 

“Have fun. Take him in the ladies’ room and use your mouth as his pleasure-giver.” 

“What!? I can’t do that.” 

“Why  not?  You  have  a  mouth  same  as  I  do,  and  I’m  going  to  do  that  to  you  later.  If you’re good and want me to.” 

“Oh,  Stacey,  stop.  I  won’t  do  that  to  him.”  I  gave  her  a  look  of  shock.  She  shook  her head and stared at me, silent. I felt my face flush with the thought of it. It was way too much to think about. Could I really do that? I throbbed beneath my dress. “Oh my god, no. I won’t do it.” 

Stacey smiled and put her hand on my shoulder. “That’s okay. I guess you’re not grown up enough for that yet. So instead, when you’ve had enough to drink, use your hand under the table on him, and they’ll leave after you’ve taken care of him. I’ll do the same to Brad.” 

“It’ll make a mess.” 

She dug in her purse. “Not if you put one of these on him first. Here.” She handed me

one. 

The  thought  of  it  was  crazy.  Me  doing  that  to  another  guy.  It  seemed  freaky.  “That’s freaky. A guy doing a guy like that.” 

“What’s wrong with that? Anyway, who’s the guy? You sure aren’t. Do you feel like a guy?  Did  you  ever  really  feel  like  a  guy?”  She  turned  me  to  look  in  the  mirror.  “Do  you  look anything like a guy?” 

She was right. I didn’t feel or look like a guy, and the thought of doing that made me rub against the underside of my dress, giving me a shiver. Maybe it would be fun. But then, maybe I’d want more. 

She smiled. “Let’s go, girl. I think after this drink you’ll be ready to use your hand on him, and after you’ve made him happy that way, you may want to do the other thing soon. You’ll see how good it can feel to be a girl pleasing a guy.” 

We went back to the table and resumed our positions. I pressed my crossed leg against his. His hand went to my thigh. I slid a hand onto his crotch, pressed my palm on it, and slid it back and forth. I sipped my drink with my other hand. 

He gazed into my eyes. “That feels nice.” 

It  felt  nice  to  me  too.  My  heart  was  racing.  He  ran  his  huge  hand  over  my  thighs  to where my legs crossed and tried to squeeze in between them. I held them tight. I started to unzip his  pants,  and  he  helped  me  and  took  it  out.  I  pounded  the  rest  of  my  drink.  He  waved  to  the waitress and ordered another round. 

I  wrapped  my  fingers  around  his  shaft,  and  it  grew  and  grew,  as  did  his  pleasure.  He kissed my neck as the waitress dropped off the drinks. I was pleasantly buzzed by then, and he was breathing into my ear. “Uh, yeah, Stacey, that feels so good. Maybe we can go somewhere else where we can do more.” 

I whispered back. “Sorry, it’s that time of the month. You’ll have to be happy with this.” 

“Uh, god. If you’re not careful, you’ll make a mess.” 

“One second and I’ll take care of that.” I dug it out of my purse and flashed it at him. 

He nodded and smiled. “Good idea.” 

I unwrapped it, looking over at Stacey. She saw me do that and went into her purse as well. 

I reached beneath the table and held his flagpole with one hand, rubbed the lube from it on his rod, then slid the sheath over it with the other. It was tight and barely covered all of it, but it was on. I took a tissue from my purse and wiped the lube off of it and my fingers. 

I  wrapped  a  hand  around  it  and  started.  I  was  able  to  slip  the  sheath  up  and  down  his shaft. “How’s that feel, Josh?” 

“Really, really good. The lube is great. Your hand feels so nice.” 

“Thanks.”  I  was  loving  the  fact  that  he  was  really,  really  enjoying  it.  It  made  me  feel proud that I was who I was, able to make someone feel so good. A guy no less. I watched him as I worked it. He sniffed my neck and his breath got faster. His warm breathing in my ear and his little,  quiet  moans,  saying  my  name  to  me—I  was  fully  engaged  and  enjoying  every  second.  I was hard between my legs and oozing on my stockings. 

I  used  my  other  hand  to  grab  his  shaved  globes  and  tug.  I  ran  my  thumb  over  the  tip repeatedly,  making  him  jerk  his  body  each  time  I  did.  “Ungh,  wow,”  he  whispered.  “You’re incredible.” 

“Thanks. Now show me how excited I get you and fill it up for me.” 

I  pumped  his  shaft  inside  the  rubber.  It  slid  and  slipped  inside,  and  I  could  tell  by  the

way he was wriggling in his seat he was close. He wrapped his arm around me and whispered his hot breath in my ear, “Now. Ungh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh...” He thrust his hips into my hand. “...uh yes, Fran, oh god, uh uh.” 

He slumped in the booth and looked at me wide-eyed. “Wow! That was awesome.” He tucked himself away, smiling. I winked at him and sipped my drink. Stacey was just finishing off Brad. Brad was looking into her eyes as he subtly winced and shuddered. Stacey kissed his face several times as she gave him his last throes into the sheath. He tucked himself away. 

Josh tried to get my phone number, but I took his and didn’t give mine. Stacey did the same with Brad. They paid the bill and moved on. 

We slid close to one another. Stacey took my hand and looked into my eyes. “Was that nice? How did it feel?” 

“It was. I felt powerful and in control. It was so flattering for him to do that. It showed how alluring I am. I’m proud of myself.” 

“I was hoping that for you. You deserve it. Isn’t it wonderful being able to do that?” She slid  her  hand  in  mine  and  squeezed.  “We  should  go  after  this  drink.  We  have  a  busy  day tomorrow.” 

I was feeling that if I finished the drink I’d be drunk. “Yeah, we can go anytime. I don’t need this drink.” 

“Good  idea.  I  don’t  want  you  to  take  forever  when  we  get  home.  I  want  to  get  you  to sleep so you’re rested tomorrow.” 

We left. I couldn’t wait to get home and get some relief and rest. 
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As soon as we were in the door, Stacey took me into her bedroom, flung back the covers, and  pushed  me  onto  the  bed.  She  maneuvered  me,  placing  my  head  on  the  pillow  and  herself between my raised knees. I lifted the dress and folded it back so I could watch her. Her lips and mouth engulfed me. 

The dim light on the nightstand was enough to make it easy to see the pleasure she was taking by giving me that ecstasy. “Ungh, Stacey, yes.” I held my hands gently on her head. Her eyes gazed up at me as I thrust slowly into her mouth. “That feels so nice.” 

She nodded and ran her tongue over the tip, making me jerk, and then she ran it around the shaft. Her head bobbed up and down while I looked into her eyes. I couldn’t imagine what it must feel like for her to be controlling me like this. It must be incredible. I wondered if I should have done that to Josh. 

Imagining doing it to Josh brought me immediately to the edge. I thrust like a child into a pillow as Stacey’s eyes went wide. She controlled my depth with her hand as I pumped into her face. “Ungh yes, Stacey!” I squeezed her head tight. She nodded as I thrust. I whimpered, “Ungh, ungh, ungh, uh, huh, uh, huh, god.” 

I pushed into her mouth. She swallowed voraciously as I flooded her. When I was done, she continued to make me crazy, and I had to stop her. “Please, stop, enough.” I pulled out of her face. It shone in the dim light, throbbing in the air. 

Stacey licked her lips, smiled, and wiped them with her hand. She slid up next to me and wrapped her leg over mine. She whispered in my ear. “Good girl. Were you thinking of anything at the end that made you release so fast?” 

“Uh, yeah. I imagined what it was like for you to be doing that, and I uh...” 

“I uh what? C’mon, you can tell me the truth. I think I know anyway.” 

“I imagined myself doing that to a boy.” 

“I thought so. See? This will work out so nicely for you. Now let’s get some sleep.” She kissed me on the lips, and we fell fast asleep in an embrace. 
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When  I  woke,  Stacey  was  already  in  the  shower.  I  made  the  bed  and  went  into  the kitchen, still dressed from last night, and made us eggs, toast, and coffee. 

“Good morning, little girl. Are you ready to go on a shopping spree?” She sat, crossed her pretty legs, and smiled at me. She was wearing some high wedge sandals, a denim mini, and a ruffled, beige V-neck blouse. 

“You bet. Of course, I need to shower and change. Should I put on my own clothes?” 

“Don’t  be  silly.  You’ll  never  need  them  again.  I  have  another  skirt,  a  similar  top,  and shoes like this, if you’d like to wear that instead.” 

“That would be nice. Thanks.” 

“So last night you had a little fantasy, huh? About Josh? We’ll have to make a reality out of that sometime. Not necessarily him of course. Would you like that?” 

I nodded excitedly. “I’m a little nervous about it, but I can’t help but wonder what it’s like to make them feel so good.” 

Stacey rolled her eyes. “I think you’ll love it. It’s very...” she laughed and licked her lips, 

“mmm,  rewarding,  mentally  rewarding  to  make  someone  feel  so  good  and  what  it  says  about your  feminine  allure,  and  of  course,  his  result  that  you  can  actually  swallow.”  She  laughed. 

“Mmm, oh yeah, baby, but first, we have a lot to buy for you.” 

We finished breakfast, and Stacey did the dishes while I showered and dressed. She let me wear a new pair of suntan pantyhose, an outfit like hers, and some of her perfume. I loved the perfume. 

She helped me with my makeup and hair, and we were at the mall when it opened. Just walking through it, looking at all the women’s clothing options, feeling the way the high, wedge sandals made my walk more feminine and sexy, feeling the squeeze of the bra around my chest, the silky feel of the stockings on my legs—it was all heavenly. I was like a child in a candy store now with all the pretty things. 

We  took  our  time.  The  first  stop  was  for  bras  and  panties  and  my  new  breast-forms. 

When we found the right size forms and bra, I wore them out of the store. My new breasts and cleavage were enough to draw the attention of any man, and they sure did. Winks, smiles, and happy hellos from men were given freely to both of us as we continued our journey. 

Next were new earrings and piercings for me. We entered the shop, and Stacey led the way to the counter. Of course, the guy working it was gorgeous. He smiled as we approached. 

“Hello, ladies. Can I help you?” 

Stacey went right up to him and leaned over the counter toward him. She held her hand to the side of her mouth. He leaned into her. She whispered something in his ear then stood back. 

He grinned and looked at me. I could feel his eyes as they practically felt every part of my body in his inspection. What had she said? 

“I think that’s a good idea.” He leaned over and motioned for me to get closer. With his hand under my chin, he took a pen and touched my ear with it. “There on the lobe, and there on the  top.  I  think  that  will  look  nice.  Such  a  pretty  ear,  too.  I’d  be  glad  to  accept  the  deal  your friend offered me, if you’re interested in it. I assume since she said that, you are.” 

I looked at Stacey and tilted my head. “Deal?” 

“You’ll love it. Take it. Trust me.” 

I looked back at him. “Hmm. I guess I have to trust her. Okay.” 

“Great. Let’s get you taken care of then. Right this way.” 

He  led  us  into  the  back  room  to  a  seat  in  front  of  a  mirror.  I  sat  and  put  my  bags  of

lingerie  on  the  floor.  He  held  some  faux  diamond  studs  up  to  me.  “These  good  for  the  top holes?” 

“If they’re not too expensive.” 

“Free.” 

“Okay.” 

He looked through another box and held up some dangling silver chains with a stud at the top of each. “And are these okay for the new bottom holes?” 

“How much?” 

“No charge.” 

“Really? Uh, heck of a deal.” 

He laughed, “Sure is for me.” 

He  swabbed  my  ears  with  alcohol.  Then  he  took  a  pistol-like  device  with  the  stud earrings and pressed it against the top of my ear. “Ready?” 

I clenched. “Do it.” 

A snap and it pierced my cartilage. “Ouch.” 

“Sorry. It’s done though. Next. 

He turned my face toward him and gazed into my eyes. “You’re so pretty. I can’t wait.” 

He turned my head and did the other ear. Then he did the new lobe-holes and we were done. I looked in the mirror. Much nicer than my guy studs. 

He  went  to  the  door  and  locked  it.  “There.  Now,  we  won’t  be  bothered.”  He  stood  in front  of  me  and  undid  his  belt.  I  flashed  a  panicked  look  at  Stacey.  “It’s  okay,  Fran.  Now  it’s time to pay the nice man.” 

His  pants  were  unzipped  and  he  took  the  shaved  rod  and  globes  out.  It  was  enormous. 

He shook it and flopped it around. He moved it closer to my face. I could smell his cologne as it hung in front of my mouth. He smiled at me and said, “This will be worth every cent.” 

I cautiously took it between my fingers and moved my mouth closer. It was growing in my hand as I slid my mouth over it and engulfed it. 

“Ungh,  yeah,  Fran.  That’s  it.”  He  held  my  head  with  both  hands.  I  was  thrilled  as  it continued to increased in size, my mouth being filled with the firming flesh. Mine grew likewise in my panties. I was getting so aroused, I wondered if I’d be able to restrain myself. I crossed my legs and squeezed myself between them as I flicked the tip of his. He twitched, “Oh yeah.” He pushed  it  into  my  face.  I  held  the  shaft  with  one  hand  to  control  the  depth  and  tugged  on  his globes. “Ungh, that’s it princess.” 

I ran my tongue around it while bobbing my head. He tilted my head to him so he could look into my eyes and said, “That looks so hot.” 

I  wrapped  my  hand  around  it,  keeping  me  from  gagging  as  he  thrust  into  my  face.  A grimace spread across his face. “Oh baby, here it is.” 

He  flooded  me  with  his  juices,  gushing  with  each  thrust.  I  hurriedly  swallowed  as  it flowed over my tongue and down my throat. “Ungh, ungh, ungh, yeah.” He shoved it in and held it  there.  His  hands  squeezed  my  head  tight  as  the  last  spasms  went  through  his  body,  and  I frantically swallowed the cream down my throat. I couldn’t stop myself from completely wetting my panties at the same time, my body shivering with delight as I did. 

“Wow,” he said as he stroked my hair. “You were awesome.” 

I licked my lips and smiled up at him. “Thanks. You were too.” I stood and straightened my skirt, careful not to get it wet from my panties. “So we’re all paid up?” 

“You bet. Anytime you girls need something here, just let me know and we can make an

arrangement.” He buckled his belt. 

Stacey picked up the bags. “Thanks. See you later.” 

He opened the door for us and we left. 

“Next stop is skirts, dresses, and tops. You seemed to really get into that, Fran.” 

“Totally. I have to change my panties now.” 

“Oh, my.” She laughed. “It was that exciting? Good for you, girl.” 

“I’ll put a new pair in my purse and go change in the ladies’ room.” 

We shopped and found all sorts of pretty things. Pretty and sexy too. I had never felt so sexy  as  a  guy  in  my  life.  We  dragged  the  things  out  to  the  car  before  we  shopped  for  shoes. 

When we entered the shoe store, there was another hot guy managing it. 

He slid the stiletto onto my stockinged foot. His hand held my ankle and slid gently up and down my calf. “These really give a nice shape to your leg. You have a lovely leg. Go ahead and  walk  in  them.  If  you’d  like  to  walk  farther,  you  can  go  into  the  back  room  and  back.”  He smiled as he glanced at my breasts and legs. 

I  stood  and  started  to  walk  sensually  toward  the  back.  Stacey  was  whispering  to  him while they watched me. I stopped, winked at her and nodded. 

He stood and came over to me. “Let me show you the back room. We have some other shoes not on display you might like.” He winked at me. 

I put my hand out to him and he took it, walking me to the back room. I asked him, “Do you have any really hard things back here?” 

He smiled and looked at me as he leaned against the shelf. He looked down at his pants. 

“I think we might, if it’s what you’re interested in.” 

I placed a palm on it. “Nice. May I?” I held the zipper. 

“Go for it, baby.” 

I had it out in a second and was on my knees consuming it. I had a new addiction. This one  was  smaller  but  no  less  enjoyable.  His  reactions  drove  me  to  make  him  crazy,  and  I  put every move I could think of on that rod as I looked up at him. He gave me his luscious reward. 

He gave us a fifty percent discount on our shoes. I bought six pairs of stilettos and three pairs of high wedge sandals. We had completed our shopping with money left over. I even had work clothes for working on the frat—denim mini’s, tight tank tops, and high-heel sneakers. 

A quick stop for a haircut and fake nails and we were done. I loved the bouncy shag, the way it showed my ears and the blonde highlights she added, giving it texture. I almost couldn’t find  myself  in  the  mirror,  it  was  such  a  change.  I  now  looked  completely  like  a  hot  young woman. 

“One more stop.” Stacey said. “You need some girl toys now too.” 

She drove us to an adult store and selected butt plugs and dildos along with a strap-on. 

The thought of using them was almost as stimulating as what I’d done that day. The man who checked us out gave us a nice discount after both Stacey and I took care of one of his needs. I loved looking at my hands wrapped around it with the new, long, painted nails. 

“Holy shit!” I said in the car. “What kind of world have I entered? This is crazy.” 

Stacey laughed. “I don’t think that old frat house of yours is ever going to be the same again.” 

The frat house. I almost forgot I was living with a house full of guys. I pictured each of their faces as they saw the new me. What would they do? Knowing what I really was under the dress, would they be at all interested in me? And what if they were? I crossed one leg over the other  and  bounced  my  foot,  running  my  long  nails  over  my  stockinged  leg.  Hmm.  Scary,  but

interesting. 
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When we arrived at the frat house and started to unload the car, Jake yelled inside from the porch. “Hey, guys, come on out and give the girls a hand!” 

He  ran  down  the  steps  and  started  grabbing  bags  from  us.  “Wow,  I  guess  you  had enough money.” He stood with his arms full as he watched us picking up even more bags. “Fran, is that really you?” He looked me up and down. I held my loaded-down hands to the side and did a little minced-step turn. “Holy shit!” 

“Thanks.”  The  other  guys  came  out  and  started  grabbing  bags  from  us,  all  of  them commenting on the new me. I felt like a queen. I’d never had compliments like this in my life. 

Inside, the guys stood outside my door as we started taking out my old clothes. I called to  Jake.  “Salvation  Army  for  all  of  it.  I  don’t  have  any  room,  and  I  doubt  I’ll  ever  wear  them again.” 

He loaded up his arms. “You bet, Fran. I don’t blame you. Why go back, right?” 

“Right.” 

When  we  had  finally  finished  organizing  everything,  I  was  exhausted  and  hungry.  We walked  downstairs.  The  guys  were  having  drinks  in  the  front  room.  Something  was  different. 

They didn’t look like slobs. 

I stood there looking at them while they gawked at me. “What happened to you guys? It looks like you’re all going on dates or something. Everyone is clean and neat, and it even smells good here.” 

I ran my hand through my hair waiting for an answer. Jake said, “We needed to change the image of this frat if we’re going to have girls for members, right? So we started today. You girls are invited to dinner tonight. Stan made a pot roast.” 

“That sounds great. Stacey?” I asked. 

“Sure. Not often I get guys cooking for me.” She looked around the room at the guys. “I feel a little underdressed though, with you guys looking so nice. Do we have time to change?” 

“Sure. Go at it, ladies.” 

We walked to my room. “Stacey. I’m beat. I hope you’re not thinking of setting things going with these guys like we did today. Besides, I have to live with them, and if one of them knew my new addiction, well, all of them would be standing in line.” 

“Of course. Let’s just get dressed nicely and have a good dinner. You’ll have plenty of time to decide who, what, when, and where you might decide to have some fun as the new you.” 

We were back in my room, and one package was on the dresser yet. I held it up to her. 

“What do I do with this?” 

“Oh yeah. We need to get that on your shower so you can clean yourself out nicely for the boys.” 

I looked at the chrome device with the hole in the end and a valve on it. “Really? Like, uh, stick it in my butt with water coming out of it?” I peered into the hole in the end. 

Exactly. Let’s get dressed, and we can give it to Jake to install it for you.” 

“What do I say it’s for?” 

“Don’t. Let them wonder.” 

“Right.” 

We dressed in some sexy little dresses and heels, complete with stockings and perfume. 

We  were  well  received  by  the  guys  and  treated  like  queens.  A  few  drinks  and  dinner,  and  I discovered how nice the guys could really be. It was totally different than the way they normally acted when I was Frank with them. They were all perfect gentlemen. 

We  talked  about  the  projects  I  needed  to  start  tomorrow  and  which  rooms  were  being redone. It was decided that rather than moving everyone around and filling a specific number of rooms with women, we’d just spruce up the currently open rooms, and when a guy left the frat, we’d redo his room in neutral colors. It was the best plan for the future and the least work for us, and me, now. 

Stacey  and  I  kissed  goodnight  on  the  porch,  and  she  went  home.  Jake  was  smoking  a cigar as I sat next to him. 

“Nice dinner. Thanks. You guys raised the bar too. Everyone has some class now.” 

“Thanks. It wasn’t that hard either. Just had to lay down the law. They all agreed on it, though.” 

“Good.” I crossed my leg and bounced a foot. I unconsciously ran my hand on my thigh, caressing it and feeling the sensations. I was exhausted, satisfied, and excited about my new life ahead. At least for the summer. I looked at Jake. 

Jake was checking me out. “You look great. I’d never know what you have under that dress.” 

“Thanks.” 

How would I resist these guys? I had to or it would be a free-for-all, and I wouldn’t be able to stop myself. “I’m tired, Jake.” 

“You should be. Shopping kills me. I hate it.” 

“I used to hate it, but not today. It was so much fun! It was just a lot of work. Rewarding work, though.” I thought about the three rewards I had swallowed today and looked at the bulge in Jake’s pants. I could swear it moved when he saw me look at it. 

“Glad you’re happy. This will be great for the frat when we have girls as members, and we’ll always be able to pay the rent.” 

He adjusted himself as if I were still Frank sitting there. He slid it so it stood under the zipper. He was really hard for me. Shit. “Uh, Jake, can you do me a favor?” 

“Sure, Fran. Anything.” His eyes flitted over me, checking my legs and cleavage. 

I leaned forward showing him a little more. “I have an attachment that has to go on the girls’ shower next door to me. It’s for girls so they can clean their girl parts.” 

“An attachment?” 

Yeah,  another  hose  and  a  valve,  that’s  all.  Just  need  some  pliers  and  someone  tall enough to do it, like you.” 

“Never heard of such a thing. Sure. You’re the resident girl, so we listen to you.” 

“Thanks.” 

“I’ll do it right now, and it’ll be done.” 

“Thanks, Jake.” 

He stood. I stood and reached for him. He moved closer and I pulled his shoulder toward me. I kissed his cheek. “Thank you.” 

“Oh, nice, thanks for the kiss. You’re welcome. When I’m done hooking it up, will you have a drink on the porch with me?” 

I  wanted  to.  I  thought  about  how  nice  it  would  be.  I  couldn’t,  though.  It  would  create problems. Maybe it would. Or maybe not. 
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I looked at all the new clothes and shoes in my closet and picked out clothes to work in the  next  day.  I’d  start  by  walking  around  the  house  and  making  a  list;  then  I’d  go  get  supplies and start. When I was ready for the following day, I sat on the bed. I wasn’t tired, even though I was, if you know what I mean. I was too excited about my new life. My adrenaline was up even though my energy was down. I was tired, but I would never sleep this way. 

Not  to  mention  I,  uh...  I  rubbed  myself  through  my  dress.  I  decided  I  should  just  take care of it and see if that helped me to sleep. I started. It was going along nicely. I was so ready. A knock came on my door. 

I leapt off the bed and went to it. It rubbed under the dress and twitched. “Oh, Jake, hi.” 

“Hi, princess. I just wanted you to know that it’s done and all ready for you. The offer for a drink on the porch is still open if you want to relax a little. Everyone else went to a movie on campus.” 

I  looked  into  his  lovely  eyes  as  they  smiled  at  me.  “C’mon,  you  deserve  it.”  His  eyes flitted back and forth from my cleavage to my face. 

“Uh,  well,  I  don’t  think  I’d  be  able  to  sleep  anyway  right  now.  This  is  all  too  much excitement for one day. I guess I could use that drink.” I was solid under the dress. I glanced at the upright cucumber in his pants with a wet spot at the tip. Oh god. 

“That hesitation is a definite yes, young lady. Good. Let’s go.” He held an arm out for me  and  guided  me  down  the  stairs.  He  poured  two  good-sized  martinis  on  the  rocks  from  a pitcher in the fridge and handed me one. “Wanna sit on the swing? There’s a nice breeze on the porch.” 

“Sure.” 

He took me by the hand and led me to the swing. I slipped my dress under me and sat, crossing my legs and bouncing a foot. I held my drink with my pinky out to him for a toast. He sat and clinked my glass. He toasted, “To the new Fran. So hot. So sexy. So womanly.” 

“Thanks!” 

His leg pressed against mine. His big hand rested on my thigh. He looked into my eyes. 

His eyes ran around my face. “It’s amazing. You look so much better this way. No offense, but it suits you. I mean, like, hope you don’t mind me saying but...” His face flushed. 

“What? Go ahead, Jake.” 

He took my hand and looked at the nails. “Incredible.” He ran his hand through my new hair. “Frames your face so well.” He looked at my foot bouncing over my other leg. “And those heels on you...” He moved his hands down toward my calf. “Your legs are so sexy. So un-guy-like. May I?” 

“I guess.” 

He  ran  his  hands  from  my  ankle  up  to  my  thigh  and  back,  sending  sensual,  electric sensations through my body. “They look so feminine and sexy now. Did you get new legs?” He pulled  my  legs  onto  his  lap  and  massaged  them  in  the  silky  stockings.  I  was  going  crazy.  He looked at me. “This isn’t weird, is it? I mean if it’s too much, or wrong, I’ll stop.” 

“I, uh, I...” I took a deep breath. I savored the feelings he was giving me, watching him as he paid homage to my legs. He pressed his lap upward against my legs. I felt his desire. Mine was burning to be released. “It feels very nice, actually.” 

“Good.  It  does  for  me  too.”  He  massaged  my  legs  with  one  hand,  and  we  sipped  our drinks. He lifted his hips and pressed against my legs subtly, but repeatedly and steadily. 

He looked at me like a begging puppy. “Can we maybe...” 

“What?” 

“Never mind. I’m sorry I’m getting like this.” 

“No,  what?  It’s  okay.  I  don’t  mind.  This  feels  good  to  me.  I’m  a  girl  now...  kinda. 

Mostly.” 

“You  sure  are.”  He  pressed  into  my  leg.  Love  your  legs  and  stockings.  So  sexy  and silky. You’re a gorgeous woman and dress like it as well. You rarely see girls dress this sexy and feminine. Most of them dress like guys.” 

I was being flattered again, and I loved it. “Thanks. I’m happy you think so. I do too. It feels right to me being fully feminized. I can’t imagine why girls wouldn’t dress like girls more often.” I put a hand on his and squeezed it. “What you’re doing feels so nice. It’s very flattering.” 

“Glad you’re enjoying it. I sure am.” 

He pressed into my leg harder. I had to let him release, and I wanted to as well. If we didn’t, neither of us would sleep anyway. 

I reached under my leg and put my hand on it. “Take it out. Maybe slip it between my legs a little.” 

“Really?” 

“Sure, Jake. What the heck? Make love to my sexy legs.” 

“Holy shit. What am I doing?” He unzipped his fly and took it out. He slipped it between my legs. I felt the wetness on the tip. He pushed it between my thighs, and the head thrust out and then back again. It looked like a little animal sneaking out of a hole and back in. I wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it so he could enter them too. The sight of it was titillating, and his excitement was contagious. 

“Oh,  yeah,  Fran,  you  are  so  hot.”  He  squeezed  my  breasts.  I  was  hard  and  oozing beneath my dress as I slid it gently against the silky fabric as he slid between my legs. “This is weird, but nice.” 

“It is, Jake. Give me a nice wet compliment now before someone comes home.” 

He humped into my legs and fist. I leaned down to look at it closer. I wanted it in my mouth, but I didn’t want to start that at the frat, or I might never stop myself. I bent over it and turned my head up to him.. “Do it. Give me my reward. Show me how sexy you think I am.” I said breathily. 

“Ungh, yeah.” He humped into my legs. I took my hand off and put my face close to see it better as he thrust it out of its hiding place and back. “Uh, yeah, uh, uh, uh...” He shot one load after another as he pushed my head toward it. “Ungh, yeah Fran, uh, uh.” 

It  went  all  over  my  face  and  hair.  I  should  have  been  grossed  out,  but  I  was  thrilled. 

When  he  was  done,  he  slid  it  out  and  put  it  away.  I  took  my  legs  off  him  and  leaned  back.  I wiped off the deposits with my fingers and licked them, smiling. “I did make you hot, didn’t I?” 

“Sure did. Eating it like that makes me want to give you even more. I wish I could right now.” 

I took a tissue from my purse and wiped the residue from my face. He said, “Sorry for the mess. I couldn’t hold back. I guess I was hoping you’d take it in your mouth. Didn’t mean to push you, though. I know you probably never did anything like that.” 

Yeah, I was glad he thought that way, but I wanted more. “No mess. A reward. Take it out  and  let  me  look  at  it  while  you  play  with  it,  looking  at  me.  Maybe  you  can  give  me  some more. That would be a real compliment.” 

“Now?” 

“Yeah. Now.” 

He  did.  It  was  hard  again  in  a  couple  of  minutes  and  looked  good  enough  to  eat.  I wanted to release. I crossed my legs and pressed myself between them. “You do realize what is under this dress still, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, of course. I don’t think about it, that’s all.” He looked at me and stroked as he checked me out all over. “You’re plain hot.” 

“Then you won’t mind if I watch you and uh...” I grabbed myself through the dress and squeezed it. 

“Uh,  maybe  don’t  do  that.  Maybe  just  rub  your  crotch  like  a  hot  girl  playing  with  her clit.” 

I did. 

He stroked faster. 

“Now you look like a hot princess.” 

Princess. I loved that. I watched him doing himself while he watched me. I was hot to him, and he was hot to me. I rubbed it under my dress, closing my eyes. It felt so good. I felt him stand up. I opened my eyes and saw him standing in front of me as it splashed onto my face. “Oh yeah. Here’s your reward, baby, ungh, ungh, ungh...You’re so damn sexy.” 

His release made me do the same. Each gush onto my face was met with my own gush under  my  dress.  I  whimpered  and  shook.  “Huh,  huh,  uh...”  My  body  twitched  fiercely.  In seconds,  I  messed  my  dress  and  whimpered,  “Ungh,  uh,  uh...Uh,  huh,  huh,  uuuuhhhhhh  god Jake.” I slumped into the seat. 

He held it before my lips. I licked it off. Suckled it. 

He held my head and took it out as I tried to keep enjoying it. He tucked it away. Shit! 

What had I done in my frat? 

He  helped  me  stand  and  kissed  my  forehead  where  it  was  dry.  “Thanks,  princess.”  He handed me my drink and walked in. I sat down and sipped. Now I could rest. For tonight at least. 
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I  slept  like  a  baby  in  my  new  babydoll  negligee.  I  felt  revitalized  as  the  sun  peeked through the window. It was going to be a wonderful and productive day. I’d stay away from any indulgences and concentrate on the tasks at hand to make the frat house look good. 

I  leapt  out  of  bed  to  go  to  the  bathroom,  and  the  guys  were  milling  about  as  usual, getting ready for the day before going off to work at their summer jobs. 

Jake came out of the bathroom freshly showered in white polyester bikini briefs, drying his hair with a towel. “Morning, Fran. You look nice.” 

“Thanks.”  His  morning  woodie  showed  through  his  bikini.  It  was  outlined,  showing every detail as it tried to escape. It would be difficult living with these guys running around like this as they got ready. I stared at it. “Uh, I think we need to talk about how you men run around in underwear, or no clothes, in the morning. This might not work when we have girl members. 

He laughed and grabbed himself. “Hmm, so this isn’t good?” 

“Jake!” 

“I know. You’re right. When we get girl tenants, we’ll stop. Right now, it’s just you, and you’ve  always  seen  us  this  way.  Hey,  thanks  for  the  drink  last  night,  by  the  way.  It  was  nice getting to know the new you better.” 

He  moved  closer  to  me  and  put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder.  I  could  smell  his  freshly washed body. He leaned in to give me a kiss. I avoided his lips and pecked his cheek. “Okay. I have work to do. Let me get ready.” 

“Me too. I have to get going. See you later, I hope... Maybe a movie or something?” 

“Oh,  Jake,  please,  let  me  just  get  the  frat  refurbishment  going.  I  don’t  want  to  think about those things right now.” 

“Okay,  princess.”  He  patted  my  bottom.  “Nice  butt.  Would  be  nice  to  get  into  that someday.” 

“Jake!” I slapped his arm. He laughed and left. 

I showered, staring at the new attachment Jake had put on for me. I managed to avoid using it and putting toys in me, contemplating what Jake said. It would only distract me from my work. Could I ever really do that with him? With any guy? The thought aroused and frightened me at the same time. 

I fluffed my new shag haircut with the dryer. It was so easy and made my face look so pretty. I really didn’t need any makeup, and I didn’t want to take the time to do it. I put on a pair of pretty baby-blue panties and matching bra with my forms. A denim mini, a pair of wedge-heel sneakers, and a pink golf shirt with my earrings completed my outfit. I looked in the mirror on the back of my door, and I was a pretty co-ed ready to get to work. 

I ate breakfast chatting with the guys and had a coffee. It seemed natural to be the way I was, and they even treated me better than when I’d been masquerading as a boy. 

I took a clipboard and walked around the frat, making my list. Porch paint on rails and floors, flower bed weeding in front, entryway paint, empty bedroom cleanup and paint, and on it went. It would be a busy summer. 

I made a list and took it to Home Depot and gathered all the materials I’d need. I ate a quick lunch and by noon I was working on the porch. It was a lovely day, and the breeze felt so nice as I stood on the ladder and it blew under my skirt. I wrapped my hair in a bandana to keep paint  out  of  it.  The  house  was  silent  with  everyone  at  work  or  doing  something,  and  I  had  the place to myself. It was peaceful and relaxing. 

Here  I  was,  making  tax-free  money,  more  than  I  would  have  at  my  old  job,  with  no

redneck boss and nothing but the tasks and my thoughts. I thought about all the things that had happened so quickly. Even  though  I  knew  I  was  addicted  to  all  of  it,  especially  making  others feel so good, I felt I should try to avoid it—especially at the frat house—and just enjoy my other addiction of presenting myself as the gender I related to best. 

Just being able to be myself and feel like I was in my own skin was so freeing. It gave me a sense of self I’d never had before. I felt confident and alive. I didn’t hate myself anymore but loved who I had become. All I had to do was control my new urges, and everything would fall into place. 

At the end of the day, I cleaned up my tools and was drinking an iced tea, relaxing on the porch. Jake walked down the street and trotted up the front walk. He looked around at the porch as he climbed the steps of the old Victorian. 

“Wow, nice job, princess. Even this was cut out for you.” He sat next to me. 

“Thanks.  I  think  I  accomplished  a  lot  today.  I  feel  good  about  it.  It’s  great  not  having that  redneck  boss  around,  and  it  was  really  relaxing  work.  Rewarding,  too,  to  see  the  result.  I think this old house will look really pretty. It has such nice details.” 

He patted my bare thigh. “Yup, I know how rewards can motivate you. The reward of the job well done. Good job.” 

He looked around to see if anyone was near. “Like the reward I gave you last night for your efforts. Maybe we can see if you can get a reward tonight too.” He squeezed my leg then slid his hand along it. He leaned in to kiss my lips. 

I gave him a quick, nervous peck and moved his hand off my leg. As inviting as he was, I had to be good. “Jake, no. We can’t be doing those things. They’ll all be coming home now. 

Someone else at the frat might find out, and then I’ll have problems with the rest of them.” 

He put my hand on his crotch and pressed it against it. I felt his desire, and it increased mine. No! No, Fran, stop! I yelled at myself in my brain. I couldn’t resist rubbing the hardness there. “That’s it, princess, we can keep it quiet. I mean, how can you give a guy something and take it away? You enjoyed it too. You want it right now. I can be coerced to not tell anyone what we did last night.” 

I took my hand off him and crossed my arms to keep them from doing things I shouldn’t. 

“Coerced? Like heck I’ll coerce you. You just won’t tell anyone.” 

“Or what?” 

“Or I’ll be pissed at you and have a mess on my hands with the rest of the guys wanting it.” 

“Well then, do something proactive to avoid it. Let’s have some fun tonight. I’ll take you to dinner and we can go someplace private away from here. As long as we have an agreement, I won’t tell.” 

“This sounds like blackmail.” 

“Not  blackmail  but  a  mutually  beneficial  arrangement.”  He  slid  his  hand  on  my  thigh, grinning. “C’mon, pretty girl. Let me take you to dinner and treat you like the hot chick you are.” 

I was melting, thinking about it. This could satisfy my needs and his, and as long as no one else jumped on the bandwagon, we’d be okay. I’d sleep well at night, he’d be satisfied every day at least once, and I might be too. I could have a handsome plaything. I stared at him while I thought. 

He was grinning and nodding. “C’mon. C’mon, please, baby? Please?” 

I looked at his crotch and the hardness beneath. I wanted to consume it. I was hard in my panties. “Let me think a minute.” 

I sipped my iced tea and looked away down the street. I bounced the foot of my crossed leg and dreamed of it. His hand gently caressed my thigh as he waited for my answer. It wasn’t helping me think, but I couldn’t move it away. 

I wanted to dress nice and sexy and feel desirable and longed-for. I wanted to. I wanted to. I so wanted to. I wanted to do it and make him give me a reward. I wanted to consume him and have him lust for me and make me wild. My heart raced, my skin flushed, I swelled in my panties,  and  the  electric  energy  from  it  filled  my  body.  I  wanted  it.  I  wanted  it.  I  wanted  it  so badly. 

No, I’m lying to myself. I didn’t want it at all. 

I totally and completely needed it. It was my new addiction. I had to have it, or I’d burst and die. Mentally and physically, I needed what he offered, blackmail or not. 

I  turned  to  him  and  looked  him  in  the  eyes.  His  smiling,  ready-to-please-me  eyes.  I grinned. “Okay. Not a peep. Treat me well, or you get nothing. Shower and dress nicely, and so will I, then we can go out. If you’re good, I’ll take your reward, and lips remain sealed about us.” 

He drew his fingers across his lips. “Lips sealed.” 

He stood and took my hand to help me up. “You won’t be sorry, lovely girl.” 
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Lovely girl. I loved the things Jake called me. That alone was worth a million bucks in emotional  payment.  Maybe  this  would  work  out  well.  Stacey  texted  me  to  see  if  we  could  get together.  I  texted  back  an  apology  and  told  her  what  was  happening.  She  replied,  “Aww,”  but told me to enjoy and sent a kiss emoji. 

I showered and stared at the clean-out attachment. I was ready for it. I had just gone and could  do  it  quickly  and  be  nice  and  fresh.  I  didn’t  have  to  put  anything  in  there,  and  it  didn’t mean I’d take him in there like he wanted to. I’d just be fresh and clean. 

I did, and I did feel fresh and clean. I dried my hair upside down and put some mousse in it to better define the shag. I did my makeup a little more dramatically, with eyeliner and mascara and shadow and painted cupid’s bow lips with my 24-hour lipstick and gloss. 

I thought about how nice it all felt, and I thought about how my vibrating plug might be nice. At least then the door would be shut to doing that with Jake. Or plugged at least. Heck, why not?  It  would  enhance  all  the  sensations.  I  shakily  put  it  in  and  turned  it  on.  Mmm,  quiet  and pleasant, it hummed and stimulated me. It drove me to make the night even more special. 

A  special  night  to  look  classy  and  sexy.  I  went  nuts  with  my  new  clothes:  Black crotchless  panties  and  matching  bra  with  my  forms.  I  put  in  my  earrings  and  adjusted  my necklace so it was lying right between my cleavage, drawing the eye there. Bracelets flashed on my dainty wrists. I was rigid in my panties with excitement. 

I dug out my new black garter belt and sheer black stockings. They caressed my legs as they slid on, and I clasped them to the belt. I visualized his hands caressing me, gliding up and down my silky thighs. 

I slid the short, V-neck, black chiffon dress with flared hem up my sensitive body and adjusted my creamy cleavage in it. 

I slid on the strappy black stilettos and minced my way in a vulnerable, seductive walk to the mirror. 

My reflection was so hot. I was rigid under the dress, but it wasn’t visible to anyone. I grasped it through the silky fabric and caressed it a while. I whispered involuntarily, “Huh, uh, oh my, huh…” My breath came in quick spurts. I gasped and held the door to keep from fainting, and I composed myself. I sprayed perfume all over me and filled my purse, my hands shaking. 

Was I ever wired! I’d never felt this sexy. One last check in the mirror, and I held the railing as I glided down the curved staircase. I could hear the guys laughing in the parlor. They went silent when I entered. I clicked across the hardwood floor to the bar. 

They all wolf-whistled and hooted. I smiled at them and nodded, feeling my face flush with their adoration, then poured myself a stiff gin on the rocks. I took it to the leather armchair by the fireplace. I sat on the cool leather, crossing my silky legs and bouncing my foot. I sipped. 

They all watched me, winking and smiling. 

Jake entered in a dark pinstripe suit and tie. He looked fabulous. He came over to the bar and poured a drink. He leaned against it. 

Pete  stopped  stuffing  pizza  in  his  face  and  said  to  me,  “Hey,  princess,  you  guys  going out together now? When is it our turn?” 

Jake said, “You don’t get a turn. And no, we aren’t going out per se. I’m just rewarding Fran  for  the  job  she  did  becoming  what  she  is,  and  the  job  she’s  doing  on  the  frat.  We  aren’t dating, you moron.” 

“Well you two sure look like it. I mean, look at her foot bouncing there like an excited girlfriend waiting to have sex with her man.” 

I glared at him. “It’s part of the act, you oaf. We look authentic, don’t we?” 

“Yeah, like you’re both gonna have some wild sex. I want in on it.” 

The other lemmings all voiced agreement. 

Jake  held  his  arms  up.  “She’s  not  for  anyone’s  pleasure.  She’s  doing  us  all  a  favor  by doing  what  she’s  doing.  Just  because  you  knew  her  before  and  think  she’s  so  hot  now  doesn’t mean you have license to go after her. She isn’t here for your entertainment. Besides, she’s still really a guy under that dress and you’d all be gay to think about having sex with her. Why don’t all of you go to your rooms and jerk your things thinking of her, you gross animals.” 

They all were quiet. Pete said, “You’re right. Sorry, Fran. We’ll be good, right guys?” 

They all bleated out, “Yeah, sure, of course.” 

Pete nodded, “Good. Sorry, Fran. It’s just you’re so damn hot now. It’s easy to overlook what’s  under  that  dress  when  you  look  like  that.  We  wouldn’t  do  anything  with  Frank,  that would be gay. Why should we with you? You just make us forget because you’re so hot.” 

I  nodded,  still  bouncing  my  foot  because  it  felt  sexy,  and  sipped  my  drink.  “Okay,  I guess  it’s  flattering,  so  thanks  for  the  compliment.  But  I’m  not  a  toy,  and  I’d  appreciate  all  of you not thinking of me as one. I can see how you might think Jake and I are having sex, and how if I were having it with him, I might have it with all of you.” 

They were all silent as I looked around the room, glaring at them while the images of it entered  my  mind,  both  scaring  and  thrilling  me.  Most  of  the  guys  were  pretty  hot  themselves when they were cleaned up. It would be a veritable smorgasbord... and a Pandora’s box as well. 

Stop that thinking, girl. 

I  took  and  deep  breath  and  said  confidently,  looking  at  each  in  turn,  leaning  forward, 

“So, I am not having sex with Jake, and none of you are having sex with me. Got it?” 

I turned to Jake. “Right, Jake?” 

“Uh,  yeah,  Fran,  of  course.  Right.  Like  you  said.  If  you  had  sex  with  me,  well,  that would make a mess, what with all these guys’ thoughts about you. Besides, then I’d be gay.” 

They all nodded. Jake finished his drink, as did I, and he came over to me, took my hand to stand, then offered his arm. I took it. We looked at all the guys. “Okay, see you all later,” I said. 

We stepped out the door and down the porch steps to the car. Jake held my arm as we walked.  “There.  Now  you’re  all  set.  They’ll  never  know,  and  you  can  feel  good  about  our arrangement.” 

“Arrangement. Yeah.” The vibrator hummed away as I got into the car and released the tension of that discussion. We held hands as Jake drove. 

“Seafood good? Maybe some oysters?” 

“Sure. Why not?” 

I  didn’t  like  that  this  was  an  arrangement,  and  felt  I  was  being  somewhat  used,  but  I needed what he had. Didn’t I? Of course I did. 
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Jake took us to a lovely restaurant with a private booth. We sat next to each other and enjoyed touching and feeling beneath the table. I rubbed my stockinged leg against his thigh as he reveled in me. 

“Another drink, my lady?” 

“Sure. I’m getting a nice buzz, and I’m not driving. Thanks for this dinner. You didn’t need to spend so much.” 

“I didn’t. You didn’t use much of the frat cash for materials, so there was plenty. We can probably do this a lot.” 

“We can’t spend their money. That’s not right.” 

“Hey,  as  long  as  the  job  is  done  under  budget  and  we  get  new  members,  who  cares? 

How much more do you need to spend on materials?” 

“Not much, if any.” 

“Good. Enjoy. Screw the others.” 

He waved over the waiter and ordered. We sipped our drinks. 

He clinked my glass. “To our wonderful arrangement.” 

I hated that word. “Stop using that term. It feels dirty.” 

“Wow, aren’t you becoming Miss Ethics? First the money, and then the arrangement we have?” 

“Don’t call it that.” 

“Okay. I won’t refer to it anymore.” 

“Good.” 

The fresh drinks came, and I downed half of mine from my anxiety. It relaxed me. We ordered  food  and  enjoyed  a  wonderful  meal,  all  the  while  touching  under  the  table.  Jake  was ready, and so was I. His touch on my stockinged leg sent tingles through my body as much as the plug inside me did. I was oozing onto my stocking tops. 

We had dessert and double espressos with absinthe on the side. I was thoroughly buzzed and a little tipsy. Jake, with his larger build, seemed to be okay. I leaned into him as he paid the check. “Where now, Jake? You said somewhere private.” 

He folded the check shut. “Yeah. I know just the place on campus behind the library.” 

“What, in the pines?” 

“Yeah, with the padded benches. It’s a full moon tonight.” 

It  sounded  romantic.  Like  a  real  couple.  This  might  be  nice.  He  did  treat  me  well  all night  and  was  smitten  with  me.  School  was  out,  and  it  was  unlikely  anyone  would  be  there, especially this late. 

“Okay.”  I  squeezed  his  rod  one  more  time  and  kissed  his  lips  gently.  “I’m  eating  it tonight, big boy.” I wriggled in my seat. 

“All right. I was hoping for at least that. Maybe we can do more too.” 

“I’ll decide that.” 

“Yeah, right. You really don’t have a choice.” 

“Hell, I don’t. I’ll decide, or I’ll shut this whole thing off.” 

He  snickered  and  took  a  deep  breath.  “C’mon,  princess.  Let  me  give  you  a  reward.  I know how much you need it.” 

I resented that but just stared at him. I didn’t want to make a scene. 

He  stood  and  helped  me  out  of  the  booth  then  handed  me  my  purse.  I  went  into  the ladies’ room, peed, then freshened up my lipstick, hair, and perfume. We drove back to campus

and parked in front of the library. There were only a few cars there. The lights from the windows cast a soft glow. 

My heels clicked on the sidewalk as I held his arm. We went around to the back of the building and followed the walk to the bench in the pines. No one was around. I sat on the cool vinyl pad. Jake sat next to me. 

He wrapped an arm around my shoulder and pulled me to him. He kissed my neck. “You smell so good. I want to eat you.” 

“You can, you know. I’ll just lift my dress.” 

He lifted his head and glanced at me quickly, a look of shock on his face. He shook his head and began kissing my neck; his tongue running circles on it sent a tingle though me. I held his  head  against  me  and  looked  around  in  the  moonlight  at  the  peaceful,  quiet  hideaway.  I reached into his lap and caressed him through his pants. He grew. He moaned in my ear. 

I unzipped his pants and took it into my long-nailed fingers. It was firm and silky. The vibrator hummed as I stroked him and thought about having it in there like he wanted to. It was thrilling.  I  didn’t  want  to  start  doing  that,  though.  I  wasn’t  ready  for  it.  Not  as  part  of  an arrangement. I’d feel totally used. 

He whispered in my ear. “Lie down on the bench on your belly and let me stick it in. I’ll go slow.” 

I ran my thumb over his tip rubbing the juice around the head and making him twitch. I had to make him release before he lost control and just did it. I wanted to release too. 

I put one of his hands on my dress on my hardness and pressed it against it. 

“Hey, no way, Frank.” 

“What? What did you call me?” 

“I mean Fran. I mean… I’m not sure I could do anything down there for you.” 

“Was  that  why  you  gave  me  that  look  when  you  said  I  was  good  enough  to  eat,  and  I suggested you do?” 

“Uh, yeah!” He thrust into my hand. “Lie on the bench.” 

He  couldn’t  touch  me  where  I  wanted  him  to  because  then  he’d  know  he  was  with  a male. Bastard. Yet he wanted to stuff it into me while disregarding the rest. 

“On the bench, princess.” 

He gave me a little push back, trying to get me to lie down for him. I slid off the bench and stood, tugging on the pad. “Get up so I can take the pad onto the ground.” 

“Good  idea.  It’ll  be  safer  that  way.”  He  stood,  his  glistening  rod  flailing  in  the moonlight. 

I arranged it on the ground beside the bench and knelt on it. “Sit down on the bench.” 

“What?” 

“Sit. Let me taste you first.” 

“Okay, then we do it.” 

I  dove  onto  him  fully  engaged  in  it  and  looked  up  at  him  while  I  worked  it.  It  was heavenly. I loved making him react like he was, and I would be able to taste him any second. He moaned and writhed. He pulled my head off. “Stop.” He throbbed in the air and a little leaked down out and down the side. “Shit, enough of that. On your belly.” 

“No.” 

I grabbed it with both hands and dove onto it. 

A voice said, “Wow, not having sex, huh? Looks like Fran and Jake lied.” 

Jake yanked himself out of my mouth, and we both looked up. It was one of the quiet, 

diligent guys from the frat. 

Jake  helped  me  up  and  placed  me  on  his  lap,  his  rod  slipping  against  my  bottom.  He looked around for others, then at him. “What the hell are you doing here, Ron?” 

“I was at the library working on a research project for next year. I came out here for a smoke.”  We  watched  as  he  sat  on  the  bench,  put  his  books  on  it,  and  lit  a  cigarette.  He  was  a really good-looking guy about six-foot-four. 

Jake said, “You have to keep this a secret.” I wriggled on his lap nervously, he slipped between my cheeks against the vibrating plug. He quietly said in my ear, “Mmm, not bad. You already have something in there. You’re ready for it.” 

“We have an issue here, Jake. Fix it.” I slapped his leg and crossed mine. He pushed into my cheeks farther. 

Ron  smoked  his  cigarette  and  looked  at  us.  “If  you  two  aren’t  having  sex,  I’m  a monkey.” 

“You’re a monkey.” I said. 

“You know what monkeys like to do, don’t you, little girl?” 

I glared at him. “Finish that smoke and leave.” 

Jake said, “Yeah, and keep your mouth shut.” 

Ron stood before us to his full height. He could pulverize either of us. “What, you gonna make me? You know what the best solution is to this particular algorithm? Let Fran enjoy a little piece of me while she sits there on you, and when I’m done, I’ll be quiet.” 

Jake  said,  “I  don’t  know.  Fran?  It  sounds  hot  to  me.  Better  than  the  whole  frat  house, isn’t it?” 

Jake squeezed a breast and nuzzled my neck. He whispered, “Look how big he is. I don’t have  a  chance  to  persuade  him,  but  you’d  have  something  huge  to  play  with.  Think  about  it.  I think you’ll like it.” 

Jake  held  my  hips  and  adjusted  himself  under  me.  His  rod  slid  between  my  cheeks pressing the plug deeper and sending shivers through me. I looked at Ron’s gorgeous face and the shadow of his meat in his jeans. It wasn’t even hard, and it was huge. I remembered all the ones  I’d  had,  and  this  one  would  be  the  most  exciting  ever.  It  was  better  than  the  whole  frat house  smorgasbord,  at  least,  and  the  pressure  of  Jake  sliding  beneath  me  was  making  me  pop around under my dress. 

I  reached  a  hand  out  to  Ron  and  looked  up  at  him.  “Come  here  and  give  me  that.  But then lips sealed.” 

“Lips sealed.” 

He  stood  in  front  of  me  and  took  out  the  shaved  rod  and  globes.  It  was  half  limp  as  I wrapped both hands around the huge shaft and tugged at it. He moved closer pushing it toward my face. I stared at it in the moonlight as it grew and grew. Jake was sliding between my cheeks and moaning in my ear. “Mmm.” He whispered, “Let me get the plug out and slip it in. You’re ready.” 

I shook my head and dove onto Ron. It filled my mouth and still left room for both hands on  the  shaft.  I  tugged  his  globes  with  one  hand  and  kept  the  other  on  it  to  keep  him  from thrusting too deep. “That’s it, princess,” Ron said as he wrapped his huge hands around my head and began to thrust slowly into and out of my face. 

Jake  was  watching  me  from  over  my  shoulder.  He  breathed  hotly  on  my  neck  as  he thrust under me. I took one of his hands and put it in my lap on my begging little rod beneath the dress. He yanked his hand away like he’d touched a hot stove. “No way.” 

I held Ron’s rod and turned back to Jake whispering, “Bastard. Touch me. Help me.” 

“No.” 

Ron turned my head back to him and pressed it against my lips. “Open up and let’s get this done. I have to get back in before they close.” 

He didn’t need to tell me. Before he said, ‘up,’ , I had it all in my mouth. He pumped into me as I ran my tongue over and around it. I tugged globes and squeezed his slick shaft as he thrust through my hand into my face. He grunted. “Ungh, yeah. Hot face. Hot chick.” 

Jake was thrusting under me so hard my head was bouncing, and Ron was following it as we moved, shoving it all the way in till my hand stopped it. Jake moaned. “Shit, this is it.” 

He  reached  under  me  and  tried  to  shove  the  plug  into  me  with  it.  It  sent  ripples  of sensation through me. I wanted him inside. 

Jake asked, “Is that good?” 

I nodded as I ate Ron. 

Jake pushed it harder, and I pressed down on it. It filled me up with sensation. I moaned around Ron’s shaft. 

I let go of Ron’s globes and grabbed myself through the dress. I pumped my hand on it. 

Ron and Jake made a chorus of grunts and moans as they both sent floods of juice into and on me. “Ungh shit, uh huh...” Ron said. 

“Get in there, damn it,” Jake said as he clenched my hips and pushed. I pushed back and onto  it.  The  plug  went  deeper,  and  he  was  in  all  the  way,  sending  a  rush  of  luscious,  electric sensation  up  my  spine.  I  jerked  myself  madly  as  I  flooded  my  dress  with  my  juices  and swallowed Ron’s flood madly while Jake’s filled my bottom and leaked down my cheeks. We all twitched and jerked until we fell from the precipice into a cool stream, so to speak. We caught our breath. 

What had happened? I felt Jake as he slid inside of me. It felt wonderful. He lifted me off. It dripped down my leg. 

Ron ran his hand through my hair. “Thanks. That was great.” He tucked himself away, grabbed  his  books  and  left.  Jake  was  tucked  away,  and  I  looked  around  on  the  ground  for  the plug. 

“What are you looking for?” 

“The plug you took out. The one that was in me.” 

“You didn’t lose it. It’s still in there somewhere. It’ll come out.” 

I freaked out. “What? You bastard. Now what?” 

“You helped push it in. You were shoving your butt on it.” 

He was right. I couldn’t resist it. I wriggled my bottom and felt down there. I could feel it humming away inside. I wriggled my bottom and could tell it was moving back out. I sat and wriggled some more. Luckily, with all the wetness from Jake and the vibration, it slid back into place and held tight. 

I took a deep breath and sat on the bench composing myself. The pines smelled sweet. 

My dress was soaked front and back. I felt my face and wiped my chin. I ran my hands through my hair, removed some more cream from it, and licked my fingers. 

I looked at Jake. “Don’t you ever do that again. You hear me?” 

“Yes, ma’am. You wanted it, though.” 

“I couldn’t help myself. I have no willpower. Don’t put me in that position again.” 

“Okay. Next time the position will be on your back.” 

“No.” 

He flashed a quick smile and stood. He held a hand out for me. 

I took it and stood. I arranged my dress. “Take me home.” 

“Okay, maybe we have time for one more when we get back. I can put it where Ron just did.” 

“No, you can’t. You wouldn’t even touch me down there. It’s like I’m a freak.” 

“Of course not. You’re not a freak, you’re a guy, and I’m not gay.” 

“But you stuck it in me. You stick it in other guys?” 

“Not  in  guys.  Girls  have  those  parts  too,  though,  so  it’s  just  like  being  in  a  girl.  I  was always an ass man. You have a nice tight one.” 

He  put  his  arm  out  for  me.  I  walked  ahead  of  him  quickly.  “Let’s  go  home.  You’re making me angry with your views of what I am and how you treat me to suit yourself without a thought of me.” 

What  was  I  going  to  do  now?  I  had  two  guys  using  me  like  a  receptacle.  I  was  just something for them to hump into and not have any concern about my feelings or my pleasure. I needed  what  they  had  and  how  good  it  felt,  but  at  what  price?  This  was  going  to  be  a  long summer and longer school year to follow. I didn’t feel desired but used instead. What could I do? 
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I slept fitfully and didn’t feel rested. I knew what I would do, though. Sleeping on it had brought light to the issue. I had to make a dramatic change. I wasn’t happy about it, but I was committed to it. 

I showered and gelled my hair, then slicked it back. No earrings or jewelry, no makeup, no bra or gelforms, and flat sneakers. I popped off my fake nails and stored them in a baggie. I cleaned off the glue from my nails. I looked in the mirror. If it weren’t for the gentleness of my face  and  the  fact  that  I  was  wearing  a  denim  mini  and  pink  golf  shirt,  I  could  look  like  a  boy again. 

I went down to eat breakfast. Jake and Ron were in the kitchen. I made a bowl of cereal, poured some juice, and sat down. They sat at the table, both staring at me. 

I looked up occasionally from my bowl and didn’t acknowledge them. Ron said, “Nice job  last  night.  You  don’t  quite  look  as  inviting  today,  but  if  you  get  dolled  up  again,  I  can  do what Jake did, and you’ll be even crazier on mine.” 

I glared at him. “In your dreams, asshole.” 

Jake studied me. “Something’s up, Fran. What’s wrong?” 

I shook my head. “Exactly.” 

“Exactly?” 

“Exactly. You don’t even know what’s wrong. That’s what’s wrong about all of this.” I leaned toward Ron and glared at him. “Same with you. You’re both a couple of chauvinistic pigs who think they’re god’s gift to women... and girls like me.” 

They looked at each other. Jake said, “You seemed to be really into both of us last night. 

I thought you enjoyed it.” 

My face flushed as I remembered the lust I felt. “I can’t say I wasn’t into it. But I was able to tell neither of you gave a shit about how I was feeling. You both still view me as a guy in a dress to be used, and not as a woman.” 

Ron shook his head. “Hey, man, what the hell do you think you are, Frank? You aren’t a real  woman.  As  long  as  we  don’t  have  to  acknowledge  what’s  under  that  dress,  though,  your mouth and your tight bottom are really inviting when you’re dressed like that, and you love the attention. Quit fooling yourself and enjoy being used and making us feel good. It’s your new role in life. It’s your purpose to get real guys like us off.” 

Jake was quiet, just staring at the table. 

“Jake? Do you have anything to say for yourself?” 

He  stared  at  me.  “It  is  what  it  is.  You  are  what  you  are.  Sometimes  you  just  have  to accept life on its terms. Enjoy being what you’re good at, Fran.” 

I took a deep breath, shook my head at them in disgust, cleaned up my dishes, grabbed my purse off the table, and left. 
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I drove to the Salvation Army and selected some new clothes to work in and some hang-around clothes. I went back to the frat and changed into them. I still had my girls’ panties on, but no one would see that, and I didn’t want to give up all of me. With long, baggy, khaki shorts, a ripped brown tee-shirt, and flat sneaks, I set to work on the frat. 

The quiet and the engagement in the mindless tasks was a relief. I was Frank again, as far as any of them would be concerned. I would stop them treating me like an object to be used. 

By the end of the day, I was exhausted and sitting on the porch with an iced tea, resting. 

Jake came up the stairs slowly and stood in front of me. “Can I join you?” 

I looked at the swing seat. “Looks to me like there’s enough space.” 

“May I?” 

I glared at him. “If you must.” 

He sat and looked around the porch, almost fully painted. “It looks good. You’re good at this. You know how to make things look good.” 

“Thanks.” 

He looked at how I was dressed. “So, can I take you to dinner tonight?” 

I motioned with my hands. “I guess it would have to be someplace casual.” 

“What?  You’d  go  out  dressed  like  that?  Right  now,  you  look  like  the  rest  of  the  guys when they’re chilling. You look more like Frank than Fran, and it isn’t very sexy or feminine. 

Maybe you should get prettied up, and we can go have some fun.” 

I stared at him. I crossed my leg like a girl and bounced my sneaker. I gave him a fake smile and sipped my tea with my finger out. “Prettied up, huh?” 

“Yeah, like the hottie you can be.” 

“And  what  would  we  do?  Would  you  like  the  prettied-up  me  to  make  you  crazy  and swallow all of your manly juice?” 

He was looking off into the distance, avoiding looking at me, Frank, as he said, “Uh, or maybe  what  we  did  last  night.  We  could  do  it  on  your  back  without  that  thing  in  there.  Well, maybe it would be better from behind. Then I wouldn’t have to look at your thing.” He adjusted his crotch. “Maybe you could wear a flowered dress and heels and some crotchless panties.” 

“Keep going. I’m thinking about it. Does it get you hard to think about?” It was getting me hard thinking about it. 

“Of course.” He wouldn’t look at me. He closed his eyes and rubbed his crotch. He was hard as a rock. 

“That’s it, honey. Close your eyes and remember how good I made you feel. How tight my  bottom  was,  how  good  my  mouth  feels,  the  image  of  me  looking  up  at  you  with  it  in  my mouth.” 

He  was  rubbing  it  faster  now.  His  eyes  were  closed.  “Oh  yeah.  C’mon,  Fran.  Let’s  go out and have a nice dinner and drinks, and I’ll give you both. You’ll love it.” 

I  thought  to  myself,  I  would,  but  not  as  a  receptacle  I  wouldn’t.  “Yeah,  I  would  enjoy that. Imagine it and tell me what you’re imagining. Keep rubbing it. I want to see how excited you can get thinking about it. Maybe you should wet your pants right now, so you can last longer for us later. Tell me about it.” 

His  hand  rubbed  harder  and  faster.  He  lifted  his  hips,  pumping  upward.  “Oh,  yeah. 

You’ll love it. I’ll shove it in your face and squeeze your head tight, so you don’t have a choice.” 

Ron came up quietly onto the porch with Pete. Some of the other guys were walking up the  walk.  I  held  my  finger  to  my  lips  to  keep  them  quiet.  They  were  gathering  around  us, 

watching Jake. 

“Tell me more, Jake. It’s in her bottom now. How does it feel?” 

“Oh yeah. It’s tight as hell, and I’m pounding the shit out of it.” 

The guys all grinned and pointed at him thrusting his hips against his palm. 

“Okay  Jake.  Now  finish  so  you  can  last  longer  for  her.  Force  that  release  into  her  like she’s meant to be used. Fill that receptacle.” 

“Yeah,  tight,  she’s  held  tight,  I’m  ramming,  she’s  whimpering,  I  cry  out  with  a  last shove.  Ungh,  oh  yeah,  Fran.”  He  pumped  repeatedly  against  his  palm.  His  pants  showed  the wetness soaking through. I stood up and motioned for applause. 

“Nice job, Jake. You just imagined having sex with a guy wearing a dress.” 

All the guys clapped and laughed at Jake. Jake’s eyes popped open wide, and he tried to cover his wet spot. “Uh, shit! Where did you guys come from?” 

I stood with my tea. “See this, guys? This is the kind of embarrassment any of you will get if Fran ever comes back here again, and someone tries to use her.” I looked at Ron and Jake and shook a finger at them. “Both of you. Lips sealed or there will be repercussions.” 

Ron said, “If she comes back? C’mon, man.” 

“Do what Jake just did. You guys will never see Fran again. Have a ball.” 

I went upstairs and put on some clean boy-clothes and left. 
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I  felt  I  had  accomplished  what  I  wanted.  Jake  was  humiliated,  and  neither  he  nor  Ron would speak of having done what they did with me, since it was frowned upon by the whole frat of homophobes to do something like that with a guy. At least that was the open group-think they aligned with. 

I checked my phone, and Stacey had been trying to reach me. Her text said we needed to talk as soon as possible. I walked down to her apartment, and she buzzed me in. 

“Hi!” She smiled and hugged me. “Oh, girl, you look terrible and smell like you’ve been working out. What’s with you, girl?” 

“I was working on the frat all day, that’s all.” 

“No shower?” 

“I had to get out of there.” 

She  held  my  hands  and  looked  at  me.  “Where  are  your  girl  work  clothes?  The  denim mini and things. Why the boy clothes? And your hair all slicked back and no makeup, or nails, or jewelry?” 

“It’s a long story. I’ll fill you in. You were the one who needed to see me right away. 

What’s up?” 

She led me into the kitchen and poured two iced teas. She leaned on the counter and ran a hand over my hair. “This isn’t you, honey.” 

“I know. It’s only for a while. I’ll tell you later. What about you? 

She sipped her tea. “Okay, I have to be gone for a while. Six weeks. But don’t worry, I’ll be back.” 

“When!?” 

“My flight is tomorrow afternoon.” 

“Why are you leaving for so long? Is something wrong?” 

She shook her head. “Oh, no. Just have to do something I’ve been putting off for a while, and it’ll take a little time. Nothing to worry your pretty head over.” She gazed into my eyes. “I’m gonna miss you. I already have, with the attention the boys have been giving you.” She kissed my cheek. 

I kissed her lips. “I’ll miss you too.” 

“Can we go out tonight? Fran and I? Will you be the pretty girlfriend of mine on my last night here for a while?” 

“I told the frat guys that they weren’t going to see Fran again.” 

“So what? If you want to dress, dress. You’ll have to tell me about what brought this on. 

Why not do it over dinner as Fran?” She tilted her head and raised her eyebrows. “Please?” 

I gazed at her. I loved her. I couldn’t resist her. It was funny how much she loved having Fran around. Heck, I loved having Fran around too. I guessed I was being overly vindictive to the guys at the frat and ended up hurting myself and denying my own preferences because of it. I decided they were sufficiently put in their places, anyway, and I wouldn’t have a problem with them anymore. 

“Okay.  I’ll  run  back,  shower  and  dress.  Want  me  to  drive,  or  are  we  walking somewhere?” 

“I’ll drive, sweetie. You relax. I’ll pick you up at the frat. How’s an hour sound? Enough time to get pretty again?” 

“Sure. What kind of attire?” 

“Hmm, how’s a nice dinner, clubbing, and you stay over tonight? We can sleep in.” 

“Just  us,  though.  If  guys  come  along  I  don’t  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with  them.  I want to spend every minute with you before you leave.” 

“My thoughts exactly. Two girls having fun with each other.” 

I gave her a big kiss and a hug. “I love you, Stacey.” 

“I  love  you  too.  Now  go—you  stink,  and  I  need  to  shower  to  get  your  sweat  off  me. 

Eww!” 

I quickly walked to the frat, excited for our night together. It would be the last one for some time. I’d miss her terribly. Well, I’d best make the most of it. 
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I was so excited to be going out with Stacey. I showered and promptly readied myself with makeup and sheer, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out so I could pee without taking them down, letting it flail under my dress. I wore a short, flowered dress and heels and put fresh batteries in my plug and put it in. Mmmm. Just thinking about Stacey was so incredible. 

I was downstairs early. The guys were waiting for dinner. I poured a drink while they all stayed quiet. I looked at them. They turned their eyes from me. All except Jake. 

He came over and leaned on the bar. “You look nice.” 

“Thanks.” 

“I  deserved  what  you  did  to  me.”  He  looked  around  at  the  guys.  Some  of  them  shook their heads, and others just looked away. “They think I’m an idiot. That’s okay, though. I’d like to make it up to you sometime.” 

I sipped my drink and looked at my watch. I looked back. “I don’t need you.” 

“I know. But I want you.” 

I  spoke  loudly  so  the  others  could  hear,  “So?  I  want  a  million  bucks.  Would  you  be willing to accept all of me? To please me?” 

He  looked  at  the  guys.  They  studied  him.  He  looked  in  my  eyes.  “I’d  please  you  by sticking it in you from behind or stuffing it into your mouth. As long as I don’t have to see it or touch it, it isn’t there.” 

The  guys  smiled  and  nodded  in  agreement,  looking  at  me  lustfully  like  a  thing  to  be used. 

I tossed the rest of my drink on him and walked out. 

I  sat  on  the  porch,  clutching  my  purse  and  a  backpack  with  nightclothes,  tomorrow’s clothes, and shoes. In a moment, Stacey pulled in. 

I  walked  down  the  stairs  and  the  walk  as  she  opened  the  trunk  for  my  backpack.  She kissed my cheek and touched my shoulder. “You look lovely.” She sniffed my hair, “Mmm, and smell wonderful too.” 

“Thanks.” I gave her a peck on the lips. 

We  climbed  into  the  car.  I  crossed  my  silky  legs  and  pressed  my  bottom  against  the humming  plug.  I  felt  sensual  and  alive,  and  I  was  with  my  favorite  person.  I  gazed  at  her lovingly. 

She glanced at me. “Don’t look so sad. The time will pass quickly. I want to enjoy you tonight and not be feeling down about me leaving.” She patted my thigh. “You’re so pretty and sexy. Let’s have a good time, okay?” 

“Okay. I’ll try.” 

“No try, Luke. Do!” 

We both laughed at her Yoda imitation. 

We had drinks and dinner at a nice restaurant. No one blinked an eye at two girls dressed up and having a good time. Being close to campus, it was common to see girls together like that. 

We caressed each other’s legs beneath the table. Stacey squeezed me and slid the silky dress against my male part. By the time dinner and dessert were done, I was beside myself with libido. 

I  whispered  in  her  ear,  “Let’s  skip  the  dance  club  and  go  to  your  place  so  I  can  make love to you. I never made love to a woman before.” 

She breathed in my ear, her hot breath further arousing me, “Mmm. that does sound nice. 

Our first time. It’s too bad it’s not a good time for me. But you can still use the backdoor instead

if you’d like to. I’d like that.” 

I throbbed under my dress. Her backdoor. Wow. That would be nice. I knew how good it felt  to  have  something  in  it,  since  I  was  sitting  on  a  humming  plug  right  then.  “That  would  be wonderful. Let’s pay the bill and go.” 

She called the waiter over, and we were out of there in a heartbeat. On the road, she said, 

“Just one more stop first. I think we both need another drink.” 

“I could do without one.” 

“Not that kind of drink. I think you need to have at least one before I leave, since you might not have any for a while.” 

She  reached  across  the  console  and  grabbed  me  through  the  dress,  looking  forward  as she drove. She squeezed and slid it in the dress. “Mmm. I can’t wait for this to be inside me.” 

She pulled into a frat house. Not ours, thank goodness. 

“These guys always have hot parties. We’ll be in and out in no time with full bellies.” 

She  got  out  of  the  car  and  went  to  the  trunk.  She  handed  me  a  little  glittery  mask  that  had feathers and covered the area around the eyes. She put hers on and giggled. “Toss your purse into the trunk. We won’t need them in there, and it’ll be safer.” 

I  did  and  looked  into  her  eyes,  ablaze  behind  the  mask.  She  flashed  a  huge  smile  and licked her lips. “Ready, honey?” 

“Ready.” 

We entered the frat house. Music was pounding, people were doing shots and smoking. 

Girls were on their knees in front of the guys, and guys had girls against the walls as they made them moan. It was like an orgy. 

Stacey looked around and took me by the hand. She went over to a corner where there were pillows and handed me one, taking one for herself. She surveyed the room and went into another, then another. Finally she found a room that suited her. “This is it. Right here.” 

She tossed her pillow on the floor and knelt down. She patted the floor for me to do the same. I did. 

By  the  time  we  had  arranged  our  dresses,  guys  were  coming  over  and  unzipping  their pants  in  front  of  us.  Out  came  a  veritable  smorgasbord  of  cream-filled  delectables  of  various shapes, colors, and sizes. We both indulged voraciously like pastry-starved dieters in a bakery. 

One  after  the  other,  the  treats  were  handled  and  manipulated  with  hands  and  mouth  to yield their milky sweets into our greedy mouths. Occasional drips were quickly wiped with a nail and licked off. I could see Stacey from the corner of my eyes as she passionately drove each guy into  a  frenzy,  and  I  did  the  same  to  mine.  Final  thrusts  into  our  tightly  held  heads  gave  us  our reward, and each man was quickly replaced by the next in line. 

Finally,  after  maybe  an  hour  or  so,  we  each  had  only  one  left.  We  finished  and  stood. 

Stacey  wiped  my  chin  for  me  and  held  it  for  me  to  lick.  “Is  your  belly  full  after  this  dessert? 

Mine is.” 

“Mmm, yes, very full on top of dinner. Thanks. Let’s go home. I can’t take anymore. My dress and panties are wet from the oozing, and my jaw is tired.” 

She took my hand and led me to the car. We threw the masks in the back seat and drove home to her place. 

We  each  had  a  glass  of  wine  on  the  balcony,  and  she  led  me  by  the  hand  into  the bedroom. She pulled back the bedspread and slid onto the sheets. She put her face on a pillow, lifted  her  dress  over  her  bottom,  revealing  her  panties,  pulled  them  aside  and  smiled  at  me. 

“Now, no touching in front. Just slip it in me and fill me up, my princess.” 

I  slid  over  to  her.  I  dipped  it  into  my  wet  panties  and  slid  the  wetness  against  her tightness several times. When it was good and wet, I pushed gently. She held one hand if front on her crotch as she pushed her bottom against it. “Yes, that’s it, pretty girl. Push that into me. I want to feel you all the way in.” 

My vibrator hummed inside me. I set it to the highest setting, which made me ooze from the tip as I pushed it in. I made it past the threshold, and I entered her completely, almost passing out  with  the  pleasure.  “Ungh,  god,  Stacey.  You  feel  sooooo  good.”  I  held  her  hips  and  thrust slowly. 

“Ungh, yes, you do too. Now make me finish with you. Faster, baby. Faster and harder. 

Don’t worry about hurting me. It’s all good right now.” 

I  held  her  hips  tight  and  pounded  her,  whimpering  with  pleasure  as  I  did,  “Huh,  huh, huh. uh, oh god, huh, so tight, huh.” 

“That’s it, baby. Flood me with your juice. Yes! Ungh, ungh, huh, huh, uh, oh yeah. It’s coming. Ready? Let it go, baby.” 

I couldn’t wait. It rushed through me, making my legs quiver as I rammed it deep and held it there. 

“Oh  yeah,  princess.  That’s  it.”  Stacey  quivered,  her  hand  in  front  moving  wildly  as  I pushed it as deep as I could. 

When she collapsed onto her face, I fell on top of her. We caught our breaths for a while. 

Stacey slid out from under me and off the bed. She ran into the bathroom and closed the door. 

When she came back, she was in a nightgown, and she slid into the bed where I was curled up, drifting off to sleep. 

She wrapped an arm over me and nuzzled my neck. She ran her hand through my hair and whispered, “I love you so much.” 

I reached a hand back to her. She grabbed it before I could get it between her thighs, and she  slid  her  legs  away  from  me.  “Time  for  sleep,  baby.”  She  rolled  onto  her  side  of  the  bed, facing away from me. 

Why couldn’t we cuddle? I guessed because of her telling me it wasn’t a good time for me to make love to her, so she must have felt it wouldn’t be good. I rolled onto my back. There was a wet spot on the bed. I remembered releasing it all inside Stacey. She didn’t leak it here. 

She had gotten up right away. Why was it wet? 

I fell asleep thinking I had just missed something. I must have made the mess myself. 
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Stacey and I talked every day. I still had no idea what was going on, but if she couldn’t tell  me,  I  respected  that.  I  went  back  to  dressing  like  Fran  at  my  frat  and  did  the  work  I  was getting paid for. The guys left me alone, even Jake. It seemed like forever waiting for Stacey to come home. 

One night I had gotten worked up talking to Stacey and thinking about us being intimate again.  She  suggested  I  take  care  of  it  myself,  and  maybe  I  should  go  back  to  that  frat  we  had gone to and get my fill. I did, but it wasn’t the same. It was okay, better than at my own frat with Jake or any of them, since the guys at this other frat didn’t know what I had under my skirt. 

The fact that they thought I was a girl avoided some of the emotions of feeling used, but without Stacey beside me, it lost a good portion of its delight, and it seemed almost mechanical. I liked  making  them  release  and  tasting  it.  I  felt  good  that  I  could,  and  I  was  proud  of  it,  but  it wasn’t the same as having Stacey there too. 

End result, I didn’t release the whole time she was gone. I was a mess. 

Then she called. “Surprise, princess!” her voice beamed into my ear as I held the phone. 

A grin went ear to ear on my face. Was she home? “Hey! Are you back?” 

“Yes, honey. At the airport now.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming home today?” 

“I  wanted  to  surprise  you.  Now  get  all  prettied  up,  and  I’ll  come  over  and  get  you  as soon as I get my bags and drop them off and change. Dress classy and sexy, baby. I want you so bad.” 

OMG! My heart raced in my chest. I was so excited my hand shook as I held the phone. 

Tears welled in my eyes. My voice shook, “Oh, baby, I’m so excited I’m shaking. My heart is pounding.” 

“Good. I have more surprises for you. I think you’re ready for them.” 

“Tell me. Tell me now.” 

“No, tonight, after dinner.” 

“Oh, Stacey, please?” 

“No. Now go get ready. I want us to turn heads tonight. It’s just the two of us. No guys. 

A couple in love, reunited. Go. Hang up and get ready.” 

“Okay. I love you so much. I’ll be ready for you.” 

“I love you too. Bye.” 

She  hung  up.  I  looked  at  my  watch  and  ran  upstairs  from  the  porch,  past  the  now faceless,  nameless  guys  of  my  frat.  Maybe  Stacey  would  let  me  move  in  with  her  now.  It  was awful living where I was. 

In  the  shower,  I  cleaned  out  and  then  slid  in  a  plug  that  I  hadn’t  used  since  she  left, making sure its batteries were fresh. I went all out—makeup, hair, jewelry, sheer black stockings and garter belt, matching bra and crotchless panties, forms, heels… A sleek black chiffon dress slid up my silky legs, caressing my little male part as it slid up. I zipped the dress and adjusted my cleavage. I looked into the mirror; my face was flushed with excitement. I looked great. A shaking hand sprayed perfume under the dress, on my legs, over my hair. 

I filled my purse and clipped down the stairs, running to the bar in the parlor. They were there watching me. I mixed a drink and shakily sipped it. 

“Fran,” Jake said. “You okay? You look really nervous. Going on a first date?” 

“None  of  your  business,  homophobe.  Go  jerk  it  thinking  about  how  good  I  look  right now.”  The  rest  of  the  guys  laughed.  Jake  turned  red.  I  sipped  my  martini  and  was  starting  to

relax. 

They left me to myself as I stood with one foot on the rail, my purse on the bar, sipping. 

I pictured seeing Stacey again. I checked my watch. I still had time to kill. Shit. I texted Stacey and told her I was ready. 

I stared at the phone. Her response came. “In the driveway, princess.” 

I  slugged  the  rest  of  my  drink,  grabbed  my  purse,  and  ran  out  the  door.  She  stood holding the car door for me. She looked different. Had it been so long that I had forgotten what she looked like? Her hips seemed fuller, and her breasts seemed to pop. Maybe it was the dress. 

I greeted her, “Hi, sweetie! I missed you so much.” 

She kissed my lips and held my shoulders. “You look none the worse for wear. A sight for sore eyes, actually.” 

I took in her face. Her makeup seemed different. Her cheek bones were higher and more prominent, and her lips seemed fuller.  “You look incredible, Stacey. New makeup? That dress is so flattering too. I never knew you had such curves.” 

She looked down, embarrassed, and motioned for me to get in. I slid in, slipped my dress under me, and crossed my legs. She shut the door. 

I  stared  at  her  as  she  started  the  car.  She  looked  so  different,  even  prettier  than  I remembered. She glanced at me as she backed out of the driveway. “Stop staring at me. It’s me.” 

“I know. Sorry. I guess it’s just been a while since I’ve seen you. I love you.” 

“I love you too, princess. Let’s celebrate! Just us.” 

“Just us. So tell me about your trip. If you can.” 

She looked nervous. “Uh, the flights were good. Accommodations good. Good trip.” 

“Did you get everything done you’d been putting off that you wanted to?” 

“Yes. It all went really well.” 

“What was it?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  later.  Soon  you’ll  know  all  about  it.  Let’s  have  some  drinks  and  dinner first.” 

“Okay.” 

We  had  dinner  and  drinks  at  the  same  place  we’d  gone  to  before  she  left.  It  was wonderful once again. It felt so good to be reunited with her. 

We sipped absinthe as we waited for the bill. She looked at me over her glass. “With all the stuff that’s been going on at your frat, I can’t believe you’d want to stay there another year.” 

“I don’t.” 

“Then move in with me.” 

“Really? I didn’t know that was an option.” 

“I’m sorry. I assumed you’d have realized that. I wasn’t sure you wanted to.” She held my hand in hers and gazed into my eyes. “I want to spend as much time with you as possible.” 

She  looked  away,  taking  a  deep  breath.  “I  know  this  sounds  weird.  Girl  to  girl,  that  is...  but  I want to be with you for the rest of our lives. I want to marry you.” 

My heart raced. How could this be? A guy who acts like a girl marrying a girl? His best friend? I wanted to. I was so confused though. “Uh, I’d love to, but I mean... look at me. You deserve a man. You’re a beautiful woman. Why take damaged goods like me?” 

“Oh,  honey.  You  aren’t  damaged  goods.  You’re  perfect.  What’s  wrong  with  two  girls like us spending the rest of their lives together in love?” 

“Well, I’m not a girl, and you are. I could go back to being Frank.” I took a deep breath thinking about it. 

“Sounds normal to me. But what’s normal? What about two girls? What about two guys? 

Who cares what’s under our skirts? It’s what’s in our heads. Right?” 

“Oh,  princess,  no.  I  won’t  allow  it.  We  need  to  go  home  and  finish  our  celebration. 

Maybe after a good night’s sleep you’ll see things more clearly.” She signed the bill and we left. 

She  was  right.  I  was  letting  my  own  societally  imposed,  preconceived  notions  of  right and wrong and normal get in the way just like everyone else does. 

In her apartment she poured us wine. “You look so classy and sexy tonight, baby. Why don’t you relax on the balcony with your wine, and I’m going to put on something more suitable for making love to you.” She kissed me deeply on my mouth. 

We were going to make love. I was beside myself. I had never made love to a woman before. Unless the last time counted. I guess it did. 

She parted and went to change. I sat on the patio, crossed my legs, and felt wonderfully sensual and pretty as I sipped the wine and thought about what lay ahead. I was nervous. I hoped I’d be able to satisfy her. 

Stacey  came  out  holding  her  wine  and  sat  next  to  me  on  the  little  love  seat.  She  was wearing black strappy heels, sheer black stockings held up with garters clipped to a black satin corset that held her breasts on a shelf; her nipples were hard. She wore tight black satin panties over the garters. A short, sheer black robe flowed loosely around her. 

“Wow. Nice. I didn’t realize how shapely you are. Don’t know how I could have missed it before. Your hips and breasts and... Even your face is so feminine and shapely. You are such a gorgeous woman.” 

“Thanks.”  She  leaned  into  me  and  wrapped  a  hand  around  my  rod  under  my  dress. 

“Mmm,  maybe  someday  we  can  get  you  a  shape  like  this.”  She  stroked  it  and  gazed  into  my eyes. 

“But...with that thing? I don’t want to give that up.” 

“Of  course  not.  Why  give  it  up?”  She  took  my  hand  and  placed  it  on  her  bare  breast. 

“You could have ones like these.” 

I squeezed it and pinched the nipple. She kissed me, and our tongues danced around each other. She let out a little moan. She whispered. “Like them? It feels so nice, your hand.” 

“Mmm.”  I  slid  a  hand  up  her  thigh  and  tried  to  get  it  between  her  legs.  She  held  her thighs tight together. 

She slid off the seat and onto her knees. She lifted my dress and took me in her mouth. 

“Oh god, Stacey, mmm... That feels so nice.” I grabbed her head and started to thrust. I was  so  close  to  the  edge.  She  popped  off  of  it  with  a  slurp  and  looked  up  at  me.  “Don’t  you finish yet! This is just our appetizer. I want you to finish with us joined together.” 

It  bobbed  in  the  air  and  dripped  cream  down  the  shaft.  “Like  before?  Mmm.  Sounds great.” 

“Yeah, like before...but different. A surprise.” 

How could I have her like before and yet differently? “Different?” 

“Yeah. Last time, you were behind me. This time in front of me. On your back.” 

She dove back onto my shaft and bobbed her head on it. She made slurping sounds as I held  her  head  gently,  and  my  hips  involuntarily  thrust  into  her  face.  I  pictured  myself  on  my back. Me in front of her. Her riding me. I whimpered, “Ungh, huh, huh, huh...uh...” I was about to come. She stopped and let it throb and ooze in the air. 

She looked up at me. “I want to do all the work.” 

“Yeah,  mmm.  Sounds  nice.  So  you’re  going  to  ride  me  like  a  bucking  bronco.  Can’t

wait.” 

“Uh, not quite.” She took me into her mouth again. Her tongue flicked the tip repeatedly, making my body twitch uncontrollably. “Oh, god, huh, huh, huh...” 

She  stopped  again,  letting  it  flail  about  in  the  air.  She  watched  it  as  she  massaged  my thighs. 

I stroked her hair. “So, not a bucking bronco then. I guess I should remain still—just a horse, not a bronco.” 

She stroked me and looked into my eyes. Her face was so exotic in the moonlight with the  new  makeup—raised  arched  eyebrows,  fuller  lips,  higher  fuller  cheekbones.  “Horse  isn’t  a good description. Riding you isn’t a good description either. Hmm. Let me show you.” She stood and took my hand. “Let’s go to bed.” 

She  pulled  back  the  bedspread  and  smoothed  the  satin  sheets.  She  hopped  on  and kneeled in the center, patting the bed. “Come here, little girl. It’s time to lose your virginity.” Her smile had a hint of evil. Some kind of mischievousness was inside her. “Time for my bride to be taken by her bride.” 

I  slid  onto  the  silky  sheets  and  leaned  against  the  headboard.  I  figured  it  out.  She  was going to use a strap-on on me. “I know—a strap-on.” 

“Yeah, baby. You almost got it. Would you like a strap-on in you?” 

“Oh, yeah.” I quickly took the vibrating plug out of me and put it on the nightstand on a tissue. I slid down and readied myself, sliding my knees back and resting my head on the pillow. 

“Ready, honey.” 

She  slid  on  her  knees  along  the  satin  until  she  was  before  me.  She  stroked  me  in  my crotchless panties, staring at it. She pushed both my legs back, holding my feet in their high heels behind  my  head  with  one  hand.  I  watched,  looking  to  see  the  strap-on  to  prepare  myself.  She smiled an evil smile. “Lie back now. No peeking. Close your eyes.” 

“Oh, Stacey. Please. Let me watch.” 

“No. Just tell me what you feel.” 

I lay back, eyes closed. Her one hand held my ankles behind my head, her other guided it and pressed it against me. She pushed gently. 

“I feel it spreading me. It feels nice. Push it.” 

She did. It slid in easily, filling me up. It was as if it were in my stomach. “Ungh, god, Stacey. It feels so good. So real.” 

She  leaned  over  me,  breathing  in  my  ear  while  she  began  to  stroke.  “Mmm,  very  real, isn’t it? Now put your hands on my bottom and set the pace you like.” 

I did. My nails dug into her luscious cheeks. “Ungh, yeah, that’s it Stacey. Ungh, huh, yes, oh god, more, faster, harder.” 

She started to ram me, and she slid her hands to the back of my knees to pin me tighter to the bed. She was pounding into me as she kissed me on the lips and stared into my eyes. “Tell me what you want, my bride.” Her breathing was fast as she rammed me over and over. 

“Oh, god. I want it to be real. I want to feel you fill me with your juice. Hun, unh, uh, uh. 

yes, fill me up. I’m, god, I’m gonna...” 

She  pummeled  me,  making  a  slapping  sound  against  my  cheeks.  This  thing  even  had globes! I lifted my head and looked down. I was flailing in the air with each thrust. Drips flew off it as my whole body was electrified. It felt as if we were one and the same body. I watched as the perfect replica of a male’s best parts were thrusting in me. 

She  moaned,  “Ungh,  god,  Fran...  This  is  it.”  She  pushed  deep  and  held  it  there  as  I

squirted  all  over  my  dress  and  belly.  I  could  swear  she  was  filling  me  with  juices  at  the  same time. I looked into her eyes as we both twitched in bliss and held each other tight. She fell onto me and I wrapped my legs around her hips, pulling her tight to me. 

I whimpered, “Oh god, oh god, it feels so good, god, don’t let it end. Keep going.” 

Stacey thrust as best she could. She was weakened by the climax and started to peter out. 

It even felt as if she was softening inside of me. She lay on top of me, still breathing heavily. “I love you, baby,” she whispered in my ear. 

“I love you too.” I lay there not knowing quite what was going on. She had stopped like a man would stop after he was finished. The strap-on shrunk and popped out. I reached down to find it. I was shocked. 

“Oh, my god, Stacey.” 

“Do you still love me?” 

“Oh, honey. More than ever. I never knew. Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Too risky. Until now. I had to if we are to get married. Will you marry me?” She ran a hand through my hair, gazing into my eyes. 

“Will I ever!” 

“I  went  away  to  become  as  much  of  a  woman  as  I  could.  Hips,  breasts,  facial  work.  I could never bring myself to get rid of my little strap-on, though.” 

“Glad you didn’t. I love it.” 

“Good.” She closed her eyes, a smile on her lips. She looked so happy in that moment. I completely understood, since I felt the same. 

“I’m jealous now,” I whispered in her ear. 

“I thought you’d be. I made an appointment for a psychiatrist to interview you to gain approval  for  the  surgeries.  If  you  want  them.  My  aunt  died  while  I  was  away,  and  she  always thought I was the best nephew who should be a niece. So she left me enough money to become one. I had already saved the funds, though. So you can have my aunt’s money. If you want. 

I slid a leg over hers and began to hump her silky leg. “Mmm. That does sound nice. I’ll have to sleep on it. I can’t sleep right now, though. I’m too excited. Maybe I can have a turn with you  on  your  back.”  I  wrapped  my  fingers  around  her  rod,  and  it  was  beginning  to  grow  as  I caressed it. 

“Yeah, that sounds nice. Let’s get you tired out like I am. I’ll just lie there, my bride.” 

“My bride. This time you’re on your back, and I’m the bull.” 

“You’re  still  a  princess  and  will  always  be,  whatever  you  want  to  be.  Bride  or  groom, you’re mine.” 
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The school year ended and we were on summer break—what a relief. I couldn’t wait to just relax and do my summer job. I still had three weeks before it started, though, so I was more than ready to chill out. 

Finals  were  so  rough  that  I  hadn’t  had  a  chance  to  get  the  monkey  off  my  back,  so  to speak. I popped open a beer and sat on the couch. Looking at my watch, I saw that it would be a few  hours  before  my  roommate,  Shawn,  was  finished  at  the  bookstore.  I  slugged  down  half  of my beer and unzipped my pants. I slid my hand inside my panties. Mmm. 

I’d been wearing panties for years, ever since I found out how good my sister’s felt when I  wore  them.  She  helped  me  buy  them  back  then.  Now  I  just  bought  them  myself,  saying  they were  for  my  girlfriend,  which  I  didn’t  have,  or  I’d  just  buy  them  online.  I  had  quite  a  nice collection. 

It  felt  good  to  be  able  to  relax  and  take  my  time  making  myself  feel  good.  I  became somewhat lost in the sensations. 

I thought about dressing up as a girl a lot but I never had the guts to do it. And with a roommate,  it  was  too  dangerous.  The  most  I  let  myself  do  was  put  on  some  light  mascara  to emphasize  my  lashes  and  maybe  some  clear  nail  polish.  These  were  my  only  real  indulgences. 

Lost  in  dreaming  of  being  fully  feminized,  I  was  on  the  edge  and  making  it  last.  For  some reason, I opened my eyes. 

There, sitting in the recliner, smiling, was Shawn. “Don’t mind me, man. We all do it. 

Enjoy. It’s kinda hot watching you. Love the pink panties, too, by the way.” He snickered. His bright green eyes and white teeth flashed. He tossed his gorgeous blond hair over his shoulder. 

“Uh...”  I  tucked  myself  away  and  zipped  my  pants.  My  face  was  hot  with embarrassment. 

“Don’t stop, buddy. Keep going. I do it too. Let me see how you do it. I don’t have such nice panties though. Maybe you’ll let me borrow some sometime.” 

“Uh...sure. No problem. I have plenty.” 

“Super.”  Shawn  gazed  at  me.  His  eyes  flitted  around  my  face  and  over  my  body. 

“You’re  pretty  hot,  you  know.”  He  rubbed  the  hardness  under  his  zipper  and  slugged  his  beer. 

“You’re very pretty, actually.” 

“Thanks. I never thought of myself as hot or pretty. Always thought I was just another geek.” 

“Yeah, us poor lonely geeks.” He rubbed his crotch. 

I thought I’d change the subject to something more comfortable. “Why are you here?” 

“The bookstore is closed after finals, man. You know that. I was in my room when you came in.” 

“Right.  Forgot.”  I  watched  him  as  he  looked  at  me  and  continued  rubbing  himself.  It made me hot. Seeing another guy getting off was strangely interesting. I had to ask, “Why don’t you take it out?” 

“Nah.  Just  playing  a  little.  We  need  to  figure  out  what  we’re  doing  for  vacation.  We should do something different. Something wild.” 

“Don’t  you  have  plans  with  your  girlfriend?  You  spend  so  much  time  with  Emma,  I figured you’d be bonking her good, for a few days at least.” 

“We  don’t  do  that.  She’s  a  study  buddy.  Just  another  geek  like  us.  She’s  got  plenty  of guys who take care of that stuff for her. She doesn’t need me to.” 

“I  see.  Never  knew.  She  sure  is  good-looking.”  I  watched  him  enjoying  his  hand

pressing on his lap, and the way he looked at me made me throb in my pants. I rubbed my crotch, feeling it coming back to full-on. Maybe I should take it out. 

“Go ahead, Gabriel. Take it out and do it, man. Get the monkey off your back. Let me see it.” 

I was tempted. It felt so weird though. It was bad enough getting caught and having him see  my  pink  panties.  I  unzipped  my  jeans  and  slid  my  hand  inside  while  I  watched  him  rub himself and watch me. I slid the silky panties against it. I asked him, “What should we do for our time off then, Shawn? Any ideas?” 

“Hmm. I have one idea that is kinda weird but really hot. Your panties made me think of it.  Now  that  I’m  gonna  borrow  yours,  maybe  you  could  let  me  borrow  some  of  your  mascara too.” He rubbed his faster. 

“Uh, what mascara?” 

“C’mon.  The  stuff  you  use  every  day.  I  can  tell.  It  makes  your  eyelashes  look  really pretty.” 

“Thanks. You can borrow it. Should get your own though, for safety’s sake. I can help you pick some out. So what did you have in mind for our time off?” 

He  grinned  an  evil  grin  and  licked  his  lips  as  his  bright  green  eyes  went  wide  with excitement. His gaze drifted over my body. 

He shuddered, “I ,uh.... Uh, oh.” 
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It  didn’t  take  more  than  seeing  him  like  that  to  bring  me  over  the  edge  and  flood  my panties. We both took deep breaths. My face flushed, I quickly tucked myself away and stood. 

He smiled and then looked at the wet spot on his pants. 

He laughed. “See, we both needed that. What say we get some pizza and beer at the bar downstairs? Then we can make a plan for the time off.” 

“Okay.” I went into my room and took out a clean pair of nice silky pink panties with lace  top  and  edges.  They  stretched  really  well  and  were  my  most  feminine  ones.  I  knew  if  he took them and put them on, he was serious that he wanted to borrow some. If not, then he was just making fun of me. 

I went into his room where he was slipping off his pants, sitting on the bed. “Gotta wash these pants now,” he said and laughed. 

I tossed him the panties, and they landed on his bed. 

He held them up and smiled. “Wow. These are cute. You sure it’s okay if I try them?” 

“Really? I mean, you’re gonna wear them?” 

“Hell, yeah. Something different.” 

“Go ahead then and see if they fit okay..” I watched as he slid off his wet ones and slid these  on.  He  filled  them  well.  His  face  was  red.  He  rubbed  himself  in  them.  “Feels  nice.  I  see why you do this.” 

“Thanks. I have to change before we go.” 

I went into the bathroom and washed up, then into my bedroom and changed, putting on some  fresh  panties  and  tying  my  hair  back  in  a  ponytail.  I  checked  my  mascara  in  the  dresser mirror, and it was fine. 

He actually put the panties on and seemed to like it, so he wasn’t making fun of me. I couldn’t imagine what he was thinking of for our time off. What the hell. I had nothing better to do, and if it was something different, it could be good. A diversion from our mundane, treadmill lives. 
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The bar was full of students celebrating the end of the semester. We found seats in the back corner where two guys were leaving and sat down. We ordered a pizza and some beers. 

I slugged a good gulp off the frosty mug. “Mmm. Nothing like a cheap frosty beer in an iced mug.” I drank some more. I turned to Shawn. “So, plans? Ideas?” 

“Yeah.” He looked around then back at me and leaned in to whisper. “I think we should do something outrageous.” 

“Outrageous. Doesn’t sound like something two geeks would be willing to do. But I’m game. Like what?” 

“I don’t know. Help me think about it.” He looked around and whispered, “Seeing you in your panties was hot. Maybe we should extend that concept.” 

“I think we did. You’re wearing a pair, right?” 

“Yeah, and they feel really nice. But look at us, look at you.” He looked around again then touched my hair. “You have that gorgeous shiny brown and gold hair.” 

“Thanks. Yours has grown out really nice too.” 

He flipped his hair over his shoulder and grabbed a bunch, sliding his fist down it to his shoulder. I think it has. I’ve been wondering what to do with it next. Maybe some layers?” 

“Might look a little fem, don’t you think?” 

“Yeah.  Could  always  cut  it  back  off,  though,  if  it  was  too  much.  “Yours  would  look great with some layers too. It would make your curls pop and lift. You’d have flips everywhere, and it would show the multiple colors better.” 

“That would look fem. We can’t be fem. I’m not into guys, and we’re not gay.” 

He  shook  his  head  and  sipped  his  beer,  looking  at  me  over  the  top.  He  blinked  and thought  then  shook  his  head  again.  “See,  that’s  it,  we’re  limited  by  paradigms  as  if  they  were lines  of  code  in  a  program  that  can’t  be  changed.  As  if  they  were  machine  language  set  in  the mainframe,  untouchable.  But  they  aren’t.  We’re  code  writers.  Let’s  write  our  own  code.”  He touched my thigh under the bar. “Try new things.” 

My  heart  raced.  “Change  the  code?  Like  the  underlying  assumptions  of  how  men  look and act? Normal society? Change our internal machine code… and become what?” 

He slid his hand slightly and squeezed my thigh. He looked into my eyes, his wide and filled with excitement. “C’mon. Let’s break the code, man.” 

I thought about where he was headed. The two of us acting gay? Becoming gay? “I’m not gay, and neither are you.” 

“Drop the labels. And who says we would have sex with guys? But think outside of the box.  Something  more  than  panties  and  mascara  and  clear  nail  polish.”  He  pointed  at  my fingernails. “They do look nice, though. 

I sipped my beer. The pizza arrived and we dug in. We watched each other eat. He was as careful not to get his fingers dirty as I was. He ate in little bites like I did. He raised his beer and smiled, popped his pinky out so I would see, then sipped it gingerly. He looked like a girl, eating with his luscious hair around his shoulders and his soft face with its high cheek bones and pretty lips. He had little facial hair, just like me. 

I asked, “So I should shave my beard?” 

He laughed. “That’s not a beard. It’s a few light-colored pubes on your chin. I have to say, it does look a bit silly anyway. Yeah, shave it, you dork. More than that just though.” 

“Like what?” 

“Code, man. Our machine code. Our worldview as it relates to what a man is. It’ll take a

lot of courage though. Intelligence, too, and diligence. Attention to detail and an open mind. Do you like those qualities in a person?” 

“Of course. We both have them. Not sure I have the courage though. Changing worldviews can be dangerous.” 

“Or extremely revealing and exciting.” 

I  ate  and  sipped,  looking  ahead.  I  still  wasn’t  sure  what  he  had  in  mind,  though  I  was thinking  it  might  involve  us  doing  more  of  what  we  did  in  the  apartment  but  taking  it  further. 

And the beards and hair? I always wanted to be more fem but not as a guy. Maybe together we could have the courage to do it. Maybe we could be something other than what we were. But I’m not into guys, and I didn’t think he was either. 

He  nudged  my  knee  with  his  and  leaned  into  me.  “Hey,  spaceman,  come  back.  So? 

Change  some  code,  buddy?  Let’s  do  it  up  and  have  some  fun.  Let’s  at  least  get  a  haircut tomorrow. It’ll be fun. Emma will do it. She’s working at the salon for the summer. What say?” 

I looked into his lovely green eyes and imagined him in a girl’s haircut and with mascara and imagined me the same. What the hell. 

I slapped his back. “Okay, buddy. Tomorrow we change some code. But just a haircut, right? And I don’t want it too feminine, more like androgynous, okay?” 

He beamed. “All right. Good idea.” 

We ate our pizza and drank more beer. Emma showed up at the bar, and she and Shawn chatted, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying. They laughed and got excited, whooping as if it were all so great. Emma was really getting into it even more than Shawn, whatever it was. I stared  at  the  TV,  making  believe  I  was  watching  the  game  while  I  put  down  beers  and  was ignored as usual. 

By the time we were stumbling down the street for home, I still didn’t have a complete picture of what we were doing for the time off. 

“So  what’s  the  plan,  Shawn?  Did  you  and  Emma  plan  it  all  out?  What  kind  of embarrassment do you have planned for me?” 

“Hey,  c’mon,  buddy.”  He  put  his  arm  over  my  shoulder  as  we  walked.  “We  wouldn’t embarrass you. Besides, whatever happens, it happens to both of us. We’re in it together. This is for our vacation. For us to enjoy. Our code changes.” He took his arm away and we walked on. 

“So is that what you and Emma talked about all night?” 

“Some of it.” 

“Tell me the ‘some of it.’” 

He  looked  at  me,  half  stumbling  with  droopy  eyes.  He  shook  his  head.  “Too  late  and tired. It wouldn’t come out right. You’ll see tomorrow. It’ll be great. We’re changing our internal machine code. Our programs will be entirely more exciting, and life will be...” he laughed and slurred as his droopy eyes looked at me, “...sho mush more interesting.” He slapped my shoulder. 

It was as if he had it all figured out and didn’t want to share it with me. I felt left out all night and still did. But I was too tired to think about it anymore. Maybe after we sobered up, this would all just go away. We made it home and went to bed in our rooms. I fell fast asleep. 
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In the morning I felt better. I was on vacation, and it didn’t matter if Shawn had some crazy idea or not. I felt good. It was gorgeous on our balcony as I sipped my jasmine tea. 

Two  hands  gently  massaged  my  shoulders.  “Morning,  buddy.  Ready  for  a  great  day? 

Isn’t it perfect today?” 

I nodded, leaning on the railing. “Perfect if I knew what we were doing.” 

He leaned on the railing with me. “You do. Haircuts for us both.” 

“Then what?” 

“Then we see. Play it by ear.” 

“Really? Just a haircut and play it by ear. I don’t believe you.” 

“You’ll see. Once we get our haircuts, it will all fall into place naturally. The rest will fall into place.” 

Didn’t sound too bad. Get a nice androgynous haircut and go from there. “Want to buy some mascara like mine?” 

“Absolutely.  And  some  panties  like  yours.”  He  laughed.  “Do  you  shave  your  body?  I never looked too close but never saw much hair.” 

“Uh,  yeah.  I  hate  hair  on  it.  It  stinks  and  it’s  hot  and  sweaty.  I  like  smooth  skin.  I’m getting rid of this stupid half-assed beard, too, like you said.” 

“Okay.  Then  I’ll  shave  my  body  hair  off  too.  Don’t  have  much  anyway.  Seems  the panties would feel better like that. Can I borrow another pair?” 

I nodded and sipped my tea. “Top two drawers of the dresser. Take your pick.” 

“Wow, two big drawers to pick from? Thanks.” 

“Hungry?” 

“Starved. Let’s go for breakfast and then to Emma’s shop after we clean up. 

“Sounds good.” 

We  both  took  our  turns  in  the  shower.  I  was  clean  and  fresh  and  dried  my  long  hair, thinking of how it should be cut. I didn’t want it to be feminine, but I wanted some style to it. 

Long hair on guys is usually so boring. It’s just straight and ends up in a ponytail. I should have been a rock star, and then I’d know how to get it done. 

I put on my mascara and dressed. Shawn was waiting on the patio, drinking tea. I poked my head out. “Ready?” 

He  turned  and  looked  back.  “Very.  Can’t  wait.”  He  rubbed  his  crotch.  “These  panties feel really nice after being shaved. Thanks.” 

“No problem.” For sure he wasn’t playing with me. He felt it like I did. 

We  arrived  at  the  shop.  Emma  came  from  behind  the  desk  and  hugged  Shawn.  “Good morning. This is so exciting. I get to see you redone.” 

She turned to me and reached her arms out for a hug. I gave her one. “You too, Gabriel. 

You’re both going to look great.” 

She  stood  back  and  looked  us  over.  “I’m  glad  you  bought  the  whole  package,  Shawn. 

You two will look incredible and feel so super.” 

“Whole package?” I asked. 

She  nodded.  “Yes.  It’s  the  cheapest  way  to  do  it,  and  we  had  a  deal  going  on.  Costs much less than à la  carte. Shawn made a smart choice.” 

I looked at him shaking my head. 

“Don’t worry. It’ll be fun. I paid for it already. My treat.” 

“This  way,”  Emma  said,  and  we  followed  her  into  a  separate  room.  “This  is  for  the

package  deals.  You  get  more  privacy,  as  well,  and  you  can  really  relax  and  enjoy  it.  Sit.  Like some chamomile tea to relax?” 

We both nodded. 

“I’ll  get  some  and  send  in  the  girls.”  She  motioned  to  two  barber’s  chairs,  and  we  sat down.  Six  girls  came  into  the  room  and  introduced  themselves  to  us.  Two  stylists,  two manicurists, and two makeup artists. Emma handed us our tea. 

“Makeup artists?” I asked. 

Emma nodded. “Of course. It’s part of the package.” 

I shook my head. “Uh, I don’t want too much. I don’t want to look feminine.” 

Shawn said, “Oh Gabriel, just go with it. It can always be washed off.” 

“I guess.” 

I sipped my tea as the girls all set to work on us, taking our shoes off and running their hands through our hair while looking in the mirror. 

The makeup artists said they’d be back in a little while when we were ready, then left. 

The  chamomile  tea  was  nice,  and  the  girls  turned  our  chairs  to  wash  our  hair.  I  drank down  the  tea  before  she  laid  me  back  to  wash.  Her  hands  massaged  a  floral-scented  shampoo into my hair, and the warm water and her nails were like an elixir for me, relaxing my body and allowing me to let go of my worries. The tea made me drift into sleep. 

I felt her push my chair back up, and she popped a head rest in to cradle my head. She whispered, “Relax and enjoy. You can take a little nap if you want.” 

I took advantage of it. I could feel someone filing my toenails while she manipulated my hair. I slept. 

I woke up when she leaned the chair back down over the sink and was rinsing my hair with warm water and massaging my scalp. She looked down at me. “Hi, nice nap?” 

“Yes. Short but sweet.” 

“Good.”  She  sat  me  up  and  dried  my  hair.  I  looked  at  Shawn,  whose  head  was  in  the sink. She dried my hair and my eyes closed. I was relishing the totally relaxed feeling; my hands were being massaged. 

The mirror was behind me. I couldn’t see what she was doing, so I just closed my eyes while she worked. When she was done, the makeup artist began. I could smell the sweet smells of the cosmetics. I always wanted to wear full makeup and eyeshadow but was too afraid. I guess this was a good thing to try. 

When she was done, my hands were under dryers. I looked at them while my hair was brushed and spun around a hot iron. 

The dryers were taken away. I gasped. “What? I can’t go out with these? These nails are long and feminine and pink!” 

Shawn laughed next to me. “You love it. Relax.” 

My heart raced as I looked at my now feminine-looking hands, soft skin, thin fingers. I held  them  out.  They  were  pretty.  I  loved  them.  I  looked  down  at  my  toes.  The  nails  were  a matching pink and looked so petite and cute. They were the same color as the panties I wore. I had to see a mirror and see what they did to my hair. I looked around anxiously. 

“Ready, ladies?” my stylist asked. 

“Ladies?” I asked. 

“Oh yeah. Most definitely,” she said. 

She turned our chairs to face each other. Both our jaws dropped as we took the other in. 

Shawn  was  gorgeous  in  a  fluffy  blond  shag  with  brown  steaks  highlighting  the  layers.  Her

makeup was gorgeous and her lips pouty and full. She had cream-colored nails. 

Her  made-up  green  eyes  lit  up  as  she  looked  at  me.  “You’re  gorgeous,  Gabriel.  Wait until you see.” 

Our chairs were turned to the mirrors. My hand covered my mouth. I was a beautiful girl with a haircut that was impossible for a guy to wear. My hair was highlighted and cut in such a way  that  Shawn  and  I  looked  like  twins.  My  hair  had  some  curl  to  it,  though,  and  his  was straighter. 

There was no hint that I might be a guy at all. I was all girl. I felt my face flush. What now? No way I can be taken as a guy. I wasn’t sure if this was good or not. I’d be stuck this way unless I shaved my head. I felt myself get hard looking at myself in the mirror. 

I looked at Shawn and Shawn at me. We were both grinning like Cheshire cats. Shawn said, “I think we broke the code, Gabby. Off to a world of discovery.” He even raised his voice and was convincingly feminine. He flipped his hair as he looked into the mirror. 

I raised my voice and tried to sound feminine. “Does this voice fit this face, Shawn?” 

“Oh  yes,  Gabby.  You  sound  so  girly.  What  should  you  be  called?  Gabriel?  Gabby? 

Gabriela?” 

“I think I like Gabriela the best.” 

“Me too. I’ll be Shawna.” 

Emma came in. “Oh my god! You two look so good. I’d never know you were guys.” 

She kissed us both on the cheek. “Don’t want to mess that lovely lipstick.” 

Shawna said, “Thanks, Emma. This was a great idea.” 

“I know. Now you girls need to go into the tanning rooms where I put out your clothes. 

You can get dressed and go have fun. Shawna, your things are in one, and Gabby, your things are in two.” 

“Clothes?” I asked. 

“Clothes and shoes and everything you need to complete your transformation. You don’t want to wear those boy-clothes out of here, do you? 

I  looked  at  Shawna.  How  did  all  of  this  come  together?  “Did  you  set  all  of  this  up? 

When did you start planning this?” 

“Don’t  worry  about  that.  I  found  your  shoe  size,  and  our  clothes  are  the  same  size. 

Emma was nice enough help me shop for us. It’s only our first outfit, but today we can shop for more. If you want to, that is.” Shawna stood. 

I stood. “Uh, I guess. I’m not sure I’m happy with you for doing this. This is too crazy. 

I’m not a woman, and I’m not into guys.” 

Shawna put her hand on my shoulder and gently kissed my cheek. “Gabriela, trust me, you’ll love it.” 

We walked into our tanning rooms and closed the doors. 
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I stripped my boys’ clothes off and slid on the expensive, sheer, suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out of them. I had to be careful with my long nails not to destroy them. They felt heavenly against my shaved legs, so silky and gossamer thin. Next, a creamy-feeling pair of pink satin panties over them against my hard cock, and then I put on the matching bra. Silicone-gel breast-forms stared up at me from the box, nipples hard. I slid them into the bra and adjusted my flesh. I had cleavage! 

My  heart  raced  as  I  slipped  into  the  silky,  stretchy,  pink  and  blue  floral  V-neck  mini-dress and adjusted the shoulder straps and neckline. I slid into the strappy floral print shoes with five-inch heels that matched the dress so beautifully. I looked into the full-length mirror. I was gorgeous. I throbbed in my panties, and luckily the hem of the dress had enough flare so it didn’t show. 

I  looked  in  the  purse,  and  there  was  a  small  bottle  of  perfume,  which  I  sprayed generously  over  my  hair,  shoulders,  and  legs  and  under  my  dress.  The  scent  was  heavenly. 

Emptying the pockets of my boy-clothes into the purse, I slung it on my shoulder. I looked like a pretty, sexy girl ready to go shopping. 

The excitement I felt and the arousal it gave me was crazy. I loved the way I looked, but how  could  I  masquerade  as  a  girl  when  I  gave  myself  a  raging  hard-on  looking  at  myself?  I wasn’t  the  only  guy  who  would  be  interested  in  me.  This  could  put  me  in  some  challenging situations. Oh well, too late now. I blew myself a kiss in the mirror and walked carefully in my new high heels back to the reception desk. 

Shawna  was  already  there,  talking  excitedly  with  Emma.  Emma  said,  “Yes,  Shawna, please keep me informed. Let me know how things are going for you girls and what else we can do. Let me know when you want to breach the next code.” She winked at Shawna. 

Shawna’s face flushed and her hand covered her mouth as she leaned in, wide-eyed, to whisper something to Emma. 

“Yes! That will be so hot.” Emma laughed and held Shawna’s hands. “You must! Both of you. And I know who.” 

I  cleared  my  throat.  “Uh,  hi  girls.”  I  moved  up  to  the  desk  and  leaned  on  the  counter. 

“Am I interrupting you?” 

Shawna took my hand and looked into my eyes with her gorgeously made-up eyes. “No, just  being  excited,  that’s  all.  You  look  so  lovely,  Gabriela.  So,  so...  sexy  and  feminine.  I  just want to take you and...well, uh...sorry.” 

I laughed. “Don’t worry, I do too. I’d do me in a second if I could. I’d never been able to go out with a girl this hot. Poses a little problem for us.” 

“Not a problem. Just some more code to break. Don’t worry. Enjoy it. I know you are. I sure am. This will be the best time off ever.” 

“I guess.” 

“Let’s  go,  gurl.  We  shouldn’t  waste  any  more  time.  We  need  to  shop  and  start capitalizing on our new look and sensuality!” 

“Capitalizing?” 

“Hell yes. Waste not, want not. Can’t waste how good we look. It would be a sin, girl.” 

She  grabbed  my  hand,  and  our  high  heels  clattered  on  the  tile  floor  as  she  tugged  me  out  the door, running. 
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Shawna  and  I  made  our  way  through  the  mall  and  went  crazy  buying  everything.  All pretty, all sexy and feminine, all terribly enticing to wear. Shoes, jewelry, new ear piercings and earrings, underwear, garter belts, stockings and pantyhose, bras, perfume, and on and on. 

We had to bring a bunch to the car before we finished and then had as much again when we finally left. We dragged it all into our apartment. 

Shawna tossed me a few big garbage bags. “Might want to get rid of the boy-clothes to make room. We can put them in bags for now and toss them in the back of my truck. Now let’s put away our new things and get dressed so we can go to dinner.” 

I looked at my closet and the bags of new things on the bed. “I guess. Be kinda hard to have  them  a  disorganized  mess  like  this.”  I  took  the  bag  and  started  filling  it  with  my  boy-clothes. “Back of your truck? Is that safe?” 

“Safe enough. It’s covered and it locks.” 

“I guess. Okay.” 

We organized ourselves, and I touched up my makeup and put on fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick. I fluffed my hair. 

Shawna came into the bathroom wearing a hot little black clubbing dress with a bubble hem. Eyes wide, she looked at me in the mirror. “You have to wear your dress like this one. I put on crotchless panties and stockings with a garter belt. It’s crazy how good it feels when I walk and the tip rubs the silky fabric. Can’t see it either. Wear yours!” 

I turned to look at her. “We’ll look like twins. It does make you look lovely, though.” 

Shawna  reached  under  my  dress  and  grabbed  my  cock,  stroking  it  for  me.  “I’m  telling you, you need to wear this, girl. Twins will be great. Maybe we’ll find some twin guys.” 

I pushed his hand away from under my dress. “Uh, NO! Twin girls, maybe. No guys.” 

“Oh, Gabriela. Open your mind. Break some code here. Look at you!” 

“I don’t care. I don’t do guys. And that means you, as well, so stop grabbing my cock.” 

“My, my… It’s as if you’re having your period. Well, get dressed so we can at least go have a nice dinner at an elegant restaurant and celebrate our new personas. Please, though, wear the dress you have like this one. Yours is a navy blue anyway, and this one’s black.” 

“Only if you promise no guys, or us. Then I’ll wear it for you.” 

She took a deep breath. “I don’t know if I can keep my hands off of you, but I’ll do my best.  I  promise.”  She  tilted  her  head  down  and  looked  up  with  doe-like  eyes  and  pouted  like  a little girl. “Please?” 

She made me laugh. “Okay.” 

I changed into my more formal and sexier outfit. The sheer silky stockings, garter belt, and crotchless panties made it even more sensual. It seemed so out of place having a rigid hard-on  under  a  silky  sexy  mini-dress  and  looking  entirely  like  a  woman.  I  didn’t  know  if  I  could stand the eroticism of it all much longer—but I couldn’t resist doing it. I was relishing all of it. 

I  walked  into  the  kitchen  and  found  Shawna  sitting  with  one  leg  over  the  other  knee, bouncing her high-heeled foot and smiling. She sipped her martini. “You look delicious.” 

“Thanks. But you’re supposed to be a girl, so I should look pretty, not delicious.” I sat at the counter. “I see you have a drink already. Guess I’m driving, huh?” 

“Yes,  princess.  You  drive.  I  thought  I  deserved  a  drink  after  navigating  all  that  heavy stuff to the truck in these heels.” She toasted, “To two girls having a lovely evening together.” 

She slugged it down and stood. “Ready?” 

“Ready.” 

I  drove  to  the  fine  French  restaurant  Shawna  had  made  online  reservations  for.  Just driving was a thrill with the feel of the cold leather seat on my legs and the heels changing how I used  the  foot  pedals.  I  was  addicted  to  my  new  self.  Why  hadn’t  I  done  this  before?  Why? 

Because I’m a guy, dummy. I felt a pang of guilt over what I was doing. 

“You okay, Gabriela?” Shawna asked as she put her hand on my stockinged thigh while I watched the road. 

I slid her hand off my leg. “Yeah, just thinking and absorbing all of this.” 

“Good thoughts? Negative thoughts?” 

“Both.” 

“Remember, changing machine code may invalidate most programs, and they’ll have to be rewritten. Relax. Feel the joy and pleasure it’s bringing and drop your paradigms. Now as a girl, I’m consoling you, and you’d allow me to touch you if I were.” 

Her hand slid along my thigh. “Like this. Feels nice doesn’t it? To be touched lovingly by another girl.” 

“Uh, I...” It did feel nice, Shawna caressing my leg. I suppose a woman would console another woman with touch. “Uh, yeah, it does.” 

“There, that’s better now. Just relax, princess.” 

Shawna’s long nails slid over my stockings from my knee to the top. She slid her silky hand lightly over the fabric and stopped, then squeezed my thigh. She repeated the caresses over and  over,  and  I  wriggled  in  my  seat  as  my  cock  lifted  the  dress,  and  the  tip  slid  on  the  silky fabric. I could tell I was oozing beneath it. 

Luckily,  I  pulled  into  the  entrance  and  in  front  of  the  valet  before  I  squirted  under  my dress.  He  opened  the  door  for  Shawna  and  came  around  to  mine.  I  gave  him  the  keys,  and  he bowed his head and handed me a ticket. I put it in my purse. 

I took Shawna’s arm as a woman would a man’s, and she guided me on her elbow to the door, which a doorman opened for us. 

“Hello, ladies,” the maître d' said as he beamed at us, his eyes flitting over our bodies. 

“Special occasion?” 

“Just celebrating life’s changes,” Shawna said. 

“Marvelous. Reservation?” 

“Yes,  Shawna  James.  I  reserved  online—a  booth  in  the  back  corner,  by  the  the fireplace.” 

He looked at his computer. “Yes, Ms. James, right this way.” 

He  led  us  across  the  plush  carpet  to  the  back.  A  small  fire  crackled  in  the  corner;  the table  had  lovely  flowers  to  one  side  on  a  long,  white  linen  tablecloth  draping  to  the  floor.  He motioned for us to slide into the booth. 

I  slid  in  first,  holding  my  dress  under  me  as  my  legs  glided  against  the  cold  leather. 

Shawna snuggled in next to me. 

“I’ll get your waiter for you.” He left. 

Shawna put her hand on my thigh. “Nice, huh?” 

“Uh, maybe give me a little space? Consoling time is over. It was very nice, but it made me enormously horny, and I don’t want to go there.” 

She  slid  over  about  an  inch,  releasing  the  pressure  of  her  thigh  on  mine.  Her  hands grabbed mine on the table. “Glad it was nice at least. I’ll be good.” 

“I’m Peter. Drinks, ladies?” the waiter said as he placed ice waters with lemon in front of us. “Are you two twins?” 

We looked at each other. We sure could be. I nodded. 

How wonderful. Two sisters going out to enjoy each other’s company. “What would you like to drink? Maybe a specialty martini?” 

He caught my eye and I said, “I’ll have a Woodford Manhattan, sweet, and up, please.” 

He nodded and looked to Shawna. “Gold Margarita, please.” 

He nodded and left. 

Shawna’s  eyes  lit  up.  She  squeezed  my  hand,  “Peter’s  hot,  isn’t  he?  So  tall  and handsome. Classy too. Did you smell his cologne? I could drink it in.” 

“Shawna, stop.” 

“Oh, sweetie, I saw you look at his crotch while he took my order. I saw it too. It wasn’t even hard, but it made a nice fold in his pants.” 

“I did look. Don’t know why. But stop. I’m not interested in him.” 

“Okay, okay. But you know, I might be interested. Why not?” Shawna shook her head at me and changed the subject. “A Manhattan? Not very girlish.” 

“So?  I’m  not  either.  I  like  Manhattans.  Maybe  it  will  help  me  loosen  up.  You  might appreciate that.” 

“I would. Maybe it’ll allow you to break a paradigm or two of yours. Like you thinking you’re not girlish, for a start.” 

The drinks arrived. We toasted and sipped them. 

Shawna laughed. “Not girlish? Look how you’re holding your martini so prettily in your long-nailed  fingers  with  your  pinky  finger  out.  And  you  sip  so  daintily.  You  sure  are  a  girlish girl.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Oh stop. It’s part of the role.” 

“Yes, you do have a role to play. Play it all the way, girl. Immerse yourself.” 

I let her hand rest on my thigh and even put mine on hers. It felt nice, tender, loving. We talked about my paradigms and what it takes to break a paradigm. We shared our feelings on the experience we were having. The transformation was more liberating for Shawna than for me, but I could see her points, and it allowed me to relax my constraints a little. By the end of a lovely dinner,  I  felt  rejuvenated  and  in  my  skin.  Shawna  was  proving  to  be  a  considerate  and  loving person I had never had the chance to really know. 


The waiter came over. “Is there anything else I can get you ladies? We’ll be closing in twenty minutes.” 

I looked at my watch and couldn’t believe how late it had gotten. With slightly droopy eyes  revealing  her  intoxication,  Shawna  said,  “Uh,  just  the  check  please.  We’d  like  to  use  the ladies room one more time before we go, though.” 

“No problem. I’ll get the check.” 

He returned quickly. Shawna placed her credit card in the folder and handed it to him. 

“We’ d like to do something special for you as a tip in addition to the money. If you’d allow us.” 

He smiled. “There’s no need for that.” 

Shawna grinned. “You have to, since it’s not entirely for you, but mostly for us. It’s your duty to deliver impeccable customer service, and we want to help you do that.” 

She put the tip of her thumb in her mouth and sucked it while gazing at him. She closed her eyes and pushed her tongue to make a bump in her cheek. She opened her eyes and licked her lips seductively. “In other words, I’d like to have some cream for dessert. Yours.” 

He looked around nervously. 

I jabbed her in the ribs with my elbow and whispered. “No.” 

He looked back at her. “Really? I’m flattered.” 

“Yes. So?” 

He looked at both of us. “Such lovely lips on you both. Such pretty faces. Go into the ladies’  room.  I’ll  give  you  a  few  minutes,  and  then  I’ll  put  up  the  sign  for  cleaning  and  come inside with you and lock the door. I’ll bring your check back and then you can go.” He grinned and left hurriedly. 

I sat there in a huff, my arms crossed, not talking to Shawna. She tried to caress my thigh and I pushed her hand away. He dropped off the check. She signed it and put her card back in her purse. 

Shawna tugged at my hand to exit the booth. 

I resisted. “No. I’m not doing it. You go yourself.” 

She gave me her pouty look. “Girls always go with their girlfriend to the ladies’ room. I don’t want to go in there alone. Please?” 

I took a deep breath. I guessed I should. What if something happened? She should have me there to help. “Okay, but I’m not participating in your deviant behavior.” 

We walked into the ladies’ room. We both peed, washed our hands, fluffed our hair, and sprayed perfume on. There was a knock at the door. Shawna let him in. 

He  had  towels  in  his  arms.  “For  the  floor  if  you’d  like  them  to  kneel  on.”  He  offered them. 

Shawna looked around and said, “Sit on the couch.” 

He  did  and  she  placed  the  towels  down  and  knelt  on  them.  She  patted  one  for  me.  I shook my head. She looked up at me. “Okay, suit yourself.” 

She  unzipped  his  pants  and  took  it  out.  It  was  huge  and  veiny  with  a  swollen-looking purple  head  that  had  one  glistening  drop  on  the  tip.  She  wrapped  the  fingers  of  both  hands around his cock and began to stroke it, her eyes riveted on it. His gently placed his hands on her head and pushed her gently toward it. 

She looked up at him and licked her lips. She looked at me, doe-eyed. I shook my head. 

My cock was hard as a rock under my dress as I took in that gorgeous sight. A gorgeous girl with a gorgeous cock in her hand. 

She licked the tip and then took the head into her mouth. He moaned and pressed on her head to push her down farther. Her mouth engulfed half of it, the veins throbbing on the outside, he thrusted slowly into her face, moaning. I placed my purse on my dress and pressed my cock under the silky fabric against it. I was able to thrust gently as I watched Shawna indulge. 

I  could  tell  she  was  enjoying  it  thoroughly  by  the  passion  she  was  putting  into  it.  She tugged his shaved balls with one hand while her hand limited the depth he could penetrate her mouth. He held her head tightly and humped her face. The sight was incredible. I almost wanted to see what it was like myself but resisted as I pressed my cock against my purse. 

He grunted. “Ungh, oh yes! Here it comes, Ms. James. Huh!” He pushed it into her face as far as he could. I saw the ejaculate as it raced up the bottom of his cock and shot to the tip, his cock swelling with each shot. 

Shawna swallowed as best she could, some oozing around it and flowing down her chin onto her cleavage. He thrust several more times. She swallowed and moved off of it slowly. She held it between her fingers and licked it clean, making him twitch as she did. 

She let it go, and he put it away. They both stood, and she leaned in to kiss him. They kissed deeply, his hands on her bottom, pressing her to him. I wondered if he felt her hard cock beneath her dress. 

He  leaned  back  and  placed  a  hand  on  her  dress  and  wrapped  his  fingers  around  it.  “I never would have guessed. What a lovely surprise.” 

Shawna smiled. “I knew you’d like that I was different.” 

“What’s not to like? If you ever need a date, Ms. James, let me know.” 

“Thanks.” 

Shawna straightened her dress, checked herself in the mirror and wiped her chin with a paper towel. He smiled at me. “Same for the sister. Anytime.” He winked. 

I smiled a flat-lipped smile. “Thanks.” 

I put Shawna’s purse on her shoulder and led her out quickly. 
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In the car, I let her have it. “I don’t believe you did that, and you made me watch!” 

Her head rolled on the headrest to look at me. She winked. “You loved it. I know it made you hard. Bet you came under your dress. I almost did.” She laughed. 

“Stop laughing! I did not. You’re trying to make me gay and do things I don’t want to do!” I was still hard thinking about it. I probably should have just let it go. 

“You could have let yourself. Why are you fighting this?” 

I shook my head and watched the road. Her head rolled to face out the window. She was asleep in a second. 

I  struggled  with  what  I  was  feeling.  Why  couldn’t  I  bring  myself  to  do  that?  Shawna definitely enjoyed it. I might have been able to as well. It was such a beautiful sight to see, both of them, gorgeous, her pretty face and his huge manly cock filling her face as she delighted in making him come for her. 

Was that part of my role? Just because I was kinda fem normally? And now, being fully feminized  and  looking  completely  like  a  woman,  is  this  part  of  how  I  should  be  acting?  I  was thrilled by the thought, but why couldn’t I do it? 

When we arrived at our apartment, I helped Shawna out of the car, up the stairs, and put her in her bed. Then I changed into one of my new baby-doll nighties and sheer black thigh-high stockings. I couldn’t resist putting on strappy black heels with them. I slid into bed. I couldn’t stop seeing Shawna being face-fucked, and I was rigid in my panties. I flipped onto my belly and slid  my  pillow  down  to  my  throbbing  cock.  I  took  my  cock  out  of  my  panties  and  folded  the pillow in half. I slid my cock into the fold. 

I imagined the scene over again while I thrust into the pillow in time with Peter as if the pillow were Shawna. I humped it like a little boy. Then, all of a sudden, I imagined Peter was humping my face. I came in body-wrenching spasms into my pillow. When I finished, I unfolded it and slid it back up to my head. I rolled my face to the side of the globs and licked them off. 
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I  dreamt  of  shopping  and  dressing  and  doing  my  makeup.  The  last  dream  was  the wildest.  It  was  as  if  I  were  giving  myself  a  blowjob.  I  felt  everything  I  did  to  the  cock  in  my mouth, on myself. I’d run my tongue over my tip and feel it. I’d flick my tip and shudder. I’d bob my head on the cock, and I’d feel myself with a head bobbing on it. 

It was the wildest dream, and I kept myself on the edge, not wanting it to end. It went on and on, and then finally, when I couldn’t hold back anymore, I flooded my mouth and swallowed as if it were the essence of life, and I drank it all down. I twitched and jerked and thrusted until I drifted into that energy-less space where all I wanted was to sleep. 

When I woke up, Shawna was sitting on the foot of the bed, watching me. I could taste my cum in my mouth from the dream. Weird. Shawna was already dressed for the day in a cute denim  miniskirt  and  straw,  high-heel  wedgies  with  a  pink  V-neck  top,  revealing  her  lovely cleavage. She came over and kissed me lightly on the forehead. 

“I thought you’d never wake up. Sleep well, my princess?” 

I rubbed my eyes. I was sure my makeup was a mess. I yawned. “Slept like the dead.” 

“Good. Thank you for that lovely breakfast this morning.” 

“Breakfast?” 

“Yes, your cock had so much cream in it. Did you enjoy your breakfast?” 

“My breakfast?” 

“Yes, we both came at the same time. It was wonderful feeling what I was making you feel, the way you copied my motions, and I copied yours. I loved it.” 

“That wasn’t a dream?” 

“It was very dreamy. But since you don’t want to do things like that… We don’t have to anymore. I thought I’d make it easier for me to behave by getting the monkey off my back so I could be more like you’d like me to be.” 

“So you had me suck your cock!? Nice.” 

“Yes, it was very nice. You were very thorough and passionate about it. The reward you gave me said you enjoyed me sucking yours too.” 

“I thought I was dreaming! I never would have done that!” 

“Then maybe it was just a dream. Never happened. You’re not a cocksucker like me, and you don’t enjoy sucking cock and never would know if you did enjoy it, since you never sucked a cock, and I never sucked your delightfully lovely cock either.” 

“Uh, right. That’s better.” 

“Okay. I’ll never tell anyone you had that dream. Don’t worry. I thought you’d act this way, so I even provided a solution for us both to make sure we don’t have these crazy dreams again.” 

She lifted the hem of her skirt. Beneath her sheer panties something glistened. 

“What? What are you wearing?” 

“It’s a male chastity cage. Like yours.” 

I looked down. I had one on too. My cock was all jammed into a tiny little chrome tip, and my balls were wrapped with a chrome ring, and the pieces were locked together. 

Shawna jiggled it. “I put it on after you came, while you were soft. Now you don’t need to worry about coming. You can be less male now, since you can’t use your cock. I thought it would help us get more into our role. Keeps it from sticking up under our clothes too.” 

I looked at it. It felt heavy and tugged on me. “What good is having it locked up?” 

“You’ll see. I’m doing you a favor. I can’t very well suck it like that, and you can’t suck

mine either, can you? See, a solution to your dilemma.” 

She grabbed a glass of water off the nightstand and handed me a blue pill. “I took mine already. It’s your turn. This will help you with the process and the cage.” 

“What’s it do?” I lifted her skirt again and pulled aside her panties. Her cock had swelled in the cage and was trying to squeeze out of it. 

“See,  I’m  fine.  It  feels  nice  with  the  cage  on.  It  will  help.  Don’t  worry,  the  pill  won’t make you dizzy or anything. You’ll feel fine. It will just help while wearing the cage.” 

She  pulled  her  panties  back  and  fixed  her  skirt.  She  held  the  glass  and  pill  out  to  me. 

“Trust me.” 

I took it and drank down the pill and water. 

“Good girl. We’ll take one every day. It’s a twenty-four-hour pill. Oh, I made us a nice, energy-filled, bracing breakfast as well. Why don’t you eat and shower? I put an attachment on the  shower  that  you’ll  figure  out  how  to  use.  After  you  poop,  use  it  and  shower,  and  then  get dressed. I have another present for you after you do that.” 

“What? Clean out my butt? No way. And take this cage off me.” 

“It’ll come off in due time. I have the keys. It won’t come off if you don’t listen to me. 

I’m wearing one, too, you know. We’re both doing it together. This isn’t to torture you. It’s to have you take on your new role easier. I can’t suck your cock now, and you can’t suck mine, so you won’t have dreams like that anymore.” 

“This is crazy. But I guess I don’t have a choice, do I?” 

“No you don’t, princess.” Shawna kissed my cheek. 

9

After  breakfast  and  my  morning  constitutional,  I  showered  and  used  the  attachment.  It was rather gross, but it did feel nice afterward, being so clean inside. I felt lighter and prettier. 

I did my hair and makeup and decided to wear some sheer suntan stockings and a garter belt with pretty, baby-blue panties and bra. The panties kept the lock on the cage from clinking, and  the  whole  package  didn’t  show  at  all  under  the  slim-hipped,  beige,  halter-neck  dress  that revealed my cleavage wonderfully. 

By the time I completed the sensual routine of dressing, I was filling my cage impossibly full. It felt wonderful, but it had no chance of becoming an erection. I wasn’t sure what good that blue pill was doing at making me fit in the cage, but maybe that wasn’t what it was for. It was probably so the cage just felt better. It felt wonderful, and I was as horny as ever. 

I walked in mincing steps in my five-inch heels, swaying my hips, enjoying the tug of my gel breast-forms with each step, immersed in the sweet smell of my perfume, to the balcony where Shawna sat sipping tea. 

“Oh my, don’t you look lovely! Shame you have that cage on. I’d love to suck you off right now. How does the cage feel?” 

“If feels nice, actually. I don’t think I’ve ever been hornier, though.” 

“Good.  Me  too.  It’s  all  good.”  She  stood  and  took  my  hand.  “Now  for  your  present. 

Everything go okay in the shower with the attachment?” She ran her fingers though my hair. “So lovely.” She sniffed it. 

“Yes, thanks, I’m very clean now. Actually feels nice.” 

“Good.” She led me into her bedroom. “Kneel on the bed like a good girl. Lean on your elbows, bottom in the air.” 

The shock on my face showed. “No way, you aren’t going to fuck me.” 

“Of  course  not.  “You  told  me  you  aren’t  gay.  It’s  just  something  to  keep  that  clean bottom  happy.  I’m  wearing  one  too.  Trust  me.  You’ll  love  it.  It  will  help  with  your  role.  It’s made me feel more, uh, sensual and feminine.” 

She looked into my eyes, kissed my cheek. “On the bed, honey.” 

I climbed on and did as she said. 

“Don’t watch Gabriela. Look forward now.” 

I  turned  and  put  my  face  on  the  bedspread.  She  lifted  my  dress,  slid  aside  my  panties. 

Something cool and wet slid against my anus. 

She  pressed  it  gently.  “Relax  now.  Let  yourself  go.”  She  pressed  harder.  I  felt  myself stretch  a  little,  and  then  it  was  in.  It  began  to  hum  inside  me,  sending  the  most  interesting sensations up my spine. I swelled as much as I could in my cage. 

“Feel nice?” she asked. 

“Even hornier now.” 

“Good.” 

She put my panties and dress in place. “Stand up now.” 

I did. 

“Walk to the patio.” 

I did, and every step massaged that thing inside me, making me feel as if I were being made love to somehow. It was wonderful and sensual. I oozed from my cage. 

Shawna handed me an unlubricated rubber. “Put this over the cage so you don’t ooze all over your pretty clothes. I have one too.” 

I  did  and  arranged  my  dress.  I  felt  like  a  nymphomaniac  unable  to  climax.  “This  is

wonderful,  but  it’s  horrible.  All  I  want  is  to  come.  Let  me  take  it  all  off,”  I  begged  her  as  I moved my hips side to side, massaging myself inside. 

“You can come this way.” 

“I can?” 

“Yes, of course. A real cock fucking your ass will do it in no time.” 

“Shawna!” 

“It’s  up  to  you.  Maybe  I’ll  let  you  take  the  cage  off  when  you’ve  sucked  some  cocks. 

Then you can come with your own cock.” 

“I’d like to have a woman. That’s what I really want right now.” 

“Hmm,  I  suppose  we  could.  You  could  uh...”  She  patted  her  bottom  and  wriggled  it. 

“Maybe help me too by fucking my—” 

“Shawna! Not what I had in mind.” 

“Oh well. Time takes care of everything. And I always thought you were a fast learner. 

Suit yourself.” 
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We went for a walk around the mall. I bought some more things and was immersed the sensual nature of myself at that point. Each step took me closer to the edge, yet I never reached it. 

My  senses  all  seemed  heightened  as  well.  My  eyesight  saw  colors  more  brightly,  and details  were  clearer.  I  heard  distant  whispers  and  far-off  music.  Music  seemed  to  penetrate  my being and stroke different parts of my body with different notes and beats. 

Perfume  had  layers  of  scent  that  painted  a  masterpiece  for  my  nose,  yet  it  was  deeper than in my nose. Shawna’s and my perfumes were similar, but entirely different, and each made me want to smell more. 

We walked past men, and the cologne they wore nearly snapped my head around to sniff them down. I had the sense of smell of a dog, but I smelled nothing but beautiful scents. Each of them passed through my entire body. 

Needless  to  say,  I  was  rigid  in  my  cage  and  longed  for  release.  Shawna’s  soft  hand  in mine  was  a  delight  to  hold  as  she  rubbed  her  silky  thumb  in  my  palm  and  mine  in  hers.  I wrapped  an  arm  over  her  shoulder,  kissed  her  cheek,  smelled  her  hair.  I  was  taken  and overwhelmed with the beauty of everything. I whispered, “I think I love you.” 

She snuggled into my arm. “I love you too. I think I always have. I think that’s why we had to do this. To break the code.” 

“I think you’re right. Let’s go home, take these cages off, and I want you to fuck me like a slut and come in my ass.” 

“Wow!” Shawna laughed. “You’ve really released your paradigms.” 

We walked back to the car. We drove in silence as we both relished our new love and our deep, deep perceptions of everything around us. 
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“Shawna, please? It’s what you’ve wanted all along.” 

“Not yet.” She brushed her hair out. Both of us stood naked after showering together. “I think  there’s  more  to  it  yet.  The  way  the  sexual  energy  has  made  us  so  receptive  and  aware,  I think  it  can  go  further.  I  think  it  can  make  us  into...into  more.  We  might  be  able  to  have  even deeper insights into ourselves.” 

“I don’t know if I can take it. I’ve finally arrived where you wanted me to. Please? Fuck me, please? I’m begging you!” 

Shawna looked at me with sad eyes. “Aw, sweetie, just a little while longer. Just a few more days. Okay? We’ll know when it’s time.” 

I  cried.  When  I  was  done,  we  went  about  life  again—the  cage,  the  plug,  the  blue  pill, being fully feminized and in our new skin as sensual and lovely creatures. 

We  sashayed  about  as  gorgeous,  feminine  beings.  with  the  energy  surging  through  us, perpetually on the edge of a full-body orgasm, each day the intensity getting higher and higher yet never culminating. In a way, it was incredibly torturous, because there was no relief from the overwhelming sensations and sensory inputs, yet it was utterly, hedonistically heavenly. 

We enjoyed every tidbit of life, from the sweet smell of the fresh air to the vivid colors of the world. All our senses were heightened and becoming more and more powerful. Then, one day, I noticed something really strange. 

Shawna  looked  at  me  across  the  table,  her  aura  bright  and  vivid.  I  could  hear  her thoughts, and she heard mine. I was thinking how much I loved her, and she squeezed my hand, looking in to my eyes. I wanted to be with her forever. She said, “Me too.” 

She read my thoughts—a new ability this pent-up sexual energy evidently gave us. We had gained another sense. 

She  said,  “Yes,  I’m  reading  yours.  I’m  sure  you’re  reading  mine.  It’s  like  a  switch flipped, and a new program is running.” She looked around the café and sipped her espresso. 

She stared at a man in a suit reading his phone and sipping a coffee. She motioned her head toward him. “Jim Blake, married, owns a real estate company.” 

I studied him and said. “Wife’s name is Gilda. He drives a BMW 750i. He comes here every day at 3:00 p.m. for a coffee before going home.” 

Shawna nodded. “Want proof? Let’s go.” She stood and took my hand, walking us over to him. “Excuse me, sir. Are you James Blake, the real estate agent?” 

He looked up and smiled. “Yes, have we met?” 

“No.” 

“Then how do you know me? I don’t advertise. Did someone tell you my name?” 

Shawna  said,  “It’s  common  knowledge.  You  come  here  every  day  at  3:00  p.m.  for  a coffee  before  you  go  home  to  Gilda.  People  say  you’re  the  best  real  estate  agent  around.  You could sell or find anything.” 

He  laughed.  “Wow,  I  guess  my  reputation  precedes  me.  Can  I  help  you  with something?” 

“Well,  not  immediately,  but  shortly  we’ll  be  in  the  market  for  a  house.  A  mansion, actually.” 

He took a card out of his pocket and handed it to Shawna. “If you ever need help finding it, just let me know. Call my cell.” 

Shawna took his card and put it in her purse. “Thank you.” 

We  left  the  coffee  shop.  A  black  BMW  750i  was  parked  at  the  curb.  The  plates  were

“REAL1.” 

We  walked  to  the  parking  lot.  “See,  Gabriela?  I  told  you  this  energy  had  more  to  it. 

Aren’t you glad we waited?” 

“It’s interesting. But what do we do with it? I’m still hornier than ever and just want to get fucked.” I squeezed her hand as we walked. 

“Always stuck on paradigms. If we know all of that about him, why couldn’t we find a couple of winning lottery tickets in this big city?” 

“How would we do that?” 

“The same way we found out about him. Feel it. Listen. Ask.” 

“This is nuts.” 

Shawna held the car door open. I’ll drive. You tell me to where. Feel it, sense it, intend it.  Direct  us  to  two  winning  lottery  tickets.  Big  winners.  Then  we  can  do  whatever  we  want together, forever.” 

I slid in and slipped my dress under my legs. I crossed my silky, stocking-covered thighs over one another and leaned on the console. Could it work? What would we do with it all if it did? Would I ever be able to get laid? 

Shawna  slid  in  and  started  the  car.  She  had  a  vivid  golden  light  surrounding  her  being that intersected with mine. She looked like an angel. “Shawna, you look like an angel,” I said. 

“Thanks! Now be an angel and find us the lottery tickets. Find two. I feel that’s what’s available for us.” 

I rested my head on the headrest and felt for it. I saw an image. A shop in a run-down neighborhood on a corner. The sign above it read, “Pimpies Beer & Stuff.” 

I said, “Pimpies? It’s a sign above a store in a run-down neighborhood.” 

Shawna Googled it. “Got it.” She set the phone in the holder on the dash, and the GPS

started. She drove off. 

In half an hour, we arrived. Homeless people sat against the wall talking. A kid on a bike whacked parking meters with a stick. 

I looked around while Shawna parked in front. “Think you can jump out and pick it?” 

I closed my eyes and looked for it in my mind. It was a ten-million-dollar game, a thirty-dollar scratch-off, and it was mainly green in color. “I think so. I’ll go in.” 

I slid out and ran in quickly, going straight to the counter. I saw it in the plastic box. A man  came  to  the  counter.  “Help  you,  lady?  You  need  directions?  Sure  don’t  think  you  belong here.” 

Tobacco juice dripped down his lip, and he licked it. 

“Uh, I need to buy a lottery ticket. Can I see that roll?” I pointed at it. 

“The whole roll? I can’t do that.” 

“Why not?” 

“You might run off with it. I’ll give you the end one.” 

“I have to feel it. I don’t know which one I want yet. Besides, how fast and far do you think I can run in these heels?” 

He  studied  me.  A  guy  got  in  line  behind  me  holding  a  huge  beer  can.  He  touched  my butt. 

I  moved  aside.  “Go  ahead.”  I  looked  at  the  plastic  box.  How  could  I  tell  which  one?  I asked  which  one  it  was.  The  numerals  for  the  number  twelve  formed  on  the  plastic  above  the ticket roll. 

“The beer purchaser said, “Gimme one-a-dose ter-ty-dolla green winnas.” 

“Shit.” 

The counter attendant ripped one off and gave it to him. He took the man’s money, and the guy left. 

I moved forward and pointed at the box. “It’s ticket number twelve.” 

He  shook  his  head  and  pulled  on  the  first  ticket  looking  for  the  number  at  the  bottom. 

“You’re lucky. It’s the first one.” He tore it off and placed it on the counter, his hand resting on it. “Thirty bucks, lady.” 

I  took  thirty  out  of  my  purse  and  put  it  on  the  counter.  He  handed  me  the  ticket  and  I placed it in my purse, then dashed out the door. 

Shawna  was  watching  me  as  I  hurriedly  got  into  the  car.  “Got  it.  Go.  This  place creeps me out.” 

“Me too.” She drove off. “Hope the next one is in a better location.” 

I  said,  “The  grocery  store  on  Elm.  It’s  a  thirty-dollar  ticket,  and  it’s  brown  and  gold. 

Number seventeen on the roll. 

Very  uneventfully,  we  went  into  the  grocery  store  and  managed  to  get  the  lady  behind the counter to pluck the ticket from the middle of the roll. We now had two different thirty-dollar games with tremendous odds against winning. Heck, it was five-to-one just to win anything, such as our money back, or ten bucks less. 

I  held  the  tickets,  which  seemed  to  glow  in  my  hand.  If  I  asked,  I  could  probably  see exactly where to scratch them as well. I resisted. 

Back in the apartment, Shawna poured us martinis. “This should do it. What will we do with the money?” 

I squeezed my gel breast-forms. “Implants, baby. Hips too. You?” 

“Agreed. And a mansion from James Blake. Maybe a nice car.” She flattened her lips. 

“Maybe some lip-plumping so I can be a better cocksucker.” She laughed and toasted. 

We  sipped  and  stared  at  each  other.  I  put  my  hand  on  Shawna’s  and  squeezed  it.  Our glows enveloped us. Tingling rushed through my body. It was as if our energies merged into one. 

I looked wide-eyed at her. “Feel that?” 

“It’s lovely. You feel wonderful.” 

“So do you. So now what? Will we ever have sex again?” 

She  looked  at  the  tickets  on  the  counter.  “I  think  when  we’ve  won  these  two,  we  can release all this pent-up energy, and if we ever want to do this again, we can. What do you say we have dinner out, then come home and take our cages off after the first scratch, and go from there? 

“I’m  hungry  for  sure.  Maybe  Peter’s  place?  But  then,  no,  we  can’t  go  there.  I’ll definitely want to suck his cock tonight.” 

Shawna took her phone out. “Making a reservation now.” 

“Yikes. Okay, so what if we scratch and get nothing, then what? Leave the cages on?” 

“I don’t know, but first good scratch, and they come off. You know, a winner like a MIL

winner.  There’s  only  five  MIL  and  ten  MIL  on  these  tickets  beside  the  little  prizes.  So  if  we show a MIL on each ticket, we’ll have at least five million on each.” 

“Holy shit. Ten million. We’ll be set for life...and really well.” 

She squeezed my hand and gazed into my eyes. “Yes, we will. Let’s dress for dinner and go see Pete. You deserve it.” 

Well, we looked hot as ever. Had a great meal and stuffed ourselves. I winked at Peter, licked my lips, and sucked my thumb for him when he took our drink order. It was funny seeing him hard in his pants all night just thinking about it. I filled my cage and was alive with desire

throughout the meal. Then I had Peter for dessert. 

I never imagined the thrill of being the one making him feel so good—being in control of his pleasure. Driving him wild while I passionately indulged in the sensations. 

Shawna watched as I had before, and I had him all to myself. His cock was a work of art with its veins and thickness. My jaw stretched to accommodate it, and my hand barely wrapped around  it.  I  tugged  his  balls  and  ran  my  tongue  furiously  around  the  head  and  flicked  the  hole repeatedly. I loved the way he twitched and jerked and squeezed my head so tight. I could tell he couldn’t take much more. 

“Ungh,  god,  Ms.  James,  I  can’t  take  it  any  longer.”  He  moaned  and  thrust  his  cock through my fist as far as I’d let it go while I tugged down on his shaved balls. His energy flowed from him into me like a race of electricity. My cock was swelled as far as it could go in the cage, and I felt as if I might come any second, I was so full of tremulous excitement. 

“Ungh!” he said as he stuffed his fat cock through my fist and nearly crushed my head with  his  hands.  Under  my  clenching  fingers,  I  felt  his  flood  pump  through  his  urethra,  and  I readied  my  mouth  as  it  shot  from  his  swollen  head  across  my  tongue.  I  ravenously  swallowed and  immediately  felt  the  next  one  surging  through  his  cock.  I  took  a  deep  breath  around  it, moaning with pleasure as he stuffed it into my face, fucking my mouth, his energy like a raging beast. It was heaven taking it all as my reward for mining his semen. 

He released surge after surge. I had to get off of it lest I choke on the huge volume, and it slipped from my lips. He sprayed his come over my face and hair and onto my cleavage as his knees went weak. I thought he might collapse. 

It  was  as  if  I  took  his  energy  into  me,  and  I  grew  stronger  and  hornier  yet.  I  was  at  a stage  of  constant  arousal  and  ready  to  ejaculate  at  any  second,  but  release  didn’t  happen.  The energy  just  circulated  through  my  body  and  Shawna’s  body,  intensifying  our  experience  and making us hornier and seemingly more powerful. 

I said, “See ya later, Pete—thanks for dessert.” I grabbed my purse and Shawna’s hand, unlocked the door, navigated around the “Closed for cleaning” sign, and we clattered in our heels to the front door. 

The valet had pulled our car up since it was the last one there. He smiled as he opened the door, and Shawna climbed in. He opened my door and noticed my blow-queen badges from Peter. He was handsome, and I was ravenous for more energy. 

I put my hand on his crotch. “I have a tip for you, and I think you may have a nice hard tip  for  me.  Hop  in  the  back  seat.”  He  hurriedly  did.  I  didn’t  give  a  thought  to  the  slut  I  had become.  I  needed  more.  I  heard  his  thoughts  about  me.  He  wanted  it.  He’d  wanted  it  the  first time he saw me. 

In  the  back  of  the  parking  lot,  I  climbed  into  the  back  seat  while  Shawna  watched  me from  the  front.  I  unzipped  his  pants  and  bobbed  my  head  furiously  on  it,  using  all  my  tools  to bring him to release as quickly as possible. Looking up into his eyes in the back seat, illuminated by  the  full  moon,  I  put  his  hands  on  my  head  and  said,  “Fuck  my  face.  Come  in  my  mouth. 

Now!” 

He  had  no  problem  thrusting  through  my  fist.  I  looked  up  into  his  face  as  it  contorted and  he  grunted,  his  hips  thrusting  under  me,  his  hands  squeezing  my  head  tight.  “Ungh,  you fucking hot, gorgeous girl! Here’s your reward.” he cried. 

His body tensed. He rammed through my fist, and the flood began. 

The energy rushed into me and through me. My tongue tasted the reward I wanted, and I struggled to swallow as he thrust, until again, I had to get off of it and he shot it over my hair and

face. He caught his breath while I lapped up every bit I could off his sweet dick. His body went limp. 

I sat up, opened the door, and climbed out. “Thanks. See you later. We have to go. Get out.” 

He  scrambled,  putting  himself  back  in  his  pants.  “Thanks!”  and  he  ran  back  to  the restaurant. 

I  slid  back  into  the  driver’s  seat.  We  left  with  me  feeling  uncommonly  strong  and successful.  I  had  never  felt  so  accomplished  or  commanding.  Those  events  put  me  fully  in  my skin as to who I was and what my desires were. It was a power I’d long for forever—whether it was  the  vampire-like  quality  of  taking  all  a  man’s  passion  into  me  or  the  pure  animal  lust  of another human for me. 

Full of adrenaline, I drove us home to scratch our tickets and to get fucked senseless by Shawna. 

Shawna said, “I guess you’ve found a new passion. Hmm, I think some paradigms have been broken. New code replacing the old. You missed a glob on your dress just above your left breast.” 

“Yeah,  new  fucking  code  all  right.  I’m  an  animal.  Thanks  to  you.  You  better  have  the keys to these cages. I want you to fuck me like a wild beast.” 

As I ran my fingers through my hair, over my face and chest, on my dress, I found the remaining medals of honor and licked them off my fingers. Each luscious taste sent more fuel to my burning desires. I couldn’t imagine how good Shawna was going to feel, and I was shaking with anticipation. 

Shawna’s  one  hand  caressed  my  stockinged  thigh  as  I  drove,  while  her  other  moved from  shaking  her  cage  to  caressing  her  own  thighs  and  breasts.  She  was  as  amorous  as  I  and ready for our lovemaking. 

“Do you love it?” she asked. 

“I do. And you. Thank you.” 
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I raced into the apartment. “Get the keys now,” I said to Shawna. 

“But the scratch-offs—” 

“Fuck the scratch-offs. We already picked the winners. We can do that later.” 

“But if they aren’t.... No breast implants and the mansion and all the things we wanted.” 

“We already picked the winners. We accomplished it.” 

“And if not? Would you still want what you have? What we have?” 

I  stood  in  front  of  her,  my  heart  racing.  I  touched  my  fingers  to  her  cheek  and  looked deep into her made-up eyes. “I’ll never go back. I want this. I want you. Now get the keys. I’ll be on the bed.” 

I  went  into  the  bathroom  and  pulled  my  plug  out,  dropping  it  in  the  sink.  My  heels clacked down the hallway to the bedroom. 

I threw back the bedspread and arranged myself on the satin sheets. I lifted my dress and smoothed it so my cage was ready to be unlocked as it poked out of the crotchless panties. 

Shawna came in, frantic. “I, uh, I found only one set. Let me try it on yours.” 

“What? Where is the other set?” 

“I  wish  I  knew.”  She  sat  on  the  bed  and  tried  the  key  on  my  lock.  She  jiggled  it  and jiggled it. It wouldn’t open. She looked at me like a deer in the headlights. “I’m so sorry.” 

“Try yours.Your is the one that needs to come off so you can fuck me anyway.” 

She did and it came off. She throbbed in the air like a flagpole swaying in the wind. She dropped the cage on the floor and looked at me, lost as to what to do. 

“It’s  okay.  You  said  I  could  come  with  only  that.  Fuck  me  and  make  me  come  in  my cage. I’m lubed from the plug yet.” 

I slid back on the bed and laid my head on the pillow. I lifted my legs back and tucked the hem of my dress under so I could see my cage and her cock. She slid her knees between my thighs, holding her cock between a long-nailed thumb and forefinger and moving toward me on her  knees.  She  glowed  as  her  cock  and  balls,  framed  by  her  pink,  ruffled,  crotchless  panties, moved forward. I reached down to help guide her. 

I pressed the tip against me. “Push.” 

She  pushed  it  forward  gently,  spreading  me  and  sending  a  rush  of  pleasure  into  me.  It made it in, and she slid it to the hilt. 

“Ungh, fuck! That feels sooo good, baby,” I whispered. 

Shawna wrapped her long-nailed hands around my silky stockinged legs and pushed my thighs back, then slid her hands down to hold my ankles so my strappy stilettos were by my ears. 

Her eyes locked with mine, an intense look of pleasure on her face. “I feel connected to you entirely. Can you feel it?” 

She  thrust  her  cock  in  and  back  slowly.  Each  thrust  sent  orgasmic  sensations  up  my spine and spread through my body. “Oh yes, honey, I can feel it. Don’t stop until we both come. 

Now fuck me like the slut I am with that lovely sissy cock.” 

Shawna began to hump into me. I put my hands on her silky bottom and dug my nails into  it,  forcing  her  to  a  frenzied  pace  of  deep  penetrations.  My  breath  came  in  gasps  as  she lunged until her balls were slapping against my butt like applause. 

My caged cock flailed and clattered as she pounded me into the mattress. 

She looked into my eyes, her face contorted, the bed shaking. “Oh fuck, Gabriela. You feel so good. You’re so fucking tight. So hot. My whole body is alive with sensations.” 

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me. Make me come. I’m so close. I want to feel you squirt your

sissy cock inside of me while I spasm with delight.” 

Shawna  rammed  me  as  hard  and  fast  as  she  could.  I  held  my  hands  behind  my  head against  the  headboard  to  keep  from  sliding.  She  grabbed  my  legs  behind  the  knees  and  pinned me  to  the  bed.  My  high  heels  flailed  about  my  head,  smacking  into  the  head  board.  I  looked down  at  her  glowing  cock  as  she  pummeled  me.  My  cage  swung  wildly.  “This  is  it!”  I whimpered. “Come inside of me now.” 

Shawna shoved it until it felt it would come out my throat. A groan came from her as her body tensed, and her hips lifted for a final ram. She shoved it in deep, held it a second, and then didn’t  stop  thrusting.  My  cock  shot  one  load  after  another  from  the  cage  to  shoot  over  my stockings, her belly and stockings, and haphazardly over us. 

“Oh my god, Shawna!” My whole body tensed, my toes pointed in their heels, my neck was rigid as I watched my long pent-up release flood us. Shawna’s come lubricated her further as she pumped load after load into me on her last throes of passion. 

Finally,  exhausted  and  both  of  us  breathing  heavily,  we  lay  there.  Shawna  kissed  my face, neck, forehead. She collapsed on top of me. I relished her inside me as she slowly began to shrink.  We  both  drifted  into  some  quiet,  restful  space.  I  felt  her  love  for  me.  My  love  for  her welled up, and I felt tears in my eyes. I stroked her hair and slid my other hand over her silky bottom. “I love you,” I whispered. 

After a few minutes, we both recovered. She fell off me to the side and gazed into my eyes. “Your glow is gone.” 

“Yours is too. I wonder if it’ll come back. It was worth it, though. You’re still gorgeous, and now you’re my lover, and I’m yours.” I kissed her on the lips deeply. 

“Mmm,” she moaned. 

She  pulled  her  face  back  to  look  at  me  as  she  stroked  my  hair.  Her  eyes  popped  open wide. “The lottery! Let’s go win so we can plan the day tomorrow. Get the mansion first, maybe a vacation?” 

I  laughed.  “Plenty  of  time.  We  have  all  the  time  in  the  world,  and  there  isn’t  a  single vacation I can think of that would be better than being with you every day of my life. Let’s go to sleep, and we can do the tickets tomorrow.” 

“Whatever you want, my love.” 

I wrapped my arms around her, folded a stockinged leg over hers, and put my head on the pillow to gaze at her while we fell fast asleep. 
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I  stared  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I  couldn’t  believe  my  eyes.  It  was  so  complete,  so incredible.  I  had  to  do  something  about  it.  This  would  change  my  life.  I  had  become  someone totally different—powerful, stoic, graceful. This was what I was meant to be. 

My  mathematician’s  mind  wondered  if  there  was  an  algorithm  to  define  this.  A correlation with the elements of the transformation such that anyone who had certain attributes could follow the algorithm and solve their own incongruences. I had become totally congruent in body and mind. 

I  walked  about,  looking  at  my  reflection  in  the  mirror.  Even  my  walk  was  something special now. I had become something I never knew I wanted to be. My heart raced in my chest. 

This was the best thing I had ever done. I was so glad I took advantage of the summer break from my PhD dissertation. So glad I had majored in clean, precise, predictable math. 

This  was  almost  better—well,  it  was  even  better  than  at  the  end  of  my  junior  year, working  on  my  bachelor’s,  when  I  had  visited  Las  Vegas  and  made  enough  money  counting cards at the black jack table to pay for my PhD and not have to work for years if I didn’t want to. 

The accomplished, satisfied feelings I had back then were nothing compared to how I felt now. 

This transformation was a true epiphany. 

I sat on the bed and sipped my wine. I looked at my watch. It was early. I was hungry. I had been at this all day and hadn’t even eaten lunch, but it was done. I accomplished my goal. 

What  should  I  do  now?  I  couldn’t  believe  I  had  taken  a  simple  suggestion  from  a  friend  so literally and gone this far. But I did it. She was right. So right. I should have done it a long time ago. 

But what was I now? Some kind of freak? I didn’t look like a freak, but I knew who I really was before I did this. Now I was nothing like I was before, and it worked so well, I had to accept it. What I really was inside was as obvious as the tiny nose on my face. 

I had to go out. I had to see if others thought this was good. I had to find out if it would work. I had to accept what had happened and try out my new life. 

2

One  more  check  in  the  mirror.  I  adjusted  my  curled  hair  around  my  ears.  Checked  the earrings, jewelry, my long painted fingernails. Made sure my stockings weren’t run, and I ran my hand down each leg, feeling the luscious sensations it gave me. 

I adjusted my cleavage in the revealing V-neck clubbing dress with the flared skirt that flowed around my thighs, caressing them and myself in crotchless panties beneath it. 

This  process  of  transformation  not  only  made  me  look  incredible,  but  it  made  me  feel incredible.  I  had  never  felt  so  sensual,  so  alive  and  powerful.  Topping  it  all  off,  I  had  a  libido higher than ever, and the feeling of the silky dress as I walked made me want to satisfy it. But how? 

I could have just stood and looked in the mirror at myself and taken care of it, but I was afraid to, reluctant to lose the delicious, enveloping feeling all this was giving me. No, I had to go see what others would think about this. 

I checked my purse. Ready to go. License, perfume, makeup, money, and credit card. I took  the  phone  out  and  called  Larissa.  She  had  been  away  for  a  couple  of  weeks,  and  I  was missing her. 

She answered, “Hi, Dan.” 

“Good trip?” 

“Yeah, it went well. The psychiatric convention was a little dry but useful.” 

“Good. Uh, remember what you said before...about me looking better as a woman?” 

“Yeah. I was playing with you, and we had a good laugh.” 

“Uh, playing? You didn’t mean it?” 

“Uh-oh. Why? Did you try it?” 

“Uh,  yeah.  Being  on  break  for  the  summer  and  you  on  your  trip,  I  collected  all  the things, practiced doing makeup and did all the prep, and today I did it. Like, I really did it. I’m standing  here  all  dolled  up  and  looking  really  hot.  I  mean,  I  make  me  excited  for  me.  Now  I don’t  know  what  to  do,  but  I  wanted  to  go  out  and  see  if  it  really  works.  Do  you  think  I’m weird?” 

“Hell no! I think you have balls. We talked about how you would have made a better girl than a guy many times. Last time I just realized you had the looks for it too.” 

“Well, I do have balls. You’d never know it now by looking at me, though. I need to see if you agree or if I’m just deceiving myself.” 

“I can’t wait to see you! Can I come over?” 

“Absolutely. Hurry though. I need to get something to eat. I’m starving.” 

“Okay,  Glad  you  called.  I  was  gonna  call  you  to  let  you  know  I  was  back  and  settled. 

How should I dress? Maybe for two girls on the town?” 

“Yeah. I have a short, black V-neck dress and heels on.” 

“Oh  my  god,  that’s  great!  I’ll  come  pick  you  up,  and  we  can  eat.  If  you  look  passable enough, that is.” 

“I think I do. That’s what you have to decide so I’m not just fooling myself.” 

“I’ll change fast and put on something hot for two girls partying.” 

“Great. See you in a few.” I tossed the phone into my purse. 

Two girls partying. I’d never even seen Larissa in a dress, since we always just hung out and never really dated. Now I’d even get to see her dolled up. This was going to be great. 

Only a few minutes of twitching and pacing, and I saw her park on the street. I buzzed her into my apartment when she stood at the door. Her heels clicked up the stairs. 

I opened the door. Larissa’s eyes ran over me, head to toe; her mouth was agape, and her hand covered it as she gasped. “Oh my god! I guess I was right. You’re gorgeous.” She kissed me on the lips gently so she wouldn’t mess our lipstick. She looked into my eyes as if into my soul. 

I  broke  her  stare,  stood  back  and  looked  her  up  and  down.  “Wow.  I  never  saw  you dressed like this. You’re so sexy.” 

“Thanks. And how do you feel in your sexy outfit? You look so good.” 

I feel good. Sexy, pretty, powerful. It’s like this is how I was always meant to be. What do I do now? I’m a guy.” 

“Like hell you are. You’re all girl.” She squeezed my boobs. “These even feel real, and look at your cleavage. Fabulous. Gel breast forms?” 

“Yup.” 

“Your voice doesn’t even need to change. It fits this body better than your male one.” 

She  looked  around  and  pushed  me  to  go  inside.  I  closed  the  door  behind  her.  “What? 

C’mon, Larissa. I’m starving. Think we can go get some food?” 

“One  second.  I  have  to  see  for  myself.  I  don’t  believe  it.  I  don’t  think  you’re  what you’ve been masquerading as.” 

She lifted the hem of my dress and stared. “Wow. You do have one. Sorry, had to look.” 

She grabbed it in her tiny hand and squeezed it. “Seems it likes the new clothing too. Shouldn’t you take care of that thing before we go out? I can help.” 

“Help?” 

She quickly kneeled and took it in her mouth. 

“Oh,  Larissa.  God.  That  feels  so  good.  But  you  have  to  stop.  I  don’t  want  to  lose  this feeling, and if I release, it might all go away. It all feels so sensual. 

She  was  looking  up  at  me,  bobbing  her  head  on  it.  We  never  did  anything  like  this before. We were totally platonic friends. I couldn’t believe she wanted to. I gazed in her eyes and started thrusting into her face. I held her head tight. She moaned and nodded, letting me know I should do it. I felt the sensation rise up and approach the point of no return. 

I  pulled  out.  “Uh,  god,  Larissa.”  It  bobbed  in  the  air  and  dripped  a  drop.  “That  was almost  it.”  I  reached  for  her  hand  and  helped  her  stand.  My  dress  covered  it  again,  the  fabric slipping sensually over the tip, making me shudder. I grabbed the wall to keep from falling. 

“You  should  finish.  It’ll  come  back.  C’mon.  Let  me  taste  you.  I  never  would  have guessed you were the slightest bit sexual before. Now I want it.” 

“You want it? I never would have guessed. Don’t most girls hate doing that? And then when they do, they never taste it or swallow it.” 

“Are you kidding? It’s great. To be able to make someone feel that good, and then get an obvious and passionate mouthful of their release—it’s fabulous. You’ll see.” 

“Uh, I’ll see?” 

“You are a girl now. Kind of. You’ll see. Let’s get you some food.” 
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I navigated the stairs quite well in my heels, and we got into Larissa’s car. My thighs felt the cool leather against them. I crossed my silky legs. “Glad you’re driving. I’m going to need a couple of drinks to relax. This is way too much.” 

“I can imagine. It must be like being in another body.” 

“Pretty much. I don’t feel like a guy at all.” 

“Sushi and sake?” 

“Sushi and a martini to start.” 

“K.” 

Larissa drove us to a sushi bar. We sat and watched the chef make our rolls while guys checked us out. It was flattering. Girls never checked me out before, and if I checked out a girl, I’d get a dirty look back. 

Larissa  was  observing  me  while  we  ate.  “You  look  like  you’re  relaxing  and  enjoying this. I’m so glad you did it. You’re so pretty.” Her hand patted my stockinged thigh. She slid it on it. “And sexy... so silky and girly. But with a surprise too. Mmm. The best of both worlds.” 

“Larissa. I’ve never seen you like this.” 

“You were never so sexy. Is it bad?” 

“Uh, no.” 

“Then  enjoy.”  She  went  back  to  eating,  her  chop  sticks  deftly  manipulating  the  ginger slices to separate one thin piece from the stack. She looked me in the eyes and flicked her tongue out, dropping the ginger on it and rolling her eyes. “I want to taste you tonight. Please?” 

“Uh,  yes,  that  would  be  lovely.”  I  laughed.  Absolutely  lovely,  actually.  Not  too  fast, though. I want to stay out for a while and enjoy this, since it’ll be over tomorrow, okay?” 

“Over? Why?” 

“I’m a guy.” 

“We’ll see if you think so by the end of the night. You love how it feels and looks. Don’t be silly to think you can go back. You can’t and you won’t. I won’t allow it, now that I’ve seen you like this.” 

“Oh, Larissa.” 

“Eat and let’s go shake that booty, baby. Have another drink first if you want, but don’t get drunk on me.” She leaned in and grabbed me through the dress, slipping the fabric against it. 

“A lovely girl with a special treat. Mmm.” 

I whispered in her ear. “Be careful. I don’t want to slip and have an accident... It feels so good.” 

She stopped and ordered me another drink. “Yes, and soon you’ll know how nice it is to make a guy feel like that.” 

“Oh, Larissa, no. Stop.” 

“Give up your old paradigms. Be the creature you are.” 

I took a deep breath. I guessed I should, but how? “Larissa...” 

“Dan?” 

“Uh, you better call me Danielle. Or maybe Daniella.” 

“Of course, Daniella.” She put her hand on mine. “All the guys will be hot for you.” 

“But...I make me hot, presenting the image I have now. Seeing you dressed the way you are, makes me hot for you. I have a guy’s interest in women. Men don’t excite me. It’s not in the equation at all.” 

“They don’t yet. But you’re a new you. Just be ready for it. I don’t care if you ever go

after men. I love you this way. I’m sure we could be happy together like this. I’m just saying, I think it will be natural for you to gain an interest in men you didn’t have before. Just don’t be shocked if your equation takes on a new variable, Miss Mathematician.” 

“Why do you always have to be the shrink?” 

“Someone needs to see all variables are accounted for, don’t they?” 
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We finished and decided to go to a quiet piano bar. We took a booth in the back and had some Irish coffee while we chatted. Larissa’s hand rested comfortably on my thigh, her fingers lightly caressing my leg. I’d never felt so close to her. 

I sipped my coffee and watched the piano player. 

“Penny for your thoughts, Daniella.” She squeezed my thigh. 

“Just thinking about this transformation. I like things that are predictable. Math defines nature  so  we  can  see  patterns,  use  them.  Patterns  are  key  to  survival.  I  never  predicted  this epiphany.” 

“That’s good. It’s good to discover, isn’t it? It’s gratifying. It gives insight into life.” 

“But  I  couldn’t  have  predicted  this,  and  yet  it  is.  It’s  disturbing.  Even  as  good  as  it feels.” 

“Do you have your lucky die from Vegas in your purse?” 

I took it out and placed it on the table. 

“Tell me what number I’m going to roll.” She rolled it. 

“That’s  impossible.  I  can  tell  you  a  probability  over  a  number  of  rolls,  but  I  can’t  say with certainty what number will roll.” 

“Of course. Just like what’s happened and what will happen. Let go, Daniella. Enjoy.” 

She kissed me on the lips. 

“Larissa! Hi! I didn’t think I’d see you here.” A tall blond guy stood smiling down at us. 

Larissa whispered in my ear. “My boy toy. You’ll like him.” 

He reached out his hand to me. “I’m Aaron.” 

“Daniella. Nice to meet you.” I shook his hand. 

Larissa said, “Aaron, what a surprise! Please, join us.” She motioned for him to sit next to me.” 

He  slid  into  the  booth,  his  hard  thigh  against  mine.  Larissa  waved  the  waitress  over  to take his order. He ordered a bourbon neat and turned to me. “So, a friend of Larissa’s. I never had the pleasure of meeting you before. Have you known each other long?” 

“A few years, yes.” 

“Such a shame we never met.” He leaned over me to Larissa and placed a hand on her thigh. “Larissa, why haven’t I met Daniella before? Have you been hiding her from me?” 

“Aaron, be good now. Daniella is shy, not like me. She’s a nice girl.” Larissa winked. 

“Shy  girls  aren’t  always  nice  girls.  Sometimes  they’re  nice,  fun  girls.  Like  you.  But you’re far from shy.” 

“Daniella is a mathematician. She comes up with solutions to problems you would never know you had in ways you would never understand.” 

Aaron  put  his  hand  on  my  thigh.  I  crossed  my  legs  and  tucked  myself  between  my thighs. 

He  looked  into  my  eyes.  “Really,  a  mathematician.  How  interesting.  What  are  you working on?” 

“Uh, I’m working on my doctoral thesis, but I always try to find algorithms for things. I really think the world can be reduced to formulas that can be solved.” 

“Everything?” 

“Everything. Say your attraction to Larissa. There are the variables of looks, upbringing, intelligence,  mutual  desire  for  things,  and  so  on.  Variations  in  one  or  the  other  can  lead  to different results. Understand?” 

“I guess I can see your point. I mean Larissa and I have been sex buds for some time, but we  never  hit  it  off  as  a  long-term  relationship.  That  must  have  something  to  do  with  the algorithm.” 

“Yes. Exactly.” 

He squeezed my thigh and slid his hand along my stockinged leg, trying to part my legs while  gazing  into  my  eyes.  “Some  kind  of  algorithm  is  in  play  right  now.  You  see,  the  lure  of your silky leg and looking into your eyes as you spoke so intelligently has gotten me aroused and interested. I hope I’m not being too forward.” 

I thought about my own equation and that his hand had increased my desire and libido. I never  would  have  guessed  I’d  be  excited  like  that  by  a  man.  I  was  gazing  into  his  bright  blue eyes and could read his interest in me through them. 

He asked, “Are you okay?” 

“Yes, just thinking. Sorry.” 

“Thinking about what? Be honest.” He caressed my leg nonchalantly, driving me wild. 

“C’mon, penny for your thoughts.” 

“Your  hand  on  my  leg  is  arousing  me  to  no  end.  That  function  is  a  variable  I  didn’t realize I’d experience.” 

Larissa leaned into our conversation and placed her hand on Aaron’s lap. “Daniella has never had a man. She’s a virgin.” 

Larissa grabbed my hand and placed it on Aaron’s growing interest. I throbbed between my legs knowing his attraction for me. This would never have been in my equations before. 

His eyes were riveted to mine as he continued to caress my leg. “Really. A virgin.” 

“Is that bad?” 

“No. Are you a lesbian?” 

“No. I mean, I don’t know. I’ve never had anyone really pay any attention to me before.” 

He squeezed my hand on his hardness. “So you never felt one of these?” 

“Well, not like yours.” 

Larissa leaned over Aaron and whispered to me, “Is it exciting?” 

I nodded. 

She reached under the table, pushed my hand away, unzipped his pants, and took it out. 

She took my hand and wrapped it around his shaft. She whispered, “Enjoy it. Make him squirt.” 

My heart raced. Aaron smiled at me and leaned back in the booth, sipping his bourbon with his arm over my shoulder. I was so excited my chest was pounding. What was I doing? I shifted  uneasily  as  I  stroked  his  wonderful  rod.  It  felt  incredibly  silky  and  hot.  My  thumb  ran over the wet tip, and he twitched. 

Aaron whispered in my ear. “Maybe you can be a sex buddy with Larissa and me now. 

You’re lovely. So lovely I’m going to show you in a second how excited you’re making me.” 

I kept my legs crossed and lifted the hem of my dress over his lap, my bottom pressed against his thigh. I stroked faster making the dress hiss with each stroke of my hand beneath the silky fabric. 

His breath quickened and I felt him tense, squeezing my thigh. He whispered hot breath in my ear. “Daniella, yes, here it is.” 

He tensed, and I captured the hot wetness that spurted lavishly into the silky fabric of the dress.  At  the  same  time,  I  was  so  filled  with  excitement  at  what  had  happened,  I  twitched  as  I came between my legs all over my stockings. It was so titillating doing that, I couldn’t possible hold back. 

We  both  relaxed  as  I  straightened  my  dress  and  mopped  both  of  our  releases  into  the dress  and  my  stockings.  I  should  have  been  grossed  out  by  what  happened  but  instead  I  was thrilled. He tucked away. 

I  smiled  nervously  at  Aaron.  He  kissed  my  lips  gently.  “Thanks.  That  was  really  nice. 

Did it have an equation to describe it for you?” 

“Thanks. Uh, I’m afraid my equation has become more complicated now. Pleasantly so, though.” 

“The pleasant part is good. The complicated part I don’t know.” 

“No,  you  don’t.  It  is  complicated.  I’ll  figure  it  out,  though.”  I  gave  him  a  flat-lipped smile and sipped my coffee. 

“Another drink?” Aaron asked us. 

I looked at Larissa and shook my head. “I just want to go home and relax.” 

Larissa said, “Of course, sweetie. I understand. We can hook up with Aaron some other time.” 

Aaron  said,  “A  pleasure  meeting  you,  Daniella.  I  hope  I  can  help  you  add  to  your equations someday.” 

“Yes, that might be pleasurable...but complicated. We’ll see.” 
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Larissa and I drove home. “Stay with me tonight, Larissa?” 

“Of course, dear. Are you okay?” 

“Just  confused.  I  never  expected  that  I’d  have  gotten  so  excited  that  I  would  wet  my stockings when Aaron wet my dress. It was so electrifying.” 

“Really! Now I see how your equations have become complicated.” 

“Yes, confusing.” 

After you released, now, are you still aroused? How do you feel?” 

“Sensual,  pretty,  powerful...if  I  think  about  what  I  did,  I  do  get  aroused,  but  it’s confusing.” 

“Just go with your feelings, and it’ll work out. Try not to create complex equations.” 

“I’ll try.” 

We  went  up  to  my  apartment  and  poured  some  drinks.  We  sat  on  the  couch  together. 

Larissa caressed my leg. “You’re so pretty. Is my hand okay on your leg? It feels so nice to me.” 

“It did to Aaron too. And his to me. Yours feels wonderful too. 

“Good. Let’s have a drink, and we can go to bed if you like.” 

“If that’s what you want.” 

“What I want is to have something of yours I never had and take it in my mouth. That’s what I want, but I’m not sure you do.” 

She  slid  her  hand  over  it  and  squeezed  it  through  the  dress.  It  felt  good.  I  pressed  my hips up against her hand. “Mmm. I’d like that.” 

We  finished  our  drinks,  and  she  led  me  into  the  bedroom.  I  pulled  back  the  covers  to reveal my new satin sheets I bought for the girly version of me. We slid sensually across them and embraced. I humped  her  thigh,  feeling  the  silkiness  of  her  stocking  and  wondering  what  it would feel like to put it in her. 

We kissed, and I sucked her nipples while I humped her leg, slipping myself higher up until I was pressing against her panties. I could feel the warm dampness against my tip as it slid over them. I humped against her as she became more aroused. “Oh, Daniella, I never dreamed…

you feel so nice, uh, huh, uh.” 

She slipped out from under me and flipped me onto my back. Her mouth dove onto my rod, and she bobbed her head on it wildly as if she couldn’t wait. 

“Uh, huh, huh, Larissa, huh, yes.” I watched her as she passionately took me to a new level of pleasure. Her eyes looked up at me as she stroked with one hand, bobbed her head on it, and tugged my globes. I was enthralled watching her as I went in and out of her lips, wondering if it was that good for her. What was she feeling? 

She  rolled  her  eyes  with  pleasure.  She  looked  into  my  eyes.  I  imagined  being  her.  I couldn’t  resist.  “Ungh,  huh,  huh,  huh,  my  god,  huh...”  She  swallowed  fervently,  hungrily,  as  I watched. She loved doing that. 

She  slid  back  up  alongside  me  and  kissed  my  lips.  I  tasted  my  seed  as  she  pushed  her tongue into my mouth. It tasted good. Another variable for my equation. 
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We woke in the morning in an embrace. She was looking at my face and fixing my hair as she lay next to me, gazing lovingly at me as I opened my eyes. 

What was happening with me? With Larissa? I sighed, “Good morning.” 

“Good morning, princess. You are such a welcome sight in the morning.” 

“Why thank you. You too.” I ran my hand over her head and kissed her lips gently. 

She asked, “So what’s up today? Shall we shop for clothes for you, Daniella?” 

“Uh, that was fun, but...I’m not so sure I want to try being this way all the time. I think my old self is easier to figure out.” 

“Really, I think your equation for the new self is simpler. At least you get a result from it.” 

“True. The result has been great, but the equation is getting more and more complex.” 

“So would you rather keep life simple and get no result, or add a bit of complexity and have results you love?” 

“I’m not sure.” 

“That’s fair. At least you’re considering. It takes time to come to any major realizations in life. Especially when they don’t fit our societally imposed versions of what a man or woman should  or  shouldn’t  be.”  She  gave  me  a  hug.  “Just  stay  open  and  feel  what’s  inside  of  you. 

Please?” 

“Okay.  You’re  the  shrink.  I’ll  do  the  math  later  when  things  are  clearer  and  I’m  more certain.” 

“Good.”  She  slid  off  the  bed.  “I’ll  make  breakfast  and  you  can  shower,  shave,  and  do your makeup while I cook. Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll shower here. I put a change of clothes in the car just in case I stayed. 

“Do my makeup? I don’t want to wear this dress.” 

“You don’t have to. You can wear your boy clothes. Lots of girls wear boys’ jeans and tops.  You’ll  still  look  like  a  girl,  and  then  we  can  go  shopping  for  more  dresses  and  skirt  and things for you. You’ll need more than one dress.” She ran her hand through my hair. “And we can get your hair done.” 

“Larissa, do we have to?” 

“Yes. Give it a chance. Please. If you’re not happy this way in a short time, you can go back.  I  promise.  I  won’t  pester  you.  Give  yourself  the  chance  to  develop  the  variables  and functions in your equation.” 

“Okay. I guess I should give it a chance. It was special last night. I felt like it was me.” 

I  did  as  she  asked  and  put  on  my  male  clothes.  I  did  still  look  like  a  girl  with  the makeup.  I  decided  to  put  on  the  gel-form  breasts  and  bra,  since  that  helped  with  the  feminine look as well. The clothes didn’t feel as nice and sensual as what I was wearing yesterday, though. 

My tighty-whities were nowhere as sensual as the panties I wore yesterday. I guess I did need to buy more clothes. 

We ate a nice breakfast, and I grabbed Larissa’s clothes from her car for her while she showered. I took them from the bag and laid them on the bed—a casual denim miniskirt, some high,  wedge-heel  sandals,  a  pretty  pink  blouse,  and  a  pink  bra  and  panties.  I  did  want  more clothes for myself. Her outfit looked so nice. 

She  came  in  with  a  towel  wrapped  around  her.  She  was  beautiful  and  smelled  of  soap and  shampoo.  She  wrapped  her  damp  arms  around  me.  “Mmm.  The  shower  felt  nice.”  She placed a hand on my crotch. “It’s hard. So nice. Shall I take care of it, and then you can see how

you feel without being aroused? As part of the equation. You know, is being aroused why you’re doing this, or is doing this arousing you? Is it the clothes? Is it the persona of being a girl?” 

“I know, I know. It’s all so confusing.” 

“Relax for a minute.” 

Larissa  dropped  to  her  knees,  unzipped  my  pants,  and  took  me  in  her  mouth.  It  was luscious. I watched her as she looked up at me and passionately pleased me, enjoying everything she was doing as if it were making her feel as good as me. 

She put my hands on her head. While she stroked me she said, “Hold my head tight. Use me.  Thrust  and  fill  me.  Feed  me.  Imagine  how  good  this  is  for  me.  Envision  yourself  in  my place, doing this to a man.” 

I  looked  at  her  enjoying  it  and  imagined  I  was  her.  I  held  her  head  tight  and  began  to thrust  through  her  tiny  hand  into  her  mouth.  Her  hand  kept  me  from  gagging  her.  One  of  her hands went on my bottom to make me thrust harder and faster. I followed her lead, and she put her hand back to tug on my globes. 

I was holding her head tight and thrusting wildly. She gazed up at me. She was loving it. 

I imagined how I felt to her in her mouth. The thought of doing what she was doing drove me to the edge... I whimpered little cries of pleasure, ”Uh, huh, huh...” I thrust fiercely over and over, and I began to shoot into her. “Huh, god, yes, huh, uh, Larissa…” I plunged and held it in as she swallowed, and some dripped from her lips. I thrust one last time. “God, yes!” 

My knees went weak. She held me up and looked up at me. 

She stood and hugged me. She placed her lips on mine and pushed her tongue and all my fluids,  which  she  had  saved  in  her  mouth,  into  mine.  I  lapped  it  up  greedily.  It  excited  me  to think about getting that from a man while giving him such pleasure. 

We kissed deeply. 

She leaned back from me. “That was lovely. I really enjoyed doing that for you. Thank you.” 

“Uh, yes, it was.” 

“We finished an equation and obtained a result.” 

“I suppose, but now I have some variable I never had before in obtaining that result. I did what you said...I imagined I was you. That’s what made me finish abruptly.” 

“Good. Let’s get going and get you dressed nicely for the boys.” 

“The boys? Who are the boys?” 

“I don’t know. I’m sure they’ll show up.” 
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We went to the mall. Larissa talked me into what turned out to be a really cute, layered shag with highlights. It made my eyes pop and my face look soft and round. I loved it. 

Then we had more piercings put in my ears, and I had nails applied and painted on my fingers,  and  I  was  given  a  pedicure.  I  loved  watching  my  hands  become  more  feminine.  My toenails looked so cute, all clipped, filed, and painted. 

Then we were off for clothes. 

Larissa  said,  “I  want  to  get  you  a  casual  outfit  similar  to  mine  first  so  you  can  change into it for the rest of the shopping. Okay?” 

“Sounds nice. Let’s get some boots. I think they’ll go with the denim skirt best.” 

“Yes, open-toe ones so your nails show.” 

“Cute. Yes.” 

We found some high-heel boots that I wore out of the store with my boy jeans, and then we found a pair of black tights so I could put them on and take off my tighty-whities. We found a nice  thin  denim  mini  and  a  V-neck  sweater  that  showed  my  cleavage  well.  I  changed  into everything  in  the  coffee  shop’s  girls’  room.  The  tights  were  tight  and  held  me  upright  in  them without it showing. 

I looked at my reflection in the windows as we passed. I was lovely as we both clicked down the hall in our heels. 

“Yes, you look lovely,” Larissa said. “You’re complete with the hair and all. Lovely.” 

“How did you know what I was thinking?” 

“I’m a shrink.” 

We  shopped  for  dresses,  lingerie,  jewelry,  perfume,  stockings,  and  pantyhose.  It  was amazing. I learned the complexity of designing women’s outfits—like what makes a good casual look  and  how  certain  shoes  go  better  than  others  with  certain  dresses.  I  quickly  learned  why women have so many shoes. It had to be that way, or the outfits wouldn’t look right. I thoroughly enjoyed the challenge of it all, even though we had to double back a few times, like when I said, 

“Oh my god, those shoes we saw before would go so well with this outfit.” 

“Hi, ladies, came back for more?” 

I laughed. “Yes. I need those sexy, strappy, really thin-heeled shoes for an outfit I just bought.” 

He  walked  over  to  the  display  and  picked  them  up.  “This  pair?  These  will  make  you even sexier than you are. Do you think men will be able to handle it?” 

My face flushed as his eyes roamed my body and then connected to mine. He flashed his white teeth and waited for me. 

“Well, can you handle it?” 

He looked around the empty store, grinning. He shifted his weight from foot to foot; a hard-on was very visible in his pants. He looked back at me, his face flushed. “I, uh, maybe you should slip them onto your feet yourself to save me any embarrassment.” He looked down at his pants, and it throbbed. “I’m not sure I can find your size in back. It’s a mess back there, and we haven’t  sold  these  in  a  while.”  He  stood  there  stock-still,  taking  me  in.  His  eyes  spoke  of  his desire. It made me want to try something. 

I turned to Larissa. “It’s a mess in the back room, so I’m going to help this gentleman find my shoes in back. Can you watch our bags?” 

Larissa smiled and stood. She whispered in my ear, “Okay, be careful not to slip and get embarrassed like he said he might.” 

“I know.” 

I  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  we  went  to  the  back.  We  dug  through  the  shoes,  and  he found my size quickly. I tried them on while I held his arm for support. My elbow bumped his hardness several times. He pressed it against me when I did. My heart raced. “Perfect, I’ll take them.” I knelt on one knee to take each shoe off and sat on the floor to put my boots back on. I looked up at him. He had a dark spot on his beige trousers. 

I got on my knees and put the palm of my hand on his wet spot. “I can help with that.” I looked into his smiling eyes. 

“Uh, okay, baby. Sure.” 

I unzipped his pants and took him out. It popped free, huge and gorgeous. I dove onto it passionately.  Soon,  he  had  my  head  in  his  hands  while  I  smelled  his  cologne  and  tugged  his shaved globes. 

The  sensation  of  it  in  my  mouth  was  incredible.  I  never  imagined  it  would  be  so exciting.  His  passion  for  me  and  the  energy  I  received  from  it  drove  me  to  increase  my ministrations. The velvety shaft slid between my squeezing lips, and my tongue circled the shaft furiously and flicked the tip. Each flick elicited a twitch from him and a tighter squeeze of my head. He was loving every second. 

He whispered, “Oh, baby, you are incredible. The best ever. What a woman! It looks so hot going into your face. Ungh, yeah.” 

I  tugged  gently  on  his  shaved  globes  and  rolled  them  in  my  fingers  while  I  immersed myself  in  savoring  each  thrust.  I  looked  up  into  his  eyes  as  his  face  contorted,  and  he  moaned quietly. His hips were thrusting all of it through my fist and into my mouth. My own body was electric all over as my rock-hard rod was pressed in my tights and on the edge of release. 

His body quivered as he squeezed my head tightly and rammed my face furiously now. 

My  one  hand  rolled  his  globes  in  their  sack  and  tugged  them;  my  other  hand  was  wrapped around his shaft, limiting the depth as he rammed my face. My whole body was electric with his passion  for  me  as  he  gripped  my  head  tight  and  pushed  in  and  stayed  there.  It  gushed  a  huge shot. 

He whispered, “Uh, yeah, baby, swallow it all.” He thrust furiously again. 

I gulped each huge spurt ravenously as if it were essential to my life. I was so excited I couldn’t stop myself from simultaneously releasing in my tights, my body spasming as I did. 

I  breathed  around  his  shaft,  catching  my  breath  as  he  ran  his  hands  through  my  hair appreciatively. He gently slid it in and out while I licked it clean and swallowed what was left. 

He whispered, “Oh, baby, you were so good. We need to get to know each other.” 

He gently held my head and slid it out of my mouth as I tried to stay on it. I watched as he  tugged  his  stunning,  rigid,  and  shiny  shaft  away  from  me,  making  me  wonder  if  I  couldn’t have it again soon. Maybe we could meet later. I needed this new passion fulfilled. 

I stood smiling and held my shoes out to him between us. “Can’t forget these.” 

He  zipped  his  pants,  his  rod  vertical  under  the  fabric  and  still  hard  like  mine  was.  He smiled  at  me,  “Damn,  that  was  incredible.  You  are  an  awesome  woman.  Can  I  call  you sometime? Take you to dinner? Go on a date? I never had anything that good before. And you’re so gorgeous and sexy.” He took the shoes from me. 

“Uh, sure. I’d like that.” 

“Great. We can exchange numbers.” He tucked the shoes under his arm and took me in, smiling. He looked down. His face changed to confusion.  “Hey, what the...?” He pointed at my skirt. I looked down. There was white cream dripping down the front. It had leaked through the

tights and thin skirt. I tried to wipe it off with my hand. He’d seen it. He knew I was male. 

“Hey! What the heck? You swallowed all of mine. I saw you. So you’re a guy? Some kind  of  freak?  Shit!”  He  looked  around  as  if  afraid  someone  might  have  seen  him  with  a  guy sucking him. 

He was  shaking  as he  handed  me the  box  of  shoes. “Hold  these  in front  of  your  mess. 

You can pay for them, then never come back. You freak—I should beat the crap out of you, but I’d go to jail, thanks to the security in this mall. Go, you faggot!” He pushed me toward the door. 

I was shaking as I tried to take my credit card from my purse and pay him. His face was red and full of rage. Larissa watched quietly and gathered our packages. When he was done, he handed  me  the  bag  and  leaned  his  infuriated  face  into  mine.    “Don’t  tell  anyone.  Don’t  ever come back or I’ll track you down, faggot.” 

“I  promise.”  We  turned  and  exited  as  fast  as  we  could,  clipping  our  heels  down  the hallway until we felt safe to stop. 

“I screwed up,” I told Larissa in a shaky voice. “I couldn’t help it. It squirted through the tights and dripped down my skirt. He saw it. We have to go home.” 

She took my hand as we walked. “It’s okay, princess. You learned something, but it cost you. But it’s done. Ignore him. He’s just a bigot. There are plenty of them around. Now you’ll be more careful.” 

“Careful? Heck no. Somewhere else, and he could have killed me. He called me a freak, a faggot, he thought I was grotesque, and that was after he asked me for a date and told me how good I was and how gorgeous. I hate men!” 

Larissa  laughed.  “Hate  men?  Good,  so  now  you  know.  You  aren’t  a  man.  You’d  hate yourself if you were.” 

“I think I do hate myself. Look at what I did. He thinks I’m a freak.” 

“Who cares what he thinks? You did just prove that you aren’t like other men, though, and  you  would  never  want  to  hurt  someone  or  something  you  saw  as  beautiful,  would  you? 

Would you crush flowers or destroy a Monet?” 

“Of course not.” 

“So who is good and who is bad? Skip what’s perceived as normal or not.” 

“I know.” 

I took a deep breath as we walked through the mall. My heart was slowing down, and the tension was gone. I smelled the perfume I’d sampled on my wrist and enjoyed the feeling of my breasts tugging on my chest with each step. The bag I held in front of my skirt lightly tapped me with each step in my heels. I watched my reflection in the windows. I was lovely. I was me. I felt like me. 

I stopped abruptly and tugged Larissa back. I hugged her with our arms full of packages as best we could and kissed her lips lightly. “Thank you. I love you. You’re my best friend ever.” 
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Larissa helped me clean out my closet and drawers to make room for my new clothes. I saved the boy clothes in a bag and put them in the basement storage unit for the time being. 

I  threw  in  a  load  of  laundry  and  put  on  a  new,  flowered  V-neck  mini-dress  with  nice sheer  suntan  pantyhose  and  some  new  jewelry  and  heels.  I  sprayed  perfume  on,  went  into  the living room, and sat on the couch next to Larissa. 

“My, don’t you look pretty in that new dress!” She kissed my cheek and slid her hand on my leg. “Smell nice too.” 

“Thanks. I feel pretty. I feel like this is what I always was. I’m so happy you suggested this.” I stared out the window. 

“Then why do you look so sad? It’s like you’re lying.” 

“I’m not lying. It’s just that it’s so confusing. I mean when I sucked that bastard off, I loved it. Loved his attention to me, loved his compliments, loved the feeling it gave me. Loved how excited I got. But after, when he wanted to kill me, it made me feel guilty and freakish.” 

“You  can’t  let  someone  like  him  change  who  you  are.  You  are  who  you  are,  not someone else’s image of what you should be.” 

“But he’s the norm. What are my chances of having a boyfriend? About as good as me having a girlfriend.” 

“I’m your girlfriend. You said you loved me today. I love you too.” She placed her hand on my lap and rubbed it. “Want me to make you feel better?” 

I did. I wanted to do what I never did before. Put it in a woman and make her happy. She slid her hand under my dress, pulled my panties down, and wrapped her fingers around it. Would she be interested in letting me do that? 

“That would be nice.” 

She placed my hand on it and wrapped my long-nailed fingers around it. “Make yourself feel good. I want to watch.” 

She leaned back and put her hand in her panties under the short sundress she now wore. 

Her eyes gazed at me, flitting from eye to eye and over my body. I wanted her. 

Larissa  spoke  quietly,  one  hand  in  her  panties,  one  hand  caressing  my  stockinged  leg. 

“Think about the good things that happened today. Think about the shopping and how good you felt as a woman. Think about how exciting that asshole was. Just remember it and how it made you feel.” 

I  watched  her  as  she  brought  herself  to  the  edge,  and  her  breath  quickened.  She  slid several  fingers  into  herself  and  began  to  thrust  while  putting  her  other  hand  on  her  clit.  “Yes, Daniella, that’s it. Jerk that thing and wet your dress for me. Show me how good you feel right now.” 

Larissa  was  about  to  have  an  orgasm.  Her  face  was  flushed,  her  pupils  dilated.  I imagined being the one giving it to her. The two of us, her on her back, me thrusting into her. 

Yes! 

Larissa took a breast out of her dress and squeezed the nipple as her fingers thrust into her. “Huh, uh, yes.” She spasmed and came. 

I  squirted  into  my  dress  and  shuddered,  whimpering  as  I  came.  I  fell  back  against  the couch. 

Larissa nuzzled up to me. “That was nice.” 

“Yes, it was. What did you think of?” 

“Aaron, my sex buddy. He was penetrating me over and over.” 

She wasn’t excited by me. She was thinking of a guy. She should be with a guy and not me. 

I  stood  and  smoothed  my  dress.  “I  have  to  change  again.”  I  looked  at  my  watch.  “We should go get something for dinner. Or maybe you should call Aaron and go out. I don’t want to be a third wheel, and it seems you might have more fun.” 

“Nonsense. I want to be with you. We can both go out with Aaron.” 

“But what if he finds out what I am?” 

“Who knows? He might be more open to it. But we don’t have to let him know at all.” 

“I don’t want you to miss having sex with him. I’ll be a burden.” 

“No you won’t. I have to go to my place and change. Why don’t you pack a suitcase and stay  for  a  few  days?  Bring  a  nice  dress  for  tonight,  and  we  can  both  get  ready  together. 

Something sexy and classy. We can both wear the little black dresses we bought today, and we can be bookends for Aaron. He’ll love it.” She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, leaned in to my lips and kissed them, then looked in my eyes. “Please, pretty princess?” 

“Okay.” 

“Woohoo! I’ll help you pack.” 

We  selected  clothes  for  the  next  few  days  and  evenings  along  with  night  clothes.  I wanted to wear them all and couldn’t wait to try them all on, but it would take too long. 

We  entered  Larissa’s  apartment.  The  smell  of  her  perfume  lingered  in  the  air,  as  it always was—neat and clean and fresh, like her. 

“Okay.” Larissa said. “You shower first. I want you to use the attachment on the shower. 

Go poop first, then use the rod to clean out down there.” 

“What?” 

“Yes. I use it for when I have anal sex or wear a vibrator there. I have a new vibrator for you to use.” 

“A vibrator? In my ass?” 

“Yes, trust me. It will feel good. I’ll wear one, too, if you’ll feel less odd. I’ll put yours in the bathroom with new batteries and lube for when you get done showering. You’ll see how fresh and clean you’ll feel and how nice the plug is.” 

I  was  shocked.  Another  variable  to  add  to  the  equation.  Did  I  really  need  a  vibrator making me more aroused? “Okay, Larissa, I’ll trust you.” 

I showered and cleaned out, and I did feel fresh and clean there. The plug went in easily with a little lube, and I adjusted the vibrations to almost the highest setting, and it did feel good. 

Larissa came in. “Ah I see you’re enjoying the plug.” She grasped my rod. “Nice. Glad we picked dresses with flared skirts. That thing won’t show a bit underneath, and you’ll be able to feel the silky fabric of the dress against it.” 

“I don’t know if I want to be this aroused all evening. How will I manage that?” 

“You’ll manage. Now let me shower and put in my plug. Go get dressed. I put both our outfits on the bed.” She kissed my lips, and I went into the bedroom. 

The  matching  black  chiffon  V-neck  dresses  were  on  the  bed  alongside  the  sheer  black gartered stockings and garter belts, matching bras and waist cinchers, strappy black stilettos with five-inch heels, jewelry, purses, and my breast forms. 

I dressed in the sensual underthings, relishing the sensations of the silky stockings and the  crotchless  panties.  The  bra  made  luscious  creamy  cleavage  for  me,  and  the  silky  dress  slid over  the  tip  of  my  rod,  making  me  twitch.  The  humming  vibrator  kept  me  on  the  edge  as  I finished strapping my shoes, applying jewelry, and spraying on perfume. 

Larissa entered naked. I wanted to throw her on the bed and take her. She came over to me.  “You  look  wonderful.  The  cincher  really  makes  your  waist  tiny.”  She  wrapped  her  arms around my neck. My hands fumbled with where to land on her naked body. I let them squeeze her butt-cheeks. 

She whispered, “Yes, mmm. That feels nice. Especially with this plug in.” She pressed herself against my hardness beneath the dress. “And that feels nice too.” She pulled away and sat on the bed to dress. 

Maybe I would get to take her yet tonight. I didn’t know what was more exciting, there was so much. The clothing, making men feel good, looking at Larissa and maybe having her, the plug driving me further—it was almost too much. The equation was huge and the variables too many to come to a conclusion. 

Larissa slid a sheer black stocking up her shapely leg and connected it to the garter belt. 

“Daniella, do you feel like a sexy woman? You sure look like one.” 

“Yes, uh, I do, but...” 

“But what?” 

“Watching you, I uh, I...I want you. I want to throw you on the bed and take you.” 

She smiled at me as she adjusted her breasts in the bra. “But we have to eat, and we’re going out as two girls as soon as I finish dressing.” 

“I know. But what about later, when—” 

She  cut  me  off.  “Go  mix  a  couple  small  drinks  and  relax,  and  we  can  leave  after  that. 

Aaron is picking us up in ten minutes.” She looked at her watch. “Now go.” 

Did she cut me off so she didn’t have to tell me she’d never have intercourse with me? 

Was she just in a hurry? Why did Aaron have to come with us? 

I mixed two short martinis and by the time I was done, Larissa stood by me. I handed her one. We clinked and Larissa toasted, “To an awesome night for two girls.” 

I  drank  mine  down.  I  was  stuck  with  being  seen  as  a  girl  by  Larissa.  I  didn’t  have  a chance of penetrating her. 

“Get  your  purse,  sweetie,  and  make  sure  you  have  everything  in  it  you  need.  Don’t forget perfume and lipstick.” 

I  fetched  it  from  the  bedroom.  We  went  downstairs,  and  Aaron  was  by  the  door.  He opened it for us. “Wow, you two look great.” 

“Thanks,” we both chimed. 

Larissa  put  her  hand  on  his  suit.  “I  love  this  suit  on  you.  Remember  the  wedding  we went to when you wore it?” 

“How could I forget? It was brand new and had to go to the cleaners after.” He laughed. 

“It was great getting it dirty with you, though. Any man would have given anything for that night with you.” He kissed her then looked at me. “Ready, Daniella?” 

“Ready.” 

Larissa opened the passenger door, then said, “Daniella, I want you to sit in front so you can get to know Aaron better.” 

“Uh, that’s okay. I’ll sit in back, and you two love birds can be together.” 

“Nonsense.” She grabbed my hand. “Sit in front.” 

Aaron held the door for me, and I slid in. We drove off. 

Aaron looked over. “So, Daniella, what entertains you?” 

Larissa leaned over the seat, “She loves to suck cock.” 

“Larissa!” I shouted. 

“You do.” 

My face flushed, I looked at Aaron, and I shook my head. 

Aaron said, “Is Larissa lying about you? I think she wants to share me with you.” 

“Uh, I uh...” 

He took my hand off the console and put it in his lap. “It’s okay. I’d like that if you want it.” 

My heart raced. Shit. I wanted to. 

He  pressed  my  palm  on  his  hardness.  “Go  ahead.  We  have  some  time  before  we  get there. Enjoy.” He pressed his hips up against it. 

We stopped at a light. He unzipped his pants and took it out. “Go ahead. You’re so hot it won’t take me long, and it’ll break the ice between us. You seem nervous. Do it and relax.” 

Larissa leaned over. “Do it, sweetie. You know how nice it’ll be for you. It is a nice one. 

Take a deep breath and relax and enjoy it. Doctor’s orders.” 

I took a deep breath. I looked at it bobbing in the air while he drove. A drip was oozing from the tip. I reached my hand over and felt the firm silky flesh. I figured I might as well enjoy it while I could before he and Larissa were off together and I was alone. The vibrator humming in me added to my need for it. 

I dove onto it over the console. He placed one hand gently on my head as I bobbed it on him. “Good girl, Daniella, good girl. Enjoy it and relax. That feels so good. Thank you, baby.” 

I lost myself in it. I wanted to make him come for me. I wanted his compliment on my talents  and  beauty.  I  wrapped  one  of  my  thighs  over  the  other,  trapping  myself  in  the  dress.  I humped  gently  into  the  fabric,  the  plug  massaging  and  moving  as  I  did.  I  had  to  hold  back, though. 

I savored his pleasure and tried to make it last, but it wasn’t long before I felt gush after gush flood through his shaft depositing large gobs into my mouth, which I greedily swallowed. 

When he was done, I came off it, kissed the tip and licked it. “Thanks, Aaron. I needed that. It was wonderful,” I said and laughed. 

“Good.  Glad  to  be  of  service.  Told  you  it  would  be  fast.  You’re  just  too  hot  a  babe  to hold back. Now we can relax and have a nice dinner.” He winked at me. 

“Thanks.” Yeah, relax…I wasn’t nervous, but I was far from relaxed. I was so aroused, I could have stuck it in steel wool and released. I had to be careful not to stimulate it anymore until we  reached  the  restaurant.  The  algorithm  was  about  to  escalate  on  its  own.  I  looked  out  the window and thought of baseball while Larissa and Aaron conversed in the background, my mind busy with batting averages and not their conversation so I could become less aroused. 

I heard “33%” but nothing else. 

“Right, Daniella?” She shook my shoulder. 

“Huh?” 

“Right? Just say right.” 

“Whatever...right.” I looked out the window, not listening and went through RBIs in my head while they chattered on. 

Larissa said, “See, Aaron. Like we talked about before. So?” 

“Love to, it would be an honor and a great pleasure.” 

“Good. Oh look, we’re there. Then that’s the plan.” 
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The  valet  held  my  door,  and  Aaron  came  around  to  take  my  arm.  Larissa’s  door  was opened by the valet, and she took Aaron’s other arm. 

“Bookends, gorgeous bookends. I’m the luckiest guy on earth, and I can’t wait for later,” 

Aaron said as he led us to the door. He opened it for us, and we walked in. The maître d’ led us to a booth in the back by a fireplace. The dim lights made the candelabra on the table shine like stars in the sky, casting a warm glow across the draping tablecloth. 

Aaron had Larissa slide in one side, then he slid in the other, taking me by the hand to slide in next to him. We flanked him, adjusting our dresses beneath us as the waiter came over. 

“Drinks? the waiter asked. 

Aaron looked at us. “Ladies?” 

“A Woodford bourbon Manhattan. Rocks,” I said. 

Larissa raised an eyebrow to me and ordered, “Dirty martini, Grey Goose up, olives.” 

He turned to Aaron. Aaron said, “Woodford, like the first lady is having.” 

The  waiter  left.  Aaron  placed  his  large  hand  on  my  crossed  leg.  “A  Woodford Manhattan. A masculine drink for a princess like you.” 

It was my favorite drink. Larissa glared at me. “Daniella doesn’t usually have drinks like that. I think she guessed that was what you would have and ordered it to impress you.” 

I nodded, “Yes, that’s right. I usually get dry martinis.” 

“Well, you needn't try to impress me. I’m already sold, and we’re all set. I don’t mind women with masculine preferences or qualities. It makes them more interesting—like you are.” 

“Thanks.”  Hmm,  we’re  all  set.  Set  with  what?  What  did  that  mean?  Did  I  miss something? 

Our  drinks  arrived  and  Aaron  toasted.  “To  our  newfound    alternative-lifestyle relationship and all the thrills and passion we shall have.” 

We clinked. Alternative lifestyle? He must mean a guy with two girls. Unfortunately, he won’t be getting any more intimate with this girl than her mouth. Oh well, if that’s all I get, at least it’s better than nothing. Much better. And better than being beaten up by him and ruining Larissa’s relationship with him. I slugged the drink down. 

Aaron said, “Daniella, slow down, girl. You’ll be passing out and won’t have any fun.” 

I raised my empty drink to the waiter and he nodded. “I’ll be fine. It’s been so long since I had one of these, and it tasted great.” 

Larissa whispered something into Aaron’s ear. She smiled at me. She snuggled his arm and sipped her drink. Kissed his cheek. 

I  looked  around  the  restaurant.  It  was  a  nice  place.  Very  classy.  I  crossed  my  legs beneath  the  table,  feeling  the  silky  stockings  caress  my  legs.  The  vibrator  hummed  in  me. 

Aaron’s  hand  slipped  onto  my  crossed  leg  and  caressed  it.  This  would  be  a  long  night  hiding what I was and being this aroused. 

Aaron tried to force his hand between my legs. “What’s the matter? Don’t you want me down there?” 

“Uh, not really.” 

“Why, am I not interesting? The way you were in the car, I thought we would have some fun tonight.” 

“Well...” 

What the hell could I say? I have my period or something stupid like that? I didn’t want to turn him off, but I couldn’t let him find out. 

I  smiled  at  him,  placed  my  hand  on  his  lap,  and  squeezed  him.  “We  will,  I  just  don’t want you there right now.” I slid my hand against his hardness. 

He grinned. “That a girl.” 

We  ate  dinner  and  had  fun  touching  each  other  and  caressing,  and  by  the  time  it  was over, we were all at the edge and dying for fulfillment. 

We  drove  back  to  Aaron’s  house,  and  I  took  full  advantage  of  obtaining  dessert  from him in the car. I almost finished myself between my thighs it was so good. 

His house was gorgeous. 

“Go  into  the  parlor  and  I’ll  mix  drinks.  How  do  dirty  martinis  sound  to  you  girls?    I could go for one myself.” 

We both said yes. We sat on the leather sofa in his Victorian mansion. The house was all redone in period furnishings and expensive decor. 

I turned to Larissa, “So is Aaron rich?” 

“He is.” 

“Why don’t you marry him? You get along well and have great sex together.” 

“Well, I want to have special children. Do you want children?” 

“I can take them or leave them. If I were a woman, I’d rather pursue my career than have kids.” 

“See,  I’d  rather  have  kids.  My  career  is  already  boring.  I  want  some  cute  boys  to  take care of. Boys that we could make together.” She ran her hand over my hair and gazed into my eyes  lovingly.  “I  love  you,  and  I  want  to  make  more  like  you.  It’s  our  duty  to  create  superior beings like you and evolve the planet.” 

“Mathematicians aren’t superhuman.” 

She placed her hand on my thigh. “But you are. A perfect blending of male and female. 

Let  me  have  your  baby,  and  we  can  make  more  like  you.  No  more  patriarchal  foolishness.  No more wars. We’d help the planet.” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. I would have Larissa forever. We would have freaks like me. 

My  mind  raced  through  my  equation  for  this  strange  transformation’s  new  variable.  An evolutionary step? Small changes over time do result in massive change. It could be. It could be the purpose for what I was doing beyond just the pleasure and exploration. 

Aaron came in with a pitcher of martinis and three martini glasses on a tray. He set it on the coffee table before us and sat next to Larissa. He poured our drinks and lifted to toast. 

“To our new arrangement and wonderful future together.” 

We  lifted,  clinked,  and  sipped.  New  arrangement.  Hmm.  I  was  about  to  ask  him  what that meant when he started, “So, Daniella, do you like the house?” 

“Yes, very nice. What do you do to make all this money?” 

“I have a series of porn sites, actually. Incredible how much money people spend on it. 

Want to watch some?” 

“No thanks.” 

Just what I’d need. More stimulation. I wriggled on my vibrating plug, and it sent a wave of pleasure up my spine. I couldn’t stop thinking about actually making love to Larissa. But if we were married, she’d lose Aaron, and I’d lose him too. And I’d severely miss my new indulgence. 

Aaron kissed Larissa deeply on the lips while wrapping his fingers tightly in her hair. He grabbed  her  breast  and  squeezed  it  while  she  slid  her  legs  across  his  thigh  and  humped  it.  I watched the woman who wanted to have my child as she and her friend enjoyed each other. After much heavy breathing and kissing, they took a break to drink again. 

Aaron  said,  “Sorry,  couldn’t  resist.  Don’t  worry,  Daniella,  I  haven’t  forgotten  you.  I could never do that. You’re a critical element in our equation.” 

“I don’t mind. You two have fun. I like watching.” 

“But you need to be a participant. It would be rude not to include you. Not to mention you have a special purpose. He poured another martini in my glass and handed it to me. “Loosen up, girl. Why do you seem so nervous? Is it me?” 

“No, no, I don’t know.” 

“Is it the arrangement?” He waved at the three of us. We can revise it if you don’t like it. 

What would you want to change? A different place? More people? Larger share?” 

I looked at Larissa and him as they stared at me, waiting. What were they talking about? 

Larissa leaned in and kissed my lips. She held my head. “I love you.” 

“I know.” 

“Don’t worry. Relax.” 

Aaron  slugged  his  drink  down.  “Maybe  we  should  go  upstairs.  Once  we’re  all  in  bed together, Daniella will be able to relax.” 

Great. He’d be in my shorts, discover what I was, and screw everything up. “Uh, I, I’ll stay down here.” 

He looked down at me. “Finish your drink, princess.” 

I sipped it. 

“No, I mean finish it so we can go up.” 

“I’ll drink it slowly. You two go ahead. I promise to come up when I’m done.” 

“Okay.” 

He picked Larissa up off the couch. She giggled and he carried her upstairs like a groom with his bride. I sipped my drink. This was too strange. She wants my baby, and she’s going to bed with him. I sat and tried to figure it out. I was lost. the equations were collapsing, and the future was hidden from me. No predictions would come from them. 

What  did  I  care?  I  couldn’t  have  predicted  what  would  happen  when  I  began  this transformation, either, and as Larissa said, at least I had a result to show for it. 

I finished my drink and made my way up the curved staircase. I found them in a dimly lit master bedroom on a four-poster canopied bed with black satin sheets. Larissa was riding him as he held her hips. Aaron was naked and on his back. 

I stood there staring. It was exciting to watch but spoke poorly of my future with Larissa. 

Aaron saw me. “Daniella, come here and lie next to me.” Larissa continued to ride him. 

I slid next to them and sat against the headboard, my legs crossed. Larissa saw me and got off Aaron. She slid between us and kissed me. “It’s time for what we talked about in the car. 

Our arrangement can be finalized. Take me, I’m yours. She lifted her dress, spread her legs and slipped her panties to the side. 

I looked at Aaron. I looked back at Larissa. She held her arms out. I climbed on her and she hugged me. She slid one hand under my dress and slipped me into her. It felt so good! Warm and  wet  and  tight.  I  never  imagined  what  it  would  feel  like.  She  squeezed  me  inside  her.  “Oh, Daniella, you feel so good.” 

Her hand went behind me and took out my plug. I didn’t know what Aaron was thinking at that point, but I didn’t care. Let him beat me silly after he finds out. I pushed her thighs back and began to thrust slowly into her, looking into her eyes. 

I felt a pressure in back like Daniella was putting the plug back in. It felt bigger. It made it past the entrance and was working its way deeper, each stroke giving me electric sensations up

my spine. It went in and out slowly, and each thrust brought it farther in. Then I felt hands on my hips.  “Oh  yeah,  Daniella,  I’ve  been  waiting  for  this,”  Aaron  whispered.  “Now  take  care  of Larissa, and I’ll take care of you. Come inside her and give her a baby.” 

Larissa  kissed  my  face,  and  I  looked  into  her  eyes  as  each  of  Aaron’s  thrusts  into  me drove  me  into  her.  I  was  in  some  sort  of  heaven;  I  felt  as  if  I  were  outside  my  body  as  the sensations coursed through me. Aaron held tight to my hips as he picked up speed and slammed it all the way so that his globes slapped my bottom. “Huh, uh,” I gasped. 

Larissa moaned and whimpered, “Fill me, baby, spill it in me.” 

It didn’t take long. Aaron grunted and moaned as he rammed me. Larissa’s body tensed, and her toes pointed as I rammed her and came inside her while Aaron came inside of me. 

Aaron collapsed on me and I on Larissa. 

He whispered in my ear. “I love you, Daniella. I love you both. I love our arrangement. 

This  is  going  to  be  fabulous.”  He  slid  out  of  me.  I  slid  out  of  Larissa  and  sat  against  the headboard. 

I asked, “What exactly is our arrangement?” 

Aaron laughed. “The one you agreed to in the car. Remember? It was simple. Right after the  first  time  you  pleasured  me  in  the  car,  and  you  were  staring  out  the  window.  Daniella repeated what she and I already agreed to for us, and you said all right.” 

“I wasn’t listening.” 

“That  explains  it  then,  why  you  were  nervous.  I’m  sorry,  I  thought  you  heard  us  and agreed. The arrangement was the three of us—a guy, a girl and a feminized male—would split my holdings and business three ways, 33% and change apiece, that is, and live together forever. 

Daniella would have your baby. You and I would pursue our careers. We’d make more of you.” 

“So you knew I wasn’t a real woman?” 

“Of course. Daniella has been working toward this for a while. I knew you were Daniel under there. She can never stop talking about you. I knew if I wanted her, I had to have you too, and I’m glad I did.” He kissed me on the lips. 

Larissa put her hand in my lap. “See, no need to worry. We’ll be together forever. Ready to do it again yet?” She felt for it under my dress and grabbed it. “I am.” 

Aaron looked at me. “I’ll be ready if you can use that gorgeous face and take it in your mouth for a little while. If you want to, that is.” 

“Okay, but then I want it from you while I’m on my back and you face me and Larissa is between us.” 

The equation was complete. The result was fabulous. 

Realizing Jessica – A Femboy Gets Fem and Discovers Inner Passions and Love

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen
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I tossed my backpack into the corner of my room. “Stay!” I said, as if it were a conscious entity. I went into the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the humming fridge and opened it. I sat at the table, crossed my legs, and slugged down half of it. It tasted like freedom. 

After today, we were on break for two weeks. Luckily for me, because I sure needed it. 

It had been a grueling semester, and I was ready to let off some steam. 

I couldn’t imagine what I’d do for two weeks and started to think about it. I looked at my hands.  They  were  small  for  a  guy  but  neat  and  clean.  Maybe  I’d  give  myself  a  manicure  and pedicure. I hated having messed-up nails. 

I ran my hand through my hair. It had gotten long and needed a cut and style. I had let myself go with all the schoolwork. 

What to do? What to do? Two weeks? 

The door opened, and my hot roommate, Shelly, came in. I watched her in her heels as she kicked the door closed behind her, her arms full of groceries. She didn’t have a lot of hips, but she had a hell of a nice bottom in that miniskirt. She put the bags down on the counter with a grunt and turned toward me. “Hi, Jessie. Ungh, I hate those stairs of ours.” 

“You should have called me, and I would have come down to help.” 

“I know. You’re a real gentleman. But I can handle it. Thanks anyway, though.” 

She started to take things out of the bags and put them away. When she bent down to a lower cabinet, I could see her cleavage. Girls are so gorgeous. The way they move and act and how they look and smell. Sometimes I just wished I could feel how they felt—like that Madonna song, “What it Feels Like for a Girl.” 

I got up and helped her put the rest of the things away. I said, “Hey, why don’t we do something together tonight and celebrate the time off we have. We never seem to be able to hook up. You know, not a date or anything. Just a couple of roommates having some fun.” 

Shelly leaned back against the counter and reached her arms out to me. She waved her long,  painted  nails,  beckoning  me  to  come  closer.  She  hung  her  wrists  over  my  shoulders  and scrutinized  my  face.  “You  are  so  cute.  Not  a  date?  Such  a  shame,  but  I’ll  take  what  I  can  get, sweetie. I’d love to hang with you. Can I do your hair before we go out?” 

I pulled away. “I was planning on getting it cut this week. You don’t need to.” 

She  moved  closer  again  and  ran  her  hands  through  it.  “But  I  want  to.  You  have  such pretty, shiny hair. The blond has so many shades. I think I can make it pop for you. Clean it up so it lays nicely. Whaddaya say? Please?” 

I pulled away. “Uh…” 

“Oh c’mon. I can do better than those hacks down the street.” 

I shook my head and sat down to drink the rest of my beer. “Ya think?” 

“I know.” She pulled a beer from the fridge and sat down, crossing her high-heeled legs and bouncing a foot. She popped the beer and sipped it, leaving lipstick on the rim. “I’ll turn you into something stellar. Let me do it. It’s only hair, right? It’ll grow back. Or we can just cut it shorter if you don’t like it.” 

I  thought  about  it  as  I  sipped  and  looked  at  her  gorgeously  made-up  face.  What  harm could it do? At least maybe I’d be a better-looking guy. She did say she was disappointed not to be going on a date. But I doubted it since she was so hot, and I was so boring and unmanly and geeky. 

“Okay.” I looked at my watch. It was only four. “I know it’s early, but let me take you out for some food and drinks first, and then we can come back here and you can cut it.” 

“Good idea.” Shelly flipped her hair over her shoulder and grinned evilly as she slugged down some of her beer. “You won’t regret it, baby. I’m gonna turn you into something awesome. 

It won’t take much, you’re so pretty already.” 

“Pretty? I’m pretty?” 

“Okay, handsome. But you and I both know you’re prettier than you are handsome.” 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  nodded.  She  was  right.  I  always  felt  prettier  than  handsome. 

Maybe a new haircut could make me feel more handsome. 

We finished our beers. Shelly freshened her makeup and sprayed on some perfume. She smelled  like  heaven.  Girls  always  seemed  to  smell  so  good.  She  tossed  her  purse  over  her shoulder and took my hand in hers, smiling. 

We went downstairs and entered the local pub. Sitting at the bar, Shelly crossed her legs and allowed a foot to rest against my calf. She held my hand and looked at me. “You’re too cute. 

I’ll buy dinner and drinks. Have a shot. I want you to relax after all the stress you’ve had lately. 

You deserve it.” 

“Nah, I don’t need a shot.” 

“You do.” She raised her hand to the bartender, and he came over. “Hello, girls.” 

I  glared  at  him,  and  he  coughed.  “Uh,  excuse  me.  Hello,  you  two.  Can  I  get  you something?” 

“Just a draft,” I said. 

“Two drafts and a celebration shot for my boyfriend. Maybe a kamikaze.” She looked at me. 

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, a kamikaze.” 

“Aren’t you having one with me?” I asked Shelly. 

“Maybe later. After the haircut. You wouldn’t want me to mess it up, would you?” 

“I guess. Okay.” 

I watched as Shelly wrapped her long-nailed fingers around her mug; her metallic-pink-painted nails glinted from the spotlight above the bar. She was so feminine. I loved her look. She clinked her mug to mine. “Cheers.” 

We  drank.  The  shot  came,  and  I  slugged  it  down.  We  ate  and  drank,  Shelly  ordering more  kamikaze  shots  intermittently  through  the  meal.  By  the  time  we  were  done,  I  was sufficiently relaxed. 

“Feeling better?” she asked as she rubbed my thigh through my jeans. 

“Yes. Relaxed. Not buzzed or drunk at all.” 

“Good. Kamikaze shots aren’t very strong.” She leaned into me, rubbing her leg against mine. She kissed my cheek. “Let’s make you prettier... I mean, more handsome.” She put money on the bar, slid off the barstool, and took my hand. 

“Sit at the kitchen table, and I’ll get my things.” 

I  sat,  and  Shelly  came  back  with  haircutting  tools  and  wrapped  a  towel  around  my shoulders. She combed my hair. “I think something different. Something to get you noticed.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  noticed.  I  just  want  to  blend  in.  The  problems  always  come  when guys notice me, like that bartender thinking I was a girl at first. Make me look nondescript, like a normal guy.” 

She moved around me, inspecting and moving my hair. “Okay. I’ll make it so there’s no question what gender you identify with.” 

“Good.” 

I closed my eyes and relaxed in the chair. Shelly sprayed my hair with a spray bottle and

started cutting. 
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“What are you doing!?” I screamed and held my hand to my head. I turned and looked up at Shelly as she held the electric clippers, buzzing away. She shook her head. 

“Relax!” It’s a number one. I’m almost done. I could have nipped your ear the way you jumped.” 

“No way. I don’t want a butch!” 

“I’m not going to give you a butch. Just one side. You’ll see, it will look great. Besides, I already took a big chunk out and have to finish it, or it’ll look silly.” 

I  felt  my  head.  A  big  patch  of  my  hair  was  missing.  “Shit!  Why  did  I  agree  to  this? 

Okay, just get it over with.” 

She finished and then took a curling iron to the hair on the long side. I felt her put some product into it at intervals and then comb it. She blew a dryer at it and fluffed it. 

“There. Gorgeous.” 

“I  have  to  see  what  you  did  to  me.”  I  took  off  the  towel  and  ran  into  the  bathroom  to look  in  the  mirror.  I  held  my  hands  up  like  a  criminal.  “OH  MY  GOD!  Shelly,  no!”  I  ran  my hands over the cropped hair. Curls draped over one side, and a fine layer of hair bristled on the other.  Some  of  my  blond  hair  now  had  shiny  pink  streaks  in  it.  I  covered  my  mouth  with  my hands and started to cry. I sat on the toilet. 

“Don’t cry, baby. You’ll see, you’ll love it. Give it a chance.” 

I  looked  up  at  her,  sobbing,  and  tried  to  catch  my  breath.  Once  I  could  talk,  I  said,  “I can’t go out in public like this! It certainly doesn’t look handsome.” 

“But it fits your gender identity... Jessica.” 

“Jessica? I’m not a girl!” 

“Oh, come on, sweetie. Look at how pretty you look. Besides, Jessie is a girl’s or a boy’s name,  as  well.  I  just  think  Jessica  makes  it  clearer  that  you’re  a  girl.”  She  took  me  by  the shoulders  to  look  in  the  mirror.  “Now  look  into  those  pretty  blue  eyes  and  tell  me  you’re  a macho man.” 

I wiped my eyes and sniffled. Looking into the mirror, my thin sideburns looked out of place. If they were gone, and the bit of light stubble from my chin, there’d be nothing to indicate I was a man. The black stud earrings I wore could be either gender. 

“Now tell me you don’t look pretty.” 

She was right. I did. But what good was looking pretty as a man? I took a deep breath and looked into her bright green, made-up eyes. She was gorgeous. She hugged me and kissed my cheek repeatedly. “It’ll be okay. Don’t be scared.” 

“But I’m not a girl.” 

“Maybe not physically, but mentally you are more a girl than a boy.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

She tugged at my jeans. “I didn’t know Gloria Vanderbilt made men’s jeans.” 

“They fit better. Men’s jeans are too baggy for a guy as thin as me.” 

She kicked my sneaker with her high-heeled foot. “And

Nine West sneakers?” 

“I have a narrow foot, and women’s sneakers fit better.” 

“What  about  your  satin  boxers  and  tanks  you  wear  around  the  apartment  and  the  way you decorate your room?” 

“Satin feels nice on my skin. The room is the way I like it.” 

“How many guys do you know who have a picture of a Victorian lady on the beach on

their wall, and light blue sheets and bedspread.” 

“Blue is a boy’s color, and the lady looked so feminine and sensual I had to have it.” 

“The teddy bear?” 

“From when I was a baby.” 

The  more  she  talked,  the  worse  I  felt.  I  was  a  femboy  for  sure.  But  I  knew  that.  That didn’t mean I was a girl. I had all the wrong parts for that. “I need a drink. A stiff one. But we can’t even go out like this.” 

“Let me do your makeup, and you can wear some of my clothes.” Her eyes were filled with excitement. 

“No way. We’ll just go to a gay bar and have a drink. They won’t care how I look.” 

“True. Let’s go.” 

“I have to put on some more manly clothes to make up for your haircut first.” 

I  went  into  my  room  and  dressed  in  black  jeans,  black  button  down  shirt,  and  a  black denim coat. I put on a thick, studded, black leather wristwatch and came back out. “Ready.” 

Shelly sat on the couch bouncing her foot over her knee. Her killer legs looked shapely and sensual in her heels. She crossed her arms and looked at me. “A pair of heels might go better than the girls’ penny loafers. And you can borrow some dangling earrings if you want.” 

I glared at her. 

“Okay. You look precious as you are. Let’s go out into the big, wide world.” 

“I hate you,” I said. 

“You love me. You’ll see.” 

3

The club was hopping for such an early hour. It was only six, but being the last day of classes,  everyone  was  ready  to  party.  Shelly  and  I  found  some  seats  at  the  bar,  and  I  ordered. 

Shelly had the same. 

She asked me, “A dirty martini?” 

“I told you I needed a stiff drink.” 

“You never drink like that.” 

“You made me. I’m not talking to you.” I was angry and felt everyone’s eyes on my new haircut. I sat as macho as I could and waited for the drink. I watched the bartender shaking the martinis, her braless breasts jiggling beneath the tank top. I wondered what that must feel like. 

The  drinks  arrived,  and  I  started  in.  A  woman  put  her  hand  on  my  shoulder.  “Don’t worry about her, baby. You can have me tonight. I bet you’d make a wonderful top.” 

I turned to her. She was a pretty lipstick lesbian looking for a top. She took me in with her  eyes.  Her  hand  reached  out  and  touched  my  thin  sideburns.  “Love  the  pink  and  drastic haircut with the tough black of your outfit. Nice sideburns, too. On T hormones, baby?” 

“Uh, no. I uh...” 

Shelly put her hand on my leg and whispered in my ear. “See, she thinks you’re a girl, too. Gonna take her on, or are you gonna make up with me and talk to me? I can leave if you want.” 

I snapped back from Shelly. “No. Stop it.” 

The woman tugged my arm. “C’mon baby. I’ll make it better.” 

I took her hand off me. “Leave us alone. I’m a guy.” 

“Yeah, right. Well, I know when I’m not welcome.” She turned and left, clicking away in her strappy heels. 

I turned back to the bar and sipped more of the martini, then said to Shelly, “See what you did to me?” 

“I did to you? It’s what you are.” She hugged my arm to her to avoid any further hits on me. “Now they’ll think I’m your lipstick lesbian and leave you alone.” 

“Great.” 

Shelly slid one hand over my crotch. “Hmm. Pretty thick but not very excited. I always wondered how much you had down there.” 

“Shelly, stop.” 

She  continued  to  rub  it.  I  slugged  down  my  martini  and  motioned  the  bartender  for another.  Shelly  nodded  at  him  for  another,  too,  and  she  looked  into  my  eyes.  She  rubbed  my growing manhood. “Mmm. Now I know it’s much more than what I thought you’d have. How did you ever grow one so big being such a thin femboy?” 

“I know. Ironic isn’t it? I have the meat of a linebacker and the body of a ballerina.” I laughed.  Shelly  slid  my  meat  in  my  jeans  allowing  it  to  point  to  my  belly  and  stand  up  all  the way. “That does feel good.” I looked around. “But you should stop before I wet my pants.” 

Shelly laughed. “Okay, pretty-boy.” She kissed my cheek. This wasn’t all bad. It was the first  time  a  woman,  or  anyone  for  that  matter,  had  ever  paid  so  much  attention  to  me.  A  hot, gorgeous woman who was making me hot. 

The drinks were placed before us, and we sipped. Shelly moved her stool right next to mine and pressed her leg against mine. She whispered in my ear, “Maybe later, if you’re good, I’ll take that into my mouth and have a little snack.” 

I’d  never  had  that  done  to  me,  and  the  thought  of  it  was  incredible.  I  throbbed  in  my

jeans. 

“When was the last time you had that done?” 

“Never.” 

“When was the last time you ejaculated?” 

“Oh, Shelly, stop.” 

“No, really. A month ago?” 

“Shelly c’mon now. It isn’t broken.” 

“Then tell me.” 

I felt my face flush. I looked around to see if anyone was listening. “Right after my last final.” 

“What? At school?” 

“Yeah. What’s wrong with that?” 

“Why didn’t you wait until you got to the apartment?” 

“I couldn’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because. When you have to go, you have to go.” 

“It’s not like peeing. You can wait.” 

“I couldn’t.” I crossed my arms and looked at her. Her gorgeous green eyes were bright above a wicked smile as she tilted her head. 

“Do you do that at school often?” 

I looked away, shrugged my shoulders. “Sometimes.” I turned back. “Why?” 

“How many times a day do you usually uh, usually, let’s say, make a splash. You know, play with it.” 

I took a deep breath. My heart was racing. What would she think? Should I tell her the truth? Why lie? “Oh Shelly, this is the toughest night I’ve ever had with you.” 

“Can you answer please? Times a day.” 

“Which?” 

“Which what?” 

“Times a day playing with it, or splashing from it?” 

“You play with it and don’t splash? Oh my.” 

“It feels good. It relaxes me.” 

“Of course, dear. So how many time a day for each? Just an estimate. Times you play and times you splash.” 

I sipped the martini and felt it starting to give me a buzz. I had to laugh thinking about what we were talking about. I counted on my fingers as Shelly watched. 

She covered her mouth, her eyes wide. “Oh my.” 

I continued to count, smiling. I stopped. “Play, if you count crossing and uncrossing my legs and just making it throb is about thirty. Splash, about six or eight.” 

Her eyes went wide, and she grabbed my arm and kissed my cheek. “You are so hot! I never would have guessed. I’m proud to know you.” 

“You are? Don’t you think it’s a little weird?” 

“Why? What does it hurt? It relaxes you, it feels good, it can’t cause cancer, and it tells me how sensual you are. I love it. What do you think of when you do?” 

I looked up at the ceiling, heard the banter of voices, smelled Shelly’s perfume. I looked back at her. “Mostly pretty women and what they must feel like. Like the Victorian lady in the painting  on  my  wall.  Sometimes  I  feel  the  satin  of  my  boxers  I  might  wear  under  my  jeans, 

sometimes I, uh...” 

I was giving myself away looking at her. My eyes covered her whole body. I ended up gazing into her eyes. I kissed her painted lips gently. “I think of you.” 

“Oh, Jessie. That’s so flattering.” She kissed my lips, pulling my head to her. Her tongue went into my mouth. I sucked it, tasting the salt and the gin. 

My hand rested on her silky thigh as we kissed. A hoot came from the bar, and everyone was clinking their glasses. I broke the kiss. They were all applauding us. We smiled at them. 

I leaned into Shelly and spoke into her ear. “I think we should go home and finish this conversation.” 

She winked at me. “Okay, but only if you do as I say will you get what I offered.” 

“I’d do anything for you right now.” 

“Good.” 
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Shelly was busy digging around in her closet as she yelled out to me. “Get in the shower and  shave  your  whole  body.  I  want  you  to  feel  every  inch  of  your  skin.  And  get  rid  of  those awful fuzzy sideburns and any other facial hair. I want you smooth as silk.” 

“Okay!” I shouted back from my room as I stripped my clothes off. I did as I was told and came out with a towel wrapped around my waist that looked like it had too much starch in front. 

Shelly laughed. “Oh my. I see you’re ready.” 

I smiled, grabbed it with the towel and held it out. “You promised.” 

“I did. But we aren’t done yet. Go into the bathroom.” 

Shelly restyled my hair as I stood naked. Then she made me sit on a towel on the toilet. 

She took out her makeup. 

“What? No way.” 

“Yes  way.  You  agreed.  If  not,  then  you  can  wank  it  yourself  like  you  like  to  do.  I’ll watch.” 

I sighed. “Shit. Do it. I’m dying here.” 

After  she  redid  my  hair  and  sprayed  it,  she  narrated  as  she  did  eye-makeup,  blush, contoured my cheeks, chin and nose, swapped my stud earrings for long dangling ones, applied lipstick and perfume. 

“Oops  almost  forgot.”  She  put  light  foundation  in  arcs  across  my  chest  creating  the illusion of cleavage. “Don’t look in the mirror on the way out. Stand and close your eyes, and I’ll lead you to the bedroom.” 

I did as instructed. She had me sit on the bed. I opened my eyes. She was on the floor with a balled-up, sheer, black stocking. “These are stay-ups, and you won’t need a garter belt.” 

“But, Shelly, I feel silly.” 

“You won’t.” She slid it up one leg as I held it out. “Feels nice against your shaved legs, doesn’t it?” 

I nodded, my face flushed, my heart racing. It did feel nice. Nicer than the satin boxers. 

She  did  the  other  leg  and  slid  black  satin  and  lace  panties  on  me.  “Hmm,  seems  you  like  this. 

You’re so big and hard.” 

She wrapped a bra around me and clasped it; I slid my arms through the straps. “Now for the  boobs.  These  were  mine  when  I  was  younger.”  She  slid  gelform  breasts  into  the  bra  and adjusted my chest flesh for cleavage. With the makeup and the forms, they looked real. My heart raced in my chest as she held the dress for me to step into. She zipped the back and sat me on the bed.  She  put  strappy,  black  patent  leather,  five-inch  stiletto  heels  on  my  feet.  “Stand  up. 

Carefully.” 

I did and got my balance. I walked around the room until I was stable on them. Shelly sat on the bed watching me. “Feel nice?” 

“Wonderful, actually. My god.” I closed the door and looked in the full-length mirror on the back of it. I covered my mouth. 

“See, you’re gorgeous.” 

I was. I pressed my hardness down and tried to tuck it between my legs. It popped back up and lifted the dress. I laughed. 

“I think you think you’re sexy.” 

“I think I am. Sexier than I’ve ever been or felt.” 

She  came  over  to  me,  sprayed  perfume  in  my  hair  and  on  my  arms  and  legs.  “Mmm. 

Now you smell as good as you look.” She grabbed my hardness through the dress and stroked it. 

“In a little while, we’ll take care of this bad boy. Let’s go have a beer and relax on the couch.” 

She led me into the living room. 

We sat, and Shelly wrapped a long leg over my lap and rubbed it against me. She smiled as  she  observed  me.  “You  are  one  hot  lady.  Tomorrow  we  complete  the  look.  Painted  nails, another set of piercings, and we’ll get you some new dresses and clothes.” 

“Shelly,  no.  Just  take  care  of  what  you  promised  to  and  let  me  get  undressed  and showered.” 

“So you can do what? Jerk it in your boxer shorts? No. Tonight I get to have a treat and have you fill my mouth with my favorite cream, and you get to experience it. But it won’t be a quickie. I want to savor it. Sometimes a girl has to have what she wants, too. I haven’t had one in a while, and I miss it.” 

“I thought girls didn’t like to do that. I thought they thought it was gross.” 

“Some  girls.  But  you’ll  see,  when  you’re  giving  someone  pleasure  like  that,  it  can  be better  than  getting  it  yourself.  Like  they  say,’tis  better  to  give  than  to  receive.”  She  laughed, lifted  the  hem  of  my  dress  and  bent  down.  Popping  it  free,  she  wrapped  her  lips  around  it  and savored it. Her tongue was masterful as it slid around and over the head and hole. I twitched and longed for release and in a moment, I did. 

“Oh shit!” My hips thrust involuntarily. She swallowed ravenously as I filled her. I fell back against the couch and nearly passed out. She stayed on it as it began to soften. Her warm breath was against my skin as I drifted off. The gentle pressure of her lips and the tugging with her mouth felt incredible as I fell asleep. 

My balls were being tugged tight as I felt the couch shake from Shelly bobbing up and down on it with her mouth. “Oh my god,” I whispered as she looked up at me, rolled her eyes and  continued.  This  time  I  lasted  for  a  while,  and  the  whole  time  she  didn’t  even  so  much  as come  up  for  air.  Between  her  stroking,  tugging,  tonguing,  and  tight  lips,  I  was  someplace  in heaven, and she sure seemed to be enjoying it. I watched her with interest, enjoying how much she was enjoying it. 

I thought, what the heck, if I could have this all the time, I’d probably always dress like this for her. Painted nails and this haircut are a little hard to hide, but maybe I should just dress and act like a girl. It felt great. But I was a guy. 

Shelly  lifted  her  head,  licked  her  lips,  and  looked  up  at  me.  “Hey,  pay  attention  here. 

You’re getting soft. What are you thinking of, baseball?” 

I laughed. “Sorry. I’m watching you now. I’ll pay attention.” 

“Good. Now I want you to imagine that you’re me doing this.” 

“What?” 

“Yes, promise you will, or I’ll stop.” 

“Okay.” 

I  watched.  What  she’d  told  me  to  think  of  got  me  extremely  hot.  The  way  she  was enjoying it, I could only imagine myself doing the same. In moments, I came. 

“Ungh!  Shell.  Shit!”  I  twitched  and  jerked  while  she  sucked  me  dry.  When  she  was done, she dragged me by the hand to her bed and pulled me into it, hugging me as she fell asleep. 
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When I woke up, I did what I always did. I reached to the nightstand for some tissues to fill with my morning milking. There weren’t any. I was in Shelly’s bed. Shit. 

I rolled onto my back to release the morning woodie, still dressed in what I had on last night. It felt so sensual. I thought I’d use the panties instead of tissues. 

I was thinking of what we did last night and how I had imagined doing what Shelly was. 

I reached down under my dress and tried to stroke it. My morning hardness was locked inside a cold metal device. I shook it and tried to tug it off. It felt good to shake it, but I couldn’t stroke it. 

Shelly came into the room and sat on the bed. She smiled a flat-lipped smile. “Yes, I put it on. Sometimes it’s better to not do it so often.” 

“Aww, Shelly. Where did you get this?” 

“Never mind that. Just get into the shower, and I’ll make breakfast. We have a busy day ahead.” She left and went into the kitchen. 

I  stripped  and  got  into  the  shower.  It  felt  good  to  wash  my  hair,  though  there  wasn’t much on one side. I could see the pink washing down the drain. At least that was gone, and I’d just look like a modern guy. I could wear black again, and it would look more normal. 

I shaved my body again, just in case, since I liked the smoothness of my skin. I dried my hair and didn’t do the curls, and it didn’t look quite so girlish, though it still was pretty, I had to admit. 

I went into my bedroom to get dressed. “Shelly!” I yelled as I looked into my closet and dug through my drawers. 

“What, dear?” 

“Where are my clothes?” 

“I knew you’d try to dress in your pseudo-boy clothes so I locked them in my car. We’ll take your car today.” 

“No way. Get me my clothes.” I stood naked, the cage tugging my parts down. I felt silly standing there. 

She laughed. “Who are you to tell me what we are or aren’t going to do, huh, sister? I have the key to the lock on that cage, you know. Now be a good girl, Jessica. Sit on the bed, and I’ll paint your toenails and then put some fake nails I’ve already painted on your fingers.” 

I sat, and she used the metallic pink that she wore and then quickly glued on the long, fake nails. 

I looked at them. My feet looked pretty like a girl’s, but my fingers would never be able to work again. “I can’t use these nails!” 

“Of course you can. You’ll get used to them. Now get dressed to go shopping.” 

I looked around. Shelly had laid out clothes for me on the bed. 

“That’s  right.  Put  them  on,  and  I’ll  do  your  makeup  for  you  one  more  time.  If  you’re good today, we’ll see about that cage, and maybe you can have a reward like last night.” 

My face was flushed. She saw the anger in my eyes before she left the room and yelled back, “Breakfast is in the oven. You can eat when you’re dressed and made up.” 

I sat on the bed. Suntan pantyhose, black leggings and a very short pink and black skirt with a pink V-neck sweater, along with black wedgies and an assortment of jewelry. Shit. 

The pantyhose had been cut out, as were the leggings, to allow the cage to go through, so one could pee without removing it all. Snug, stretch panties held it down under the skirt. I was careful putting them all on with the nails, and it worked okay. 

I looked in the mirror. I looked like any other college girl. At least everyone would think

so.  I  smoothed  the  skirt  down  and  felt  myself  harden  below.  I  adjusted  my  breast-forms  in  the top, and the cleavage showed nicely. 

Struggling  with  the  clasps,  I  applied  the  necklace,  earrings,  and  bracelets.  It  felt strangely erotic using those nails. I sprayed on some perfume. I walked into the kitchen feeling all the sensations of the breasts and stockings. The tiny steps I took felt sexy. 

Shelly looked up from her phone to see me as I walked in. Her eyes lit up. “That looks so cute on you. I knew it would work. Good girl! Let’s do your makeup and eat, and then we can go.” 

She  stood  wearing  an  outfit  similar  to  mine  but  in  browns  and  beiges.  She  did  my makeup, and I paid attention so I could do it myself if I had to, if she forced me to, in order to obtain what she might want to deny me, like an orgasm. I was learning her technique. I did enjoy the result when we were finished—I looked and felt incredible. 

After she was done, I kissed her cheek. “Thank you for the makeup. The early night last night left me feeling rested and refreshed. This outfit feels nice. I feel nice. I feel pretty.” 

“Good.  You’ll  keep  feeling  prettier  and  sexier  as  the  day  goes  on.  You’ll  see.  When break is done, you can go back to what you were as a plain old femboy or stay this way. My bet is you’ll want to stay pretty and feminine.” 

I hadn’t thought about being able to go back, now that I was caged. But why wouldn’t I go back and have my old ways? At least then, I could relax the way I liked to. 

A purse was shoved into my hands. “This is yours. I put your license, lipstick and phone in it with a few other things. Sling it around your neck and under your arms and you won’t have to worry about losing it. Let’s go.” 

“Do we have to do this? I’m scared. I don’t want to go out in public like this. It’s like I’m lying to everyone.” 

“No, you’ve been lying to yourself all these years. Yes, we have to do this.” She kissed my cheek. 

Outside,  I  dug  in  my  purse  for  my  car  keys.  Perfume,  rubbers,  tissues,  lipstick,  blush, eyeliner, and mascara. All the stuff! What was with the rubbers? As I went to get in, I realized I had five-inch wedgies on. “Shell, can you drive? I’m nervous enough without having to drive in these shoes. Please?” 

“Okay, princess. I’ll drive. It’s probably easier than me giving you directions anyway.” 

“First, why are there rubbers in my purse?” 

“In case that cage starts to ooze. It’ll keep your panties dry. And for whatever else you might want them for.” She winked at me. 

“Oh, I see. I think. I know where the mall is. You wouldn’t have to give me directions.” 

“That’s not the only place we’re going, sister.” 
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First  stop  was  a  place  called  Fetish  Heaven.  We  walked  in  and  were  greeted  by  a  tall woman with a deep voice. Practically a man’s voice. Shelly’s was a little deep for a girl, but not like this. My voice was pretty much gender-neutral. 

“Hi,  girls!  Twenty  percent  off  everything  in  the  store  today.  Let  me  know  if  you  need any help.” 

Shelly walked up to the counter. She pointed at me. “He needs new boobs.” She grabbed my breast. These are too small for his frame, don’t you think?” 

I  was  shocked  and  felt  my  face  flush.  She  gave  away  that  I  was  a  guy.  The  woman looked  at  me  quizzically.  “He?  Did  you  say  he?”  She  looked  me  up  and  down.  “Lucky  guy. 

Sorry, bud. We usually don’t look as good as you.” 

She stood and walked around the counter to a shelf containing a variety of breast-forms. 

She took one off the shelf and held it against my chest observing it. “Hmm. Better?” She looked at Shelly. Shelly shook her head. “Bigger. about two pounds a piece, I think. Like an E-size bra.” 

“Oh honey, her band is what, a thirty-four? She could get a sore back.” 

“She  won’t,  and  if  I  get  her  the  right  bra,  they’ll  be  flattened  out  and  tug  at  her  nicely when she struts around in her heels.” 

The woman looked at the boxes and found a pair. “Two pounds apiece, asymmetrical so they fit under the arm better, and with a nice nipple that will look real in an unlined bra. Feel the weight. She handed one to me. 

It was heavy. Much larger than what I was wearing. I squeezed the nipple. 

Shelly grabbed it and bounced in in her hands. She squeezed it. “We’ll take them.” 

The woman put them back into the box and looked at Shelly. “Anything else? We have a variety of fetish items and sex toys. Maybe some dildos or vibrators? Is she wearing a cage yet?” 

Shelly smiled and nodded. “Yes, wearing the cage and yes, needs dildos and vibrators.” 

The woman went to the far wall and took dildos off the shelf, explaining their uses and what they were best for. “Strap-on, very comfortable, suction cup for alternative mounting.” 

“Bigger,” Shelly said. 

The woman showed her another. “She’ll need training to take it in.” 

“Of  course.  That  one  is  good.  We’ll  need  a  vibrating  plug  set  to  go  with  it.  Remote control, no wires, of course.” 

The woman showed her various sets, and Shelly picked a set that also had an inflatable butt plug, as well. What was I in for?” 

She bagged all the goodies. I couldn’t believe how much it all cost as she was ringing it up. I whispered in Shelly’s ear, “Shell, I can’t afford to buy all of this. If you think I really need something, why don’t I just buy that?” 

“I’m buying my girl what she needs. Don’t worry, I can afford it.” 

The  woman  ran  Shelly’s  card  and  passed  the  bag  to  me.  “There  you  go,  buddy.  Get ready to feel things you never felt before. You won’t feel like a man with those up your butt.” 

She smiled and winked. “Have a good day, man.” 

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” I said, feeling insulted that she, in her deep voice, had called me a guy. “You too, mister,” I had to say as I turned and strutted out the door, Shelly in my wake. 

She opened my door for me, I threw the packages in the back seat, and she got in. “That was rude, calling her mister.” 

“It was rude for you to give me away so he could make fun of me.” 

“He wasn’t making fun, and he had to know what you were so he could help us get the

things we needed. Don’t get your feathers all ruffled, Jessica. It doesn’t suit you.” 

I  took  a  deep  breath  and  looked  out  the  window.  I  thought  about  all  the  things  in  the backseat and what would be done with them. It all seemed it would painful and humiliating. 

“Don’t  worry,  Jessica.  Those  toys  are  just  toys.  Something  for  us  to  play  with.  They aren’t torture devices. They’ll help you discover new ways to be intimate.” 

I crossed my legs and looked out the window saying nothing until we reached the mall. 

When Shelly got out, I sat there. She came around and opened my door. “C’mon, princess. Time to shop till we drop.” 

I looked up at her. “Do we have to? I’m afraid.” 

“Of what?” 

“Those toys for one, and being out in a mall with you telling everyone I’m a guy.” 

“I promise I won’t do that. You need new things, though. Like a bra for those voluptuous new  boobs.  Just  imagine  wearing  them,  how  good  they’ll  feel,  and  how  pretty  and  sexy  you’ll look.”  She  held  her  hand  out.  “Give  me  your  hand.”  I  did  and  sat  there  looking  up  at  her beautiful eyes. “We can get some fun rings to accent those pretty nails of yours.” 

I  looked  at  my  hands.  Rings  would  look  nice  on  them.    She  bent  down  and  kissed  my cheek;  her  warm  breath  whispered  in  my  ear.  “And  we  can  get  you  some  nice  lingerie  for  at night.  Nice,  silky  things,  prettier  than  your  boxers.  And  some  stockings  and  pretty  panties, dresses  and  skirts.  C’mon,  sweetie.  My  treat.  Let  me  try  my  best  for  you,  and  if  it’s  all  for nothing afterward, then so be it.” 

I had calmed down from my ego being tromped and looked at my beautiful partner. She was trying to do what she thought was best for me, and I was being a jerk. Not to mention the thought of all those pretty things was tugging at me with anticipation. “I’m sorry, Shelly.” I slid out of the car and gave her a hug. “Let’s go.” 

Our first stop was a fashion jewelry store loaded with bling. Shelly walked straight to the counter. “Can we get some ear piercings?” 

I  whispered  in  her  ear.  “Shelly,  no.  A  boy  can’t  have  more  than  one  piercing  in  each ear.” 

She shook her head at me and turned her attention to the girl who said, “Of course. What would you like?” 

“We’d like her to have another ear lobe piercing and two on the top.” 

I tugged her arm to go. 

“Stop. You want this.” She glared at me. 

The  girl  looked  at  me  tentatively.  I  shrugged  my  shoulders.  “Yes,  please,  one  more piercing on each lobe and two on top on each ear.” 

“Okay, pick out the ones you’d like to put in right away, and I’ll get the kit.” 

We wandered around. Shelly picked large silver hoops to replace the black studs I was wearing,  and  long  dangling  silver  flowers  for  the  new  lower  ones—fake  pink  diamonds  and silver dangle chains for the other top ones. 

She took us to the side and seated me, marked the holes, and promptly had them done, earrings in place. I looked in the mirror. I liked the way they made my ears so pretty. It fit how I thought I should look—at least for now, until I might decide to just be a boy again. 

Shelly paid the girl, and we went into the mall. Men smiled at us as we walked in our heels and leggings, and we smiled back. It was flattering to be looked at that way. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes,  the  initial  sharp  pain  was  gone.    I  kept  stopping  to  look  at  my new earrings in the mirrors and had to smile at my new look. Shelly said, “See, princess? I knew

you’d  like  them.  If,  when  break  is  done,  you  don’t  want  them,  just  take  the  earrings  out,  and they’ll close up. Let’s get you some clothes.” 

She  was  right.  It  would  be  a  simple  thing  to  lose  the  new  piercings.  No  damage  done, and I was having fun. 

Shelly  found  new  bras  with  matching  panties  to  fit  my  new,  larger  breasts,  along  with nightclothes  that  I  couldn’t  wait  to  wear.  A  shoe  store  next,  and  then  dresses,  skirts,  tops,  and jeans.  I  was  having  so  much  fun  trying  things  on  and  looking  at  myself  in  the  mirror,  I completely forgot the fact that I was a boy, not a girl. Shelly was having a ball, running back and forth and handing me things over the changing-room doors. 

When we had reached the point where we could carry no more bags, we ate lunch. 

It was a nice French restaurant. Our waiter came over. 

“Hello, ladies. Something to drink? My name is Roland, and I’ll be serving you today.” 

He flashed a brilliant smile as his blue eyes gleamed, taking in our faces, flitting back and forth. 

He  was  our  age  and  about  six  foot  two.  His  biceps  showed  their  carved  beauty  as  he  moved water  glasses  to  the  table  from  the  tray  he  held.  His  nails  were  clean  and  white  and  his  hands large and firm. 

I looked up at him smiling. “The water will do for now.” 

Shelly smiled at him. “Water’s fine. Thank you, Roland.” 

“Very  good.  Looks  like  you  ladies  have  had  a  successful  outing!  I’ll  bet  it’ll  all  look wonderful on you.” He placed our napkins in our laps and handed us menus. 

“Thanks. You’re very kind,” Shelly said. 

He stood to his full height, hands behind his back. “I’ll be back when you’re ready. Just look at me, and I’ll come over.” He motioned to the wall some distance away and went to stand there. 

Shelly leaned over. “He’s cute, isn’t he?” 

I held the menu and looked over it, staring blankly at Shelly. I was afraid she liked him too much. 

“Not for me, princess. For you.” 

“Oh, Shelly, don’t even think about it. What if he found out what I am? He’s a perfectly normal boy. He’d be shocked.” 

“Don’t  be  so  sure.  I  think  he’s  taken  with  you.  You  should  see  the  way  he  looked  at you.” 

“Let’s  eat.  Don’t  worry  about  him.”  I  looked  at  the  menu  and  decided  on  a  shrimp cocktail. 

We ordered and ate while I tried to not be nervous about what Shelly might do next. We talked about what to wear that night and where to go. 

Roland  brought  the  check  with  my  favorite  mint  chocolates  on  it  and  placed  it  on  the table. “So, ladies, what do you have planned for this afternoon. More shopping?” He stood erect. 

His pants showed a bit of an outline of his interest in us. 

Shelly said, “No, all done shopping. Do you have any suggestions?” 

“Well, the art museum has a free day today. I hope you don’t think it inappropriate, but it would be wonderful if you would go with me. I’m just filling in today, and I’ll be done after you check out. I’m off the rest of break and don’t have a thing to do.” 

Shelly grabbed my hand on the table and smiled up at him. “You mean a handsome man like you doesn’t have a girlfriend? Are you gay?” 

He looked at her and laughed. “Not that it would be bad. I mean, I’ve had more fun at

gay  bars  than  anywhere,  but  I  don’t  have  a  label,  and  I  don’t  have  a  girlfriend  or  boyfriend. 

Don’t have much time when school is going on.” He looked at me and smiled; his eyes danced around  my  hair  and  face.  He  then  locked  his  beautiful  blue  eyes  on  mine  and  he  knelt  at  the table. “It would be wonderful to see beautiful art with beautiful girls. Please?” 

I flushed and looked at Shelly. 

Shelly banged her hand on the table. “Yes! Sounds wonderful. Where shall we meet?” 

“I’ll pay your bill and meet you girls outside the restaurant in the mall.” 

“Oh my! Well, thank you for lunch.” 

“Yes, thank you, Roland. That was very gracious,” I said. I touched his hand as he stood to go. 

“I won’t take a minute.” 

We stood outside waiting for him. He grabbed as many bags as he could from us, and we walked  through  the  mall.  When  we  were  in  front  of  the  place  we  had  the  piercings  done,  he stopped and looked at a fake wedding ring in the window. “Look, isn’t that a great ring? I mean, I know it’s fake, but would you girls let me buy one for you? Just for fun.” 

Shelly  grinned.  “You  know,  Jessica  could  use  a  fake  wedding  ring  to  keep  guys  from hitting on her when she doesn’t want it. Get it for her. I’m Shelly by the way.” She held her hand out, and he shook it. 

“Nice.” He looked at me. “Do me the honor? Please, Jessica?” 

“How could I resist?” 

We went inside and found one in my size. His big hands felt nice as they slid different size  rings  on  my  wedding  finger.  I  loved  how  it  looked  and  what  it  said  to  people.  Why?  He bought it, and I wore it out of the store. 

“Let me see it again,” he said. 

I held my hand out to him. He held it. “You have such nice hands and nails.” His thumb slid along the back of my hand, caressing it gently. It gave me tingles all over. 

“Thanks.” We all grabbed some bags and as we walked, he asked, “Can I drive? I can drop you back here after.” 

“Sure,” Shelly said. 

I wasn’t sure that was a good idea, but he seemed nice. 

“Great.” He took my hand in his and walked us to his car. I couldn’t believe it. It was a new BMW 7 series. Were we with a drug dealer? 

We put the bags in his trunk. A short clubbing dress fell out of the bag, and he held it up while he folded it again. “This is gorgeous. I’d love to see whoever is wearing this one.” 

“That would be Jessica's.” 

“Nice.” 

I  had  to  ask.  “So  Roland,  this  is  an  awfully  nice  car.  What  do  you  do  for  a  living?  I thought you were a student.” 

“Oh,  this  thing.  Yeah,  well,  I  started  building  apps  when  I  was  seventeen,  and  it  grew into a business. I’m a student because I like to learn new things, and I don’t need to work at the business  that  much.”  He  held  the  passenger  door  open.  Shelly  nudged  me  to  take  the  seat.  I climbed in. 

He opened the back door for Shelly. 

We  drove  off  to  the  art  museum.  Once  on  the  freeway,  Roland  took  my  hand  that  had been  resting  on  the  console  and  squeezed  it,  then  held  it  snugly.  I  gazed  at  him  as  he  looked forward, maneuvering through traffic. “Thanks for coming. I’m so glad you two showed up.” He

patted my thigh. 

“Thank you. This is very nice,” I said as I held his hand on my thigh. I was lost in him. 

What  was  I  doing,  lying  to  this  guy?  It  was  criminal.  But  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  had  never  been attracted to another man before. Was I gay? I decided to go with the flow and just enjoy the day. 

And did I ever. 

Roland  was  a  true  gentleman,  knowledgeable  about  the  artwork,  telling  us  details  of certain paintings as he held me close, his arm over my shoulder. He kissed my forehead at one painting when I recognized it and told him about it. “You’re not just beautiful but smart, too.” 

The day went quickly. When he was dropping us off back at the mall, I wondered if I’d see  him  again.  As  he  helped  us  move  our  bags  into  our  car,  I  decided  to  take  the  bull  by  the horns.  “So,  Roland,  it’s  been  a  wonderful  day.  Would  you  like  to  join  us  this  evening  for dinner?” 

“It  has  been!”  He  looked  into  my  eyes  with  his  arms  over  my  shoulders.  I  moved forward  to  suggest  a  kiss.  He  kissed  me  lightly  on  the  lips  and  pulled  back,  smiling.  “I  would love to do nothing more than that, but I’m already committed to dinner with a close friend who’s in town for the night.” 

Shelly piped up, “Bring him! I mean, if we wouldn’t be an intrusion, and you think he might like to have us there… We don’t want to intrude.” 

“Wonderful idea. But on one condition.” He held a finger up. 

“Uh oh,” I said. 

He  looked  me  in  the  eyes,  smiling.  “You  have  to  wear  that  dress.  We’re  going  to  a fundraiser at an upscale restaurant by the campus, and black tie is appropriate tonight. For men, that is.” 

“Yes, of course. I’d love to.” I looked at Shelly. 

She laughed. “Well then, we’d better go home and get ready.” She took out her phone. 

“Your number, Roland?” 

He said it; she typed it in and sent him a text. He opened his phone. “Got it.” He spelled Shelly’s name as he entered it in his phone. He looked at me. 

Shelly said, “You can reach us through my phone. I always have it.” 

“Well, uh, okay. I guess that works for now.” 

He came over to me and put his arms on my shoulders. “May I?” 

“Yes, you may.” 

He  wrapped  his  arms  around  me  and  leaned  down,  giving  me  a  big  kiss.  I  tasted  his sweet  tongue  and  felt  his  hardness  against  my  leg.  My  heart  raced  as  we  broke  apart,  and  he shook Shelly’s hand. “I think my friend will love having dinner with you, Shelly.” 

“Thanks. I think it will be fun, too.” 

Shelly  and  I  drove  home.  She  couldn’t  stop  talking  about  him,  but  I  couldn’t  stop thinking what a liar I was, even though I felt I was more myself than ever and couldn’t wait for the evening. 
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We  drove  home  and  hurriedly  unpacked  and  put  everything  away.  My  outfit  for  the evening was on the bed with all the accoutrements. I was a nervous wreck. 

I went into the kitchen to try to relax. I made a cup of tea and sat at the table. My cage reminded me of what a liar I was. 

Shelly came in and poured a cup. “What an exciting day. You hooked a boyfriend!” 

“Doesn’t that bother you? I mean, you wanted to date me.” 

“I still do. But why should I keep you all to myself? You need to discover what you like and dislike. You’re a new you.” 

“A new liar.” 

“Jessica,  you  aren’t  lying.  You  were  before.  Your  true  self  is  more  feminine  than masculine, isn’t it?” 

“Well, I guess, but I have something that’s not feminine.” 

“So  what?  Who  cares?  Just  because  you  have  a  little  more  under  your  skirt  than  most girls, it doesn’t mean you’re not a girl inside. It was fun having him treat you like a lady, wasn’t it?” 

I nodded and sipped. 

“Then enjoy it.” 

“What if he finds out?” 

“Maybe he’ll like it. Why worry right now? Just don’t let him find out for now. He likes gay bars. He may be open to what you are.” 

“True. I guess I’m jumping ahead.” 

“Right.  Now  I  want  you  to  go  to  the  bathroom  and  try  to  poop,  and  then  use  the attachment that you put on the shower for me to clean out down there.” 

“What?” 

“You heard me.” 

“I thought that was for cleaning girls’ parts.” 

“That hole can be a girls’ part, too, and it needs to learn about its new uses in life.” 

“Oh, Shelly, no. I don’t want to be putting those things in me, and please let me take the cage off. Please?” 

“We’ll see. Get cleaned out and put a plug in, and we’ll talk about the cage.” She looked at  her  watch.  “We  have  plenty  of  time,  so  take  your  time  and  relax,  and  no  coming  in  the process!” 

“I’ve missed so many that I normally would have had by now, I’m ready to burst. I feel constantly on the edge. Please let me at least take it off and come before dinner. Please?” 

“Go clean up, and we’ll talk after the plug is in.” 

I did as I was told. It was quite disgusting, but once clean, quite erotic. When I was all done, I was clean and fresh inside and out, and it felt wonderful. I was about finished drying my hair when Shelly came in. 

“Good  girl.  She  held  a  pink  butt  plug  and  tested  the  vibration  with  the  remote  control. 

“See, multiple settings, so you can get one that feels just right.” She put a drop of lube on it. “Get on your knees, sister.” 

“Oh, Shelly, please, no.” 

“Shush.” She pointed at the floor. 

I  knelt  down  and  put  my  bottom  in  the  air.  She  pressed  the  cold  tip  in  slowly  while  it vibrated. Once I relaxed, and it slid in up to the fat part, it felt interesting. Shelly slid it back out. 

“Hey!” 

“You can use a bigger one.” 

She took another off the counter, lubed it, and pressed it in. It didn’t go. 

“It’s too big.” 

“Relax and it won’t be.” 

I did, and she kept pressing it in and out. The feeling was luscious, though it hurt a little at the widest part. I had to see how it felt all the way in, so I pushed myself against it hard. It stretched me and felt like it might be in my belly by then. Finally, it made it in and was securely in place. I heard the sound of air being pumped. 

I drew in a breath. “Oh god. Wow.” The plug swelled inside of me. 

“Yeah, huh? Wait until you have a real one in there. Okay. I think you’re at the max for now. How’s it feel?” 

I stood, and it sent sensations through my spine and that whole area down there. I looked down at my cage and saw a drop of cream fall out. “Please, let me finish, please. It feels so good, but  I  can’t  finish.  It’s  like  it’s  ready  to  shoot,  but  I  can’t.  I’m  right  on  the  edge  of  it.  It’s frustrating.” 

“Exactly. Get used to it.” She clicked the remote and the vibrations silently increased. I grabbed the counter. “Oh god! Ungh, right on the edge, Jesus.” 

“Enough for now.” She shut it off and I slumped onto the counter. The erotic sensation was still there as if I was about to explode, but it was more bearable now. I felt sooo sexy and sensual. 

“Now, let’s get you made up and dressed for your boyfriend, you horny little girl, you.” 

She took a pink satin robe off the door and had me put it on. “Wild makeup tonight, my little sex kitten.” I sure felt like one. 

First she did my hair, curling it and adding dark blonde and light blonde highlights using colored mousse, and then she sprayed it to hold the curls—it created a very avant-garde look. 

The blue and silver shadow matched my eyes and was drawn up and back, accented with eyeliner swept to a point. My eyes looked huge and seductive. 

My  lashes  were  longer  with  mascara,  and  she  contoured  my  face  with  several  blushes. 

Lips were two-tone, 24-hour pouty-pink. After they dried, I tested them by blotting with a tissue. 

Nothing came off. 

“See, that stuff will last through anything.” She giggled.  “You’ll be happy for that.” 

I looked at myself in the mirror and throbbed in my cage. “Oh my god, Shelly. Thank you. I think.” 

“Now go dress for your boyfriend. He’s in for a real treat, and so are you.” 

A boyfriend. That sounded strange but exciting at the same time. In the bedroom, I held the black chiffon-over-satin-over crinoline dress with a halter top before me, seeing the way the hem puffed out. “I don’t need to be in a cage tonight. This dress won’t show anything, even if I were standing at attention.” 

“Don’t you think you might have an accident? What if you squirted on your stockings, or  it  popped  from  your  panties,  and  he  felt  it  when  he  put  his  hand  in  your  lap?  No,  a  cage  is safer, and you can keep it between your legs.” She nodded. 

“Right. You’re always right. Damn.” 

“Get dressed.” 

A  black  lace  garter  belt  with  four  clasps  per  leg  held  the  super-sheer,  black  lace-top-stockings  up.  Pulling  my  leg  up  to  put  on  the  strappy,  black,  five-and-a-half-inch  heel  stilettos

slid the stocking seductively along my legs as they pulled on the garter belt. It was heavenly. I felt like an offering to the gods or even a like a goddess myself. 

I  slid  the  black  lace  panties  on  and  tucked  the  cage  in.  The  new  bra  fit  the  large,  self-adhesive  breast  forms  perfectly,  and  my  cleavage  popped  from  the  adhesive  pushing  the  flesh out. I slipped into the dress and tied the halter top, adjusting the fabric around the breasts. I tried to  reach  the  zipper  in  back  with  no  success.  I  went  into  Shelly’s  room,  where  she  was  getting dressed. 

She had on her heels, black stockings, and garter belt. She was about to put on her bra when I entered. “Can you zip me?” 


She hurriedly turned away and threw her bra on the bed, then grabbed her dress and slid it up to her stomach, zipping it to that point, her breasts free. She seemed startled. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to barge in.” 

It’s okay, I have nothing to hide. She nuzzled her breasts against me. She took my hand and put it on one of them. “Suck it if you like.” 

Of course, I did. She rolled her head back and held my head gently. “Mmm. Okay. It’s your night, not mine. Zipper time. Turn around.” 

I turned around for her. 

“Oh, I hadn’t noticed. This has a corset back to it, too. First we need to tie that, then I can zip it. Breathe in and then let it all out.” 

I did and she tugged the satin cinches tight and tied them. She zipped it and turned me around. 

“Can you breathe?” 

I tried to take a deep breath but couldn’t. I looked in the mirror—my waist was so tiny and delicate now! “It’s worth it. As long as I don’t need to run a marathon, I think I can breathe well enough.” I struggled to take a deep breath. 

“Are you sure? I can loosen it some.” 

“No, it’s fine. Thanks.” I walked back, feeling the plug caressing me and myself hard in the cage. I lifted the hem of the dress, and my panties were wet already. I took a rubber from the nightstand and put one over the cage and then tossed a bunch next to my new purse. 

I  put  on  the  silver  and  rhinestone  necklace,  my  new  wedding  ring—which  made  me tingle  to  think  about  Roland—  bracelets,  and  an  ankle  bracelet.  I  sprayed  perfume  under  the dress, over my shoulders and hair, over my arms and legs, and put the bottle in the purse along with the rubbers and my other things. 

I  closed  the  door  and  looked  into  the  full-length  mirror,  turning  to  and  fro.  I  was gorgeous.  My  breast  forms  even  showed  a  hint  of  a  nipple  bump  through  the  dress,  and  the cleavage was beautiful. I walked back and forth, feeling them and seeing them jiggle with each minced step. The super high heels forced me to swing my hips and take tiny strides. 

I  felt  myself  ooze  with  the  sensuality  of  all  of  it.  I  took  in  my  image,  and  I  was  the perfect,  feminine,  seductive,  powerful  woman  I’d  always  admired  from  afar.  I  had  become  the image of my ideal woman. I was going on a date with a real man—a gorgeous, polite, handsome and sexy real man. What had happened to me in such a short time? Why did this feel so damn good? Maybe it was who I was. 

I blew a kiss to myself in the mirror, grabbed my purse and shawl, went into the kitchen, and mixed a dirty martini. I sat at the table and crossed my legs, bouncing one foot, looking at my  pretty  feet  in  their  sinful  high  heels.  The  stockings  caressed  my  legs.  I  sipped  and  tried  to calm down. I looked at my watch. 

Shelly came out and put her shawl and purse on the table. Her dress was like mine but in an  emerald  green  that  matched  her  eyes.  Somehow  she  had  managed  to  do  the  zipper  and  ties herself. A better woman than I. 

“I am so excited for you,” she said as she mixed a drink. “Tonight will be amazing.” 

“It is. I’m beside myself. I need to calm down. They’ll be here soon, right?” 

“Yes, Roland said he’d be out front at six.” 

I slugged my drink down. “I have to pee.” I ran into the bathroom, took the rubber off, peed  though  my  cage,  dried  it  all,  and  put  a  fresh  rubber  on.  I  adjusted  my  stockings  and  the layers of the dress and looked in the mirror. I clattered into the kitchen. “Let’s go. We don’t want to make them wait.” 
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Shelly  slugged  down  the  martini;  we  both  put  on  our  shawls,  grabbed  our  purses,  and headed downstairs to wait inside the door for Roland. 

He double-parked, and his friend came to the door as we opened it. “I’m Desta; it means pleasure in Swahili.” His incredibly dark and large hand shook Shelly’s, and his teeth flashed a big smile. 

We both ran to the car as he held the door for me and then Shelly. I turned in my seat to see Desta. He was tall, dark, and handsome. 

Shelly  had  a  huge  smile  on  her  face  as  she  shook  his  hand  politely  and  he  kissed  the back of hers. “Oh my, such a gentleman. I can see why you’re named pleasure and can’t wait to share some with you tonight.” 

“The pleasure is mine. I am honored to have you two as guests tonight with my friend and me.” He turned to me and reached for my hand, which he kissed the back of, and sat back. 

I  said,  “Thank  you.  Same  for  us.  Such  handsome,  proper  men  to  be  with.  We’re honored.”  I  put  my  hand  on  Roland’s  on  the  console  as  he  navigated  through  the  streets.  The leather was cool on my thigh, and expensive cologne wafted through the cabin. I leaned into him to get a sniff. “Mmm. you smell delectable.” 

“Thanks.” 

I  put  my  hand  on  his  thigh  and  slid  it  up  and  down  seductively.  I  could  see  him  throb under  his  black  trousers.  They  were  both  in  bow  ties  and  black  tuxes  as  if  we  were  going  to  a presidential dinner. “My, my, you two sure do dress up well. Are you sure you aren’t some kind of political dignitaries?” 

Roland laughed. “The only thing I do that’s political is support LGBT causes whenever I can. As a matter of fact, this is a fundraiser tonight. No speeches or anything. Just something put on by the restaurant to give back to the community.” 

“Nice.” Hmm, maybe he would be open to what I was. 

We  chatted  on  the  ride,  and  Shelly  and  Desta  were  hitting  it  off  in  back,  leaning  into each other and chatting. Shelly’s hand was in his, on his lap. I felt a pang of jealousy, but I knew I couldn’t go there. After all, it was me who caused all of this. 

We  enjoyed  the  ride,  and  the  valet  took  the  car  away.  We  took  the  men’s  arms  they offered, and they guided us inside. 

The  maître  d'  greeted  us.  “Mr.  Grempt!  So  good  to  see  you  sir.  “He  shook  Roland’s hand, then looked at Desta. “And Mr. Maximus, always good to have you here.” He shook his hand and looked at Shelly and me. “And ladies, an honor to have such beautiful women in our humble establishment. I apologize, but I must ask for ID if you are to have alcohol. He looked at Roland apologetically. 

Roland moved next to the maître d', making room for us to hand our IDs to him. Roland nodded  at  him  and  smiled  while  we  dug  in  our  purses.  “No  problem,  Giovanni.  It’s  good  you follow the rules.” 

“Of course, sir.” 

“Glad you’re sticking to them. We don’t need any lawsuits.” He patted Giovanni on the back. 

“No, sir.” 

I handed my ID to him. Roland glanced at it while Giovanni studied it. Did he see the sex stated on the license? Roland looked at me and smiled. Giovanni checked Shelly’s ID, and Roland put his arm around me. 

Giovanni nodded. Very good. “I have your table ready, ladies and gentlemen. Right this way.” 

He  led  us  to  the  back  of  the  restaurant.  Some  of  the  tables  had  chairs,  and  others  had booths. The ones with booths also had privacy screens folded out around them with a cut-back for  the  waiter  to  gain  access  without  anyone  seeing  in.  Our  booth  faced  a  garden  in  back.  It reeked of class. 

Roland slid in first, and I followed. Shelly slid next to Roland, flanked by Desta. “Is this good? Boy girl, boy girl, so to speak?” Roland asked. 

So  to  speak.  Was  that  intentional  about  the  alternating  genders,  meaning  I  was  a  boy? 

Shelly and I nodded. 

The waiter appeared from beyond the privacy screen and took our drink orders. Roland slid  his  hand  tenderly  up  my  crossed  thigh,  giving  me  tingles.  The  sensation  was  liberating!  I caressed  the  back  of  his  hand  and  moved  it  so  he  would  slide  it  up  and  down  my  thigh.  He continued as we talked. 

I let my hand accidentally slip into his lap for a moment, and he quickly grasped it and placed  it  on  his  crotch.  I  squeezed  his  meat  beneath  the  table  as  it  grew.  My  heart  raced  with excitement. My face flushed. 

Drinks arrived. “Dirty martinis for the ladies, Blanton neat for the gents. Anything else I can get you right now?” 

We all looked at each other. I could tell Shelly’s hand was in Desta’s lap. 

“Looks  like  we’re  good  for  now,”  Roland  said.  He  reached  both  hands  under  the  table and unzipped his pants as an invitation. I couldn’t resist and grasped his pole, slipping it and his shaved  globes  free.  I  stroked  him  tenderly,  feeling  the  thickness  and  heft  of  it.  It  grew  to incredible proportions, and as I ran a finger over the tip; the slick fluid allowed me to lubricate the head. My heart was about to beat right out of my chest. It made me sway forward and back, it pounded so hard. 

I felt a vibration in my bottom and looked at Shelly. Desta was looking out the window, and  Shelly  had  her  hands  in  her  purse  and  was  looking  at  me.  She  tilted  her  head  and  went through the speeds. I shook my head no until it was perfect, then nodded. She smiled and put her hand under the table. 

Roland’s  warm,  sweet  breath  whispered  in  my  ear.  “Your  hand  feels  wonderful.  Go slow, just like that.” 

He  tried  to  slide  a  hand  between  my  legs.  I  whispered,  “Not  tonight.  It’s  the  wrong time.” 

“Okay. Sorry.” 

“No apology needed. Let me take care of you tonight.” 

We all played and caressed. Another drink arrived. I drank half of it and had a good buzz going  and  lots  of  courage.  Not  to  mention  being  totally  aroused  from  the  plug  and  everything else. Roland took a pill from a small box. 

I looked at it. He held it up. It was blue. “My little blue friend. Don’t need it, but since this is a special occasion, I thought you might like the result. Want one?” 

It was an erectile dysfunction pill like I’d seen on television. Was he asking me because he thought I was a man? 

“Some women say it works well for them, too.” He held the box out for me. I took one and  looked  at  it.  “Hmm.  Never  tried  one.  What  the  hell.”  I  popped  it  into  my  mouth  and  then remembered  I  was  in  a  cage.  Would  I  explode?  Oh  well.  I  washed  it  down  with  a  sip  of  the

martini and looked around. Shelly was sliding under the table, her hand motioning for me to join her. 

Desta  smiled  at  Roland,  and  I  slid  under  the  table.  Shelly  winked.  “Appetizers.”  She grabbed that black pole and set about milking it and feeding herself. I found Roland’s, and my heart raced as I positioned myself. I heard him above, “Can we order for you ladies if he comes back?” 

Shelly said, “Of course.” 

Shit, what if he did come back? I stopped sucking and looked behind me. The tablecloth went  to  the  floor,  so  no  one  could  tell  we  were  there.  I  went  back  to  worshiping  his  gorgeous piece. 

I could tell his pill was kicking in, since it felt like the skin would burst on it, and it was as hard as a baseball bat. 

I used both hands on him and my mouth, lips, and tongue. I became engrossed in it and lost myself in another world. A world of sensation and titillation, where I was making someone else experience true pleasure. 

I heard the waiter enter, and Roland sat back a little, making me follow him. Leaning on the seat of the booth I continued to indulge while he ordered for us. I was rock-hard inside my cage and oozing continuously. I’d need to empty my rubber when I finished with Roland. 

I sped up and knew the waiter was gone because Roland shifted down again and put his hand on my head under the table. He began to slowly thrust into my mouth and hands. I slid one hand under his bottom and made him go faster and deeper, then put that hand on his globes and tugged. He pumped into my face, and I limited his depth with my other hand. I now had him at the point of no return. 

He  squeezed  my  head  tightly  and  pumped  hard  as  he  flooded  me  with  his  seed,  and  I voraciously swallowed it all. One after another burst of his sweet cream filled me and made me crazy for more. When it stopped, I tried to keep it going, but he twitched violently and pulled me off. I got back on my seat, crossed my legs, wiped my lips with my napkin and smiled proudly at him. He kissed my lips. “That was wonderful,” he whispered. 

I whispered back, “It certainly was for me, too. Thank you for that.” 

Desta  was  ready,  and  he  winked  at  me  as  Shelly  made  his  face  contort  while  his  huge black body twitched and banged her head under the table. When he was done, he helped her up. 

“I didn’t hurt your head, did I?” 

Shelly  smiled,  a  drip  of  his  cream  on  her  chin  and  one  on  her  dress.  “Oh  no,  that  was wonderful.” She leaned into him for a kiss, and he wiped her chin and dress with a napkin. He smiled at her and kissed her sweetly. 

We  ate  dinner  and  just  enjoyed  each  other’s  company.  Turned  out  that  Roland  owned this restaurant as well as the one he was filling in at on the day we’d met him. It seemed he had many investments. What a catch! Desta was his manager for foreign establishments and did the traveling. To be twenty-one years old and rich! Incredible. 

I  excused  myself  to  go  to  the  bathroom  twice  during  dinner  to  change  rubbers.  I  was oozing more than I’d normally splash in a normal day, yet I stayed aroused. Maybe this is what Shelly had in mind for me. How would I sleep tonight? 

With the blue pill, Roland and I were both hard all through dinner. I managed to eat with one hand and stroke with the other, so by the time we had dinner and dessert, lounged and had digestifs, I had to have Roland again, and he truly needed me to. 

Shelly  was  already  consuming  Desta,  and  I  slid  under  and  did  my  thing  for  Roland.  It

was as good as the first time, and I was sure it was for Roland, since he nearly slid off the seat this time, it took so much energy from him. 

But I swallowed that energy, and I was hornier than ever. I wanted him inside of me, but then he’d know what I was. Or did he already? Would it matter? Shit! I didn’t care anymore. I wanted  him  to  ravage  me  and  fill  me.  I  wanted  to  feel  his  passion  as  he  thrust  into  me  and released it. I needed it so badly, I couldn’t stand it anymore. 
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“Wow.  You  are  one  hell  of  a  woman,  Jessica.”  He  kissed  my  lips  gently  as  he  tucked himself away and zipped up. 

“Thanks, and I can’t say enough about how exciting you are. I’d love to take you inside me tonight.” I slid a leg over his and kissed his cheek while I ran my hand through his hair and sniffed the sweet scent on his neck. 

He ran his hand over my thigh and squeezed it. “Mmm. Too bad it’s not a good time for you, like you said earlier.” 

“I did? I guess I did. But I was lying. I need you inside me tonight.” 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  “That  would  be  wonderful.”  He  looked  at  Desta,  and  Desta pointed at his own watch. “But we have to go. Desta has a very early flight tomorrow, as do I.” 

I  felt  my  eyes  tear  up.  “What?”  Where  are  you  going?  I  thought  we  could  spend  the break together.” 

“I have a business meeting on the coast. I’ll only be gone three days. I’ll call you when I get back.” 

I  hurriedly  took  out  my  phone.  “Okay,  give  me  your  number,  and  I’ll  give  you  mine.” 

My voice was shaking. I sniveled and wiped my nose with the back of my hand, trying to keep the tears from flowing. 

“Oh,  Jessie,  don’t  be  upset.  I’m  sorry  I  have  to  go,  but  we’ll  see  each  other  when  I return. I wouldn’t miss that, I promise. He gave me his number, and I shakily texted him, then he put mine in his phone. At least we could communicate now. 

They took us home, gave us hugs and kisses at the door and left. 

I  tossed  my  purse  on  the  counter  and  slumped  into  a  chair.  “I  was  almost  there.  I  was going to take the risk. I wanted him inside me so bad.” 

Shelly massaged my shoulders. “Really?” 

“Yes! He had seen my driver’s license, and he supports LGBT, so I thought he might be open to a girl like me.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry, sweetie. He probably would have been, too.” 

I sighed and tapped my long nails on the table. 

Shelly sat down and put her hand on mine to stop the tapping. “Did you hear what you just said? You said ‘a girl like me.’ You’ve recognized what you are inside.” 

I looked into her eyes. “I guess I have.” 

“That’s  wonderful.  Was  pleasing  Roland  tonight  what  made  the  change  in  your thoughts?” 

“I don’t know. It was wonderful to have control of him and to make him feel so good. I think I may be addicted to doing that. I could do it again right now. I changed my rubber three times I oozed so much. Once right after his first feeding under the table, and then twice during dinner. I’ve never felt this aroused or sexual before.” 

“Then,  as  disappointed  as  you  are,  tonight  was  a  success.  You’ve  discovered  your desires and what you are inside. Now, why don’t we get some rest?” 

“I’ll never fall asleep. I’m too wound up and still oozing. I wanted to have him fill me and finish me off.” 

Shelly looked at me with concern. She rubbed the top of my hand with hers. “Maybe I can help you with that tonight.” 

“Oh, god yes, please. Can you take the cage off and finish me?” 

“Uh, why don’t you go change into some sexy lingerie and take the plug out, and we’ll

see where it goes. I’ll change, too, and will be ready for you in my room. You can sleep with me tonight.” She kissed my forehead. 

Thank god. I was finally going to have some release. I couldn’t wait. I slipped my dress off and put on a sheer, short, black and silver négligée with a plunging neckline. I left everything else on and sprayed perfume over me. 

When I entered Shelly’s room, she had her back to me. The bedcovers were folded back to reveal pink satin sheets, and a dim light was lit on the nightstand. She sprayed perfume over her and turned around. Something was sticking out of crotchless panties—something big. 

“What’s that? Are you wearing a strap-on?” 

Shelly laughed. “You might call it that.” 

“It looks so real.” 

She grinned. “Thanks. Now get on the bed on your knees and raise your bottom for me. 

I’ll lube this and join you.” 

I did as I was told, anxious to have release. I looked over my shoulder as she shimmied her way behind me. She snuggled herself between my legs and held my hip with one hand while she  guided  it  between  my  cheeks.  I  felt  the  wet  tip  as  it  pressed  against  my  hole,  which  was stretched  from  the  plug  I  wore  all  night.  She  pressed,  it  slid  past  the  door  and  filled  me.  She moaned a deep moan. “Oh baby. You feel so good.” 

“You can even feel me with that?” 

“I  mean  the  way  it  presses  on  my  clit.”  She  thrust  in  and  out.  The  sensation  was indescribable. The thrusting was so much more stimulating than just a fixed, vibrating plug. “Oh Shelly, that feels so good. Don’t stop, baby. Bang me.” 

She rammed me, and with each thrust I squirted from my cage. It felt so good! “Can we take the cage off? I want to feel a hand on it while you ram me.” 

Shelly kept pounding into me. She held my hips tight as I slid forward a little with each thrust. I had to put my hand on the headboard to keep from banging my head. 

“Oh, Jessica!” Shelly cried. She pounded into me a few more times, and I squirted with each one. Then, all of a sudden, she pushed it as hard and as far in as it would go and squeezed my hips. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she squirted into me. She collapsed on top of me, and we lay there while she caught her breath. 

“How was it, Jessica?” 

“Incredible. But I still have my cage on.” 

She rolled off me and took my hand. She ran it over the sheets. “Feel this? I think you’re finished for the night.” 

“But  there  wasn’t  a  finale.  No  knee-weakening  twitch  and  collapse  like  you  had.  If  I didn’t know better...” I stared at her. 

She quickly got out of bed and ran to the dresser. She slid some tight stretch panties on. 

“If I didn’t know better,” I began again, “I’d say you came like a man.” 

She turned and smiled at me in the dim light. “Well, that was my role, wasn’t it? I’m a great actress when I want to be.” She slid into bed beside me and rolled on her side, facing away from  me.  “Good  night,  Jessica,  my  princess.  Get  some  rest.  I  think  you’ll  be  happy  you  did tomorrow.” 

I pulled the sheet and blanket over me. I could smell Shelly’s perfume on the pillow, and I  closed  my  eyes.  After  some  time  imagining  Roland  and  how  he  might  feel  inside  me,  the exertions of the day caught up with me, and I fell fast asleep. 
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I  woke  to  the  smell  of  bacon  and  eggs  frying  and  rolled  out  of  bed.  Shelly  was  in  her satin robe, standing by the stove and cooking. “It’s almost ready, if you want to wait to shower.” 

She smiled at me as I came to her and kissed her cheek. 

“Thank you.” 

“No  problem.  You  were  sleeping  so  nicely,  I  didn’t  want  to  wake  you.  I  like  making breakfast.” 

I started setting the table. “Well, thanks for that, but also thanks for everything else. Last night was nice. Roland and you. I should have thought of you more last night. Maybe I should have used that strap-on on you.” 

Shelly  laughed  as  she  put  the  food  on  plates  while  I  poured  orange  juice.  She  brought them over and sat down. She put her hand on mine and gazed into my eyes. “Last night in bed was  wonderful  with  you.  Don’t  think  I  didn’t  feel  satisfied,  because  I  sure  did.  I  fell  right  to sleep.” 

She  started  eating.  I  thought  about  last  night,  and  it  still  bothered  me  how  well  she

“acted,” as she said—as if she wasn’t acting at all. Could she be like me? Why wouldn’t she tell me? 

Shelly drank some juice and smiled at me. “So, little girl, what did you think about what you did with Roland? Tell me.” 

I swallowed my food, then took a sip of juice, rolling my eyes and shaking my head. “It was  the  best  thing  in  the  world.  Just  thinking  about  it  makes  me  fill  my  cage.  I  could  do  that forever and not have enough of it. Speaking of cages—” 

“Not yet.” She shook a finger at me. “I don’t want you to lose your current motivation too soon. You might not think you’re a girl if you do.” 

“Oh, Shelly, please. Trust me, I don’t want to dress like a boy anymore, and I love boy parts too much to be a boy.” 

“You could have that as a boy, too, you know.” 

“But I’m not gay.” 

“That’s just a label. Why do you need to dress like a girl to have it?” 

“It  would  feel  too  weird  being  just  a  femboy.  Besides,  I’m  prettier  as  a  girl  than  I  am handsome as a boy, and I feel more natural dressed like girl. It fits me. It’s what I am. What you did already worked. Now let me take the cage off and be me.” 

Shelly was pensive, observing me as she finished eating. 

She started to speak and hesitated, “Well...” 

I opened my eyes wide. “Yes!” 

“No. By the way, thinking about what to do today… You said you could do what you did to Roland forever, so I was thinking maybe we should pursue that and satisfy your needs, at least until Roland comes back. 

I swelled at the thought of it and actually salivated. I wiped my mouth and looked at my wedding ring. 

“You’re not married.” 

“I know. He’s so nice, though.” I looked at Shelly. Not as nice as you, though. It’s you I really  love.  You’re  my  best  friend  and  lover.  You  make  me  feel  whole  when  I’m  with  you.”  I started to tear up. “Roland’s nice, but...” 

She held my hand. Her now watery doe-eyes gazed into mine. “I’m so happy you think that. I love you, too, sweetie. I love you so much.” 

We stayed there and enjoyed the emotional moment. Shelly then shook herself free and took a deep breath. She started to clean up the plates. “Good. Then that ring isn’t going to stop you from living as you please. And I know a place where you can have as much as you please. If we  hurry,  we  can  have  a  nice  brunch  there.”  She  grinned  as  she  loaded  the  dishwasher.  “Get dressed,  casual  but  sexy,  even  slutty  if  you  want.  We’re  going  to  get  you  fed  your  favorite thing.” 

How  would  she  bring  this  about?  Where  could  we  go  for  a  brunch  like  that?  Dress casual, sexy, and slutty. Feed me my favorite thing. 

Mmm,  yes,  I  wanted  it.  Lots  of  it.  It  sounded  incredibly  exciting  to  imagine.  I  knew exactly what to wear, and the thought of setting out to do it made me want things—the big, hard, exciting things—knowing how men would react when they saw me and saw the opportunity for me to please them. I knew I wanted this more than anything. A nice, succulent indulgence with the reward of plenty of creamy brunch. Mmm. 
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I showered, cleaned out, did my hair with nothing in it so it would be soft for them, put on my makeup, put in a nice big vibrating plug and a rubber on the cage, perfumed, and dressed. 

I  wore  a  sheer,  black  body-suit  over  a  black  lace  bra  with  plenty  of  cleavage.  A  black pinstriped vest went over that and a matching mini skirt. Black pantyhose and tight panties kept the cage hidden. Black, strappy, six-inch stiletto heels completed the ensemble and gave me the tiny  stride  and  swinging  hips  of  a  vulnerable,  can’t-run-away  slut.  Jewelry  and  more  perfume, and I went into the kitchen, feeling myself oozing at the thought of what we were about to do. 

Shelly was in the kitchen at the table, her legs crossed. “It’s about time.” She looked at her watch. “But we’ll make it by ten and still consume plenty.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“You’ll see.” She handed me a glittery Mardi Gras mask and a pair of knee pads. “Put these in your purse.” 

I looked at them. “Knee pads? A mask?” 

“All for your safety. Well, anonymity and comfort, actually.” 

“You think this mask is going to hide who I am?” 

“It helps. Makes it more fun for them, too.” 

She stood and took my hand. “Let’s go eat.” 

We  drove  through  the  campus  to  the  other  side,  a  few  blocks  away  in  a  nice,  older Victorian neighborhood. Mansions lined the street. “This is nice.” 

“Yes, it’s where the better fraternities are and the rich people live.” 

“We’re going to a frat house?” 

“One of the nicer ones. The boys there are all clean and neat. They smell good and keep the  house  nice.  The  masks  let  them  know  why  we’re  there.  Girls  who  have  cravings  like  us know,  and  so  the  girls  do  things  for  the  boys,  and  the  boys  help  the  girls  to  satisfy  those cravings.” She laughed as she pulled into a space on the street. “It’s that one.” She pointed. 

We  put  our  masks  on  and  slid  on  the  knee  pads.  We  walked  to  the  twelve-foot-tall double  doors  and  rang  the  bell.  A  student  opened  the  door.  “Oh  good.  We  could  use  a  couple more today. It’s been light on girls. Come in.” 

We followed him into the parlor. It was period Victorian with lush pillows on the sofas and the floor and long velvet drapes. It was like a museum. 

On one sofa sat a handsome guy, his backpack next to him, pants unzipped, and a girl busily  enjoying  his  shaved,  huge  meat.  She  didn’t  notice  us.  He  smiled  at  us  as  we  entered. 

“Stick around, girls, until after my class, and we can do this, too.” 

We both smiled as two guys came in the front door and strode over to us. One was a tall, dark black man. He put his hand on my shoulder. “Like some brunch, little girl?” 

His cologne filled my senses. In a flash I was on my knees in front of him, looking up at him. “Please.” 

He took my hand, led me to the center of the floor on my knees and tossed a pillow for me to kneel on. Shelly was already between the legs of a handsome redhead on a wingback chair in the corner. I fumbled nervously as I tried to his undo his pants, and he helped me. “Easy, girl. 

Go slow. There’s no hurry,” his deep voice laughed. 

I lowered his shorts, and he held it out for me as I took it half-hard into my mouth. His big hands held my head gently. It grew and grew in my mouth until I had to put both hands on it. 

The  skin  was  velvety  soft,  and  the  big  head  was  much  wider  than  the  shaft.  I  ran  my tongue around the shaft and tip and tasted his arousal as it leaked. “Oh, baby, that’s nice. You

need to come to brunch every day.” 

I looked up at him as I bobbed my head on it and winked at him. He wrapped his fingers in my hair and held my head tight. “Now this will be fast, baby. You’re so damn hot. Be ready for a lot, too.” 

He pumped just the right depth as he squeezed my skull. I tugged his globes and stroked his shaft, forcing him to release it to me. “Oh, yeah,” he moaned. 

He  pushed  it  in  and  held  it  there  as  his  whole  body  clenched,  and  his  flood  began.  I swallowed furiously, but some leaked onto my top. I completely swallowed each gush thereafter for a count of nine. His knees shook as he gently took it from me and began to put it away. “Oh, yeah, baby, can’t wait until next time. I have class in an hour, so I’m gonna study and be back down here in forty minutes. Hope you’re still here.” 

He grabbed his backpack and left the room. By the time I had caught my breath, there were three guys stroking in front of me. I took one in each hand, and the other guided himself into my mouth while he stroked. He looked at me as his tension built. “Nice haircut, and I love your top. Let me put it on your hair and the top. Please?” 

I gazed up at him while running my tongue around his shaft. I wanted to eat it, not waste it. I let it pop out of my mouth while stroking the other two. “I want to eat at least some of it,” I whined. 

“Oh, yeah, okay. That’s hot, too.” 

I took it back into my mouth; the other two in my hands were really hard and thrusting their hips, too. Just as the one in my mouth started to gush, I felt splashes from the other two all over the front of my sheer black top. The sticky white cream stuck and slicked my skin beneath it as I greedily swallowed the loads of the one in my mouth. 

My cage was full, and I was oozing as the vibrator hummed inside of me. There was no relief,  though,  as  one  boy  after  another  fed  or  splashed  me.  I  was  simply  captivated  with  my tasks  at  hand  and  mouth  and  had  no  sense  of  time.  That  was  when  Shelly  stood  and  waited behind  me.  I  finished  off  another  and  went  to  take  one  more  into  my  mouth.  She  grasped  my hand. “Stop already. That’s enough for now.” 

I  looked  up  at  her.  She  held  a  thin,  folded-up  rain  slicker  for  me  to  put  on.  She  was wearing one already. “Put this on, and we can leave.” 

“Aw, let her stay a while,” said the one I was going to do next. 

“Sorry, maybe another day,” Shelly said as I stood and stretched my back and neck, and she helped me put on the slicker. “My gosh, girl, look at you. Maybe I should have had you put this on at the beginning.” She laughed. 

I stood and stretched my back. She flipped the hood over my hair. “Time to go home.” 

In the car, Shelly laughed as she drove. “Jessica, you were obsessed girl. Was it fun?” 

I rolled my eyes. “I can’t believe I did that. What a slut. It was awesome.” 

“Good. Feel better? 

“I feel like I did when I got there. Horny and on the edge. I really need to get rid of that feeling.  I’m  just  continually  craving  and  horny.  I  have  to  take  this  cage  off  and  be  done  for  a while. I want to relax and not be driven like this.” 

“We’ll see. Want lunch?” 

“I  don’t  need  any  more.  I  could,  but  my  mouth  and  neck  are  sore,  and  I  think  I  had enough.” 

“Not that kind of lunch, a real lunch.” 

“Are you kidding? I’m full from all that protein. Let’s go home and shower, and I insist

you let me take the cage off and just be a normal girl instead of a horned-up slut.” 

She looked at me and then back at the road. “Maybe.” 
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I  looked  in  the  bathroom  mirror.  Dried-up,  white,  sticky  stuff  in  my  hair  and  on  my clothes. I was a mess. I thought about all the guys who had such an exciting time with me, and I enjoyed that part, but looking at myself in the mirror now, I felt embarrassed, yet I wanted more. 

I had to get this monkey off my back. 

I  stripped,  removed  the  plug,  showered,  and  dressed  in  a  short,  flowered  dress.  I  wore suntan  pantyhose  with  the  crotch  cut  out,  pink  panties,  and  four-inch  wedgies.  I  went  into  the living  room  where  Shelly  sat,  showered  and  wearing  jeans  and  a  tee  shirt.  “Feel  better, princess?” 

“Feel  clean.”  I  sat  next  to  her.  “Take  this  cage  off  and  let  me  get  this  monkey  off  my back. Now.” I glared at her. 

She kissed my cheek, and I pulled away. “Okay, okay. I will. I guess it’s done its job, and you deserve to relax.” 

She stood and went into her room then came back with a tiny key. She lifted the hem of my dress, unlocked the cage and took it off. I put my hand around it and began to stroke it. “I have to,” I said as I gazed into her gorgeous eyes. 

“That’s  it,  princess.  Think  about  what  you  did  all  morning  and  make  that  thing  squirt. 

Want me to help?” 

“I  rapidly  approached  the  point  of  no  return.  My  face  contorted  as  I  squirted  all  over Shelly and her jeans. “Oh shit! Yes!” I had never had so much pent-up energy in me. I squirted huge  bursts  of  it  all  over  her.  “Oh  my  god,  ungh!”  Finally,  I  stopped  squirting,  and  my  body stopped  convulsing  and  jerking  involuntarily.  “Holy  shit!”  I  let  go  of  it  and  leaned  back, allowing my dress to cover it. 

I lay there on the couch a few minutes, resting. Shelly massaged my legs across her lap. 

As  I  drifted  in  the  halfway  land  of  near  sleep,  her  hands  slid  up  and  massaged  my  thighs, arousing  me.  She  noticed  and  took  me  into  her  mouth,  making  me  give  her  another  massive amount. I fell asleep. 

When I woke. I felt half normal. “Sorry,” I said. I hadn’t meant to fall asleep. 

Shelly  was  now  dressed  in  a  long  summer  dress  and  four-inch  wedgies  with  a  light sweater. “I guess you desperately needed it. I may have taken it too far. I’m sorry. I’m glad you got rid of your monkey.” 

I  thought  about  it,  and  I  did  feel  better.  “I  want  to  stay  this  way  and  see  if  I  can  be  a normal girl instead of a nymphomaniac. Can we give up all the plugs and cages and things and just try to be normal?” 

“And have you go back to playing with yourself eight times a day or whatever?” 

“No, no! I don’t think I’ll have to. I’ve seen and felt what it’s all about, and I just want to be with you. Two normal girls doing girl things and enjoying each other. That’s what I want.” 

Shelly smiled and ran her hand over my hair. “Good girl. That’s exactly where I wanted to get you to. I was worried for a while, but I know it’s like anything else. When you discover something  new,  it  seems  incredible.  Like  having  your  first  bite  of  chocolate  then  eating  the whole  box,  or  too  much  booze  and  getting  sick.  Then  you  learn  to  enjoy  it  in  small  quantities when you want a taste, and it’s wonderful.” 

“Yes, exactly! Now I want it to be a normal part of my life; I want to share all the other things we can share together.” 

“Good.” 

We  went  to  the  park,  holding  hands  and  walking  together.  We  had  coffee  by  the  river

and went to the art museum, had Chinese take-out for dinner at home, and watched sappy love stories while cuddling on the couch. 

The next day we did each other’s nails, went shopping, took a ride out of town and had a picnic with wine and charcuterie while the sun set. Then we went for drinks and fell fast asleep in each other’s arms in bed. 

It was wonderful. I was in heaven. Then, while we were out to breakfast, my phone rang. 

It  was  Roland.  Shelly  cried  out  with  excitement.  “Don’t  just  look  at  it.  Answer  it!  It’s  Prince Charming.” 

I stared at it until it stopped. I put it back in my purse. 

She glared at me. “Jessica, why didn’t you answer it?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t need him now like I did before.” I looked at my ring and played with it. 

“But he’s perfect.” 

“Maybe. What if he found out what I was and was shocked? I’d be broken.” 

“I think he’d be thrilled. You were ready to take the risk before.” 

“I had a monkey on my back before.” 

Shelly  put  her  hand  on  mine  and  gazed  into  my  eyes.  “You  can  try.”  Her  phone  rang. 

She took it out. “It’s him. Can I answer it?” 

I took a deep breath. Maybe Shelly wanted Roland for herself. Who was I to deny her that? She was a real woman and needed a real man, not me. “Okay.” 

“Hi!  Jessica  just  missed  your  call.  She  was  laying  out  clothes  for  your  date  with  her tonight.” 

I smirked at her. She leaned over so I could hear Roland. He laughed. “Well, I’m glad she trusted I’d call and glad she’s excited, since so am I. Desta is still out of town, but I wouldn’t mind taking both of you ladies to dinner.” 

I  nodded  quickly.  Shelly  continued  holding  a  finger  up.  “I  think  maybe  you  two  love birds should be alone.” 

I shook my head at her and reached for the phone which she held away. 

Shelly raised her eyes. “Really, you’re right. She is a little nervous. I’ll go along then.” 

I nodded and relaxed. At least I wouldn’t be on my own, and maybe it would work out for Shelly to have Roland, and she could live a normal life like a normal woman. 

“Yes, six is good. Till then.” 

She put her phone away and grabbed my hand. “We need to get you ready.” 

“No, I can do that. You just get pretty for Roland. I want you to have him.” 

I turned away, I could tell I’d tear up soon. “I have to go to the ladies’ room.” 

“Are you all right? Should I come, too?” 

“I’m fine. I’ll be right back.” 

I  might  lose  Shelly  to  Roland,  and  I  was  afraid.  It  was  the  right  thing  to  do,  though.  I composed  myself  in  the  ladies’  room.  When  I  went  back  out,  Shelly  had  paid  the  bill  and  was waiting for me at the door. 

“All good?” she asked. 

“Perfect.” 
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We showered and I cleaned out like I always did now. It just felt cleaner than not doing it; Shelly said she did it all the time, too. I was getting dressed when Shelly came in, holding a very classy, sexy dress against her. A sheer beige overlay with a sheer panel over a V-neck. Very sexy. I was slipping on a long, flowered, cotton skirt, wearing a pink turtleneck. 

Her eyes popped open. “No way. You’re not going dressed like something out of Little House  on  the  Prairie.  I  know  what  you’re  doing,  and  it’s  not  going  to  work.  Now  put  on something nice.” 

“This is nice.” 

“He’s taking us to that same restaurant. You have to dress better.” She went to my closet and dug through the dresses. She picked one out and held it. “Here.” 

“No way, much too short.” 

She turned back and found a compromise. Still a mini, but only a few inches above the knee,  in  light  pink.  I  loved  pink,  very  feminine,  with  crinoline  beneath  the  skirt  and  a  chiffon overlay on the skirt with a lace top. “This one. C’mon now, you love pink, and it’s conservative enough and still has some sexiness to it.” 

I took it from her. “Okay.” 

I  dressed  and  wore  no  cage  and  no  plug.  Just  sheer  pink  stretch  panties  holding  me tenderly under the flared skirt of the dress. Even if Roland did get me excited, my secret would be kept beneath the crinoline. 

I added to my makeup in keeping with the dress. I perfumed and bejeweled myself and felt like a million bucks. I thought Shelly looked sexier and prettier than I anyway, so I felt okay about it. 

Roland  picked  us  up  and  swept  us  off  to  his  restaurant.  The  maître  d'  smiled  as  we entered, one of us on each of Roland’s powerful arms. “Mr. Grempt, ladies? Right this way.” 

We were back in the same private booth. My thoughts went to our previous night there, and I became aroused. We sat on either side of Roland. He put a hand on each of our legs. “So nice to have two beautiful women to share an evening of indulgence of the finer things in life.” 

I crossed my legs, trying to slip his hand off, but I ended up trapping it between them. 

Shelly lifted his hand from her leg and held it on the table to look at him. “So, tell us what your trip was like!” 

The  waiter  came  in,  and  Roland  ordered  drinks  for  us.  By  the  time  the  waiter  had returned, Roland had managed to put my hand on his hardness and held it there. I wanted to take it off but couldn’t help myself. It made me think of what I did to it last time, and my heart began to race. I was nodding and being polite, trying to listen as Roland described his trip, talking to us both, but I was mostly distracted by the wonderful thing I felt under my palm. 

When  we  had  finished  the  first  round  of  cocktails,  and  the  waiter  had  delivered  the second,  Shelly  winked  at  me  and  motioned  to  go  under  the  table.  She  slid  under  herself;  I followed. She undid Roland’s pants and started on him, then held it for me. “No, no, I don’t want to,” I whispered. 

“Yes, you do. I can tell.” She stroked it and looked at me. 

Okay, I admitted it to myself. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft and dove onto it. I was determined, though, to pass it back to her in time for him to have his finish from her, and not me. That would help put some points in her favor, I hoped. 

Just as Roland was getting ready, I stopped all activity and let it throb in the air. It leaked a white stream from the tip and down the side. I heard Roland object, “Hey…” I tugged Shelly

by her hair and whispered, “Finish.” 

“No.” 

We  looked  at  it.  It  just  throbbed  there,  oozing.  We  heard  the  waiter  enter,  and  Roland ordered our meals—appetizers through desserts with paired wines. What a life. 

By the time he was done ordering, it was softening. I started to slide back onto my seat, but Shelly held the top of my dress threatening to rip it if I went farther. She grabbed Roland and started to stroke it again until he was ready to finish again. Shelly motioned to it with her head and let it go. “Hey!” he said again as some more oozed from the tip, and it throbbed in the air again. I laughed and covered my mouth. 

Shelly laughed, and it became a game for us. We continued our torture of him until we heard the food arrive and slipped back into the booth. 

We were both laughing. Roland was smiling. “You two are sheer torture. But I guess I deserve it. I realized what you were doing when I thought of the last time we were here.  Desta and  I  rudely  left  the  two  of  you  unsatisfied  after  we  had  been  thoroughly  taken  care  of.  My apologies.”  He  put  himself  away  and  zipped.  Shall  we  indulge?”  He  waved  at  the  calamari appetizers. 

We  ate,  laughed,  and  had  a  good  time  like  three  old  friends.  Roland  was  a  really  nice guy, and I was hoping Shelly would have him for herself, since they both deserved a normal life. 

When  dinner  was  done,  I  wasn’t  sure  what  we  were  going  to  do.  Roland  leaned  back  with  his arms around us both, looking back and forth at us. 

“Well,  ladies.  That’s  it  for  food.  Now  how  about  coming  over  to  my  place  for  after-dinner cocktails, and you can see where I live. Maybe next time I can make dinner for you both.” 

“No, I’m sorry, I can’t, but Shelly can,” I said. 

“Nonsense. I’m off tomorrow, as are the two of you. You’re welcome to stay over. There are  plenty  of  extra  rooms.  Of  course,  if  you’d  prefer,  I  can  take  you  home  later  rather  than staying over.” 

Shelly  jumped  at  the  chance.  “That  sounds  wonderful.  But  just  for  a  little  while.  We don’t  want  to  impose.  Maybe  you  and  Jessica  can  take  care  of  the  problem  we’ve  created through your torture tonight, since I remember how she wanted you inside her last time.” 

I covered my mouth. “No. I can’t go. I, uh, I have to...” 

“Jessica, don’t be shy. You remember. You told Roland before.” 

“I  know  but...”  I  looked  down  at  my  lap.  Shit.  If  we  didn’t  go,  Shelly  might  not  get another  chance  for  Roland,  because  she  wouldn’t  go  without  me.  If  we  did,  I  had  to  move  it toward her somehow and avoid being exposed for what I was. 

Roland put his hand on mine. “It’s okay, Jessica. I understand. Why not just come over and  not  think  about  doing  anything  like  that.  Just  come  over  and  see  my  place  so  you  know where I live, and you two can visit. Be my friend. That’s all I’m asking.” 

Of course, he’d be the gentleman. 

Shelly stood. “We’re coming.” She glared at me. “Let’s go, girl.” 

The car was pulled around for us, and I pushed Shelly to sit in front. She finally gave in so we wouldn’t make a scene. 

When  we  were  driving,  Roland  said,  “So  girls,  why  so  nervous  tonight?  It  seems  you two are very skittish for some reason.” 

I  spoke  from  the  backseat.  “It’s  my  fault.”  I  leaned  over  the  console.  “I’m  messed  up, and I want you to have someone who has her life in better order. Shelly is for you.” 

He touched my hand. “Sit back and fasten your belt, please. I don’t want you through the

window.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Nothing to be sorry for. And how can you be messed up? You two are both the most marvelous women I’ve ever met.” 

“But uh...” I stammered. 

“What,  uh?  Come  now.  You’re  a  brilliant  computer  engineer  who’s  on  the  dean’s  list, and Shelly is working on her doctorate in quantum physics.” 

I looked at Shelly. “You are?” 

“I received a scholarship from the American Physical Society to work on my doctorate this year. In 2014 they started an LGBT advocacy program, and when I submitted my application they  awarded  it  to  me  based  on  my  grades,  accomplishments,  teacher  recommendations,  and being TG. I started college early. I was sixteen.” 

“Wait. No way. TG?” 

“Mom  bought  me  breast  implants  when  I  was  sixteen  so  I  could  have  a  picture  on  my driver’s  license  that  fit  when  I  changed  my  name  to  Shelly.  Of  course,  the  gender  on  it  is  still male, but me being a male is only some people’s viewpoint.” 

“This  is  too  much.  You  got  boobs,  changed  your  name,  and  started  college  at  16  and you’re a trans? Wow. You knew back then what you were?” 

“I knew when I was five. I never did boy things. Hated them. Loved pretty things. Mom knew.  She  could  see  the  difference  between  my  brothers  and  me.  My  parents  were  educated, intelligent, and open.” 

“I guess. You were very lucky. Did you get SRS?” 

She laughed. “Honey, that strap-on was no strap-on. I don’t need to have it. What’s the point? I like what’s down there.” 

I  thought  about  that  night  and  how  real  the  strap-on  looked  and  the  way  Shelly  would always manage to hide what was there. “You’re not a woman?” 

“Bite your tongue, girl. I’m certainly not a man. I am as much woman as any woman. I just can’t have babies. I’m the same as you, now that you found yourself.” 

“Wow. Now, quantum physics? Really?” 

“Yes.” She nodded shyly, almost embarrassed to be so intelligent. 

Roland  nodded.  “Both  of  you  are  more  woman  than  any  woman  I  know.  Why  do  you think I like you two so much? Intelligent, beautiful, can’t have kids—that’s a plus for me. Trans women are so much more feminine and take better care of looking and acting feminine than most women do. You two are not only brilliant, but stunning as well. I’d never have guessed what was under your skirts, and when I knew, I felt you were too good to be true.” 

I was shocked. He did know. And he knew what I didn’t—he knew that Shelly was like me. 

“How do you know so much about us?” 

“I did see your driver’s licenses briefly, and Giovanni has a memory like a steel trap and he  was  able  to  read  both  of  them  thoroughly  and  remember  it.  I  hired  him  because  of  that memory of his so he’d remember each guest and their nuances. A little Googling gave the rest. It basically confirmed that my wishes were coming true.” 

“Shelly, why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I wanted you to have a normal life. Maybe a husband, if you wanted. Plus, I was afraid you might leave me. I worked hard to find someone like you whom I could help and have for a roommate... maybe a life partner. But I wanted you to make an open choice.” 

“You stalked me?” 

“For  a  year.  Then  when  I  knew  your  leanings,  I  found  a  better  deal  for  your  old roommate, so I could rent the space instead.” 

“Shelly. You’re a schemer. I’m shocked.” 

I crossed my arms and looked out the window. She stalked me. She found a femboy and turned him into what I am now. I would still be a femboy if it weren’t for her. Was it good that she manipulated me, or bad? I liked myself better now, but I wasn’t sure how to feel. 

Shelly  reached  back  and  touched  my  leg.  “I’m  sorry  if  I  made  you  feel  manipulated, Jessica. But I knew it would work for us. There aren’t that many open, intelligent people willing to have a life with someone like us. I’d understand if you hated me now.” Tears were in her eyes as she looked back at me; the passing cars’ headlights flashed the pain on her face on and off. 

This was overwhelming. In a good way, I guessed. A roommate I loved who’s like me and who helped me be what I was meant to be. And a rich, handsome, intelligent, open-minded boyfriend  who  likes  us  both.  I  held  Shelly’s  hand  and  smiled.  I  unbuckled  my  seat  belt  and kissed her lips. “I love you.” 

“I love you, too.” 

Roland pulled into the street. “Here we are.” It was the street of Victorian mansions the frat house was on, the place where we’d had “brunch.” People were on the porch as we passed it. 

Roland  pointed.  “That’s  a  frat  house.  I  hear  they  have  interesting  visiting  habits.”  He laughed.  “And  this  one  has  a  great  breakfast.  A  real  breakfast.  I  like  to  go  there  a  lot  when  I don’t feel like making it.” 

Shelly and I looked at each other. I asked, “Like French-toast-and-eggs breakfast?” 

“Yes. Good solid breakfasts.” He pulled into his driveway. “Ladies, we’re home.” 

Shelly and I bent down to look up at the house through the windshield. It was beautiful. 

Roland got out and came around to open our doors. “Please, I’ll show you around.” 

Gas  lamps  lit  the  slate  walkway  to  the  marble  steps  rising  to  the  detailed  gingerbread porch.  Banisters  and  decorative  scrolls  were  painted  in  white  and  lavender.  The  twelve-foot double doors were freshly painted in pink. It was shockingly Victorian and absolutely stunning. 

Roland  held  the  door  as  we  held  our  breath  to  enter.  I  covered  my  mouth.  “It’s beautiful,” I whispered. 

“Thanks.  It  took  a  while  to  get  it  all  back  to  original,  but  I  think  it  was  worth  it.  I  did expand the kitchen and add modern conveniences and appliances.” 

A  Roomba  robot  zipped  across  the  foyer.  “Oh,  and  some  helpers  to  keep  it  clean.”  He laughed as it bumped into my feet repeatedly, then left. 

He shut the door behind us and led us into a sitting room. He went over to a bar and took out some brandy snifters. “Brandy? Cognac? B&B?” He looked to us. “Then we can take a tour if you’d like.” 

Shelly  went  over  and  looked  at  the  bottles.  She  pointed.  “B&B  it  is,”  Roland  said. 

“Jessica?” He poured a good three fingers. 

“Sure. Thanks.” 

He put the drinks in our hands as we gawked, looking around and up and down. When he had poured his, he said, “This way.” 

Narrating as he went, he led us through the kitchen, library, smoking room, parlor and office, and then to the curving double staircase that led upstairs. 

We passed the window-seat on the landing and climbed to the next floor. A grandfather clock chimed eight times. 

At the top of the stairs was the first room. “This is the master suite. I took two rooms out to  make  a  walk-in  closet  and  master  bath.”  It  was  decidedly  masculine  in  tone,  and  its appointments were stunningly handsome like Roland. We sipped our B&B in awe. He led us to the next room. 

“The  other  rooms  I  combined  to  make  four  rooms  similar  to  the  master,  with  en  suite baths and walk-in closets, and I filled them with more feminine appointments.” He walked into the first. All in pastel blue, lace, and satin, with floral lamps. The bed was fit for a princess. The other rooms were pastels of pink and green. Gorgeous again. 

I sat on the pink flowered bedspread and felt the satin fabric. “It’s beautiful. What will you do with all of it? Flip it for a profit?” I asked as I crossed my legs, sitting on the edge. Shelly hopped up next to me. 

Roland looked at us both as we took in the room. When our eyes settled back on him as we  waited  for  his  reply,  he  came  over  and  sat  by  me.  He  held  his  glass  up  to  toast.  “First,  for good luck.” We both clinked glasses with him and sipped. 

“Okay, now don’t be angry. I’ve been watching you two for much longer than you think. 

When I was filling in at my restaurant when we met, I had planned that. It was the two of you I wanted to meet. I made this house the way it is so I could share it with people I knew would not be  like  others.  Like  I  am.  Different,  open,  not  lemmings.  When  I  completed  the  house,  I  paid special attention to you two. I hope it’s been done to your liking.” 

I slapped his thigh. “Another stalker! Shame on you.” 

“Well, I started stalking Shelly, since she transitioned very early, but Jessica, you were a plus. The cutest femboy I ever saw, and Shelly has now turned you into a beautiful girl like her. 

Don’t be mad.” 

I  looked  at  Shelly.  She  smiled  widely  and  winked.  “Nice  job,  Roland!”  She  slugged down her drink. “I think we should celebrate having met you.” 

He stood. “So do I. Come into the master; I have a bar in there, too, and I can refill your drinks.” 

Shelly motioned for me to drink mine. I did. It was sweet and powerful. I wasn’t sure I wanted another, or I might lose control and molest Roland. 

We followed him into the master suite. It smelled deliciously of his cologne. He led us to the bar and poured us more drinks. He raised his glass. “Before I toast, I have to ask…” 

We stared at him. He looked nervous. “Now I’d understand completely if you said no. 

I’d understand you might think I’m a scheming no-good, but I have to ask. Would you two move in  here  with  me?  I  wouldn’t  charge  any  rent,  of  course,  and  you  could  each  have  your  own room.” He held his glass out. 

I  looked  at  Shelly,  unsure  of  what  we  should  do.  Shelly  looked  at  Roland  quizzically. 

“Really? Why?” 

He still held his glass waiting. “I’m lonely. I’m not like other people. Neither are you. I can give back now, and I’d like to give back to people like you.” 

“What about the fourth bedroom? Will you fill that one, too?” 

“Whatever you girls like.” 

Shelly looked at me. “Billy, your friend Billy.” 

“Oh, Shelly. Do you really think we should?” 

“Are you happier now? Or are you going back to what you were?” 

Roland said, “I’d be glad to have Billy join us—I assume he’s another femboy—and you can help him find herself.” He lifted the glass and smiled at us. “Huh? C’mon now.” 

Shelly smiled. I was excited at helping Billy, too. Billy had been very depressed lately and was even contemplating suicide. We all clinked and sipped. He motioned for us to shoot it down and counted, “One, two three!” We shot the drinks down. He took our glasses and placed them on the bar. 

He came back to us and yelped, “Woo hoo!” He wrapped his arms around the two of us and squeezed. “You’ll be so happy here. You’ll see.” We all tumbled onto the bed. 

I found myself with a leg wrapped over Roland’s, as was Shelly’s. She promptly put her hand on his crotch. “Now we need to take care of what we started earlier.” She unbuckled and unzipped his pants and dragged them over his shoes. She slid to the floor and took his shoes and socks  off,  then  got  back  on  top,  where  I  was  undoing  his  shirt.  We  had  him  stripped  naked  in seconds. 

“Wow, I think I’m gonna like this. Go at it, roommates.” 

He slid up the bed with his head on the pillow. His manhood stuck up in the air like a flagpole. We slid alongside, and both of us started caressing the gorgeous rod with our mouths and tongues, taking turns to consume him. 

I  slid  my  hardness  in  its  panties  against  his  muscled  leg.  He  smelled  wonderful,  and  I worked  my  way  up  to  his  lips  to  kiss  him.  He  tasted  like  B&B  as  our  tongues  danced  in  his mouth. From the corner of my eye, I saw Shelly grab her purse from the foot of the bed and take something out. Roland kissed me for a while, pulling my hair and moaning, and then he rolled me onto my back. 

He parted my legs and pushed them back with my heels by my head. My panties were tugged aside. I felt a tug at the cutout of my stockings, and then a cool wetness. I looked around Roland’s muscled back to see Shelly with her hand between his legs as she guided his rod toward me. He looked into my eyes. 

“Oh, Jessica, now we can be joined,” he whispered. He pressed gently. I tried to relax. 

Shelly  lifted  my  dress  onto  my  chest,  slid  my  panties  under  my  globes,  grabbed  my  shaft,  and began  stroking  it.  Roland  pushed  the  tip  against  my  hole  and  made  it  into  me,  filling  me  with pleasure.  He  pushed  gently,  penetrating  me  and  going  deeper  and  deeper.  The  sensations  were incredible. Shelly stopped jerking me and came around to my head. 

Roland looked into my eyes as he filled me to the hilt. “Are you okay? Is this good?” 

I nodded, my eyes rolled back in my head. “Mmm.” 

Shelly  held  her  rod  out  before  my  lips.  I  kissed  it.  Roland  took  it  in  his  mouth  and bobbed his head on it while he thrust in and out of me. 

Shelly  moaned  and  held  his  head  tight.  “That’s  it.  Mmm,  so  good.  You’ve  been practicing.” 

He popped off it. “But this is the kind I always wanted.” 

He  turned  his  attention  to  me  and  thrust  fervently  now.  His  concentration  was  on  my face. “C’mon baby. Let it go. Feel it and let it go on that pretty pink dress on your belly.” 

He  pounded  into  me,  shaking  the  bed.  My  rod  flailed  about  in  the  air,  and  as  I  looked into those gorgeous blue eyes, I shot from my spasming rod onto my dress. “Ungh! Ungh! Yeah, ram me, baby. Ungh!” 

And did he ever ram me. I splashed ten times before I went weak. 

Roland rolled off, took off his rubber, and put on another. He pointed for Shelly to lie down next to me. “Next! I’m not done yet.” 

Shelly hurriedly slid under him and positioned her heels beside her ears while he pushed himself  into  her.  Her  face  lit  with  excitement.  He  held  her  shaft  like  the  horn  of  a  saddle  and

stroked it while he thrusted. I watched them as I lay on my side. 

Shelly’s  eyes  were  wide  open  as  she  lifted  her  head  to  look  into  his  eyes.  She  yelled, 

“Do  it.  Make  me  splash,  you  bull.    Finish  inside  of  me.  Let  me  feel  you  finish!  Ungh!  Yeah!” 

This is it! Yeah, baby. Finish now!” 

He held her down and furiously rammed her as she spurted one after another white glob on her dress. He gave a last hard thrust and grunt, and her next shot flew and plastered itself onto her face. 

Roland clenched and went rigid, holding himself deep inside. He thrust a few more times and  at  the  last,  buried  it  in  her.  He  collapsed  alongside  her,  still  inside  and  gently  thrusting. 

“Mmm,” he moaned as he breathed heavily. 

Shelly  moved  her  bottom  slowly  on  his  rod,  helping  take  it  in  and  out,  but  not  all  the way. 

I slid over and wrapped my legs around one of his and humped his leg slowly, enjoying the hardness of his thigh. Shelly wrapped her arms around his torso. They rested. 

I  was  too  taken  with  what  I’d  been  honored  to  see  and  with  Roland’s  handsome, gentlemanly manliness. His leg felt so strong and powerful—it was the epitome of the power of his sex. I humped it through my silky dress as he stroked my hair and urged me on until I spurted on it. “Good girl,” he said quietly. “Now you can rest.” 

We did. As we began to rouse, Roland said, “Three, it’s a magical number, isn’t it?” 

Shelly said, “But what about Billy? That would be four.” 

He laughed. “I suppose it would. We’ll see when we get there. It might be too magical for just one of me.” 

Shelly slapped his hard bottom. “Shame on you that you’d think we girls can’t take care of ourselves.” She slapped her penis on his thigh. “Such a chauvinist!” She laughed. 

14

We  woke  up  with  the  sun  glaring  into  the  bedroom.  Somehow  we  arranged  ourselves into a daisy chain—me eating Roland, Roland eating Shelly, Shelly eating me. In a face humping mass of flesh, we all took care of our morning soldiers. 

“Oh shit!” Shelly cried. “That was incredible.” She rolled onto her back. 

It  was  like  that  every  morning,  or  some  version  of  it.  We  had  our  own  rooms,  but  the three of us all slept together in the California king bed in the master. 

We  were  totally  moved  in.  After  school  break,  I  went  to  back  to  school  as  a  girl  and shocked everyone. Well, some of them. Others weren’t so shocked. 

We  approached  Billy,  and  he  hesitantly  agreed  to  live  with  us.  He’s  coming  along.  I talked Shelly out or her shock and awe technique with the cage, plugs, and the excessive brunch feeding, to allow Billy to assimilate the changes more slowly. She said she’d done that to me to move me along faster. It was fast. It worked. But it wasn’t a nice way to do it. 

I saw a shrink and had the requisite discussions. I could do hormones and have implants and whatever I needed to better identify with the feminine gender. All I wanted were breasts and some bottom, and Roland begged to pay for it, along with electrolysis, or laser removal for the little hair I did have. 

In  a  few  short  months,  I  was  everything  I  dreamed  to  be,  and  school  was  going  well. 

Billy  was  much  happier  already,  even  going  slowly.  She  was  taking  on  her  own  persona  as Briana and was quite a character and fun to live with. 

We now live as happily as anyone possibly could. Will it last? Who knows, but for now, as they say, life is good. 

A Gender Swap for Jamie - An LGBT Romance by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen
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“Jamie, your next client is here,” the receptionist called from the front of the salon. 

“Thanks, Candy,” I called back then slugged down the rest of my jasmine tea and went to greet the customer. 

“Hi, good to see you, Rob.” I slung my hand out to shake Rob’s. 

“Hi, Jamie. How’s things? Sorry I didn’t have an appointment. Glad you could slip me in.” 

“Anything for you, Rob.” 

He sat in the chair. “Thanks.” He looked in the mirror. “Just a trim, really. Have a date tonight.” 

“Lucky you! I never have dates.” 

“Really?  You’re  a  good-looking  guy.  I’d  think  you’d  be  beating  the  guys  off  with  a stick.” 

“Rob, bite your tongue. I’m not gay.” 

“Really? Sorry. Didn’t mean to upset you.” 

I just trimmed away. “You didn’t upset me. I know I look like I might be, and I own a salon and all. It’s a natural assumption. Not that anything’s wrong with being gay, I mean—” 

Rob jumped in, “Of course not. I’d still be friends with you, or anyone for that matter. I just—” 

“Oh  stop.  Don’t  be  so  nervous.”  I  combed  Rob’s  hair  and  looked  into  the  mirror  with him. A good-looking guy. “Good?” 

“Great. Thanks.” Rob stood and took out his wallet. 

“No, this one’s on the house. It was just a trim.” 

“Please.” 

“No.” I yelled to the front. “Candy, Rob is all paid up.” 

“Okay, Jamie,” she called back. 

Rob put his wallet away. “Thanks, buddy.” He slapped my arm. 

“No problem, buddy.” I slapped Rob’s arm gently. Business has been good. Have a great day and good luck on your date.” 

“Thanks.” 

I  sat  in  my  cutting  chair  and  stared  into  the  mirror.  One  of  my  chair  renters,  a  good friend,  came  over  and  stood  next  to  me.  She  was  gorgeous,  somewhat  goth,  sexy  in  her  high heels and short, black-lace miniskirt and black v-neck crocheted top. One side of her head was shaved,  the  other  with  hot-ironed  auburn  hair.  Earrings  in  the  top  of  her  ear  and  three  sets dangling. She looked at me staring at her in the mirror while she rubbed my shoulders. 

I couldn’t help but take her image in, smelling her lovely perfume, feeling her feminine power as she massaged my shoulders. 

She kissed my cheek. “I heard the conversation and know why you’re looking like that. 

Why don’t you listen to me? You’ll be much happier. If you don’t want to crossdress, you don’t have to. I can make it so you can be feminine and sexy and not crossdress. You can try it that way.” 

I raised a trimmed eyebrow. My mascara-lengthened lashes fluttered nervously. “Huh?” 

“Yes.” 

“Impossible.” 

“I’m a witch, remember? Nothing is impossible.” 

“But, I’m not into guys, really. Then what would I do?” 

“Be a lesbian? What difference does it make? You’re too out of sorts the way you are. 

You  need  to  make  the  outside  reflect  what’s  inside.  If  you  want  to  keep  the  fun  part  of  your manhood, I can do that too.” 

“But then I’d be a freak again. A guy in a skirt.” 

“That’s not a freak, but you have to decide. Whatever you decide, we can do for a while, and you can see how it is.” 

I stared into the mirror. I took a deep breath and ran a hand through my hair. Tilted my head. Held my hands out and looked at them. 

“I’ll do your nails after. Please? You can try it for a week. I can set a time, and if your intention is to return to what you are, then poof! Nothing has changed. Let me help you be who you are inside.” 

She massaged my shoulders. I smelled her sweet perfume and watched her long nails in the mirror as her hand glided across my shoulders. 

She  leaned  down  and  whispered  in  my  ear  with  her  hot,  sweet  breath,  “You  can  have breasts any size and shape you want. Your hips and your skin will be softer, and you’ll be softer and more femininely shaped. You can borrow my clothes and stay with me.” 

My heart raced in my chest. Could she really do this? She was a witch. Why would she lie to me? 

I  looked  up  into  her  eyes.  My  palms  were  sweating.  I  took  her  hands  in  mine.  I whispered, “Really? My god, Courtney. How do we do this? I want to, but...” 
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“Okay,  let’s  have  some  sake  and  our  Chinese,  and  then  we  can  put  together  the  elixir. 

You need some alcohol to relax so you can form your intention.” I placed the bags of takeout on the antique dining room table. The house smelled exotic with incense and spice. 

Courtney  pulled  open  the  red  velvet  drapes,  letting  the  dying  light  of  the  day  filter  in. 

She  flipped  the  wall  switch  and  turned  on  the  chandelier.  Opening  the  sideboard,  she  took  out some ornate miniature brass goblets and placed them in front of our seats. 

We sat and took our food out. She tossed me chopsticks from the bag then poured some sake and raised the glass. “To the new you. May everything go the way your heart desires so you can be who you are.” She clinked my glass. 

I tossed it down and poured some more, then refilled hers and started to eat. “So, do you cast a spell or something?” 

“No, you’re the one who will make this work or not.” 

“I don’t know how to do this.” I slugged another sake. 

“You don’t need to. We build the elixir based on what you want the result to be and how long you want to be that way. You know, what parts to have and such. Then you imagine your new self in your mind’s eye. When you have the picture perfectly clear, and if your intention is pure and true to what is inside you, poof.” 

“Poof?” 

“Poof.” 

“That easy?” 

“Yup.” She tossed down another sake. 

I drank down mine and refilled it. “Then how do I turn back after?” 

“Based on the amount I put in for the timing ingredient, the number of days is set. When you  reach  the  end  of  those  days,  whatever  your  mindset  is  about  how  the  transformation  went determines whether you return to your old self or stay as you are for the rest of your life.” 

“The rest of my life… so I only get one chance.” 

“Yup. One chance.” 

“Can we do it for one day?” 

“I’d advise against that.” 

“How about two? We could do it for our days off tomorrow and Monday.” 

“Not enough. I’m afraid if you’re freaked out by it, you won’t get to experience all the things you should to make a good decision.” 

I poured the last of the sake into the glass. “I think I may need something stronger.” 

Courtney observed me while she chewed, chop sticks poised in her long, black-painted nails.  Her  emerald-green  made-up  eyes  glistened.  She  stood  and  went  to  the  antique  sideboard and  took  out  a  bottle  of  vodka.  “Okay,  but  go  slow.  I  don’t  want  you  to  be  drunk.  If  you  get drunk, you might not form a good image of your new self, and then you’ll be disappointed. You have to really make it clear.” 

“I thought the elixir defined what I have and don’t have.” 

“Yes and no. I put in a component for each part of you to change. Voice, breasts, hips, penis if you want one, which is a clitoris if you don’t, lips, nose, eyes, ears, hands, feet, height, etc. It’s your image, though, that the result will follow.” 

“That’s a lot of responsibility. I don’t know if I want to do this. I could really screw it up.”  She  poured  the  vodka  and  motioned  to  it.  “Drink.  I’ll  pay  attention  to  your  inebriation level.” 

She sat down, turned to the side in her chair and crossed a black stockinged knee over the other. I couldn’t help seeing her luscious thigh beneath the miniskirt. She ran her hand down and  back  on  her  thigh,  caressing  her  leg.  I  imagined  being  her  and  how  it  must  feel.  I  looked back in her eyes as I ate some more. “I’m feeling the alcohol now. My heart has stopped racing.” 

“Good.” She poured another. “So, do you want breasts?” 

I sipped it and continued eating. “Of course. If I’m going to look like a woman, I want breasts.” I looked at hers in the V-neck top. Her creamy cleavage invited my eyes. 

She  ran  her  hands  seductively  against  the  sides  of  her  breasts  and  lifted  them.  “Like these? You can be smaller or bigger if you want.” 

Wow. Having breasts. How would I keep from playing with them all day? 

She squeezed hers, looking at me. “They should be firm even if they are larger. No more than a 34DD, though. Mine are a 34C.” She placed my hand on one. “Squeeze it.” 

I did. It felt wonderful. I had never felt one before. 

That’s a 34C. A C-cup is three inches of flesh more than the band size of 34 around your chest. A DD would be two inches more than that or five inches from the chest wall. A D is four inches off the wall. Can you picture that?” She took her phone out and googled it. 

I stared at hers. Hers were gorgeous. I made a space between my thumb and forefinger of about two inches and shrunk it to an inch. 

She leaned over and showed me a pic. “See, this bra is what a 34DD would fit in, and this is what it would look like. That one is a 34D. They’ll jiggle more when you walk and tug on your chest the bigger they get. Mine don’t jiggle that much. You could have tiny breasts, too, if you’d rather. How do mine look?” She squeezed them and lifted them. 

“Damn  nice.”  I  could  imagine  having  bigger  ones  than  hers,  though.  I  got  excited thinking about having ones like the pic she showed me. 

“Okay then. Breasts like mine.” 

“Uh—” 

“Okay. Good girl. Let’s move on.” 

I laughed and felt myself blush. 

She patted my shoulder. I sipped my vodka, feeling relaxed and aroused, thinking about having  breasts  when  hers  were  the  first  ones  I’d  ever  had  my  hands  on.  I  closed  my  eyes  and imagined them. Yes, larger ones. I opened my eyes smiling. 

Courtney  had  a  breast  out  of  her  bra  and  top  and  was  leaning  it  into  my  face.  She squeezed  the  nipple  with  her  thumb  and  forefinger.  “Nipples,  feel  this  one.  Mine  could  be larger.” 

She  placed  my  hand  on  it.  I  squeezed  it  as  it  hardened.  “It’s  nice.  I  never  felt  one before.” 

“Wrap your lips around it and suck.” She shoved it against my face. I closed my eyes. It was heaven. I ran my tongue around it. Courtney let out a low moan. “Mmm, feels so nice. You might  want  more  so  you  can  feel  more.  You  might  want  to  imagine  yourself  more  sensual  as well. You know, nipples that have more tactile sensitivity could give you an orgasm. Mmm. That could  be  interesting  for  you.”  She  tugged  it  out  with  a  pop  and  put  it  away,  adjusting  her cleavage and her top. 

She reached for my hand and held it. She spread my fingers. She took the finger next to my pinky and sucked it. She marked the length with a nail. “Like this? That long and that thick?” 

She lifted it and put it in my mouth. “See?” 

I sucked my finger, looking in her eyes and imagining what it might feel like if it were a

very sensitive nipple on my breast. The way she reacted when I sucked hers told me more was better. How cool would it be to have an orgasm from a nipple? “Okay, sold.” I laughed again. “I don’t believe this.” I poured a vodka and sipped it. 

“Go slow now. Don’t get drunk, girl.” 

“I’m good. Feeling nice and relaxed now. I think I have an image of what I want to be. 

Let’s just do it.” Yeah, I was nice and relaxed and hard as a rock in my pants thinking about it. 

“Really? Hips, butt, face eyes, nose, etc.?” 

“Yeah. The whole picture is very clear. Let’s do it before I change my mind.” 

“Okay, okay! Let me get my kit.” 

She took off to another room. 

I sat there and imagined what I would be. I saw my face and hair and hips and legs, my breasts and eyes. I looked at the model of me up and down, seeing it crystal clear. I knew what my voice would be like. I was going to be the epitome of femininity, sensuality, and sexiness. 

I throbbed in my pants. God, could I give that up? Maybe I should just keep it and make it  bigger.  I  throbbed.  Much  bigger.  I  pictured  a  porn-star-sized  one  poking  my  skirt  up.  No!  I can’t  be  that  way.  I  have  to  see  what  it’s  like  without  it.  I  pictured  it  gone  and  replaced appropriately. But I’m not into men! 

“Okay, Jamie. This is it. Here we go.” She sat down and opened an elaborately carved wooden box. It was filled with little vials of different-colored solutions with labels on each. She took my glass and looked into it, then at me. “Finish this. You’re good, right?” 

I laughed and tossed it down. She began counting drops into the glass. “One week. Ends on  next  Saturday  night  at  this  time  unless  you  bond  completely  to  your  new  self.  Then  you’re that way forever. Set your phone with a reminder to ring at that time.” 

She dug out other vials and counted drops while I put the alarm in my phone. I watched her drop one solution then another into the glass. She stirred it with her finger, sniffed it, licked her fingertip. She held the goblet out to me. “Form the image, drink the drink. Don’t be surprised at  how  fast  it’ll  happen.  If  you  truly  want  it,  that  is.  If  there  is  the  slightest  hesitancy  in  your intention, it won’t work. 

I grasped the stem of the miniature goblet. I sniffed it and rested it on the table while I held it. I closed my eyes and formed my image. I wanted it. I wanted to be who I felt I was inside all these years. No more being a guy who doesn’t look or act like a guy. No more trying to be macho. I could wear my makeup and not be stared at. I’d be a sexy, powerful, beautiful, sensual, and feminine creature. I saw myself with the smile I used from my model. 

I drank it down. 

A rush went through me like a rolling orgasm. My body twitched and shook in the chair. 

My jeans stretched and ripped. The buttons on my shirt popped off. I was shaking all over as it all  continued.  When  it  settled  down  and  the  orgasm-like  feelings  subsided,  I  opened  my  eyes. 

Courtney  grabbed  my  hand  and  dragged  me  to  a  full-length  mirror.  I  gazed  into  it.  My  hand automatically covered my mouth. “Courtney! Oh my god!” A sweet, honey-like woman’s voice came from my mouth. My heart was going to beat its way out from under my breasts. 
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Courtney walked around me, surveying my new body, her hands sliding across it. “It’s gorgeous. You did really well.” 

I  stared  at  myself  and  squeezed  my  breasts  in  the  mirror,  my  shirt  having  burst  open from them. “Thanks.” I squeezed my nipples. It felt sooo good. “Huh, huh, god this feels nice. I went for the extra sensitivity. Guess I got it.” 

Courtney  leaned  down  and  sucked  one  while  I  played  with  the  other.  “Oh  god, Courtney.” I felt myself get wet between my legs. Something down there felt really good. 

Courtney  popped  her  lips  off  me.  “These  came  out  nice  and  big  and  are  really  firm. 

Mmm.”  She  went  back  down  on  it.  I  tugged  her  head  to  me  by  her  hair.  I  embraced  her  and pressed my breasts against hers. I kissed her deeply on the lips. When I finally broke the kiss I said, “I’m so horny. Please help me.” I tugged her hand. 

“Okay. Let’s go to the bedroom.” 

She  ran,  leading  me  up  the  stairs  and  onto  the  four-poster  canopy  bed.  She  ripped  the bedding  off,  down  to  the  red  satin  sheet,  and  we  slid  on.  She  yanked  my  ripped  pants  off  and stripped the remaining clothes from my body. I lay there playing with my breasts and feeling all sorts of heavenly sensations while she stripped and climbed on top of me. Her leg slid between mine, and I automatically began to slide against it. It felt luscious and made me want more. Her hand  went  between  my  legs,  and  she  slid  three  fingers  in  while  her  thumb  pressed  and  moved above it. 

“Oh  god,  Courtney!  Huh,  huh,  huh.”  I  pressed  my  hips  into  her  hand.  “Huh,  huh,  uh, uh.” I shuddered and felt myself leak fluids all over her hand and the bed. I shook uncontrollably as  she  continued  to  press  on  something  inside  me  and  outside.  I  kept  going—one  rolling, shuddering  climax  after  another.  My  heart  raced  in  my  chest.  She  sucked  one  nipple  then  the other as she continued on and on and on. We were both sweating and sliding against each other. 

Finally,  I  couldn’t  go  any  longer.  I  must  have  had  twenty  or  more  body-twisting climaxes, and my body just went limp. 

Courtney  was  breathing  heavily  in  my  ear.  “You’re  beautiful.  You’ve  created  a goddess.” She nuzzled my neck and kissed my forehead. We drifted off to sleep. 
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I woke in the middle of the night having to pee. The full moon shone bright through the windows.  I  went  into  the  restored  old  bathroom  with  the  toilet  tank  mounted  up  in  the  air  and stood in front of the toilet. I was half awake and began to pee, feeling the relief. 

My  eyes  popped  open  as  it  splashed  onto  my  legs.  I  quickly  forced  the  stream  to  stop and looked at the mess I made. “Shit! It wasn’t a dream. I’m a woman.” 

I rolled off a big bunch of toilet paper and wiped my legs and the floor and all the rest. I sat  and  finished  peeing.  I  had  to  clean  the  floor  and  take  a  shower.  I  opened  the  linen  closet, finding what I needed and fixing everything I messed up, then I stepped into the shower. 

The  water  beat  on  my  breasts  and  nipples,  making  them  hard  and  sensitive  again.  I soaped  my  body,  feeling  all  the  soft  curves  and  sensuality  of  it.  Soon,  one  hand  drifted  to  my crotch, where it brought me to heaven again while my other squeezed my nipple. After that one, I was tired and ready to go back to bed. 

I quietly found a nightgown and wrapped myself in it and slid into bed. When I woke, Courtney was still sleeping, so I went into the kitchen and made us some breakfast. 

She came out and sat down. “Wow! How nice. Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

“You look sooo good. I can’t believe what you’ve turned into. How does it feel?” 

“Feels incredible. This body is so sensual and silky. I don’t even have hair on it except on my head. Maybe it had something to do with my visualizing a Barbie doll.” 

“A Barbie doll? Oh my god. I’m glad you didn’t visualize her crotch.” She laughed. 

“Ha ha, yeah, that would be a problem for sure.” 

We ate breakfast and planned the day. When we had cleaned up and showered, Courtney came into the bathroom with a notepad, a pen, and a cloth measuring tape. “We need to see what size bra you need and may as well measure the rest of you, so we know what sizes to get.” 

She came over and wrapped the tape under my arms and beneath my breasts. “33. Now lean over all the way so they hang down toward the floor.” 

I did, and she measured around my breasts. “38. So you’re a 34 double D. I’m jealous.” 

“Thanks. They feel a little big, but what the heck? They feel nice too.” 

She measured my waist and hips and wrote on the pad. “You really did use a Barbie doll. 

Big, firm boobs, small waist, and nice ass and hips. You’re a 34 double D, 22 waist, and 36 hips, and  it  looks  like  you’re  still  five-foot-four.  She  looked  at  my  feet.  Really  small  feet.  Maybe  a size 5. Very sexy. Hope you don’t fall over with those small feet and big boobs. Now get your hair done, and you can use my makeup, and then we can get you dressed and go shopping. I’ll try to find some clothes to fit. You won’t have a bra for now though.” 

I dried my hair, and the new blonde shag I pictured for myself came out gorgeous. I did my  eyes,  and  it  was  heavenly  to  be  able  to  put  on  eyeshadow  along  with  the  mascara  and eyeliner. Normally I only used mascara. Putting lipstick on my now puffier and fuller lips made me  want  to  kiss  them.  I  looked  at  my  one  stud  earring  in  each  ear  and  wanted  to  get  those replaced and more piercings. 

Courtney had laid out some clothes. “I already cut the crotch out of the pantyhose so you won’t have to take them down when you pee.” 

“Pantyhose? No jeans?” 

“Not  that  those  hips  and  butts  will  fit.  Trying  on  shoes  will  be  better  with  pantyhose anyway. Shit! We don’t have any shoes to fit you. I’m a size 6. They might be a little big.” 

She  dug  around  in  her  closet.  “These  are  tight  on  me.  They  might  fit  you.  She  tossed

high-heeled boots on the bed. “Get dressed.” 

I sat on the bed and slid the sheer suntan pantyhose on. They felt wonderful sliding up my leg. They were so silky and made my legs tan and shiny. I slipped on the pink silky stretch panties. 

Courtney handed me a pink top. “This bodysuit top has a built-in bra and it’s stretchy, so it might work.” 

I slipped into it, snapped the crotch snaps and adjusted the long sleeves, shoulders, and my breasts in it. My nipples were hard and prominent. 

Courtney looked at me. “Very hot, but I think we need to not show those erasers.” She went to the closet and handed me a denim vest. I put it on and tried to button it. It didn’t. 

Courtney  shook  her  head.  “That’s  okay.  It  covers  them  anyway.”  She  handed  me  the denim mini, and I tugged it up over my hips and bottom and zipped it. I tightened the belt all the way, and it was still a little loose around my tiny waist but acceptable. 

“Your waist is so tiny. I’m jealous again. You look so hot with those big boobs and tiny waist above those curving hips and tight ass.” She smiled and admired me. She came close and looked into my eyes. “Your makeup is wonderful and your lips… I just want to kiss them. She leaned  in  and  gently  kissed  them.  “Don’t  want  to  mess  your  lipstick.  I  need  to  get  some  more twenty-four-hour lipstick so we don’t have to worry. I’m going to be wanting to kiss you all the time.” 

She hugged me. “Okay. Boots. Cross your fingers.” 

I sat on the bed and slid them on. They were a little big but walkable. “Have any socks?” 

I took them off. 

She handed me a pair. “These are thick.” 

It worked. At least they didn’t flop around or slide on my feet. 

I  looked  in  the  mirror.  I  was  gorgeous  and  going  shopping  for  women’s  clothes.  I couldn’t believe it. I felt so good in my skin. 

Courtney sprayed perfume over my hair and fluffed the layers. “Such a lovely shag, and I love the blond color. All kinds of different blond shades in it. I’ll get you a purse, then I’ll get dressed and we can go.” 

I looked in the mirror and admired myself. I felt my breasts and squeezed my nipples. I was getting wet again, and I had to stop. I walked around in the boots and got used to the heels. 

They were high, but it wasn’t a problem. They really made my hips sway with the short stride they forced from the height of the heel. 

When Courtney was dressed in a black denim mini and black bodysuit top with a black denim vest and boots, we left for the mall. 

The first place we stopped was the shoe store. The salesman was handsome and nice. He wouldn’t let me put the shoes on myself, and his hands on my calves felt lovely. 

“You have such pretty feet. You’re lucky.” He smiled up at me while he sat on the stool, my foot on the ramp and his hand clasping my calf. I could see he had a hard-on in his pants, and it was substantial. 

“Thanks. I like them. They get me around well.” I stood and walked in the heels. I loved the feeling. It was totally me. 

I picked a pair of tan strappy heels to wear in the mall instead of Courtney’s boots, and we left to do the rest. 

Courtney  and  I  walked  to  the  next  store  holding  hands.  My  breasts  tugged  and  pulled with  each  step,  making  the  nipples  rub  the  fabric  and  sending  tingles  through  me.  How  can  a

woman be in a body like this all day every day? It was so sensual and erotic. 

Courtney asked, “You okay? Awful quiet.” 

“Yeah. This body is so sensual, though. Even walking is arousing.” 

“You’ll get used to it. That guy in the shoe store thought you were erotic and sensual. 

See his hard-on? Maybe we should get his number on the way back.” 

“Courtney, no. I’m a guy.” 

She stopped. She shook her head at me. “What?” 

“I, uh, well, I was.” 

“Well, sister, you aren’t a guy anymore, so you better get used to guys liking you.” 

“They  can  like  me  all  they  want.  As  long  as  they  don’t  want  to  have  sex  with  me  or anything.” 

“Jamie,  you  have  to  rethink  this.  You’re  a  woman.  You  can’t  just  limit  yourself  to  us being  together.  Besides,  who  said  that  I’m  going  to  be  your  lover?  We’re  friends  and workmates.” 

“Uh,  right.”  I  turned  and  tugged  her  hand  to  walk.  I  didn’t  want  to  look  in  her  eyes.  I guess I had thought we would be together after this. My eyes watered, and I held back the tears. 

We  continued,  and  I  managed  to  put  aside  my  grief  and  enjoy  the  shopping.  New earrings, two new piercings in each ear and a piercing for a stud on top of each. Skirts, dresses, jewelry,  a  variety  of  pantyhose,  stockings,  thigh-high  stockings,  garter  belts,  bras,  nighties, robes,  perfumes...basically,  we  went  nuts.  I  had  a  ball  trying  things  on.  Because  of  my  body shape, I had to pass up some lovely clothes, but we found plenty of sexy, feminine things that fit well. 

By  the  time  we  were  done,  it  was  almost  time  for  dinner,  and  we  hadn’t  even  eaten lunch. I was famished and starting to fade. 

“I need food,” I said. 

“Me too. Let’s get a protein bar on the way out and then go back and get dressed and go out for a nice dinner. There’s a fancy place open on Sundays that won’t be too busy, and we can relax and have a really nice meal.” 

We rushed back to Courtney’s place and tossed everything in the spare room. I changed into  a  sexy,  short,  black  chiffon  V-neck  dress  and  wore  sheer  black  gartered  stockings  that almost made me orgasm just slipping them up my leg, they were so silky. A strappy pair of high heels and matching purse, some perfume, fresh twenty-four-hour lipstick, a fluff and spray of the hair, and I was ready. 

I  looked  in  the  mirror.  Courtney  came  up  behind  me  in  a  similar  dress,  but  one  that matched her auburn hair color with matching heels and black stockings. She was gorgeous. She wrapped her arms around my waist and snuggled her face in my neck then kissed it. “Mmm, you are so lovely. What man could resist?” 

I turned around and faced her. “Please stop with the men. Don’t ruin the night for me. 

Please? Just us again? I don’t mean to be difficult, but this is so much for me to take in. You’ve been wonderful and have taken such good care of me, but the men...” I choked up, forced back my tears, and turned to hide my face. 

“I’m sorry, Jamie. I’ll leave it alone for now. I just want you to have a full experience this week, that’s all.” 

My body shook, and I sucked air. “Thanks,” I choked out. “I love you, Courtney.” 

She wrapped her arms around me from behind and kissed my neck. “I know, honey.” 
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Driving was as good as everything else being a woman and dressed so nicely. The dress on the car’s leather seats and the feeling of wearing heels while using the pedals all made me feel so  sexy  and  feminine.  Courtney  was  chattering  about  our  new  clothes  and  things  we  could  do this week as I immersed myself in the sensations. 

We arrived and the valet took my car. I had been to this restaurant before, but it felt so much more special dressed as and being a woman. The maître d’ showed us to a quiet booth in the back of the room, facing out. A fireplace burning real wood cast its glow and warmth toward us. 

I  slid  across  the  leather  seat,  feeling  the  coolness  against  my  thighs,  and  the  chiffon swished, caressing my thigh as I crossed my legs under the table. Courtney slid in alongside me and leaned in to whisper, “Isn’t this wonderful? Now you can relax.” Her hand slid on my silky stockinged thigh. She gently squeezed it and kissed me lightly on my lips. 

I quietly breathed out to her, “I love you.” 

Courtney smiled. 

“Good evening, ladies.” A waiter poured ice-water and placed lemons onto the rim of the stemmed  glasses.  Can  I  get  you  a  cocktail?  Is  it  a  special  occasion  tonight?  You  two  look stunning.” 

Courtney smiled up at him. “Yes, it’s her birthday today.” 

His  eyes  popped  open  wide.  “Happy  birthday,  madam.  Then  the  ladies  shall  have  a complimentary  dessert  tonight.”  He  looked  at  both  of  us,  smiling.  “Unless  you  ladies  would rather have a free drink. I would understand, as lovely a shape you both have, you may want to avoid ruining it with cake.” 

Courtney laughed and nodded. “You’re too kind.” She looked at me. “Drink or dessert?” 

I looked up at him. “I’d like a Grey Goose, triple-x dirty martini up, please, with blue-cheese stuffed olives if you have them.” 

He nodded and turned to Courtney. “Ditto.” 

“Right away.” 

He left us. 

I sipped my water. Twice now I had said I love you to Courtney, and twice she didn’t say it back. 

I  felt  her  hand  slip  under  my  dress  and  caress  my  bare  thigh  above  the  stockings.  She looked  into  my  eyes.  Those  emeralds  seemed  to  touch  my  soul.  I  melted  from  her  touch  and wanted to take her right there. I wanted to be a man and take her. My panties became steamy. My nipples hardened. She appeared to be in love with me. I kissed her lips gently and took her in. I whispered, “I love you.” 

“Two  birthday  drinks  on  the  house  for  the  beautiful  ladies.”  The  waiter  placed  them gingerly before us, filled to the rim. “Menus, or wait a while?” 

“You can bring them, but we won’t order right away,” Courtney said. 

“Whatever you wish. Take your time. You have the table for as long as you like.” 

He went to the corner and picked up some menus and laid them on the table. 

We  sipped  our  drinks,  then  lifted  them  for  a  gentle  clink.  I  said,  “To  my  love  and  her wonderful  magic  that  has  made  me  into  what  I  am  on  my  birthday  yesterday.”  We  sipped.  I looked at her over the glass and waited for her to acknowledge my love. 

Courtney said, “You know, when he asked if it was a special occasion, I couldn’t help think you have been reborn. I had to say it. We are having a celebration aren’t we?” She caressed

my leg. 

“Yes, thanks to you, my love.” 

“She drank her drink. “Mmm, this is sooo good!” 

I drank mine down and lifted the glass to our waiter. He held two fingers up. I looked at Courtney and she nodded. He went to the bar for two more. 

I leaned back in the booth and held Courtney’s hand in mine on my lap. She leaned back and  against  my  shoulder.  I  watched  the  fire  crackle.  I  imagined  us  being  together  forever  like this. If that was how it would work out, I’d be in heaven. 

The  drinks  arrived.  We  sipped  them  then  lifted  them.  Courtney  toasted,  “To  a  lovely evening, a wonderful meal, and a happy Jamie.” 

We  clinked  and  sipped.  We  sat  back  and  enjoyed  our  drinks,  watching  the  fire.  I  was afraid to say anything else about loving her for now for fear of driving her away. When we were both  done  with  our  drinks,  and  I  was  fully  relaxed  and  with  a  little  buzz,  I  noticed  someone standing at our table. 

Courtney saw him. “Rob, so good to see you.” 

“Hi,  Courtney.”  He  held  his  hand  out  and  they  shook.  He  looked  at  me.  I  reached  my hand out and shook it. “Hi, Rob. 

He looked at me quizzically. “I think I know you. Do I?” 

I  wasn’t  sure  what  to  say.  I’d  have  to  tell  people  when  I  worked  anyway.  I  couldn’t change  my  name.  I  had  a  business  to  run.  Who  cared  what  they  thought?  “Yes,  you  do.  I’m Jamie. Dressed and the way I really am.” 

His eyes were wide as they flashed over my face and hair and breasts. Courtney stood and tugged on Rob’s arm. “Sit, join us for dinner. Are you alone?” 

“Uh, always alone. Seems I have dates, but we never hit it off. Would you mind? I hate eating alone.” He looked at me. I looked at Courtney and gave her a blank face, not wanting to make a stink and say no. She knew I wanted to just be with her. 

Courtney waved him into the booth between us. Shit! I raised my glass to the waiter. I didn’t care if I got drunk. We could Uber if we had to. 

I felt Rob’s hard thigh against mine. Strangely, it felt good. Different than Courtney’s. 

Harder, stronger, warm. 

The waiter brought my drink and went to get one for Rob. 

Rob turned to me and took me in. “You’re beautiful, Jamie.” 

“Thanks. New haircut and color.” 

He looked at my breasts then at my face. “Your lips are so full and luscious. Your cheek bones are defined, your nose smaller.” 

“Yes, makeup is wonderful isn’t it?” 

He looked at my breasts again. “So you hide those at work? So you’re not really a guy?” 

“Do I look like a guy?” 

“Hell  no.  You’re  the  most  beautiful  woman  I  have  ever  met.  If  I  had  known,  I  would have asked you out. But look, here we are at dinner. Maybe this was fate.” 

Courtney leaned into us. “Yes, fate. Funny how things happen. All this time, Jamie had some  idea  that  she  had  to  try  to  act  like  a  guy  when  she’s  really  a  gorgeous  woman  hidden  in men’s  clothes.  If  she  would  just  be  who  she  is,  who  knows  what  fateful  occurrences  might happen?” 

Drinks  arrived.  I  started  to  slug  mine  down.  Courtney  gave  me  a  dirty  look  when  I placed it on the table half-empty already. “Careful, Jamie. Those are strong. You drove tonight

too.” 

Rob smiled. “Don’t worry, ladies. Enjoy. I can give you two a ride home if needed. You aren’t working tomorrow, so have fun.” 

I lifted my glass to him. “Thanks, buddy.” 

He  gently  tapped  my  bicep  with  his  fist.  “No  problem,  buddy.”  His  hand  landed nonchalantly on my thigh. I felt its weight. I didn’t know what to do. I guess he took my inaction as approval, and he slowly slid his hand up and down my stockinged leg. It felt wonderful. I was getting damp down there again. My nipples hardened. His hand was warm and hard. I smiled a flat smile at him. 

My buzz was telling me I needed food badly. I picked up a menu. “I have to eat. Sorry.” 

I looked over the menu while Rob caressed and squeezed my thigh, making me hornier by the minute.  I  crossed  my  other  leg  over  his  hand  so  it  was  trapped  between  my  thighs.  He  left  it there. I bounced a foot, giving me more pleasure from my crossed thighs. 

“So  are  you  two  feeling  well  tonight?”  He  grinned  at  me  as  I  continued  to  bounce  my leg. I blushed, smiled and looked back at the menu. 

Courtney snickered a little. She leaned into Rob and placed a hand on his crotch and felt the hard-on she knew he had. “Seems you are. You feel quite nice to me.” 

Rob smiled, and his hands went under the table. “Let me make it easier for you to see how  nice  I  feel.”  He  unzipped  his  pants  and  must  have  taken  it  out.  Hidden  by  the  long tablecloth, no one could see. We were the only ones at that end of the restaurant anyway. 

I watched as Courtney stroked him and leaned into him. “Mmm, you do feel very nice.” 

She winked at me and motioned for me to try. I shook my head. 

Great.  Courtney  was  getting  him  going  even  more.  I  waved  the  waiter  over.  “I  think we’re ready to order.” I looked at everyone. I uncrossed my legs to stop any further stimulation. 

They quickly picked up the menus. 

We ordered. While waiting for the food and sipping our drinks, Courtney reached over, grabbed  my  hand  from  my  lap  and  wrapped  my  fingers  around  Rob’s  shaft.  It  was  hard  and large. I couldn’t resist squeezing it to see how hard it was. Mine was never so large or hard, and his was thick as well. I stroked it until the food came, not being able to let go of it. I was dripping wet in my panties. I bounced my leg over the other. 

The food came. I was stroking another guy’s rod and loving it. What was I doing? I took my  hand  away  and  concentrated  on  eating.  Rob  didn’t  put  it  away.  Courtney  and  Rob  talked about things I didn’t even hear. I was in another world, thinking and eating. 

I loved my new body, being feminine and sexy, and I even enjoyed feeling Rob, and it excited me. Why was I so against enjoying a guy? Courtney wouldn’t acknowledge any love for me. I might lose her. I liked Rob. He was a nice, open-minded guy, successful, and damn good-looking. I didn’t know. 

I  felt  his  hand  caress  my  leg  as  I  ate.  It  slid  up  and  down  my  thigh  across  the  silky stockings and made me tingle. I wanted to put  my hand around his shaft again, but I resisted. It wasn’t me. 

After a torturous dinner, my buzz was lessening and I felt more in control. I could drive us  home  now  and  not  worry  about  having  Rob  take  us  and  then  having  Courtney  make  me  do things with him. 

Rob  slid  his  hand  from  my  thigh  and  took  my  hand  and  placed  it  around  his  shaft.  He looked into my eyes. “Maybe we should take this elsewhere?” 

I removed my hand and gave him a smirk. “No, thank you.” I glared at Courtney. 

She leaned into Rob; her hand slid under the table and grabbed him and started stroking. 

She  looked  into  his  smiling  eyes.  “I  think  you  should  come  home  with  us.  Jamie’s  not  in  the mood, but I can help with taking care of this lovely thing.” Her arm above the table showed the slight motion of her stroking him. She leaned in and gave him a deep kiss. 

So much for a relationship with Courtney. She wanted a guy, not me. I wanted her, not a guy. What a mess. I took a deep breath and slid out of the booth. “I’m going to the ladies’ room.” 

I  went  in  and  peed.  I  tightened  my  garter  straps,  loving  the  silkiness  of  the  expensive stockings. I touched up my lipstick and fixed my hair. I sprayed perfume over me. Adjusted my cleavage in my dress. I took a deep breath and went back to the table. 

Rob’s face was flushed, his eyes fixed on Courtney’s. I slid in, and he tugged me close to him. His hand went onto my leg. Courtney wrapped my hand around his shaft and squeezed my fingers tight on it. She held a napkin over Rob’s rod and our hands. Rob looked into my eyes. 

“Oh yeah, Jamie. I waited for you. I, uh, huh, huh…” His hand squeezed my thigh tight as his body tensed. “God, yes,” he whispered in my ear. I was wet again and my nipples hard. It felt so good to be lusted for like this. To have him throb in my hand and feel it shoot through it. Some of it dribbled onto the back of my hand. 

Courtney wiped  him  up, and  he  tucked away.  I  took  my hand  back  and looked  at  it.  It glistened white between my thumb and forefinger. I licked it, and it gave me a thrill as I tasted the saltiness. My heart raced. What was I doing? 

Courtney smiled as Rob took the check and put money in to pay the bill. “So glad you two let me have dinner with you tonight.” 

Courtney  said,  “No,  thank  you  for  buying.  You  have  to  come  over  so  I  can  thank  you properly.” She kissed his lips. 

He looked at me. I shrugged. What choice did I have? 
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I  drove  in  silence  to  Courtney's  house,  Rob  following  us.  I  could  feel  her  eyes  on  me. 

She tried to hold my hand on the console, and I put it on the wheel. 

“Sweetie, what’s wrong?” 

“Nothing.” 

“This isn’t nothing. You’re upset.” 

“I don’t want a man. I love you.” 

“Don’t  tell  me  you  didn’t  get  excited  by  what  happened  with  your  hand  on  him.  Him caressing your legs, lusting for you. You like Rob. I hear you two all the time when you cut his hair. He likes you. He liked you before. You liked him. What’s wrong with him now?” 

“Nothing. Rob is a nice guy. I like him. I just don’t want a man. I’m a man.” 

“Honey, you are not a man by any means.” 

“My brain hasn’t changed. My upbringing hasn’t changed. I’m still me inside.” 

“Yes, you are, but don’t you like your new body better than the old one? Aren’t you now in your true self? Isn’t this what you wanted? What you’ve felt like all your life?” 

I took a deep breath and glanced quickly at her. I nodded. This body was me. I loved it. 

“Then start acting like a woman and enjoy this new gift of a woman’s body to its fullest. 

It doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy women too.” 

“You’re the woman I want. It’s all I want. I love you.” 

“We can have sex again. But before the week is out, you need to experience a man. You never have. You’re a virgin.” 

“I  never  experienced  a  woman  before,  until  you.  If  we  did  that  when  I  was  a  man,  I might not have done this.” 

“Really?  Would  you  really  feel  like  a  man  in  your  old  body  just  because  you  had  a girlfriend?” 

“Not a girlfriend. You.” 

Courtney sighed and looked out her window into the night She took a deep breath. “Rob is coming over, and I want you to experience him. He’s the best one to take your virginity right now.” She continued to look out the window. 

“No! I won’t do it.” 

“Fine then. Don’t fully experience what you are.” 
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We  pulled  into  her  driveway,  and  I  got  out.  No  one  pulled  in  behind  us.  “I  guess  Rob changed his mind,” I said, relieved. 

“No, I told him I was out of Magnum condoms, so he stopped to get some. I didn’t want you to get pregnant.” 

“Stop!” 

“That’s fine. Don’t do it.” 

“So he knows how to get here?” 

“He’s been here before.” 

Great. He was probably her boyfriend. Now I’d never have her as a woman. 

By  the  time  she  had  poured  wine,  he  walked  in.  “Hi,  girls.  I  see  you’re  having  some wine.” He sidled over by me at the counter. He took me in as I sipped. “You look nervous.” 

“I’m uh...” My face flushed. “I’m fine.” I glared at Courtney. She came over to the stool next  to  Rob  and  sat  down.  She  rubbed  her  stockinged  leg  on  his  pants  and  put  a  hand  on  his crotch. “Ready for some fun?” 

“Oh  yeah.  I  hope  Jamie  is.”  He  put  his  hand  on  my  thigh  and  caressed  it.  He  took  my hand and put in on his crotch. “It’s all ready for you, sexy.” 

“I, uh…” 

He  unzipped  his  pants  and  took  it  out,  stroking  it  while  he  looked  at  me.  “You’re  so hot.” 

I stared at it as it grew and grew. The tip was leaking a bit. I remembered how good it was having him release in my hand at the restaurant. My heart raced. I wondered how it would feel to suck it. 

I got on my knees and took hold of it. “That’s it, baby. Do that first.” 

I wrapped both hands around it and stroked it. I licked the tip. It was salty. I had to see... 

I wrapped my lips around it and looked up at him. His eyes met mine, and he held my head tight and thrust slowly. “Oh yeah, what a face. Mmm. Can’t wait to get between your legs and look into your eyes while I enter you.” 

I was dripping wet in my panties. I had to stop or I’d let him. 

I got up and took my seat and sipped my wine. Courtney grabbed his shaft and tugged. 

“Let’s go into the bedroom.” 

She led him by it through the house, and I followed. I should have stayed downstairs, but I couldn’t resist. 

In  the  bedroom,  I  sat  in  the  chair  in  the  corner.  Courtney  came  over  to  me  and whispered, “You want it as much as I do. Do it.” 

“No.” 

She  opened  the  drawer  in  the  table  next  to  me  and  took  out  a  dildo,  placing  it  on  the table.  “For  when  you  can’t  take  watching  anymore.  At  least  you’ll  see  what  a  dildo  is  like  in there.” 

I  looked  at  it.  It  was  soft  and  realistic.  I  sipped  my  wine  as  Rob  hopped  on  the  bed completely  naked,  his  pole  at  full  attention—a  Magnum  rubber  rolled  tightly  over  it.  “Ready, ladies.” 

Courtney slid onto the bed. She lay on her back, raised her legs, and held them back. He moved between them, slid her panties to the side and pushed his rod slowly in as it stretched her out. He thrust slowly, Courtney’s wetness all over it. “Ungh, yeah, that’s it, Rob. I love that rod of yours in me, as usual.” 

As  usual.  Of  course.  Great.  I  watched  jealously  as  he  pummeled  her,  and  she  came quickly. Then he worked her back up slowly again. It was so hot. I was dripping wetness. I took the dildo and put it in me. Oh my god, it felt wonderful. I imagined him doing that to me. I timed my thrusts with his while my other hand worked outside. My nipples were hard and crying for attention. I crossed my legs to hold the toy in and let it go. I tugged my top and bra down and squeezed a nipple. 

Rob moaned, “Oh god, Courtney, mmm, ungh, huh...” He thrust, “...ungh!” I thrust the toy into me and imagined it. I wished I was him, giving that pleasure to her. I felt what she felt. It was heavenly. 

He sped up, and I lifted my feet onto the chair, opening myself up farther and thrusting in time with him. Courtney came again. I came with her. “Huh, huh...” I was breathing heavily and  ready  to  come  again.  Courtney  came  again,  and  I  squirted  and  came  as  well.  “Oh  god!”  I cried. 

Courtney pushed Rob up and looked over his shoulder as he thrust into her. She called out to me, “Next? Before he comes. Come here.” 

Rob stopped thrusting and looked over his shoulder and smiled. “C’mon, sexy. Let me take you for a ride.” 

I stared at them. Should I? I really did want to. But to have Courtney’s boyfriend? And it was Courtney I wanted to have. I shook my head and kept stroking that thing into me mindlessly. 

I  watched  as  the  woman  I  loved  was  pummeled  and  given  one  after  another  piece  of heaven until Rob grunted and pushed and finished inside her. 
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I tossed the dildo onto the table and went downstairs. I refilled my wine glass and sat on the couch to finish it. I was exhausted. I wasn’t sure why I’d resisted. I should have done it while I had the chance. I fell asleep on the couch. When I woke up, the sun was shining in, and I heard movement in the kitchen. 

I  straightened  my  clothes  and  hair  in  the  mirror  and  went  into  the  kitchen.  Courtney beamed at me. “Hi, princess. Sleep well? I’m making us some French toast if that’s okay.” 

I  walked  over  by  her  and  looked  in  the  pan.  She  kissed  my  cheek.  “Sorry  about  last night. Didn’t mean to push you but I just—” 

“Where’s Rob?” I looked around the kitchen. 

“He had a trip to go on for work. He had to go pack and get going.” 

“It’s my fault. I just....” 

“What?” 

“I don’t know. I’m just confused. I love you.” 

“Well, I’ll leave you alone now that I tried. We have a whole week, and you can see how it feels being the new you at work.” 

“Oh god, working. I almost forgot.” 

“Just tell everyone what you told Rob when they see you. It’ll be fine. I’ll bet the guys hit on you too.” 

“I hadn’t thought about that.” 

“It will be good for you. It’ll boost your confidence in who you are now.” 

I nodded, went to the table, and sat down. Maybe if I asked her directly, I could get an answer to whether she loved me or not. If she didn’t, I’d be lost, but I needed to know that so I could decide. Or did I? Could I stay like this and just see what happened? Maybe I’d fall in love with a guy. I mean, the sex part didn’t seem like it would be bad. I did enjoy what little I did. 

Courtney placed our plates in front of us and poured me orange juice. I cut up my toast and started eating. I watched Courtney and thought, No, I couldn’t ask her. 

We finished breakfast and cleaned up the kitchen. “We can put your things in the closets. 

I can separate the sides so you can have one half, and I can give you some drawers. If you want to stay with me, that is. Or I can help you take your things home.” 

“Which would you prefer?” 

“I’d prefer to be with you, Jamie. That’s why I work at your place with you. I like being with you.” She kissed my cheek. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I kissed her lips, and we kissed for a while. I hugged her to me, feeling our breasts crush each other. I ran a hand over her bottom in her nightie. 

She let out a little moan. “Mmm. Feels nice. I am so sore down there, though. He nailed me. It usually takes a day before it goes away after a session like that.” She laughed. 

“So you’ve known Rob a long time?” 

“Kinda. He’s special. Like you in some ways. That’s why I thought he would be the best for taking your virginity. But you can decide on your own.” 

We broke the hug. “I’ll stay then. I like being with you too.” 

“Good. I was hoping you’d say that.” 
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The  week  at  work  was  just  like  Courtney  had  said.  I  had  many  offers  of  dates,  and everyone accepted that this was the real me I had been hiding all these years. My chair business picked up, too, as the word of the hot new cutter got out. 

Living with Courtney was a dream. We did everything together and even slept together, which was heavenly when we’d wrap our bodies around each other and please each other to no end. It was a dream come true. 

The week was drawing to a close, though, and I needed to decide what I’d be when the time came. I loved the body, the femininity, sexiness, the way guys treated me. It was all good. 

But somehow...I was uncertain. I wanted Courtney to have what she wanted, too, and I wanted to be  loved.  I  felt  loved  well  enough  by  her.  But  she  never  said  it,  and  I  was  still  afraid  to  ask. 

Saturday night was coming. We had to work, and then poof, turn back, or no poof and stay the same. 

After  work  Courtney  was  bubbly  and  happy.  She  prepared  a  wonderful  dinner  for  us, and we had some drinks, and then we sat on the couch. 

She ran her hand over my stockinged thigh. “You’re so gorgeous. So I imagine you’re staying? By the way, I had the receptionist reschedule our cuts tomorrow so we can have a day off together.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes. Why not? You own the place, and we had plenty of alternates to take our cuts. I want to do something special before the deadline tomorrow night. I want us to have a little party, a final hurrah, so to speak before the deadline hits.” 

“Okay. Like what kind of party?” 

“Well, you still haven’t experienced something, so I’m taking care of it for you.” 

“Do I have to?” I should have done it that week, but I never got to it. Too chicken or not the right guy. I should have taken Rob when I could. 

“Only if you want to. I invited Rob over.” 

I stared into her eyes. My heart raced at the thought of it. I wanted it so much. 

“But Rob is your boyfriend, not mine. It’s not right.” 

“Don’t be silly. He’s both of ours. Just like you are mine. I made you, remember? He’s special too. He won’t get jealous. He’d rather be with other special people.” 

Guess she didn’t notice I had some jealousy before. That’s good. “Okay, I’ll do it. I want to.” 

“Good, then I want to make it really, really special for you. We’ll go shopping during the day and get you some appropriate clothes.” 

“What kind? Something sexy? Kinky?” 

“You’ll see.” She nuzzled my neck as we cuddled on the couch together. 
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It  was  another  wonderful  night  with  Courtney.  We  ate  breakfast  and  dressed  for  our shopping spree. Two girls on the hunt for the ultimate outfit. 

“Tell me what you’re looking for?” I asked Courtney. 

“Something special. Something a virgin would wear on her special night.” She laughed. 

She dragged me through the store looking at prom dresses and short fluffy things. “Here it  is!”  She  took  it  from  the  rack.  It  was  white  with  a  V-neck  and  layers  of  nylon  over  a  satin lining. 

“It’s pretty!” I said as I held it and turned it around. It was my size and on sale. 

“Good. We have the first part. Now we need the rest. Go try it on.” 

I did, and it fit perfectly, though my breasts were very prominent in it. Not a bad thing I guessed. 

We  went  to  a  hosiery  store,  and  Courtney  found  white,  lace-top-stockings,  a  matching garterbelt,  matching  crotchless  panties  and  matching  bra.  We  even  found  bridal  garters  for  the tops of the stockings. Next was a shoe store for strappy, white, five-inch-heel stilettos. I couldn’t wait to try it all on when we got back to Courtney’s. 

We showered, and Courtney had me clean out my bottom with the shower attachment as well. I did my makeup alongside her. Then we went on to the bedroom to dress. I felt so sexy and virginal slipping on the silky white stockings and attaching them to the garter belt. The heels made me walk in tiny steps and made me feel so vulnerable and submissive. The outfit made me ever so horny and ready for the night ahead. 

I  looked  in  the  full-length  mirror  at  myself  and  adjusted  my  hair.  I  was  gorgeous.  I couldn’t wait to be on my back in this dress getting pounded for the very first time in my life, looking into Rob’s eyes while he held my ankles by my ears. I couldn’t wait. 

Courtney had on a black prom dress like mine with black stockings and garters. We were a  matching  pair.  She  looked  experienced  and  sexy  in  black,  and  I  was  in  wonderment  and innocence in white. Rob would love this. 

We were dressed, bejeweled, perfumed, and both feeling more than a bit aroused when Rob walked in the front door. He was in a gorgeous tuxedo and was probably the most handsome man I’d ever seen. I never noticed how truly, stunningly handsome he was until just then. 

“Hello, ladies. Seems we have an enjoyable commitment ritual tonight. I can’t wait.” 

Courtney poured him a martini from the pitcher and toasted us. “To my two loves. May we be together forever and a day.” 

My  two  loves?  I  lifted  my  glass,  and  we  toasted.  Rob  sat  at  the  counter  between  us.  I crossed my legs, and he caressed my thigh. 

“Commitment ritual?” I asked Rob. 

He looked at Courtney. “Haven’t you told her?” 

“Not  yet.”  She  gazed  into  my  eyes.  “Jamie,  I’ve  loved  you  since  the  day  I  met  you several years ago.” 

“We didn’t meet several years ago. You’ve only been with the salon a couple of years.” 

“We  did  meet.  I  wasn’t  who  I  am  today,  though.  I  was  like  you  were  years  ago. 

Remember Corey? He used to cut in the chair I have now, next to you.” 

I  looked  at  her  face.  I  knew  there  was  something  familiar  about  her  when  she  started. 

“Oh my god! Corey?” 

“The  same.  I  was  a  wizard  back  then.  I  was  like  you  in  that  I  didn’t  fit  as  a  male,  so that’s how  I  learned to  make  the transformation  potion,  and  I tested  it  on myself.”  She  put  her

hand on Rob’s hand on the counter. “And you knew this gorgeous hunk of man-meat before as well. She was a client of mine, and her name was Roberta. She was a woman.” 

I looked at Rob as he nodded and smiled at me. “I was always into guy things. Went to school to be an engineer; now I’m an operations manager. Courtney made it possible for me to be who I was inside. Like?” he laughed. 

“Oh my god. You guys! I don’t know what to say. So you’ve all been through the same thing I’m going through. I guess it stuck for you both.” 

Courtney  sipped  and  put  her  glass  down.  She  held  my  hand  in  hers.  “It  did.  But  I  was worried it might not for you, and I knew it was the best thing for you. I didn’t tell you I loved you when you asked, because I didn’t want to limit your experience of having a man as a woman would. I was afraid if I said I loved you, you’d try to be exclusive with me and go back to what you were. I’m still worried right now.” She looked at her watch. “We don’t have much time, and you  could  end  up  how  you  were  unless  your  body  and  soul  are  at  peace  being  what  you  are now.” 

“I’ll be staying this way now, I think.” 

I bounced a leg over my knee. Sipped the martini and looked at them. 

Courtney nodded. “Well, I guess we’ll see. What Rob and I want to know, what we wish for, is for you to live with us in love and joy for the rest of our lives. We can’t get married, of course, but to ourselves we would be.” 

Rob took my left hand, got on one knee, looked up in my eyes, took a huge diamond ring from his pocket and slid it onto my finger. “Do you take me as your husband to care for you and live with you for the rest of your life?” 

Courtney handed me a ring. “Place this on my finger if you take me as your wife to care for you and live with you for the rest of your life.” 

I  slid  it  on  Courtney’s  finger.  Courtney  reached  in  her  purse  and  took  out  a  wedding band.  She  handed  it  to  me  and  drew  my  hand  to  Rob  as  he  presented  his  wedding  finger. 

Courtney said, “Do you, Rob, take us as your wives to care for and live with for the rest of our lives?” She held my hand as we slid it on his finger. 

“I  do.”  He  took  a  deep  breath.  My  heart  raced  in  my  chest.  I  was  being  married  to Courtney and to Rob. My eyes glassed with tears I held back. 

“Wow. I can’t believe this. I sure hope this sticks now.” 

“We’d love you either way. We always have,” Rob said. 

Courtney nodded and kissed me on the lips. “We sure have.” She looked at her watch. 

We have time for one more drink.” She poured them. “To Jamie being herself.” 

We clinked. I looked at the two of them. How lucky was I to have not one person who loved me but two? I felt warm and fuzzy, my fondness and love for them deep in my chest. Rob leaned  into  me  and  kissed  me  deeply  on  the  lips.  His  large  hand  squeezed  my  thigh,  and  one hand held my head tight to him. I placed a hand on his crotch and felt his arousal for me. 

He pulled from the kiss and gazed longingly at me. “I want you so badly.” 

I  slid  from  the  seat,  got  onto  my  knees  and  unzipped  his  pants.  I  took  his  wonderful, engorged rod and tugged on his shaved globes with one hand while stroking it and sucking it. His hand rested gently on my head. “Oh yes, my lovely Jamie. That feels so good.” 

He  thrust  gently  into  my  face,  and  I  relished  the  electric  sensations  going  through  my body as I became damp with desire. I placed a hand between my legs and rubbed myself as I ran my tongue around his shaft while he thrusted. I was in heaven. But I wanted more. I had to have him now. 

I stood and took his hand. “I need you inside me.” 

Courtney patted my back as we all went into the bedroom. She pulled the covers back to reveal  pink  satin  sheets.  She  went  to  the  closet  and  took  something  out  while  Rob  undressed down to his thong, which held him pressed against his belly nearly to his belly button. It was so long and thick. I slid onto the silky sheets and lay against the headboard and crossed my legs. 

Courtney came over to me and showed me what she was wearing. “It’s not too large, so it won’t hurt. It has a vibrator in it. Rob will feel it inside you, and it has a part inside me as well. 

We’ll all be in bliss together.” She held it with two fingers. It was pink and fairly long and thin with knobs going the length of it. I could see where a part was inside her as she moved her hips against it. 

She  slid  onto  the  bed  beside  me,  lowered  the  V-neck  of  my  top  and  slid  my  breasts above the bra and then began to suck on one. Rob slid in on the other side and wrapped his thick thigh over my legs and humped my leg as he sucked my other nipple. I placed my hands gently on their heads and closed my eyes as I immersed myself in the love I felt and the eroticism of it all. 

Courtney’s  hand  slid  between  my  legs,  and  her  fingers  pushed  in  past  my  crotchless panties, stretching me. She maneuvered her fingers and thrust her hand in until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Huh, uh, Courtney, stop, please.” 

She stopped and slithered herself under me, lifting me onto her. I felt the shaft she wore as it slid against my wet hole. She maneuvered me over her and it pressed against my bottom’s entryway. I pressed against it. It began to slide in. “Oh, god, huh, yes, oh that feels so good. Rob, please fill me in front now.” 

Courtney held me fast to her as I lay on my back on her breasts and she squeezed each of mine with her hands. She thrust lightly into me. 

Rob  slid  my  legs  to  the  sides  as  he  guided  his  missile  to  the  target.  I  watched  as  the massive purple head passed the ruffled white edges of the crotchless panties and pressed against me, becoming shiny from my wetness. He pushed and backed out gently until he breached the opening, and it entered, filling me with an electric sensation. He continued to thrust slowly until he was in to the hilt. 

Then I remembered. “No! Wait. I can’t get pregnant. Take it out.” 

“Courtney, didn’t you tell her that either? Rob asked. 

“Uh,  Jamie,  I’m  sorry,  sweetie.  You  don’t  have  a  uterus.  I  never  put  that  in  the  mix. 

Don’t worry. I don’t, either, and Rob has no sperm.” 

“Why the rubber the other night?” 

“I  didn’t  want  you  thinking  you  could  have  sex  with  anyone  you  wanted  and  not  get pregnant. You might have left me for a life of sex once you found out how good a man can feel. I was sure you’d have dates from your clients. I wanted you to use some caution.” 

Rob brought my attention back as he kissed me on my lips and held my ankles by my ears. He thrust into me, love on his face as Courtney made little thrusts with the vibrating knobs and squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples. 

We fell into a dance of sorts. I came several times as did Courtney while Rob continued to please us. Finally, when I felt I’d pass out, I said, “Rob, please, come inside me and cement this commitment.” 

Rob  began  to  thrust  in  earnest,  and  his  speed  and  rigor  made  the  bed  shake  as  he squeezed my ankles tight and looked into my eyes as he pounded me into Courtney below. We were all moaning and crying out as he shoved a final thrust into me and held it there. He went

rigid, and I felt his fluids flood my insides and run down my thigh. 

The reminder went off on my phone. It was time. 

We  all  stopped.  We  were  all  breathing  heavily.  Courtney  squeezed  my  nipples  as  if  to reassure herself I was still there. Rob shoved all the way into me and held it there as if to keep me from changing back. Ripples of pleasure were still cycling though my body like gentle waves on the shore. I shuddered. 

Our breathing slowed. Rob slid off me to one side. Courtney slid out of me to the other side.  They  both  wrapped  an  arm  over  my  chest  and  kissed  my  neck.  “I  love  you,  Jamie,” 

Courtney whispered. 

“I love you so much, Jamie,” Rob said in his deep voice as he laid a heavy leg over mine and squeezed my breast. 

Courtney laughed. She reached for Rob’s shaft and grabbed it. “Hmm, feels like it can go another round.” 

“Sure, I’m game. We are what we are now. May as well celebrate.” 

I said to Courtney, “Let’s trade places. I’m not sure I can take Rob’s pounding a second time, but you can now.” 

We all laughed. 

Rob said, “Let’s get a drink and rest a minute, then we can do it all night.” 

I basked in the love I felt from them and for them—I was given a gift from heaven few, if any, could even dream of, and I was now on the outside who I always knew I was inside. 

Jessica’s Turn:

A Gender-Bending LGBT Romance

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen

1

My  first  year  in  the  master’s  program  was  when  I  really  took  charge  of  my  life.  I  had never been like other guys, and now I had the confidence to do something about it. The grants I had  obtained  and  the  scholarship  monies  had  put  me  in  a  super  financial  position.  My  life  had gone off-track for a while a few years before, when my parents were killed in a car crash, but I managed to pull it together and get my bachelor of science in computer engineering. 

With  a  bright  future  ahead  and  my  new-found  confidence,  I  decided  to  attend  a university where no one knew me as what I really was inside—a girl. 

I  drove  to  California  with  a  small  U-Haul  and  my  Honda  Civic  in  tow,  dressed  in  a pretty, flowered mini-dress, heels, and with my hair and nails professionally done at the salon the day  before  I’d  left.  I’d  had  my  ears  pierced  for  some  time,  but  now  they  were  adorned  with pretty,  dangling,  feminine  earrings  instead  of  stupid,  simple  boy  studs.  I  did  my  makeup  that morning,  and  having  packed  the  night  before,  I  dragged  the  last  bags  of  my  boy-clothes  to  the dumpster. It was as if I had thrown away all my costumes and was free. 

The U-Haul had a strange vibration that went through the floor and seat, and I became unusually aroused on that drive. Maybe it wasn’t so much the truck but from imagining how I’d be at my new college as a girl. I thought about different outfits to wear clubbing and how nice it would be to date men rather than have them make fun of me as a guy. Maybe I could actually find some that were decent in California, and not just jerks. 

As I drove, I dreamed about my new life, and the thought of how I might find love and excitement with just the right guys was overwhelming. I couldn’t wait to settle in and be what I’d always wanted to be. 

I  stopped  at  the  rest  area  and  had  no  problem  using  the  women’s  room—for  me psychologically  or  for  anyone  else  appearance-wise.  I  brushed  my  hair,  fixed  my  lipstick, sprayed on some perfume, adjusted my gel-forms in my bra and adjusted the V-neck of the dress. 

I looked lovely. 

I bought a coffee from the machine and was walking back to the truck when I noticed a guy parked next to me. His head was under the hood of a car, and steam was pouring out. 

“Damn! A cracked block,” he said as he slammed the hood and looked around. He saw me as my heels clicked my way to the cab of the truck. I opened my door. When my foot was on the running board, he said, “Hey, miss. Wait.” 

I turned to look at him. A smile spontaneously spread across my face. He was gorgeous. 

“Hi!  Looks  like  you’re  having  some  bad  luck.”  I  shut  the  door  and  stood  alongside  the  truck, holding the hem of my dress down on my thighs as the sweet, warm wind ruffled it and added fuel to my inner fire, which he had lit. “Overheating, huh?” I said, thinking he could easily make me overheat. 

He leaned on the fender. “Yeah, I wouldn’t say it’s bad luck. Just a worn-out vehicle.” 

He  smiled  at  me.  “Actually,  might  be  good  luck.”  He  shook  his  head  and  looked  at  his  car belching  steam.  His  blond  hair  blew  about  his  face.  He  turned  to  look  at  me,  his  blue  eyes locking on mine. “Thought I’d make it to California before it died, and then I’d get another car. 

Looks like I was wrong.” 

“Where ya goin’?” I asked. 

“Cal Tech. Last year of school. Gettin’ my bachelor’s.” 

“Really? Me too. But I mean, I’m getting my master’s. Computer engineering.” 

His eyes opened wide. “Wow! Congratulations. Do you think you could give me a ride? 

I can just get this car towed and trashed with a phone call or two, I’m sure. Not worth the price

of a new block.” 

Could  I?  I  sure  wanted  to.  He  seemed  safe  and  nice  enough.  Maybe  he’d  be  my  first boyfriend at school. He was so cute. He looked like a high schooler, not a college boy. He stood a few inches taller than me in my heels and was slim and neat. His bright blue eyes were wide with  anticipation  as  I  studied  him.  I  caught  them  glance  at  my  cleavage.  His  face  flushed  red. 

Very cute. 

Why not? I thought. “Uh, my, hmm. Heck. We are both going to the same place, and I could use the company anyway. I was doing too much daydreaming before the rest stop.” I raised my coffee to him. “Had to stop for a coffee.” 

“Great!” He ran around to the trunk of his car and started to take things out. I opened the back of the U-Haul for him, and he loaded his things in. “There. Let me take the plates off. I can use them in California for a few more months.” 

I  watched  as  he  scrunched  down  and  undid  his  plates.  His  tight  jeans  showed  his  hard bottom and strong thighs. He wasn’t muscled, but he was nice and firm. No excess on him. His biceps flexed as he undid the plates. He tossed them in the truck. “Done.” 

He smiled up at me, checked the rest of his car for things he might have missed, and then he came over by me. “I can’t thank you enough. Someday I’ll have to buy you dinner.” He took out his wallet. “Can I give you money for gas?” 

“Just filled it, but thanks. Dinner might be nice.” 

“Deal. Want me to drive so you don’t daydream?” 

“Uh, I, uh...” 

“I’m a good driver. I know where we’re headed. Why not relax and have your coffee, or take a nap? I don’t mean to sound sexist, but a pretty girl like you shouldn’t have to be driving a big U-Haul with me in the cab.” He put his hand out. “Oh, sorry. I’m Dan.” 

I shook it. “Hi, Dan. I’m Jessie.” 

“Hi Jessica. Nice to meet you. So, want me to drive?” 

“Sure, why not?” 

Jessica.  No  one  ever  called  me  that,  since  my  boy  name  is  Jessie.  It  sounded  so  nice. 

Jessica. I felt like a Jessica. 

We climbed into the truck and drove back onto the freeway. I sipped my coffee as the truck droned away. 

Dan yelled over to me above the noise. “At least it’s a nice day for the trip!” 

I yelled back, “Yes, it is!” It was really too loud to do much talking. We had a few hours to go. I sipped the coffee and looked out the window. What a great day. I’d met a great guy. His energy felt nice to me. His eyes flitted between the mirrors and me. I was getting aroused again thinking about him now. I finished the coffee and crushed the cup onto the floor. 

I crossed my legs and smoothed my dress over my silky-smooth tan thighs. Luckily, my panties  were  tight  enough  to  not  show  anything  under  the  dress.  I  unconsciously  caressed  my crossed leg with my new manicure as I looked out the window. 

I  felt  his  eyes  on  me.  It  felt  flattering.  I  loved  the  attention.  I  laid  my  head  on  the headrest, stretched my legs out and crossed them. One hand rested in my lap; the other caressed my thigh with my thumb. I was so intoxicated with it all. Just rubbing my thumb on my leg was as seductive as if he were doing it. I rolled my head toward him and gazed at him. 

He saw me and flashed a smile then turned his attention back to the road. “Why don’t you take a nap? You can rest your head in my lap if you’d like.” 

I glanced at his lap. He was as stimulated as I was. Should I? “Uh, maybe in a little bit.” 

“Okay,  just  thought  you  might  be  more  comfortable.  Just  slip  across  the  seat  if  you decide to.” 

“Thanks, Dan. I appreciate the offer, though I hardly know you.” 

“What  better  way  to  become  more  familiar?  We’ll  be  at  the  same  school  anyway  and will be going to dinner. May as well get the nervousness out of the way.” 

“I guess. Maybe you’re right.” 

I closed my eyes and thought about it. I imagined a whole host of possibilities for where it  might  go.  The  simplest  being  taking  a  nice  nap  on  a  cozy  lap  and  the  most  exciting  being where it might all eventually lead. My heart raced. I had to be careful, though. I couldn’t let him know what kind of girl I really was under this dress. On the other hand, I wanted so desperately to feel my head in his lap. 

I opened one eye part way and peeked at his lap. He was adjusting himself in his pants with one hand. He slid it so it stood up under the zipper, and it almost made it out the top of his pants it was so long. Thick too. I closed my eye before he noticed me looking. 

He was definitely stimulated by me. We had some chemistry going. I couldn’t take being invited  to  rest  my  head  on  his  lap  for  the  next  few  hours  and  not  doing  it.  My  heart  raced.  I would never be able to take a nap. He was right that it could eliminate the nervousness. That one act would make it all easier for us. I had to at least lay my head on him. 

I slid my legs onto the bench seat, adjusted my dress over my thighs, and smiled up at him as he lifted his arm to allow me to slip my head under. I draped my hair around one side and gently placed my head on his lap. 

“There. That a girl. Get some rest.” He smoothed my hair gently, and I reached up and squeezed his hand, letting him know that was nice. He petted my head for a while, and I could feel his interest under my cheek. “Your hair is so silky,” he said. 

“Thanks.” 

It felt wonderful to have him so captivated by me as a girl. I’d never felt this good as a guy. I pressed my head into his lap a bit, and he pushed back gently and drew a deep breath. My heart raced. Take a nap, I said to myself. 

Aa  I  lay  there,  the  truck  droned  away,  thumping  over  each  seam  in  the  highway;  my head lightly bounced on his lap against the evidence of his feelings for me. I tried to doze off. All the things I fantasized about doing were too much for such a new acquaintance. 

I shifted my legs and adjusted myself in my panties in the manner he had done to himself but inconspicuously under the flowing dress. I was racked with anticipation and fought with my desires. 

I slid my hands under my head, my right hand wrapped over his obvious and unashamed compliment to my feminine attractiveness, and I squeezed; my left hand lay on top of my right hand  as  I  rested  my  head  on  it.  I  slid  my  palm  on  him,  squeezing  and  letting  go—letting  him know I was both aware and unafraid of his interest. 

“Mmm...” He caressed my cheek with his soft thumb. “Your cheek is so soft... and what you’re  doing  feels  wonderful.”  His  thumb  flitted  gently  across  my  lips.  “And  you  have  such luscious, full lips. I couldn’t help wanting to kiss them when I saw you.” 

I thanked him for his compliment by squeezing and sliding my hand harder. 

“Oh,  Jessica.  You  are  lovely.  I’m  so  glad  you’re  giving  me  this  ride.”  He  pressed  his hips against me in regular motions. “Mmm…” he moaned. 

What was I doing? 
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I had never done anything like this with a guy, or a girl for that matter. My only partner had been my hand. Now I was dressed and looked and felt every bit like a girl. I had been having laser  hair  removal  and  electrolysis  for  years,  so  my  skin  was  silky  and  smooth.  My  hair  had grown out long and silky. I never worked out, and my muscle tone was slight. I was never very muscly  to  begin  with,  and  I  made  it  a  point  to  not  let  myself  get  large  biceps  or  any  great strength. I didn’t even know if it was possible with the body I had. 

My life had been spent being a boy who never felt like one and who was more interested in  girls’  things,  like  their  clothes,  hair,  speech,  and  everything  about  them,  rather  than  being interested in anything masculine. I even wore girls’ jeans because they fit better, and they made me feel more like the girl I was. 

Now  I  was  in  new  territory.  The  only  time  I  had  fully  presented  as  a  girl  were  times when I’d had enough privacy to take my girl clothes out of hiding and spend a night on the couch watching chick flicks by myself. 

But in the truck, at that moment, for all intents and purposes, I acted and looked like a girl, and I had an opportunity to experience something exciting and wonderful. Having someone feel passionate about me was thrilling. But what if he found out what I really was? I could lose him forever. 

I  continued  to  squeeze  and  release  him  gently,  almost  absentmindedly,  as  if  it  were perfectly natural, while I contemplated what to do. His thumb caressed my cheek and gently ran over my lips again. I opened my mouth and sucked his thumb. 

He pressed himself gently against my head, and I bobbed my head on his thumb, running my tongue around it. I imagined it was something else. I unzipped his pants and snaked a hand inside, beneath his bikini underwear, wrapping my hand around it. It was silky and hard. I looked at his face as he concentrated on the road, and I occupied myself with it. I was ready to take it out  and  consume  it,  to  see  what  it  felt  like  on  my  tongue  and  between  my  lips  that  he  was  so taken with. He wanted me to. Why shouldn’t I? I wanted it so intensely. I wanted to bring him to bliss and taste and feel the flood of excitement I’d give him. 

“Ungh!” he cried. “Oh god!” 

I felt the flood as it pumped through him, into his pants and on my hand. Damn! Damn, damn, damn. I went too far. I missed it all. 

“Sorry. I, uh, I didn’t mean to... You’re just so hot. I couldn’t hold back.” 

I slid my wet hand up and down him and flicked the tip with my thumb. 

He twitched. “No, no, please stop.” 

“Sorry, It’s okay. I don’t mind. Maybe we can do something else some other time. I’m glad you were so excited. It’s very flattering. Thank you for the compliment.” I slid my hand out, sat  up  on  my  side,  took  some  Kleenex  from  my  purse,  and  wiped  it  off.  “You  sure  did  have  a lot.” I laughed. 

He  laughed  and  zipped  up.  “It’s  been  a  while  for  sure.  I’m  so  sorry.  I  feel  like  a  little kid.” 

I stuffed the Kleenex in the coffee cup and tossed it back on the floor. I crossed my legs and adjusted my dress. “It’s okay,” I said. “You do kinda look like an embarrassed little kid right now. Like you spilled your milkshake on your school clothes or something. How old are you?” 

“I’m twenty-one.” 

“You look sixteen.” 

“I know. Drives me crazy.” 

“Grow a beard if you want to look older, but I like the way you look. You’re cute and sexy at the same time.” 

“Thanks. Tried growing one once. Not very full. It looked stupid.” He shook his head. 

“I was that way, too.” Shit. Why did I say that? 

His eyes popped open and he cast a quick, startled look at me. “What?” 

“You know. Trying to look older. I tried that when I was younger. Now I try to look as young as I can.” 

“Oh,” he chuckled. “I thought you meant you tried to grow a beard.” 

I laughed, “Yeah, right. A girl like me with a beard. Now that’s an image!” I looked out my window. Glad he didn’t hold me to my slip-up. Little did he know I did try to grow a beard once. It was disastrous. It looked terrible and made me feel like a carnival freak— the girl with the beard. 

Well, even though I didn’t get to do what I was craving, it was fabulous, and I felt I’d found  a  new  way  to  make  people  happy,  including  myself.  He  was  excited  and  passionate  for me, and I was able to bring him to a thrilling level of excitement just by touching him with my hand. I couldn’t imagine how gratifying it would be to do it other ways, and make it last too. His attention made me feel so feminine and so much like the me I’d always dreamed of being. 

I  oozed  in  my  panties,  hard  between  my  crossed  legs.  I  bounced  a  foot  and  fed  the feeling even more. I needed release but had no way to do it without him knowing or seeing me. 

He pointed to a rest stop sign. “Need a rest?” 

Should we? I probably should because of the coffee, and it would give me some privacy if I wanted to get rid of this monkey on my back. I didn’t want to do that in a public rest stop, though. Gross. 

I smiled at him. “Only if you do. I’m good until the next one.” 

He looked at his jeans, a large wet spot above the crotch. “I guess I should let it dry first, or someone will think I peed my pants.” 

I took some Kleenex from my purse and leaned over, patting him to dry it. “Maybe I can get some of the moisture out to dry it quicker.” 

He pushed my hand away laughing. “I think you might make it wetter if you keep that up.” 

I laughed. “Already? Wow. Just like a young boy. Quick rebound.” 

No,  I  told  myself.  Don’t  do  it.  Save  it.  I  bit  my  tongue  to  force  myself  not  to  do  it.  I looked out the window and bounced my leg. Oh, god! I wanted it so badly! 

I decided to make some conversation, difficult as it was with the noise of the truck, to take  my  mind  off  of  it.  We  talked  about  each  other  and  found  neither  of  us  was  interested  in sports, and we shared a number of common likes and dislikes. If I didn’t screw this up, we might have a chance at a long-term relationship. 

He pointed at the rest stop sign. “Sorry, I have to go.” 

“Me too.” 

We pulled in and both did our business. I freshened up a bit and sprayed on some fresh perfume. When I was done, Dan was sitting on a bench with two cold iced teas and a couple of bags of chips. 

“Sit, Jessica. Let’s take a little break.” 

“Okay.”  I  slipped  my  dress  under  me  as  I  sat  next  to  him,  my  thigh  touching  his.  He handed me the iced tea and slid the chips closer to me. “Thanks.” 

“No problem.” His hand, cool from the iced tea, slid up and down along my thigh. “You

are so pretty. I’d never guess you were an engineer. Thought you might be a model when I saw you.” 

“You’re sweet. I’m glad you think so. I try my best to look like… I mean, to be pretty and feminine. I never liked seeing girls in sweatpants or baggy jeans and sneakers.” 

“You don’t look the type. It is somewhat unusual today to find a woman with makeup and long nails, in pretty heels, and wearing a dress. I like it. It’s the way girls should look. Like they really are—pretty and feminine and objects of beauty.” 

“Thanks.” I gazed into his lovely eyes. I leaned ever so slightly toward him as I licked my lips. He leaned in closer. I leaned in closer. 

He smelled my neck. “Mmm, you even smell pretty.” 

I could feel his breath on my neck. I put my hand on his head and drew him in for a kiss. 

He  put  his  hand  on  the  back  of  my  head.  My  tongue  entered  his  mouth  and  did  a  little  dance around  his  tongue.  We  kissed  as  my  hands  embraced  him  and  his  one  hand  went  around  my shoulder as his other slid around my back and squeezed my bottom. 

Oh god! I wanted it all. 

I heard applause. 

We hurriedly broke the kiss and let go of each other, turning to look. 

“Young  love.  So  sweet,  isn’t  it,  dear?  Remember  when  you  and  I  were  like  that?”  An older couple smiled at us. 

“We’re sorry,” I said. 

“Don’t  be  sorry—enjoy  it,  kids.  You’re  old  enough.  Enjoy  it  before  you’re  too  old.” 

They smiled and walked away, hand in hand, to their car. 

We laughed. “Ready? I’m refreshed,” Dan said. 

“Yeah. Let’s go.” I slung my purse over my shoulder and took his hand. 

We climbed into the truck, and he chauffeured us away. I knew he was ready. Heck, he was ready minutes after. I could do it this time. I could have it—more proof of my loveliness and his  desire  for  me.  I  was  hungry  for  the  validation  of  my  feminine  mystique  and  my  ability  to please a man. My heart pounded in my chest, and I throbbed in my panties. 

No. I had to resist it. I should save it. Could I? 
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He looked over, lifted his arm smiling. “Rest your head?” 

I wanted to. This time I’d have all of it. I could consume it, make it flood my mouth with his  bliss.  He’d  love  it.  I’d  go  slowly,  take  my  sweet,  indulgent  time,  and  drive  him  wild.  I’d savor  the  sensations  and  his  desire  for  me.  I’d  be  the  woman  of  his  dreams.  Then,  when  I allowed  it,  and  I  couldn’t  wait  anymore,  I’d  make  him  give  me  my  prize  so  I  could  relish  the elixir of his satisfaction. 

Unconsciously,  I  licked  my  lips  and  fawned  at  him.  His  lips  formed  an  anticipatory smile of what might be next as, from the corner of his eye, he saw the desperate look in my eyes and the way my body spoke of what I wanted. 

He watched the road and waited for me to go after him as my resistance waned. A long lump  in  his  damp  jeans.  I  could  just  slide  over  there,  unzip  his  pants  and  partake  of  his  gift.  I crossed  my  legs,  pressed  one  hand  in  my  lap  and  ran  the  other  up  and  down  my  leg,  my  toes pointed in their heels as he took quick glances at me. My eyes told him how intensely I wanted to. I felt the energy of his desire for me. Play hard to get. Have him beg for it. 

No! I had to end this torture, but instead I said, “I better not. Wouldn’t want you to think less of me.” 

Like  a  boy  not  getting  his  ice  cream,  he  cried  in  a  shaky  voice,  “I  wouldn’t!  I  think you’re a wonderful, upright girl. Please? Rest your head on my lap again. I do love your lips, and I could just  imagine what it would be like if you would only kiss me there once.” He blushed and twitched his shoulders nervously and composed himself. He threw me puppy eyes, and his voice stopped shaking. “I can tell, you’d love to try it. You’re as excited about us as I am about you.” 

He had such boyish charm. I was driving him crazy. I gazed longingly at him and licked my lips sensually. I winked and leaned over, my hand moving across the seat toward him. 

I lifted my legs onto the seat and slid to the left. He raised his arm for me. 

I tilted my head and looked up at him. I sucked my thumb and flicked my fingernail with my tongue. 

“All right! That a girl,” he said as he wriggled in his seat, his arm still raised for me to enter his nest. 

I put my hand on his thigh and kissed his neck. “That’s okay. Let’s say we save that for our dinner night. I wouldn’t want you to forget you owe me that. You might have more incentive to  make  good  on  your  promise  if  there’s...”  I  put  my  long-nailed  fingertip  in  my  mouth  and sucked it, looking at him. I closed my eyes and bobbed my head on my finger. I flicked my nail with my tongue. I stopped and smiled. “...more incentive, more to miss.” 

“You’re  incredible.”  He  laughed.  “Serve  yourself.  Typical  woman,  using  her  alluring beauty to manipulate poor, defenseless men.” 

“Powerful, isn’t it?” 

I  sat  up  next  to  him  and  rubbed  his  thigh  through  his  jeans.  I  checked  my  watch  and looked at the GPS on my phone. “Another hour and we’ll be there.” 

He nodded and held my hand in his. “So, dinner tonight?” 

“I wouldn’t call it a dinner. Let’s unload and get some pizza. Dinner is for another time. 

A special time. I’d like to get things arranged in my apartment and settled, and then after we’re both set up in our places, we can have a special night. I can dress really nicely and primp myself for you and make you a lovely dinner.” 

“No, I’ll take you out. I want to show you off in public.” 

“No argument there.” 

We  arrived  at  his  apartment,  unloaded  his  things,  arrived  at  mine,  unloaded  mine,  and dropped off the truck. It was dark when we ate some pizza and parted ways. 

“I’ll see you soon then?” he asked as he stroked my hair and gazed yearningly into my eyes. 

“Yes,  very  soon.”  I  leaned  into  him  and  offered  my  lips  to  his.  We  kissed  as  his  hand squeezed  my  bottom  through  my  dress,  and  I  rubbed  his  crotch.  I  wanted  to  continue  so desperately. 

“C’mon, let’s go inside... just for a few minutes,” he begged. 

I slid my hand into his pants and wrapped my fingers around his compliment. My thumb rubbed the leaking tip, making him twitch and making me want more. 

“Please? Oh Jessica, please.” He sniffed my neck and pressed himself into my hand. 

I slid my hand out and gently pushed him away. “Think about dinner. A lot. Go crazy thinking about it like I will, and save it for me. No accidents.” 

His  disappointment  showed.  “Oh  god,  Jessica,  you’re  torturing  me.”  He  took  a  deep breath. “It’s sweet torture, though, and you’re right. It’ll be fantastic to do that. The anticipation. 

The result.” He kissed my cheek. “Okay. Don’t worry, I will think about it a lot. I can’t wait, you little devil, you.” He kissed my cheek again. “Until then.” 

I  looked  him  in  the  eye  sternly.  “Good.”  I  shook  my  finger  at  him.  “No  accidents  like you had in the truck, little boy! At least not until our dinner night, with me there.” I laughed. 

He  crossed  his  heart.  “Promise.  No  accidents.  Just  lots  of  thinking  about  you  and  how good it will be that night.” 

“Good boy.” I smiled and kissed him quickly, then turned and left. 

He was only a short walk away from my place. 

After  a  couple  of  days,  we  were  both  ready.  It  was  a  Wednesday  night;  we  had  our things squared away, and Dan had bought a used car. 

We  were  both  primed  for  a  great  night  out  after  all  the  hassles  of  getting  out  to California and settling in. 

I decided to really dress to the hilt. I had gotten a layered haircut with highlights in my auburn  hair.  My  nails  were  re-gelled,  and  I  took  a  bath  and  lingered,  exfoliating  my  body  and pumicing my feet. I slid a slick, sensual, and sweet-smelling lotion over my whole body. My skin tingled with anticipation. 

I slid sheer, Italian, black stockings up my legs and fastened them to the garter belt. It seemed so sad he would never get to see much of them lest he discover my true nature. They felt lusciously sensual against my skin as they tugged on my legs with each step in my strappy, black stilettos. A matching bra held my breast-forms secure and created lovely, creamy cleavage that was  fully  revealed  by  the  V-neck  of  my  black  chiffon  mini-dress.  The  chiffon  crop-top,  its ruffled  edges  running  along  the  curve  of  my  breasts  and  tying  beneath  them,  only  accentuated them further. I felt powerful and in control and fully in my real self. 

With  the  intense  nighttime  makeup  and  my  twenty-four-hour  lipstick,  I  was  ready  to seduce.  Jewelry  on,  perfumed,  purse  in  hand,  I  was  the  epitome  of  femininity  and  beauty.  The doorbell rang. 

He wore a sport coat and tie with black dress pants and shiny shoes. I thought how sad it was that men had so few clothing options like I did before. So much better to be a woman. He was handsome, though. 

“Hi,”  he  said,  then  gently  kissed  my  lips.  “You  look  beautiful...”  he  sniffed  my  hair. 

“...and you smell like a dream. Love the haircut.” 

“Thanks,  you  look  quite  handsome  yourself.”  I  stood  back  and  took  him  in—to  savor him as much as to give him an eyeful of me. I gave him a little cleavage-show as I lifted a foot to make believe I was checking a shoe-strap. I slid my hands slowly from my ankle up one leg and lifted the dress enough to tighten the garters on each leg, but not enough to reveal what my black satin panties were restraining. 

“Oh, Jessica. Please stop, or we’ll never get to dinner. This is as bad as us talking on the phone the last two nights and you not even letting me have an accident, but making me do things to myself while we talked.” 

It was great talking on the phone like that and making him crazy. I loved torturing him. 

It  was  torture  for  me  as  well,  though  little  did  he  know  what  I  told  him  to  do  I  was  doing  to myself as well. 

Adoringly,  I  gazed  up  at  him  while  I  held  the  garter-clip  and  the  stocking,  posing  a moment  longer  to  enjoy  our  tension.  I  was  falling  in  love  with  him.  I  slid  the  dress  down  and smoothed it with my long, painted nails. I snatched my black satin purse and strapped it over my shoulder. “Ready, my knight.” 

He took my arm. “To dine, princess.” 

He drove us to a fine French restaurant while I held his hand in mine. He had reserved a wonderful table in a small, private booth overlooking a garden where we could sit side by side. I made  sure  to  have  my  legs  in  close  reach  for  him.  We  both  slid  our  hands  along  each  other’s thighs. His caresses on my stockinged leg felt marvelous. 

I  was  drinking  dirty  martinis,  and  he  was  drinking  bourbon  on  the  rocks.  We  had  two drinks before ordering oysters, then lobster, and finally dessert. 

“Oh my god, Dan. That was so good! Thank you. I never expected you to spend so much on dinner.” 

“I had to repay you for the ride. It would have cost me more than this to get to school if you hadn’t taken me along. Not to mention, uh, the company and the uh, you know, was worth more  than  this  even.  And  tonight.  Wow!  Who  knows  where  tonight  might  lead?  If  you’re willing, that is. I mean... you know.” He leaned into me. “I want all of you so badly.” 

“You  make  it  sound  like  the,  you  know,  was  something  I  sold  you,  and  you’re  buying something tonight.” 

“Sorry,  oh  god,  I  didn’t  mean  it  that  way.  It  was  really  nice,  though.  I’ll  never  forget that, and I do want to make you happy in every way possible tonight too.” 

“I  shouldn’t  have  said  that.  I’m  sorry.  For  the  record,  so  you  know  what  kind  of  girl  I am, it was my first time doing something like that.” I held his hand and gazed into his eyes. 

“Really?” 

“Really. What, did you think I’m a slut?” 

“No, no. It’s just that most people our age have had some experiences like that.” 

“So you’ve put your head in a guy’s lap and made him wet his pants too?” 

“No, silly. You know what I mean.” 

“I know.” I kissed his lips tenderly. Let’s go back to my place, and we can relax a little, and I can give you what I promised.” 

I  was  so  excited,  my  heart  raced  all  the  way  home.  I  leaned  across  the  console  and squeezed his maleness though his pants, keeping both of us on edge. By the time we reached my apartment, I was oozing in my panties. 

I  unlocked  the  door  and  locked  it  behind  us.  We  kissed  immediately,  and  his  hands

squeezed my bottom tightly as I rubbed his crotch. I wanted it now. 

I broke the kiss and dragged him by his hand into the bedroom, which I had already set up with dim lights, pulled-back covers, and perfumed, pink satin sheets. “Sit,” I commanded. 

He sat on the bed and I removed his shoes, socks, pants, underwear, and the rest of his clothes  and  flung  them  on  the  floor.  I  pushed  him  back  onto  the  bed  and  climbed  on  him.  My legs slid against his as we kissed, and I pumped his lovely piece. His hands tried to get between my legs, but I held them tightly together around his thigh. It took all my willpower not to hump his leg lest he feel my raging hardness. 

I slipped away from his grip and lay down between his legs, his thick meat in my hand while my other hand tugged on the shaved globes. “I can’t reach you there, let me do something for you.” 

“No.  This  is  for  you,  not  for  me.”  Yeah,  right.  It  was  as  much  for  me  as  for  him,  and maybe more—my first time taking one into my mouth. I looked at the tip as it oozed and readied myself. I licked it. I couldn’t hold back; I had to have it all. 

I dove onto it with my mouth and consumed as much as I could. It was heavenly hearing him moan. “Oh yeah, Jessica—oh god, that’s good.” 

I  repeatedly  brought  him  to  the  edge  and  then  let  it  bob  in  the  air  before  me.  He  kept trying to reach me between my legs to please me too. “Stop trying; this is your time. I can have mine later. Enjoy.” 

“You’re something else. I want to make you feel good. Please.” 

“Trust me, you are making me feel good.” I dove back on and brought him to the edge over and over and over again. I savored all the sensations and tastes and delighted in his extreme frustration and need for release. Maybe I wouldn’t let him finish—just like on the phone. Maybe I’d just keep him in anticipation. Lord knows, I sure was enjoying it. So much so, I was on the edge and was poking out of my panties. While his head was back, I took the chance and stripped my panties off with one hand. I lay on the bed and slid my engorged piece against the silky dress on the satin sheets. 

I tried to take him deeper and deeper and to overcome the gag response. Finally, at one point, it slid right into my throat. 

“Oh yeah, Jessica. Is that your throat?” 

I mumbled and nodded around his shaft looking up at him. “Mmm... mmm, mmm!” 

“Holy  shit.”  He  thrust  gently  and  it  entered  and  exited  my  throat.  It  was  incredibly thrilling to be able to do. I was taking him deeper than I ever thought I could. 

His  pace  quickened  as  I  looked  up  into  his  eyes.  His  face  was  contorted  as  his  head rolled back and forth on his shoulders, and he held my head, thrusting into my throat. I felt him swell in my mouth. 

He  moaned,  “Oh  yeah,  here  it  is,  baby.  That  a  girl,  take  it  all.  Ungh,  ungh,  ungh.”  He rammed me. I slid against the bed and shot out a flood all over the underside of my dress while he gushed mouthfuls in my mouth and throat. 

“Mmm!” I moaned around him as he continued to fill my throat while I spewed on my dress in electric jerks and humps. Some came out when he was in my mouth, and I could taste the creamy tribute to my feminine allure. I was on top of the world with delight. 

He  squeezed  my  head.  “Ungh,  ungh...”  His  body  twitched.    My  body  twitched.  He whimpered  like  a  little  boy,  “Huh,  huh,  huh,  huh...”  He  gave  one  last  push  into  my  throat  and held my head tight. I felt him erupt one last time. He released my head, and his body collapsed, freed all of its tension. I pulled my head off, licked up the little spills of his desire for me off him, 

and wiped my chin and licked it off my fingers. My dress! My dress was soaked. I had made a total mess of it. It felt sooo good. 

I slid over by him and wiped the sheets between his legs with the underside of my dress where  I  messed  it.  “Wow,  you  had  a  lot  again,”  I  said,  as  if  he  had  made  all  the  mess  now smeared on my dress. 

“Yeah. It’s been since the truck. No accidents, just longing for you. Hey, don’t use your dress,” he said as he watched me wiping the sheets. 

“It’s okay, it’s very flattering for me to have this from you.” 

I slid off the bed and slid my panties up, hiding myself beneath it all. 

I stood. “So...” I looked at my watch. “I’ll give you fifteen minutes, and then we do that again. This time on the balcony overlooking the city. So if you want a drink or anything, do it now.” 

“Really, no, it’s your turn.” 

“Next  time.  Remember,  this  is  my  first  time  for  all  of  this.  I  want  to  go  slowly.  I’m enjoying every minute of it.” 

“I didn’t know it was your first time. Not many girls are able to do what you did.” 

“Not  many  girls  want  to  try  as  hard  as  I  do  to  please  their  men.  Trust  me,  it  was  my first.” 

“Was it good?” 

“Heavenly.  I  loved  making  you  do  that,  bringing  you  that  much  pleasure.”  I  looked  at my watch. “You have twelve more minutes to pee or drink.” 

He leapt out of bed, and his gorgeous, naked body ran down the hallway. 
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We did it again and he fell asleep in my arms. After an hour or so, he woke. “Shit.” He looked  at  his  watch.  “I  guess  I  should  go  home.  I  have  an  early  class  tomorrow,  and  you  need your rest.” 

“We both do.” 

He stood and dressed. “Tomorrow? After classes? Your turn.” 

“Uh, we’ll see.” 

“Please?” 

“I have to immerse myself in my new courses. We’ll see.” 

I avoided him. I struggled with myself all week about telling him the truth. I wondered about letting him find out when we were both aroused, hoping that he’d be so engrossed in what we’re doing that he wouldn’t mind. Or maybe telling him outright and seeing his reaction. If it was good, then we’d have a great night. If it was bad, it would probably be over. I was torn on what to do. 

As it turned out, I did what took the least courage. I did nothing. We went to a movie, went dancing, did things. We made a great couple of friends. I loved him so much, and I think he loved me. A couple has to be good friends too—sometimes that’s the hardest, but it is the most important part. We had that. 

I decided to prepare for taking him in my bottom and surprise him that way, maybe. In the heat of passion, he might be able to look past what I am, and I could have him connected to me intimately, making love to me as much like a real woman as possible. 

I bought a shower attachment to clean myself out down there, and plugs of various sizes to get used to the feelings of having something inside me. The vibrating ones gave me a sense of how good something can feel there, and I was excited at the prospect. 

I prepared for an evening out and was ready to go forward if it worked out. A nice, short, flowered dress like the one I was wearing when I met him, with a flattering V-neck and heels. 

Perfumed and made up, I put the vibrator’s remote in my purse and walked to the corner bar to meet  him,  the  plug  humming  quietly  inside  me.  Unfortunately,  I  was  so  nervous  that  it  did nothing for my libido. 

That night, it had been weeks of just being friends when he said, “Please, Jessica, let’s have a special night together when I can make love to you like the wonderful woman you are. A night  when  I’m  not  the  only  one  having  pleasure.  When  I  can  give  you  the  pleasure  you deserve.” 

I  sipped  my  drink  and  looked  around  the  nightclub.  I  turned  back  to  him.  “I  know.  I really want to. You don’t know how much I want to. I think I’m in love with you.” 

“Oh, Jessica, me too. I’m in love with you. Let me make love to you and share in your pleasure.” 

My  eyes  began  to  mist.  I  blinked  it  away.  “I’m  scared,  that’s  all.”  I  held  his  hand  and gazed in his eyes. I was so scared. I didn’t want to lose him. 

“Why? I would never hurt you.” 

I gazed into his eyes. He was thinking about the sex, and I was thinking about what he’d think.  My  plan  for  that  night  was  a  reveal  in  the  heat  of  passion,  but  I  had  no  libido.  I  was  so scared, and what if he slapped me around when he found out? He had never shown a violent side, but it might insult him somehow to have my secret hidden from him for so long. Girls like me have been beaten and even killed when they surprise a man like that. The men responded as if they  had  been  tricked  into  having  sex  with  an  animal.  Some  kind  of  homophobic  thing,  I

guessed. They felt somehow less of a man. Insulted. 

He caressed my hair. “I’d be so gentle. I get it, it’s your first time, but don’t you think it’s time?” His hand slid on my thigh and snuck under the hem of my skirt. I held my legs tight. 

Maybe  I  should  let  him  feel  what’s  there  right  then.  In  a  public  place—it  was  less  likely  he’d make a scene. Or hurt me. 

“Oh, honey,” I said. “I’m so sorry to do this to you. I know I’m being silly, but you don’t know the whole story, and I’m not really sure I should tell you.” 

He took a deep breath. “Tell me. Tell me, or it’s over. If you can’t move forward with our relationship, I’m going to have to leave, because this just isn’t normal.” His face was flushed. 

I could see his frustration. 

I looked around. Not many people were around, and no one was paying attention to us. 

The bartender was talking to someone at the far end of the bar. 

“Honey, okay, I’m gonna tell you... But you need to stay calm. Don’t get upset. I’m not like other girls. As a matter of fact, I’m very different.” I uncrossed my legs, covered my thighs with  the  dress,  and  with  a  shaking  hand,  gently  slid  his  hand  under  the  hem  to  my  panties.  I nervously placed his palm on the little lump. 

His eyes went wide, and he pulled back like he had touched a hot stove. “No! What the hell?” 

I grabbed his arm as he tried to get off the barstool. “Wait. It doesn’t mean we can’t have a relationship. I was afraid what you might do if you found out. See? I was right. You hate me now.” 

“You  should  have  been  afraid.”  He  stood  and  yanked  his  arm  from  my  grip.  “Freak. 

Deceiving me like that! You have some nerve. I’ve been dating a guy.” 

He took off. I sat there and struggled to keep the tears from my eyes. I dug into my purse and touched my eyes with a tissue, gently, so as not to smudge my eyeliner. When I forced the choking feeling from my throat and composed myself, I ordered another drink. 

A freak. I needed to chop that thing out of my panties and become a real woman with a proper  place  to  put  men’s  things.  At  that  point,  I  was  just  an  imitation.  A  mutation.  I  hated myself. Would there ever be a man for me? Not a man and not a woman. Life sucked! 

“Hi, mind if I join you?” 

I looked up from my drink at a tall, handsome, normal guy. I forced a quivering smile to my lips. I choked out my words, “Get lost, you prejudiced bastard,” and I went back to my drink. 
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After that night, I wanted nothing to do with men. I had no libido and immersed myself in my studies. I finally went to a shrink and received permission to have my body changed. At least I could get closer to the mental image I had of myself. I didn’t do any hormones, though, and I wasn’t planning on sexual reassignment surgery down there, at least not yet. 

I thought long and hard about chopping it off. But what if the nerves got messed up, and I had no desire to have anything in there? I’d have chopped myself up to make a man feel more like  a  man  because  he  had  homophobia.  How  dumb  was  that?  It  didn’t  seem  right.  And  if  it resulted in my desire being lost, I’d just be a receptacle for a man and not a lover. It was wrong for men to treat girls like me that way. 

In a few months, I had implanted breasts; I didn’t need to wear gel forms. At the same time, I had implanted hips and a nice apple bottom. I felt wonderful and had a renewed sense of life in my body that matched my image of myself perfectly. I still had reservations about how I would  live  life,  but  my  body  more  closely  reflected  the  me  inside.  Could  I  find  someone  who loved me that way? 

I didn’t make many friends, because I still had a secret down there. Normal women were as likely to freak as normal heterosexual guys. Gay guys liked guys and not women, so again, I was a freak. Then there were other girls like me, but I remembered high school and how cliquey they  were,  and  they  always  tried  to  be  so  tough,  as  if  they  thought  they  deserved  a  badge  for being tran. 

Some  of  them  could  be  nice,  I  guess,  but  what  I  really  wanted  was  to  be  a  normal woman whom people looked at as normal, and to have a normal sex life with a normal guy. It was a lot to ask in today’s world. So to feel as normal as possible, I stayed away from any type of relationship. 

It was incredibly lonely. I had changed myself into something that made me feel whole and  real,  and  I  expressed  myself  truthfully.  But  that  same  thing  I  became  was  the  root  of  my loneliness and dissatisfaction. Something had to change, or soon I would be forced into doing the surgery so no one would be able to tell that I wasn’t a real woman. Then I could lie to men, and we’d both be happy with him thinking I was for real. I might not enjoy sex after that mutilation but... 

I saw Dan every now and then and smiled at him. He’d kinda smile or avoid my eyes as we  passed.  Sometimes  we’d  be  loitering  in  the  same  bar,  but  the  result  was  always  the  same: he’d hesitate uncomfortably, as if he wanted to talk, but then something would come over him and  he’d  bolt.  He,  like  me,  was  always  by  himself.  I  knew  he  was  lonely,  but  he  just  couldn’t bring himself to change his paradigms. 

One night I worked up the nerve to go to his apartment and see if he’d talk to me. Maybe his hesitancy when we spoke was just being afraid to apologize and try again. I decided to make the first move. 

I  climbed  the  stairs  and  stood  outside  his  door,  ready  to  knock.  I  could  hear  voices inside. He was having sex, and she was loving it. I looked around the hallway, and no one was around. I leaned my ear against the door. 

“Ungh, yeah, baby. You are so hot,” Dan said. 

“Thanks, sweetie. Now make me squirt again.” 

I  could  hear  the  pounding  he  was  giving  her  through  the  door.  “Oh,  yeah,  this  is awesome.  How  could  anyone  be  gay?  This  is  heaven  having  a  real  woman  like  you.  I  don’t understand those guys.” 

“Shut up, Dan, and do me. Why do you need to understand any of that? You’re a normal guy, not some freak.” 

“Don’t tell me to shut up. Just saying.” 

The thumping started again. 

I walked away. It seemed hopeless. 

One night, while I was hanging out at a gay bar, where at least I was accepted and not ridiculed, I met someone whom I became very close with. 

I had decided to celebrate having passed my next-to-last class and to go out one night. I dressed  for  clubbing  in  my  fantastically  perfect  woman’s  body  and  proudly  showed  off  all  the assets I had, in a tight dress and heels. I invited my gay friend to join me and help me celebrate. 

I  was  thoroughly  horned  up;  I  cleaned  myself  out  and  wore  a  vibrating  plug  and  all. 

Even if I didn’t have a partner, at least I’d have some fun and release by the end of the night. He was sitting at the bar with a drink waiting at the seat next to him. My drink. 

I kissed his cheek. “Hi, Daryl. Thanks for saving me a seat. It took me a little longer than I’d thought to get ready.” I whispered in his ear, “I have a plug in, and the first one died before I left, so I had to change it.” 

“Been there, baby. You go, girl! Glad to see you’re having some excitement. Planning on getting lucky tonight?” 

“Not unless you decide to go for a girl like me. No one else wants me.” 

“Oh, sweetie, I’d love to, but you’re not my type. I like men, baby. You know that.” He kissed my cheek and smiled. He was the image of the all-American male, and unless he was in a gay bar, no one would ever know. He kept his secret as well as I did. All the hetero guys thought he  was  just  one  of  the  guys—one  of  the  more  handsome  guys,  that  is.  At  six-foot-two  with  a body like a god and meticulous manscaping, he was like a model. 

Sometimes we’d go see a movie like a couple and fool everyone. Some people thought we  were  going  out  together.  It  seemed  I  never  could  find  Dan  around  when  we  did,  though.  I wished we could, since it might make him think if he saw that another seemingly hetero guy was with me and accepting me. 

“Thanks  for  meeting  me  anyway.  Doesn’t  mean  I  won’t  try  to  switch  you,  baby.”  I laughed.  We  both  enjoyed  ourselves,  sipping  drinks  and  talking.  I  loved  running  my  hands  up and down his hard thighs, and he was tender in his caresses on my legs, saying what a beautiful woman I made. It made me feel as if I weren’t such a freak having a good friend like Daryl. Not to mention, he made me hot. 

I looked around the bar. All the happy patrons were having a good time. I longed to be a normal woman in a normal environment for some reason. Not that I was better than anyone here, but I just wanted to be able to have a normal woman’s life. Less the kids and so on, of course. 

“Hey, why don’t we go play act like we’re a hetero couple at a hetero bar? You know. 

Play a little masquerade.” 

Daryl shook his head, laughing. “Can’t you just enjoy being here? Why do you always think you have to fit into regular society?” 

“Because  I’m  normal.  Just  different.  Not  that  this  isn’t  normal,  you  see.  I  just  want  a normal guy to love me. So let’s make believe you’re a normal guy and you love me.” 

“I do love you. You’re wonderful. I’d do anything for you.” 

“Marry me.” 

“Oh stop, sister. I can’t marry my sister.” 

I leaned into him and whispered. “Maybe, just maybe if you close your eyes, you could

stick it in me and give me a gift tonight. Seeing how you love me and would do so much for me, that is. Is that too much to ask?” 

He  laughed.  “You  girl,  are  incorrigible.”  He  kissed  my  cheek.  “Okay,  we  finish  this,  I pay the bill, and we go to a that hetero bar.” 

“Thank you.” I rubbed my leg up against his and kissed his lips. “You’re the best, Daryl. 

I love you too.” 
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The  hetero  bar  was  hopping.  The  music  thumped  as  the  bodies  gyrated  and  ground against  each  other.  It  was  like  an  orgy  on  the  dance  floor.  Daryl  and  I  sat  and  drank  while  we people-watched. 

Daryl touched my stockinged leg with his big hand. “That one over there. He’s sitting by himself. Why not go dance with him? He looks handsome. Maybe he’ll have an open mind.” 

The vibrator hummed inside me as I observed him, thinking about all the things I could do with him. I held Daryl’s hand on my thigh. “I’d love to, baby. But you know what ends up happening.” 

“Not always. You gotta try.” 

“I’m not ready for that kind of rejection again. I don’t know if I could take it. Hey, look who’s here!” I nodded in Dan’s direction. 

“No shit. It’s Danny Boy. Think he’ll talk to you?” 

Dan sat a couple of tables over. “Let’s dance.” I took Daryl by the hand and dragged him to the dance floor. We danced like the rest. I made sure to push my bottom into his crotch several times  and  shook  my  booty.  I  was  giving  Dan  a  show  and  could  see  him  watching  me  as  he ordered his drink. 

“Make the act good, Daryl.” I spoke into his ear. “You’re my boyfriend now.” 

Daryl made it look real. It made me even hornier, and I wanted him for real. I rubbed my hand on his crotch and squeezed his ass while we danced. 

He laughed. “Oh, baby, I’m gonna need a man soon if you keep that up.” 

“Just stick it in my bottom. I was a man once. Kinda. Please?” I glanced at Dan and he smiled at me. I spoke into Daryl’s ear, “He saw us and smiled.” 

“Maybe he’ll stick it in you tonight. Maybe he’s had time to think about it.” 

“That would be great. I’m so nervous. Let’s go over to him.” 

I took Daryl by the hand and we walked to Dan’s table. I smiled at him and he smiled back. Cautiously, I kissed his cheek. 

“Hi Dan. This is Daryl. Daryl, Dan.” 

They  shook  hands.  Dan  turned  to  me.  “You  look  stunning  as  usual.  Is  this  your boyfriend?” 

“Sometimes. Why? Have you had a change of heart?” 

“I’ve  been  thinking  about  you  a  lot.  I  was  a  jerk.  You  are  what  you  are,  and  you’re beautiful, intelligent, fun. I don’t know what was wrong with me. I’m sorry.” 

I smiled at him and looked up at Daryl. “Guess you’re off the hook.” 

Dan said, “Let me buy you two a drink. Sit.” 

We  did.  I  made  sure  to  position  the  seat  for  a  good  view  of  my  cleavage  and  legs  and allow them to rub his leg. 

Dan grinned. “So, have you two been dating long?” He looked at both of us. 

Daryl laughed. A waitress took our drink order. Daryl leaned in and whispered in Dan’s ear.  “Don’t  tell  anyone,  but  I’m  gay.  I  don’t  go  for  girls  with  things  between  their  legs.  I  like guys. Now you, for example…” He put his hand on Dan’s knee. 

“No  way.  I  mean,  not  that  it’s  bad  or  anything.  Hey,  tell  me.  If  I  please  Jessica,  you know, in different ways, would I be gay?” 

“Only  if  you  want  to  be.  I  mean,  it’s  all  in  the  mind,  isn’t  it?  If  you  wanted  to  please Jessica, you wouldn’t care how.” 

I watched the two of them. 

Dan  said,  “So,  I  don’t  mean  to  be  personal,  but  what’s  it  like  to  take  a  guy’s  thing  in your mouth or have it inside your bottom? Is it good?” 

“What  do  you  think?  It’s  bad?  I  can  show  you.”  Daryl  looked  around  then  grabbed Dan’s crotch and laughed. 

Dan pushed his hand away. “Hey!” He looked around. 

“Aw, sorry. I couldn’t resist. But really, man, it’s great. I love all of it. I’d be glad to eat you, or pound you, or have you do me. C’mon.” 

“Do you do Jessica?” 

“She’s not gay. I like guys.” 

“And I like women....” Dan hesitated and looked at me. “Like Jessica.” He took my hand and kissed it. “I’m sorry. Can we try again? I’ve been such a fool.” 

I squeezed his hand then slid it along my stockinged leg. “I’d love to if I could be sure you wouldn’t freak out and hurt me again.” 

Daryl toasted. “To Dan and Jessica.” We all clinked and sipped. “Hey, I have an idea. 

Maybe we can make a sandwich and Dan here can experience something new. You know, like him in you and me in him.” He winked at us both. 

I looked at Dan. He rolled his eyes and drank. “Not too sure about that. I think Jessica alone would be enough newness.” 

I squeezed his crotch under the table. “Maybe you should expand your horizons. It’s not every day a man like Daryl has the hots for you. Right, Daryl?” 

“Right,  sister.”  I  laughed  and  watched  Dan’s  nervousness.  He  throbbed  in  his  pants beneath my hand as Daryl squeezed Dan’s thigh in his big hand, and Dan didn’t push it away. 

“And  if  you  managed  to  overcome  your  paradigms  and  do  something  like  that  with  Daryl,  I could be sure that you wouldn’t freak out with me and hurt me again.” 

Daryl squeezed Dan’s leg again. “C’mon, man. Be a real man. I’ll be gentle unless you say not to be.” 

Dan’s  face  was  red.  He  finished  his  drink  and  raised  the  glass  to  the  waitress  to  order another. He looked back at us and shook his head. 

I  squeezed  him  through  his  pants.  “Feels  like  you  got  excited  when  he  squeezed  your thigh and said those things. Admit it.” I looked into his eyes. 

“It’s  you  I  want.  Maybe  Daryl’s  a  little  exciting,  but  I—how  did  you  say  it  before?  I want to go slowly. I want to make us work.” 

“Okay, baby.” 

We drank and partied all night, and then we went home. 
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We were all too drunk to drive so I ordered an Uber and dragged us back to my place. I dragged the boys into my bedroom and flopped them onto the bed where they both passed out. I stripped them both naked and took my plug out, then slipped off my dress, leaving the rest on, and I snuggled next to Dan. Here I was with two hunks in my king-sized bed, and neither one of them was functional. 

We all slept. In the morning, I showered and dressed, thinking they’d wake up, but they didn’t. They both had their morning woodies, and they looked so inviting. I slid between them and took Dan’s into my mouth. He groaned as I worked him, savoring his rigidness. 

I felt the bed move, and Daryl had sat up and was watching us as he pumped his with a fist. He leaned over and whispered in my ear. “You two look pretty hot together. I can’t believe he’s still asleep.” 

I  took  my  mouth  off  and  continued  to  stroke  Dan.  “He  looks  like  it,  but  I’m  not  sure. 

Why not stick that thing of yours in his mouth?” I grinned and went back onto Dan, taking him into my throat. He humped my face. 

Daryl laughed. “Heck, why not?” 

Daryl maneuvered himself, gently opened Dan’s mouth, and slid it in. Dan began to suck it and bob his head on it. His eyes opened wide. He stopped moving and looked at Daryl like a deer  in  the  headlights.  He  didn’t  pull  away,  though;  he  closed  his  eyes,  going  at  it  again.  He knew what he was doing, and he got into it. 

We all went at it furiously. I slid myself against Dan’s thigh, humping it and rubbing my hardness against him while his hips thrust into my mouth, and his head bobbed on Daryl’s huge thing. Daryl grabbed Dan’s head with both huge hands and began to hump it. 

Daryl’s deep voice cried out, “Ungh, yeah man, that’s it, Dan. Love that thing. Make me feed you. Take your first drink from the pole of life.” 

We thrust in time, and as soon as Daryl cried out, “Ungh, yeah, ungh, ungh, ungh,” and thrust repeatedly into Dan, Dan did the same to me while I came against Dan’s leg. In a moment, we were all spent and breathing heavily. 

Dan’s  finger  wiped  a  drip  from  his  chin  and  he  licked  it.  He  smiled.  “Holy  shit.”  He looked at me as I cuddled against him. “Guess if I can do that, I can please you too, right? Was that proof enough?” 

“Right,  baby.”  I  kissed  him  on  the  lips  and  tasted  Daryl’s  juices  while  Dan  tasted  his own in me. 

“Wow,” he said. “I never thought I’d do that and like it.” 

“See? What’s a label anyway? Who cares, so what, why not? Now we need to get you to understand how good other kinds of pleasure can be for both parties. Okay?” 

“Why not?” 
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We ate breakfast together, and Daryl left. 

Dan looked across the table at me. “You’re gorgeous.” 

“Thanks.”  I  slipped  a  breast  out  of  my  short,  silky,  pink  bathrobe  and  squeezed  my nipple.  “You’ll  have  to  explore  my  new  body  sometime.  Maybe  then  you’ll  want  to  stick  it  in me.” I covered back up. 

“Wouldn’t that hurt? You, that is. And it does seem weird for me to think about. I mean, it’s the wrong place to put things.” He laughed. 

“What? It’s not like you’re putting your car keys in there. C’mon!” I laughed. 

“Yeah, but I mean it’s sensitive down there. And it’s dirty.” 

I shook my head. “Okay. This can’t go on this way.” I took his hand and pulled him to his feet. “Get into the shower. There is an attachment on it. Use it to clean out your bottom after you’ve gone. It will be very clean.” 

“For what? I don’t want to stick anything in there.” 

“You have to. We’re putting in a vibrating plug, and then you’ll know how good it can feel down there, so when you put yours into me, you’ll know how good you make me feel.” 

“Really.” He shook his head. “I don’t like this idea.” 

“Tough. You need to learn—release old paradigms. This morning for example. You and Daryl. I’ll bet you never thought that could be so good.” 


His face turned red, and his eyes flitted around the room. “I, uh, well...” 

“See? Just one more eye-opening experience. This will be the same. You’ll see.” 

He stared at the table. “I’m turning into a freak. I’m not gay.” 

“Stop  trying  to  label  yourself  with  society’s  preconceptions  and  prejudices  and  start living. Now go into the shower and do what I told you.” 

He looked like a puppy. “Okay. I’ll do it for you. Under protest of course.” 

“Good.” 

He went into the bathroom. I made another cup of coffee and sat on the balcony relaxing. 

He came out with a towel wrapped around his hips. There was a tent in front. “Okay, so let’s get this over with.” 

I laughed. “Looks like you’re excited about it.” I pointed to the towel lifted in the air. 

“I  guess.  It’s  pretty  weird,  but  for  some  reason,  really  erotic  to  think  about.  Being penetrated  like  that.  So  vulnerable.  So  submissive.  The  clean-out  was  gross,  but  then  it  turned erotic.” 

I took him by the hand into the bedroom. “Kneel on the bed with your face on the sheets and your butt in the air.” 

He did and looked back at me as I took a pretty, pink vibrating plug, put fresh batteries in it, and lubed it. “Ready?” 

“I’m not getting any readier.” 

I  pressed  the  tip  against  him  and  pushed  gently  while  I  grabbed  him  and  stroked  him, like I was milking a cow. 

He  moaned.  “Mmm,  uh,  yeah.  Wow.”  He  pushed  his  bottom  back  to  take  more  in.  It sucked in to the hilt. “Huh! Phew.” 

“You okay?” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

I turned it on. 

“Wow!” 

I attached the hose and pump and pumped it up. “Tell me when it’s as full as you want it.” 

“Holy  shit.  Oh,  yeah.”  He  oozed  from  his  tip  without  any  touching  from  me,  and  it bobbed in the air like he was swatting flies with it. “Okay. Right there.” 

I detached the hose and kissed his cheek. “Okay, stand up.” 

He stood there naked. “This is incredible. Now what?” 

“Get dressed.” 

He looked at himself oozing. “I’ll get all wet.” 

“Put  a  cover  on  it.”  I  took  a  condom  from  the  nightstand,  opened  it  and  rolled  it  on. 

“There. Put these over it.” I tossed him a pair of pink panties from my drawer. “They’re snug and they’ll keep it in place.” 

He held them. “These? Really?” 

“C’mon  now.  You  have  a  pink  vibrating  plug  in  your  butt  and  you’re  worried  about wearing panties?” 

“I guess.” 

“Go relax on the balcony after you’re dressed and decide what you feel like doing today. 

I’m gonna get dressed to go out.” 

I  slid  a  vibrating  plug  in,  did  my  hair  and  makeup,  perfumed  my  body,  put  on  my jewelry and a pretty pink V-neck jumper and heels. 

I walked out to the balcony, my hips swaying and making the plug massage and arouse me. Dan was sipping a coffee. “I can’t stay this way all day.” 

I  laughed.  “We’ll  see.  I’m  in  the  same  shape  as  you  right  now.”  I  patted  my  apple bottom. “Mmm.” 

“Really. Now what?” 

I think maybe we should heighten your arousal some more. Maybe Daryl would like you to do what you did earlier.” 

“Oh god, Jessica. Don’t make me think about that.” 

“I take that as a yes?” 

He rolled his eyes thinking about it. “As exciting as that was, how about I just stick it in you and flood you. I need to release.” 

“Maybe later. I have an idea for tonight.” 

“I can’t wait until tonight.” 

I  shook  my  head  and  took  my  phone  from  my  purse.  I  texted  Daryl.  He  texted  back quickly. “Let’s go see Daryl. He said he’s going to take a shower and will be done by time we get there.” 

“Go out like this?” 

“Absolutely. No one will know but us. Now think about Daryl, and tonight you can have me.” I took his hand and led him out. 

We walked the few blocks hand in hand. He whispered in my ear, “This is too much. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 

“You liked last night, right?” 

“I  know.  That’s  just  it.  And  I’m  going  crazy  right  now  with  this  thing  in  me.  It’s  too weird.” 

“Enjoy.” 

We rang the bell and Daryl buzzed us in. We climbed the stairs, and he was standing in the doorway looking like a god, wearing just a towel around his waist. “Good morning! Can I get

you two some coffee or tea?” 

We entered. Dan’s eyes roamed over Daryl’s huge, hard body as much as my eyes did. 

He was gorgeous. He stood by the counter, waiting for our reply, and we just stared. 

“I’ll take that as a no.” He turned and took the towel from his waist to dry his hair. His bottom was as hard as a skater’s. He turned back to us. He was limp and still twice as large as Dan. 

Dan’s eyes were locked on it as he shuffled uneasily from leg to leg. 

Daryl said, “Hey, man, thanks for this morning. Were you okay with that?” 

Dan nodded nervously, still keeping his eyes on it. Daryl walked over to him. He stroked Dan’s hair. “You’re cute.” 

Dan’s eyes were still riveted on it. “Do it again if you want. It’ll get hard when you make it.” 

Dan reached for it tentatively. 

Daryl moved Dan’s hand to it. “Grab.” 

Dan wrapped his fingers around it. He squeezed it and knelt down. He held it before his lips, contemplating it. It began to grow. He took it all into his mouth. 

“Oh yeah,” Daryl said. “That a boy. Make it swell up.” 

Soon,  Dan  had  more  than  he  could  fit  in  his  mouth  and  was  bobbing  his  head  eagerly and uncontrollably on it. Daryl held Dan’s head in both huge hands and thrust his hips. “Mmm,” 

his deep voice rumbled in his chest. “Good boy. I love how into it you’re getting.” 

I  was  at  the  edge  myself,  just  watching  them.  There  was  my  boyfriend  on  his  knees enjoying something he never had before. His mind opened to all sorts of new experiences. Soon, I’d have him accepting me entirely as well. 

Daryl  said,  “It  sure  would  be  nice  to  hold  your  hips  and  fill  you  with  this  in  another place.” 

Dan’s eyes popped open wide, and he worked Daryl even faster after what Daryl said. 

His  bottom  moved  against  the  plug  in  it.  He  used  both  hands  and  his  mouth  as  if  he  couldn’t wait. Desperately, he looked up at Daryl’s contorted face. Dan pulled his mouth off the shaft and stroked  it  with  both  hands,  looking  at  it  as  it  oozed  and  shone.  Dan  stared  at  the  head  while pumping it and tugging Daryl’s globes. 

“Ungh, here you go, boy,” Daryl moaned. 

Dan pumped it as it began to spew, and he wrapped his lips around it to capture it all. 

Daryl shoved it into his mouth. “Oh yeah.” 

Dan’s body twitched. His hips pumped into the air. “Oh god!” he cried out as he moved his bottom on the plug. 

Daryl let out a sigh, and his body released the tension. “Wow. Did you just...?” 

He  helped  Dan  to  stand  and  looked  at  his  pants.  “I  thought  you  might  have  wet  your pants.” 

Dan nodded, embarrassed. “I did. I have a rubber on. I couldn’t help it. The thought of what you said was too much.” 

I  smiled  at  Daryl.  “Maybe  you  should  join  us  for  a  sandwich  tonight.  We’re  going shopping after we clean up, Danny Boy.” 

Daryl smiled. “Sure. Can’t wait.” 

Dan looked at me with shock. “Sandwich?” 

“You’ll see. A nice meaty one.” 
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We went back to my apartment and cleaned Dan up. 

“I  need  to  take  this  out.  I  can’t  be  like  this  all  day.  See,  I’m  already  hard  again  and oozing. I need to pee.” 

“Hmm. Okay. Let’s take it out and get it down so you can pee. Then we can go.” 

We settled things down and headed to the retail area near the campus. 

Dan held my hand as we walked. “Jessica, what do you have planned for tonight?” 

“Take a guess. First, since I’ve never had a man in me, I need an appropriate outfit for a virgin. And we need to get you something nice to wear too. And maybe something for Daryl as well.” 

“Why do we need to have Daryl with us?” 

“I  saw  how  you  reacted  when  he  said  how  he’d  like  to  hold  your  hips  and  thrust  into you. You devoured him.” 

Dan’s face was red. “Uh, I didn’t...” 

“You did—pushing and gyrating on your plug while dining on his hot piece. Just think about him behind you and you facing me.” 

I felt his hand shaking while he held mine. “He’s huge, and I never would want a guy to...” 

“Stop it. Relax. This will be a very special night. Our first time with you inside me. Your first  time  with  someone  inside  you.  You’ll  know  how  good  you’re  making  me  feel  by  how  it feels for you. We’ll remember it forever.” I stopped and kissed his cheek. “You’ll love it.” 

I took us to a cute little shop with very feminine dresses. There was one I had in mind for this occasion. It had a short, flared, skirt with crinoline and lace, all in white, with a V-neck with lace edging. I held it up for Dan. “What do you think? Does it cry out virgin?” 

“I think it cries out wedding.” 

“Would you like me wearing this when you make love to me—connecting us together, and filling your bride with your passion?” 

“Oh, yes, Jessica.” 

I tried it on, and it was a perfect fit. The look I got from Dan when he saw me in it told me this was it. We bought it and moved on to a lingerie shop. 

I  found  a  matching  garter  belt,  crotchless  panties,  and  shelf  bra  that  left  my  nipples exposed. Sheer white stockings completed the purchases there. 

Off  to  a  shoe  store  and  I  bought  a  pair  of  white,  strappy,  five-inch  stilettos.  I  couldn’t wait to try it all on at home. 

I winked at Dan. “Done. Now for you and Daryl.” 

We walked down the street to a tuxedo store. I found two black satin bow ties and white ruffled shirt inserts that buttoned around the neck and down the front. We bought them. 

“You two will look so handsome wearing nothing but these ties and the shirt inserts.” 

“Whatever. All I want right now is to make you happy. Whatever it takes.” 

I kissed him on the cheek. “You are. You will. ” 

We  went  home  and  ate  lunch.  We  changed  the  sheets  on  the  bed  to  black  satin  ones. 

Cleaned the apartment. Went shopping for food and drinks, and by the time we were done, it was almost time for dinner. 

We both showered, and I once again made Dan wear his plug. I gave him a pair of plain black satin panties and his tie and shirtfront to wear. He looked so cute and sexy as we prepared oysters and scallops. 

“Can’t I at least wear some pants? I look like a male stripper. You’re elaborately dressed like it’s your wedding day, and I’m half naked.” 

“Yes,  I  know.  And  you’re  dressed  the  way  I  want  my  husband  to  be  on  my  wedding night. You love it…” I kissed him on the lips and grabbed him through the panties. “See?” 

He squeezed my bottom, pulled his panties aside and slid it between my legs. He grasped both  of  our  pieces,  and  squeezed  them  together  in  his  fist.  I  thrust  into  it.  “Mmm...  Lovely sensation the two together. I can’t wait for later.” 

The  doorbell  rang.  I  minced  my  way  to  the  door  in  my  heels  and  let  Daryl  in.  “Hi!”  I kissed him lightly on the lips. “Dinner’s almost ready, big boy.” 

He flashed a smile when he saw Dan. “Hey man, nice outfit. You look hot. And isn’t it dangerous having that thing wagging around in the kitchen? He laughed. 

Dan tucked it into his panties. “Oops.” 

Daryl looked at me. “And you look like you’re getting married, little girl.” 

“Kinda. It is my first time, you know.” I took the bow tie and shirt front from the counter and handed it to him. “This is your outfit for tonight.” 

He held it up. “Hmm, seems like there’s something missing. Like the rest of the clothes. 

But heck, why not?” 

Daryl  went  down  the  hall  and  changed.  He  came  out  to  where  Dan  and  I  were,  by  the stove. “Smells good.” He squeezed Dan’s bottom then slapped it, and sniffed Dan’s neck. “You smell  good  enough  to  eat  too.  Or  put  on  my  skewer  like  a  shish-kabob.”  He  kissed  my  cheek. 

“And your lovely new bride.” He wore no underwear and his hard rod slid against Dan’s leg. He put Dan’s hand on it. “Ready for something new?” 

“I’m not so sure it’ll fit.” 

“It will. I’ll be careful not to split you in half.” 

I  served  the  food  onto  the  plates  and  took  them  into  the  dining  room.  “C’mon,  boys. 

Take your seats.” I started scarfing down my oysters while standing. The boys watched me. 

Daryl poured the wine. Dan asked, “Why not sit and eat with us?” 

I  finished  swallowing  the  luscious  treat.  “I  want  to  do  something  else  while  you  boys relax and enjoy the oysters.” I scarfed down the last one, then sipped some wine. 

Dan looked confused. “You can’t leave us.” 

“I’m  not.”  I  went  to  the  living  room  and  grabbed  a  pillow.  “I’ll  be  very  close.”  I  slid under the table and kneeled on the pillow. I had to have them both, and now was my opportunity. 

I grabbed each of them and compared. 

Daryl said, “Nice touch, Jessica.” 

I laughed. The one and only one, which I’d had in the truck before, was half the size of Daryl’s, even though it was larger than mine. I was in heaven as I took Daryl into my mouth. It was  so  wide  and  long  that  I  was  afraid  for  Dan.  I  ran  my  tongue  around  the  velvety  shaft  and flicked the tip, making him twitch his legs. Then I switched to Dan and did the same. 

The  contrast  between  the  two  was  huge,  but  the  delight  each  gave  me  was  the  same. 

Being in the driver’s seat on a route to giving pleasure like this was empowering. I took in their colognes as I closed my eyes and went from one to the other. 

By the time they were done with the oysters, I had brought them both to the edge several times. I shimmied out from under the table with their wet sticks throbbing in the air beneath it. 

They both looked at me as I wiped my chin. 

“Wow,” Dan said. 

“Yeah, wow, sister,” Daryl said. “Now sit and eat.” 

I  cleared  the  plates  and  brought  out  the  main  course  of  sautéed  soft-shell  crabs  with lemon jasmine rice. 

“You sure can cook, Jessica,” Dan said as he poured more wine for us. 

“Thanks. Enjoy.” 

We savored the sensual delights, anticipating what would follow. When we had cleared the  plates  we  all  sat  on  the  couch  and  sipped  espresso  together.  I  shot  mine  down,  and  sitting between  them,  took  one  in  each  hand,  squeezing  and  stroking  and  imagining  what  was  next.  I was  hard  under  my  dress,  oozing  from  the  crotchless  panties  onto  the  satiny  dress  lining.  I crossed  my  legs  and  trapped  myself  between  my  silky  white  stockinged  legs,  feeling  the  drips slide onto the hosiery. 

I brought each of them to the edge two more times with my mouth. 

Dan  said,  “We  better  get  going  or  I’ll  not  last  long.”  My  eyes  smiled  up  at  him  as  I sucked. I popped off with a loud slurp. “Mmm. So yummy. Okay. I think you might be right. I’m pretty close too.” 

I looked at Daryl. He nodded and stood. He took my hand and helped me up. Then he wrapped his arms under me and carried me to the black satin sheets and dropped me on the bed. 

“There ya go, Dan. Have at your new bride.” 

I  shimmied  to  the  center  and  lay  my  head  back  on  the  pillow.  I  lifted  the  hem  of  my dress and rolled it under and out of the way, showing my gartered stocking tops and garter belt. I pulled back my silky legs in their heels by the backs of my knees, presenting myself to Dan. “Fill me up honey. Lube is on the nightstand.” 

He  lubed  and  watched  me  as  I  played  with  my  little  rod  sticking  out  of  the  crotchless panties. I slid the V-neck of the dress down, exposing my breasts, which sat on the shelf bra, the nipples  hard.  I  wanted  him  so  intensely.  I  let  my  rod  go,  and  with  a  mind  of  its  own,  it  jerked around in the air in anticipation. Drips oozed from it. 

Dan  slid  between  my  legs,  guided  the  tip  to  press  against  my  opening,  and  pushed gently.  The  feeling  was  wonderful.  Real  is  better.  He  pushed  until  it  slid  all  the  way  in.  I whimpered, “Oh my god, Dan. You feel so good!” 

“So tight, Jessica.” He pushed it in. “Ungh, yeah.” He held my heels back by my ears as he drove it in all the way, then he sucked my nipple. 

I looked over his shoulder and could see Daryl lubing himself up. He slid onto the bed, took  the  plug  out  of  Dan  carefully,  depositing  it  on  the  night-table.  He  pressed  the  huge  thing between Dan’s firm cheeks. 

Dan’s head twisted back to look at Daryl. “That thing feels even bigger than it looks.” 

Dan breathed into my ear nervously, “Wish me luck, baby. Ungh, god, it’s big.” 

“Don’t clench up. Then it will hurt,” I said. 

“Ungh,  yeah,  I  was,  that’s  better  now.  Huh,  god.  If  it  comes  out  of  my  mouth,  push  it back down, okay?” 

I laughed. I watched Dan’s face as Daryl continued trying to gain entry. He maneuvered Dan’s  hips  and  pushed  as  Dan’s  eyes  opened  wide  and  his  mouth  dropped  open.  He  gasped. 

“Huh, oh my god!” 

Daryl asked, “You okay, little buddy?” 

“Oh yeah. Almost there. Ungh, shit. Don’t stop that fat head in the doorway. Dock that monster inside. Keep pushing.” 

As Daryl pushed, Dan pushed deeper into me. Finally, Daryl was in. 

Dan  whimpered  in  my  ear.  “Oh  yeah...  it’s  in.  God,  it’s  big.  Feels  incredible,  though.” 

He  turned  his  head  back  to  Daryl.  “Now  in  and  out,  big  guy.  Take  me.  Ungh,  yeah,  oh  yeah. 

Keep it going.” Dan’s eyes rolled as he looked into mine. 

Daryl started slowly, and each thrust into Dan made Dan thrust into me. Dan looked into my  eyes  with  a  face  ready  to  weep  with  joy  as  Daryl  picked  up  the  pace.  The  sensation  was incredible. Dan was milking me, forcing juice to come out with each stroke he made into me, and Dan was being milked, his juice oozing into me as Daryl thrust into him. 

“Everyone okay?” Daryl asked. 

I  said,  “It’s  incredible.  It’s  like  one  continuous  delight—oozing  and  oozing  with  each stroke.”  I  looked  into  Dan’s  eyes.  He  nodded  and  rolled  his  head.  I  called  out  to  Daryl,  “Go faster and harder, you bull. Make us crazy. Finish us!” 

Daryl rammed. Dan’s eyes went wide. He gasped then took a deep breath and dove onto my breast to suck my nipple. His hands held my ankles by my ears. He tried to thrust into me, and Daryl lifted up so he could. “That’s it. Let me move too,” Dan said as he rammed me over and  over.  Daryl  got  into  a  rhythm,  and  Dan  pushed  his  bottom  back  onto  Daryl  while  Daryl pushed all the way into him. Then Dan rammed into me on the return stroke, as Daryl slid out of Dan’s bottom to set up for another thrust. 

The dance became frenzied as the boys shook the bed, and I held my hands against the headboard  to  keep  from  sliding  into  it.  We  thumped  away,  and  the  sensations  flooded  through my body. I was one big nerve ending ready to spasm with delight. 

Dan’s and Daryl’s faces were locked with intensity in their mission as they rammed and humped  like  rutting  bucks,  with  me  the  lucky  recipient.  They  stayed  in  time,  and  the  intensity and speed kept increasing. 

I  whimpered  uncontrollably.  “Huh,  yes,  oh  god,  huh,  huh,  huh,  harder,  faster.  C’mon boys. Oh god, this is so heavenly.” 

They grunted and gave it all they had, staying in perfect rhythm. Dan cried, “Uh, god, this is it. I’m gonna die, do it Daryl. Finish inside me now. Shoot that cannon. I can’t take it any longer.” 

“Ungh!”  Daryl  grunted  and  shoved  himself  all  the  way  in.  Dan’s  eyes  went  wide, looking into mine. His mouth was open, gasping for air. 

Daryl clenched Dan’s hips. “This is it. Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” 

Dan looked in my eyes. “I love you so much.” His body tensed and he shot wave after wave into me as I squirted thick streams between us. We looked into each other’s eyes, revealing the bliss we both were feeling. 

In a moment, the ramming and uncontrollable body twitching stopped; we all went still. 

All I could hear was the sound of heavy breathing. Daryl lay atop Dan, who lay atop me. I could hardly breathe, but it felt so good. 

We all rested, Dan still inside me and Daryl in him as the boys and I went limp. I felt Dan shrinking inside me and didn’t want to let him go. We were all so connected to each other at that moment, I didn’t want to lose it. 

Dan kissed my forehead and cheeks and planted kisses all over me. 

Daryl  gently  massaged  Dan’s  lower  back  as  he  thrust  gently  inside  him,  making  him quiver slightly. 

Finally, we pulled ourselves apart and lay beside one another on the bed. I was covered with my juice, Dan’s juice, and Daryl’s juice that came out of Dan when he pulled out. I rubbed it over my thighs with my dress. Mmm, heaven. 
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The  next  morning,  we  all  showered,  and  ate  together.  After  breakfast,  Daryl  said goodbye, both of us hugging and kissing him, and then we took our coffees onto the balcony. 

Dan looked longingly at me. “You’re beautiful. Marry me.” 

“What? Really? But you’re gay.” 

“What? Since when are you putting labels on people? I love you. I’ll never find anyone like you again, and I don’t want to lose you. I’ve dated plenty of women, but you are the most openminded,  exciting,  assertive,  intelligent,  caring,  thoughtful,  and  beautiful  woman  I’ve  ever met. I’ll die if you don’t marry me.” 

I shook my head at him and scowled. “That’s not what you said when you saw what I had  under  my  dress.  You  were  repulsed.  And  now  you  like  men  like  Daryl  to  fill  your  every hole. I don’t know.” 

He stared at me, his mouth agape. “Uh, how could you? I… I love you. Stop this! Stop playing with me.” 

I  stood  and  turned  away  from  him,  looking  off  the  side  of  the  balcony.  “I’m  not playing.”  You  were  repulsed  by  me,  and  yet  you  had  the  best  sex  of  your  life  with  Daryl  and even love using your mouth on him. It’s him you should ask to marry.” 

“But Jessica, I thought you wanted to help me break my paradigms and be open to new things.  Not  be  prejudiced  about  how  people  relate  to  one  another.  I  thought  that  was  why  you were pushing me, so I could accept it when others are different. Like you are.” 

“No. I knew if given the chance you’d be gay. You said you were repulsed by it, but if you  tried  it…  well,  I  knew.  I  did  think  if  you  found  a  new  experience  like  that  you’d  be  more open to me, though.” 

“Exactly.  I  was.  I  want  you.  Marry  me  and  stop  this  nonsense.  I  know  what  you’re doing.” 

I looked off the balcony and shook my head. I had him. I wanted him. I was having too much fun making him suffer. 

I shook my head, looking at the ground as I slowly turned back to him. I lifted my head. 

He was watching me. I grinned an evil grin. 

“You little devil. So that’s a yes?” 

“Of course, my love.” I kissed his lips. Now I want you to make love to me every way you know how.” 

He put his hand on my bottom and squeezed me to him. “Exactly what I want to do. I owe you from before. Now it’s your turn, Jessica.” 

Caught at the Frat: An LGBT, First Time, Crossdressing, Transgender Romance

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen
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I was attending a polytechnic university to obtain an engineering degree. If I successfully made it through my first year, my parents would put three million into an account for me. They wanted  to  motivate  me  to  become  something,  so  that  was  the  stipulation.  Not  too  bad  a  deal, since I was damn good in math and science, and the first year was a breeze. I wasn’t lazy by any means, but that was the deal they gave me, and I was certainly grateful for it. 

For  my  sophomore  year,  I  decided  to  join  a  frat.  I’d  never  had  many  friends  and  was somewhat  of  a  nerd,  so  I  thought  the  bonding  and  social  life  of  a  frat  would  help  me  in  that regard. It did dramatically improve my social life, so to speak, but not in the way I had intended it to. 

I  joined  one  of  the  upscale  frats  housed  in  an  old,  recently  restored  Victorian  that  had large  bedrooms  with  private  en  suite  bathrooms,  a  mini  kitchen,  and  plenty  of  closet  space.  It was the beginning of summer break, and I was kicking back, relaxing in my room while the rest of the frat partied. I’d had a few drinks with them and had to take care of other issues while they partied with each other, so I went to my room. 

I showered and changed clothes and was luxuriating in the sensation of peace I always felt when I relaxed this way. I read some blogs, went shopping online, and then it happened. 

The  fire  alarm  went  off  in  the  frat  house.  My  heart  raced  as  I  waited  for  it  to  stop.  I hopped off the bed and went to the door to listen as I held it shut. The latch had never held really well,  but  it  hadn’t  been  a  problem  before,  since  everyone  respected  each  other’s  privacy.  I pressed on the door, staring at the evacuation procedure posted on it. “Check that your neighbor has left,” it read. The alarm blared and screeched. 

People were running around and yelling. I heard someone calling my name. 

Outside the door, my next-door neighbor yelled, “Joey! Are you in there?” He knocked on the door hard as I held it shut. “C’mon, I know you’re in there. You have to go outside!” 

He turned the knob and put his shoulder into it. I fell back onto the floor and was staring up at him. His eyes went wide. He looked around and shut the door behind him. 

“Wow, sorry, man. Didn’t mean to... Hey, hurry up and slip on your pants over that, and I’ll get your bathrobe.” 

I slipped off my stilettos, jumped into my jeans, my mini dress over them, and slid on loafers.  “Here,”  Aaron  said  as  he  held  my  bathrobe.  “This  should  cover  it  up.  Don’t  worry,  I won’t tell anyone.” 

I nodded nervously, trying to get my arms through the bathrobe as he held it. “Thanks,” I said as I looked into his frightened eyes. 

“No problem, man. Let’s get out of here.” 

Shit.  I  was  caught.  At  least  I  thought  I  could  trust  Aaron  not  to  tell.  We  ran  down  the stairs and outside. 
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No sooner had we made it outside, the alarm stopped. Everyone started back in. Aaron and I let them go first, and we stood by the street. 

Aaron gazed at me, his eyes flitting over my face and hair. I looked at the ground, totally embarrassed. My face flushed. 

Aaron said, “Don’t worry, Joey. I said I wouldn’t tell.” 

I looked back at him. His eyes were sincere and full of sympathy. “Thanks. I feel like a total idiot.” 

“You  shouldn’t.  I  bet  you’d  look  really  hot  with  makeup  and  all.  You  already  have  a voice like a girl. But maybe something more feminine for your hair than that ponytail. Did you ever do that?” 

“Uh, well...” 

“Let’s go back to your room, and you can finish doing it all.” 

“Uh, no way.” 

“Aw, c’mon, buddy. I think it would be awesome.” 

“No Aaron, that’s too much. No one’s ever seen me like that.” 

“Okay then, if you want me to keep your secret, then you have to. I didn’t want to force you into it, but I have to see. So let’s go do it.” 

I took a deep breath. What choice did I have? “Okay, but you can’t tell anyone.” 

“Okay. Deal.” He stuck his hand out to shake. I took it. His hand was as soft and slender as mine. 

I looked into his tender eyes. “Just this once.” 

We walked back through the open foyer and up the curved staircase to my room. Aaron grabbed a six-pack from his room fridge, and we went into my room. I closed the door behind us and leaned my desk chair against it. 

Aaron opened a beer and handed it to me. I took it and slugged half of it down. Aaron said, “Don’t be nervous. I can’t wait to see you. Go ahead and get pretty.” He helped me take off my bathrobe. I slipped off my loafers and put my stilettos back on. 

“Wow, you have gorgeous legs,” he said. “And those stockings are really silky and make them look so smooth. You always shave your legs?” 

I glided a hand over my stockinged thigh and lifted the hem of my dress up with my leg out as I did. “Yeah. I like them smooth.” 

His  eyes  were  wide  as  he  looked  me  over.  “Me  too.  I  mean...uh...”  He  looked  at  me while  he  thought.  His  mouth  moved  and  nothing  came  out.  Then  he  said,  “Uh,  me  too...  not meaning I like to shave my legs too... but meaning I like your legs that way too.” 

“You should try it. Swimmers shave their legs all the time.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

I was shaking as I went into the bathroom and let my hair down. I plugged in the curling iron.  I  did  makeup,  blush,  lipstick,  eyeliner,  and  mascara.  I  curled  my  hair  and  brushed  it.  I swapped my stud earrings for some nice, long, dangling ones. When I was done, the process had completely relaxed me, and I didn’t even feel Aaron watching me. 

I  sprayed  perfume  over  my  shoulders  and  arms.  Looking  in  the  mirror,  I  adjusted  the cleavage  made  by  my  gel  breast-forms,  fluffed  my  hair,  and  looked  in  the  full-length  mirror.  I looked how I loved to look. 

I  stepped  back  into  the  bedroom,  walking  sexily  toward  Aaron.  “Okay,  done.  You  can leave now.” 

He sat in the armchair sipping his second beer since plunking himself down to watch me do my makeup through the doorway. “Aw, c’mon. You look so hot.” He rubbed his hardness in his pants. “You could be my girlfriend. My first.” 

I  slugged  down  the  other  half  of  my  beer  and  opened  another.  I  sat  on  the  sofa  and crossed  my  legs.  I  bounced  my  one  leg  over  the  other.  My  toes  pointed  in  my  heels.  Painted toenails flashed pink. 

I  nodded  to  him.  “So  you’ve  never  had  a  girlfriend?  Me  either.  I  mean,  I  had  girls  for friends, but none of them were interested in me except to study with.” 

“Same here. So be my girlfriend. Fake it. We could both use the experience.” 

“That’s crazy. I’m not gay, and neither are you.” 

“Right! You’re a girl, and I’m a guy right now. Who’s gay?” He stood, came over and sat next to me on the sofa. He adjusted himself in his pants so it stood up toward his belly. He placed a hand on my thigh and felt it. “It’s so silky and sexy.” He leaned toward me. “And you smell so good.” 

My heart raced. His hand felt nice caressing my leg. I was hard in my panties. I gazed at his long, hard shape under his zipper. He was excited by me. It was flattering. 

He squeezed my breast. “Wow. These even feel real.” He looked at my lips. “And your lips are perfect. So soft and pretty.” 

I  smiled  as  my  heart  raced.  His  one  hand  continued  caressing  my  leg,  and  the  other squeezed my breast. He took that one away and placed a fingertip on my lips. “I bet you could really suck a cock. Ever done that?” 

I  pushed  his  finger  away.  “No!  I  told  you  I’m  not  gay.  I’ve  never  even  had  a  blowjob from a girl either.” 

Aaron’s eyes showed his desperation as his hand slid along my stockinged leg. “You’re a girl. That’s why you never were given a blowjob. You’re a girl.” 

“What’s your excuse?” 

“I’m  a  nerd.  Girls  don’t  like  nerds.”  He  unzipped  his  pants,  unbuckled  them,  and  took out his package. It was shaved smooth and clean. I slid to the other end of the couch. He stroked it, looking at me. “You are soo hot, Joey. Please? Let me see what it feels like. Put those pretty painted lips on me, and I won’t tell anyone about you.” 

Great. When does it end? One more step and then another in order to keep my secret. I had to do something to keep him from telling. I looked at his round face, small chin, and high cheek bones. His hair was pulled back in a ponytail and past his shoulders. His eyes were bright and  pretty.  He  thought  my  voice  was  like  a  girl’s.  His  could  pass  for  a  girl’s  voice  too.  Very much so. 

“Okay, I’ll do that if you fully feminize yourself and return the favor to me. You know, so I can see what it’s like too. It’s only fair, right? If you don’t agree to do it, then I’ll just take my chances of you telling tales about me, and you’ll get nothing.” 

“What? Me dress like a girl? No way.” 

“Way. Dress like a girl and suck me. Then I’ll do it for you again, and then you’ll do it for me again. We’ll take turns being each other’s girlfriend. You’ll see, you’ll love looking like a girl, and you’ll look great. I can tell you’d fem up really well.” I wrapped my fingers around his cock. It felt incredibly exciting to do. I stroked it and squeezed it, looking into his eyes. I glided his hand on my stockinged thigh. “Feel how silky my legs, are and see how pretty I am? You can be like that too.” 

He rolled his eyes back in his head and put a hand on my head. “Oh god, Joey. Just suck

it.” He gently pushed my head down, and I got closer, looking at the thick vein and the oozing tip. 

I  let  his  cock  go  and  stopped  touching  it  to  make  it  last  longer  for  him.  It  lifted  and dropped in the air by itself, he was so excited. 

I  watched  to  see  what  his  cock  did  as  I  said,  “Yeah,  you’re  gonna  be  all  silky  and feminine and be my girlfriend and suck my cock. That’s the deal.” 

His cock jerked up and down, neither of us touching it. Aaron’s eyes went wide. He was obviously excited at the thought. 

I  didn’t  touch  his  cock  but  just  looked  into  his  eyes  and  said,  “You’ll  be  a  very  pretty girl, sucking my cock and swallowing all of it. You’ll love my come shooting into your mouth and won’t be able to wait to swallow it all.” 

I looked at his cock bobbing in the air, neither of us touching it. He cried out. “Oh god!” 

He put pressure on my head to go onto it. I stared at it. I could see the first gush moving through his shaft. 

“Shit!” he cried. 

I  moved  my  face  away  just  in  time.  He  shot  his  load  all  over  my  stockings  and  dress. 

When he was done, I wrapped my fingers around it and jerked it. 

He was twitching and spasming. “Stop, stop already. I’m done. You still need to give me a BJ later, though.” 

I couldn’t believe what I did. I dove onto it and sucked it, bobbing my head and running my tongue around the tip. 

“Stop!” He tugged me off of it. “Enough!” 

I smiled at him. 

Aaron muttered, “That doesn’t count. Later you owe me one.” 

“You came, didn’t you?” 

“Yeah but...” 

I had it in my mouth, didn’t I?” 

“Well, yeah.” 

“You came, it was in my mouth, thus, officially speaking, you had a BJ... And you want me to do it again right?” 

“Of course, but in the right order... and not just talking to me.” 

“Then you owe me one first. Dressed as a girl. Tomorrow, shave your whole body, and then we can have a little party in my room. And I’ll help you get pretty. We’ll do your hair and makeup, all of it. Just two girls having fun.” 

Aaron tucked it away and stood, zipped his pants, and buckled his belt while he looked at me. He shook his head. “I don’t know about the dressing me up part. Why don’t you just be my girlfriend instead?” He grinned. 

I  shook  my  head.  “Face  it.  You  want  to  be  dressed  up.  That’s  why  you  came  without anyone  touching  it.  When  I  talked  about  doing  that  and  you  sucking  me...  It’s  what  made  you shoot. The thought of all of it is incredibly exciting to you, and you know it.” 

His face turned red. I knew it was true. 

“Uh, nah.” 

I stood and took some panties and a bra from my drawer along with a babydoll nightie from  my  closet.  I  stuffed  them  into  the  front  of  his  pants  and  rubbed  them  against  his  cock.  I rubbed it from outside his pants and could feel it starting to grow already. 

We  looked  into  each  other’s  eyes.  I  said,  “See?  Already  hard.  Now  wear  these  to  bed

tonight, and tomorrow we play and you suck me.” I rubbed it. 

Aaron’s eyes showed his interest. I kissed his forehead. “Two girls having fun. You’ll be so pretty with your lips wrapped around me.” He throbbed under my hand. What had gotten into me? Whatever it was it, was the most fun I’d had since playing laser tag. 
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The  next  day  I  slept  in  and  spent  the  day  shopping  for  the  night.  I  bought  dresses  and new European stockings, high heels and some new costume jewelry for both of us, and new gel breast-forms for Aaron. 

In the afternoon, I took a long bath, shaved my body, and lotioned it up. I set waves in my hair and styled it. When I was done, I was so ready for Aaron; my crotchless-pantied cock stood tall yet hidden under the hem of my mini dress as I thought about actually sucking him off and him doing me. Or I should say, us girls doing each other. 

I felt pretty and sexy. I took the chilled crab legs and shrimp from the fridge and mixed a pitcher of margaritas for us. When everything was ready, I called Aaron. 

“Ready, Aaron? I am if you are.” 

“Be right there.” 

I heard his door open and close, and I opened my door and let him in. I stood in shock, my hand over my mouth. “Oh my god.” 

Aaron  smiled  and  winked.  “You  bet,  girl.  I  do  it  too.  Have  for  a  very  long  time.  No lessons needed.” 

I  looked  her  up  and  down.  She  looked  gorgeous.  A  short  halter-top  mini  dress  in  pink with matching high heels and gartered suntan stockings that she showed as she posed for me with her  hem  lifted  to  show  the  lace  tops.  She  smiled  and  said,  “I  went  shopping  today,  just  for tonight.” 

“I did, too, and I bought you things to wear. Oh well, they won’t go to waste. We’re the same size. I never knew you already did this.” 

“Of course not. We girls are very secretive. Unfortunately, we have to be.” 

She lifted the hem of her dress. She wore crotchless underwear like mine. She had a soft, silky  ribbon  tied  over  her  cock  and  under  her  shaved  balls,  lifting  them  and  her  stiff  cock  up proudly. The head on it was painted a hot pink in 24-hour lipstick. It oozed as she held it in her painted, long-nailed fingers. She looked longingly into my eyes. “You owe me,” she said. 

I knelt before her and couldn’t resist taking it into my mouth. I never imagined a cock could feel so good in my mouth as I bobbed my head on it, her hand gently resting on my head. 

She thrust into my mouth as I ran my tongue around her shaft and tip. 

I  looked  up  at  Aaron  as  she  gazed  into  my  eyes  and  said,  “That  feels  so  damn  good.  I never could have imagined how good it would feel. Oh, honey.” 

I nodded as I consumed it, loving how it was making her feel. Soon, she was clenching my head tight and thrusting into my face. “Uh, huh, Joey, yes.” 

I popped off of it and stood up. 

“Wait, don’t stop!” 

I kissed her lips gently. “Plenty of time, sister. Let’s eat and drink.” 

We sat on a loveseat on the back fire escape and started on the margaritas and crab legs. 

Luckily it was July, and no one was on the patio below. Most everyone had left for the summer. 

We  ate,  drank,  caressed,  kissed,  talked,  and  basically  had  a  beautiful  time  while  the strong, sweet breeze blew under our dresses. 

Turns out we had both been crossdressers forever and had never had any sex except with ourselves before. Two nerdy, crossdressing engineering students who’d found someone to relate to. 

We both had each other’s cocks wrapped in our dresses as we stroked and kissed. Aaron whispered, “Let’s indulge in each other’s velvet candy at the same time and come together. What

do you say, girl? Then the argument over whose turn it is dies.” The breeze picked up and blew our hair into our faces. 

I brushed my hair from my face and gazed into her seductively made-up eyes. “Mmm, sounds  exciting.  Let’s  make  it  last  too.”  I  took  her  by  the  hand  into  the  bedroom,  our  heels clicking across the tile. We lay on the satin sheets, silky legs slipping and sliding as we wrapped them around each other and kissed our sweet-smelling necks, our hands in each other’s hair. 

Aaron pulled away and positioned herself over me. Her cock was above my lips as her hot mouth engulfed mine in a tunnel of bliss. I took hers in my mouth and imitated what she did with each motion. 

Soon we were in a dance of sorts, each of our tender, thrilling movements being felt in the  same  way  on  the  other.  Was  it  the  giving  or  the  receiving  that  created  the  sensual  bliss?  It was  hard  to  say,  since  they  happened  in  sync  with  each  other.  My  mouth  on  her  delivered  the same to me below. Waves of pleasure ran through me, head to toe. 

The  wind  blew  in  from  the  window  and  fluttered  the  hem  of  her  dress  above  me.  We were sideways on the bed. Aaron lifted her dress and tucked it under her hips to keep the wind from getting it in the way. She tucked the hem of my dress into the waist. We were a machine the way  we  moved,  and  when  I  lifted  my  head  slightly  I  could  see  us  both  engulfing  each  other’s cocks,  which  were  wrapped  in  ribbons  and  prettied  by  the  crotchless  panties.  The  tops  and garters  of  our  stockings  showed  above  our  silk-clad  legs  in  their  high  heels,  my  knees  pulled back, my stilettos giving purchase on the sheets. 

We  were  a  mixture  of  male  and  female  all  in  one.  The  exoticness  of  the  sight  was enticing and arousing on its own, even though the sensations of sucking and being sucked were giving us both a deeply intimate joining to each other that sent vibrations through us. 

The strong wind through the open window blew cool on our skin. Aaron squeezed my bottom as she sped up her motions on me, and her hips began thrusting her perfumed cock into my face. I was about to come, and I knew she was too. I was ready for the reward and was beside myself with anticipation as my heart pounded beneath my breasts. 

“Gotcha. Wow, what a video!” Someone said. 

Aaron  lifted  her  head  off  my  cock,  leaving  it  to  jerk  about  in  the  air,  almost  ready  to shoot.  She  scrambled  off  the  bed,  leaving  me  to  look  in  shock  at  three  guys  standing  in  our doorway, blown open by the wind. I leapt off the bed and straightened my clothes. Aaron and I stood as I held her arm tightly, my mouth gaping at the guys. 

Pete, the head of our frat, held his phone up, laughing. “Well, well, well, look at these pretty girls sucking each other’s cocks. Can’t wait to post this one and show the rest of the frat and the school what they were doing. I never would have known Aaron and Joey were so hot as girls. You guys should always dress this way.” 

Aaron’s voice shook as she said, “Please, no, you can’t. Please.” 

I observed our three frat brothers. They were all shocked as they each took stock of us head  to  toe.  The  one  with  glasses,  whose  name  was  Mike,  said,  “I  think  maybe  we  can  make some  sort  of  arrangement  with  you  girls,  right  guys?  It  seems  you  two  enjoy  giving  the  same thing we enjoy getting. At least it looks that way in the video.” 

The three looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. Pete said, “Hey, I’d never turn down an offer from a girl to suck my cock. Not that I’ve had any, though. Especially ones as hot-looking as these two. As long as their dresses hide them, who would know? I’d be fooled.” 

They  moved  past  us  into  the  room  and  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed.  Mike  unzipped  his pants  and  took  out  his  package,  flopping  the  half-hard  sausage  against  his  pant  leg.  “It’ll  get

bigger as soon as your lips wrap around it. Be ready. Who wants it, girls?” 

Pete  and  the  other  guy  both  undid  their  zippers  and  buckles  and  pulled  their  stuff  out, flopping  them  around.  All  three  were  nicely  shaved  down  there.  Aaron  and  I  looked  at  each other. What choice did we have? 

She  knelt  down  in  front  of  Mike,  and  I  knelt  in  front  of  the  other  two.  She  grabbed Mike’s  cock,  and  he  gently  guided  her  head  until  his  cock  touched  her  lips.  She  opened  her mouth and flicked the tip with her tongue, holding it daintily between her long-nailed thumb and forefinger. 

She wrapped her lips around the head and ran her tongue around it, making him shudder. 

She consumed it and began bobbing her head on it while looking up at him. 

Mike  gazed  into  her  eyes  while  she  looked  up  at  him  using  her  mouth  and  tongue passionately. He gently rested his hands on her head. “Wow, Aaron, you really know how to do this. It feels incredible, and you look so gorgeous with your lips around it. Oh, Aaron girl, thank you. Mmm.” 

I  wrapped  a  hand  around  each  of  the  other  two  and  began  bobbing  my  head  on  Pete’s while  stroking  the  other  one.  I  wanted  to  satisfy  them  completely.  I  went  at  them  both  with passion and vigor—stroking and sucking, running my tongue around the shaft and tip, bobbing my head. I switched back and forth between the two. 

Pete said, “Oh, Joey. You’re soo hot. You’re making me feel so damn good. Get ready for it, baby. I can’t hold back looking at your gorgeous eyes and those lips wrapped...” 

I stopped doing Pete, and he whimpered, “Joey, no, I’m almost finished.” I let his cock bob freely in the air. I wanted him to want me even more, to torture him. 

I moved my mouth back to the other guy’s cock and looked up into his eyes while gently squeezing  Pete’s  cock  just  to  keep  him  on  the  edge.  Pete  thrust  slowly  through  my  fist.  They were both getting really excited and were loving what I was doing. They moaned and breathed heavily. 

I  became  engrossed  in  maximizing  their  pleasure  and  wanted  them  to  shoot  into  my mouth. I tugged on the other guy’s balls as his hands clenched my head, and he thrust into my lips through my hand. 

His  cock  become  rigid  in  my  mouth  as  the  semen  shot  through  it  and  into  my  throat. 

“Ungh, yeah,” he grunted. I moaned around it as I swallowed and looked into his eyes. His body clenched, and his face was as if in pain. Gush after gush, I kept up with it until I sucked him dry and made him shudder over and over, even when there was no more. 

“Stop already,” he cried. I stayed on it. “Holy shit, Joey, stop!” I didn’t want to. I had him in my grips and was driving him wild. Finally, he forced me off of it. 

Pete  took  my  hand  off  his  cock,  moved  his  cock  to  my  face  and  said,  “Hurry,  Joey. 

Hurry, please. Take me in your mouth, please. I can’t wait anymore after watching you.” 

I grabbed it and dove onto it, looking up at him. He held my head tight and fucked my face, humping into me furiously. “Oh, Joey, wow!” 

He came immediately, flooding my tongue, he pulled back to thrust then slipped out. It splashed into my hair and on my face before I got it back in my mouth and sucked it dry. I kept going at it even after he was done to drive him crazy, too, and got every drop I could. I wanted more. Doing this was fabulous. 

“Stop!” he cried out. “Stop already!” He tugged me off his cock. Aaron was doing the same to Mike, and Mike had to pull her off. 

They all laughed and put themselves away. They stood up, and Mike patted our heads. 

“There,  see?  I  think  they  actually  enjoyed  it.  I  know  I  never  had  something  so  good.  Don’t worry, girls, there’s more where that came from. Now let us buy you girls a drink. We’re taking you out and showing you off.” 

The third guy said, “Not me. Gotta go to a Star Wars collectors’ meeting. See ya later. 

Thanks for the BJ, Joey. You were fantastic.” 

I could tell Aaron was still as horny as I was after the two of us playing together and not being  able  to  finish  each  other  off.  Then  doing  these  guys  added  to  it.  She  looked  at  me. 

“Thanks, guys, but we’re staying in. Sorry, too risky to be going out in public like this.” 

Mike said, “Oh c’mon. We owe you two at least some drinks. We won’t tell anyone, and no one will know. You two are perfect. No one would know you aren’t girls. I never had a girl do  that  to  me  before,  and  I  never  had  a  gorgeous  girlfriend  like  either  of  you  either.  Please? 

You’ll be safe with us.” 

I felt my hair. “Then let us clean up first. You want us to look nice for you, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, sure, girls,” Mike said. “Pete and I will be downstairs on the porch when you’re done.” 

They left. Aaron and I looked at each other. I said, “Do we have any choice?” 

“No more than doing what we just did.” 

“How was it for you? Did it traumatize you, being forced to do that?” 

Aaron laughed. “Hell no! It wasn’t like they actually forced us—just maybe motivated us to do it. I loved every second. It just made me hornier. You?” 

“Same, sister. Can’t wait to get back here and take care of that with you.” 

“Did you ever go out in public?” 

“Nope.  Never  had  the  nerve.  I’m  kind  of  excited  by  the  idea,  and  with  the  guys,  it’s safer. Maybe this will turn out for the better. I am a little nervous.” 

“Me too. I’m excited, though,” I said. “Let’s get ready.” 

We cleaned up and retouched our lipstick and hair and sprayed ourselves with perfume. 

We grabbed our purses with our things in them and left, walking down the stairs of the frat house as our secret selves that were becoming less secret. 

What  had  we  gotten  into?  In  a  way,  it  was  good  we  didn’t  have  a  choice,  because  we were actually going out dressed the way we loved to dress. Always have to look at the good side of things. We didn’t even have to pay for drinks. 

Pete and Mike were on the porch. They stood as we walked out. Pete offered his arm to me. “May I have this honor, my lovely lady?” He flashed a smile. Mike took Aaron’s hand and kissed the back of it, then gave his arm to Aaron. 

Aaron and I exchanged smiles as we walked off the porch with them. 
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Pete  drove  with  me  in  the  front  seat  with  him,  and  Aaron  sat  in  back  with  Mike.  His hand  rested  on  my  stockinged  thigh  as  he  drove.  “I  hope  this  feels  okay  to  you.  I  just  want  to touch you—you’re so sexy.” 

“Feels great. Thanks.” 

“I already deleted the video. After what we did, it wouldn’t be right.” 

“Thanks!  That  was  nice  of  you.”  I  turned  to  look  at  Aaron;  she  and  Mike  were  sitting close, Mike’s hand caressing her thigh. Aaron smiled and nodded then said, “Thanks, Pete. Glad you deleted it. You’re a friend.” 

He  looked  in  the  mirror.  “Yeah,  we  hope  so.  Mike  and  I  talked  on  the  porch,  and  we both were taken by you two. We want to be friends with you girls. You’re much more interesting than when you’re guys.” He flashed a smile at me and turned back to the road. 

I slid his hand on my thigh. “So you like how this feels?” 

He nodded. “Lovely. No regular girls are as sexy or pretty as you two.” 

He pulled into a parking lot. I said, “I thought we were going to a club?” 

“That’s  what  we’d  originally  planned,  but  Mike  and  I  want  to  get  to  know  you  two better, and the clubs are too noisy. Unless you girls want to go to a club instead.” 

I  looked  at  Aaron,  and  she  shrugged.  I  said,  “This  is  good.  I  like  this  piano  bar.  I’ve come here to relax after my tests. It’s nice and quiet.” 

Pete shut the car off. “Good. I’ve been here, too, and always thought it would be a great place to come with a girl, but I never had a girl to come here with. Now I do.” 

He smiled and leaned in toward me. I kissed his lips gently. “Thanks, Mike. I love what a gentleman you are. I never would have guessed.” 

“Thanks.” 

We  entered  the  club  and  were  carded  without  a  problem.  No  one  was  the  wiser  as  to what kind of girls we were. Pete and I walked hand in hand before Mike and Aaron to a dark, quiet booth in the corner. The piano music played delicately. 

I  slid  in,  slipping  my  short  hem  under  me  as  I  did.  Pete  slid  in  next  to  me,  and  Aaron came  in  from  the  other  side,  followed  by  Mike.  We  all  sat  close  and  our  thighs  pressed  softly against each other. The waiter came over, and we all ordered drinks. Seems we were all in the mood for stiff drinks—Aaron and I had martinis, and Mike and Pete had bourbons on the rocks. 

Mike and Pete looked at each other nervously. Pete said, “We, uh, want to apologize for how all of that happened back there. It was rude and intimidating and may have been humiliating for you.” 

I  looked  at  Aaron  and  said,  “Apology  accepted.  Actually,  it  may  have  been  good  it happened. We wouldn’t be here now if it hadn’t.” 

Pete was observing me. “So you two have never gone out like this?” 

Aaron shook her head. “No. Never,” I said. “I would never have had the courage to.” 

Pete put his hand on my thigh, and I put mine over his. He said, “You’re both so hot. I know I keep repeating myself, but you are. How does it feel for you? To do this. To be a guy and yet be a girl at the same time. What does it feel like to dress, look, walk and talk like a girl? I always wondered what girls felt like when they were dressed really sexy and hot.” 

Our drinks arrived. Pete lifted his glass. “To all of us getting to know each other better.” 

We clinked and sipped. 

I  said  to  Pete  as  the  others  listened,  “Well,  I  think  I  can  speak  for  Aaron  too.”  She nodded to me and sipped. “To do this is to leave behind the boring, mundane feeling of being a

geek and to become something sensual, pretty, feminine, and lovely. It’s as if we see the world though new eyes.” I slid Pete’s hand on my leg. “Feel that? Feel how silky that is?” 

“It’s  wonderful,”  Pete  said.  Aaron  placed  Mike’s  hand  on  her  leg.  He  smiled  and nodded. 

I  nodded.  “See?  Imagine  wearing  them  and  feeling  them  as  they  slip  up  your  silky, shaven leg. Imagine putting on high heels and all of a sudden walking in short strides, your hips swaying  a  bit,  your  legs  shaped  from  the  high  heel,  your  walk  super  sensual  as  your  breasts bounce and tug on your chest. 

“Imagine your cock hard, because you have become the vision of what’s always excited you. You are inside what has always excited you, feeling the feelings she does. Your cock slips happily against the lining of your dress with each step. Your perfume wafts into your nose.” 

I  held  the  stem  of  my  martini  glass  and  showed  them.  “Your  fingers  are  long  and delicate with the new nails and pretty paint on them. You see your painted toenails in the shower, and  they  make  you  feel  cute  and  sexy.  You  love  using  your  new  voice,  since  it’s  softer  and sexier. You look in the mirror and paint the lips you would love to have suck you, you do your makeup,  your  eyes  and  face  developing  shape  and  beauty  well  beyond  what  you  ever  were before.” 

I  smiled  at  them  as  they  sat  there,  riveted  to  my  story.  “Do  I  look  better  this  way,  or when I was just another nerd?” 

Mike said, “We told you already. So much more interesting.” 

I felt Pete’s lap for a response. He was hard again. I looked into his eyes. “See? It excites you, too, to think of doing it, doesn’t it?” I rubbed it for him. 

He rolled his eyes. “For some reason it really does. I never would have thought of doing it, but you two have made it seem so exciting.” 

Aaron took Pete’s hand on the table. “We can help! That’s so exciting. You two would come out as good as us, if not better.” Aaron pushed Mike’s glasses back on his nose. “You’d be so cute with those glasses. A real librarian look.” 

Pete was fidgeting in his seat. I put my hand on his shoulder and looked into his eyes. 

“What’s the matter, honey?” 

“Uh,  just  thinking  about  it.  I’m  not  gay  like  you  are.  I  don’t  think  Mike  is  either.”  He looked at Mike. Mike shook his head, then sipped nervously. 

I shook my head at him. “You don’t have to be gay to wear a dress. I’ve been doing it forever and never sucked anyone until tonight. Besides, when you’re looking like a girl, acting like  a  girl,  smelling  like  a  girl,  you  become  a  girl,  and  then  it’s  okay.  Girls  suck  guys.  It’s straight, right?” 

He  tilted  his  head  as  he  thought  about  it.  I  held  my  hand  on  his  cock  in  his  pants  and asked him, “Wouldn’t you like to be the one in control of making someone intensely happy by doing  that?  Think  about  it,  Pete.  Put  the  societal  paradigms  away  and  imagine  being  a  woman and pleasing a guy.” He throbbed under my hand and shifted in his seat. “See?” 

“Well, yeah, I mean, but…” 

Aaron  said,  “Joey  and  I  can  help  you  two  to  become  what  you  want  to  become  if  you like. No pressure. I think you’ll love it, though, once you set aside your beliefs of how weird it is. 

I  think  you’d  look  incredible  too.  You  both  have  such  nice  skin  and  hair  and  eyes.  Thin,  sexy bodies. Mmm, yes, perfection. Imagine how good it will feel.” 

We  had  another  drink  and  talked  some  more.  Pete  actually  got  past  me  having  a  cock and had his hand wrapped around it through my dress as we snuggled in the booth. The more I

talked  about  the  feelings  of  dressing  beautifully,  the  harder  he  got  and  the  more  he  enjoyed caressing me. 

At the end of the night, we were all pretty well lubricated and ended up taking an Uber home.  When  we  stumbled  into  the  frat  house  like  two  drunk  couples,  there  were  six  other  frat members  sitting,  drinking  beer,  and  talking  about  alternative  realities  and  the  physics  of  them. 

They all looked up as we entered. 

Their jaws dropped. One said, “Pete, Mike, who are the girls? Introduce us.” 

All  the  guys  stood  and  came  over.  They  were  gawking  at  us.  Pete  looked  at  us  and shrugged  his  shoulders.  His  mouth  moved,  but  nothing  came  out.  He  couldn’t  say  it—or wouldn’t give us away. 

I moved to the front and tugged Aaron with me. “You guys know us. I’m Joey, and this is Aaron. This is a hobby of ours that we enjoy, and we’d be glad to teach any of you how to do it. You have to admit, we look a hell of a lot better than we do as nerds.” 

I looked at Pete and Mike as they smiled and nodded with their arms over our shoulders. 

I whispered to Pete, “Should I tell them our plan? Maybe they’ll all want to do it.” 

Pete nodded. “Sure. What the fuck? It’s too hard to hide when it’s done. The more the merrier. Why wouldn’t they want to?” 

I looked at all of them as they chatted and stared at us. “Okay, guys. So now you know. 

Joey and I love to be girls from time to time. Tomorrow, you too can have a chance to become something  sexy  and  special  like  us.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Pete  and  Mike  will  be  like  us  by tomorrow night. Let us know if you want to try it. Meet us at eight a.m. in the front room if you do.” 

They all looked at each other, uncertain. I said, “You can talk about alternative realities and  the  math  involved,  like  you  were  when  we  came  in  tonight,  all  you  want.  Why  not experience an alternate reality instead? It’s a hell of a lot more fun.” 

They all looked at each other, nodding and laughing. 

Pete came forward. “And as president of this frat, anyone who gives any of these kind of girls a hard time is out. No messing with them, no jeering or taunting or name-calling either. If it looks like a girl, walks like a girl, talks like a girl, it’s a girl. Got it?” 

They all nodded. We went upstairs. 
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Aaron  and  I  invited  Mike  and  Pete  in  for  a  good-night  kiss  so  we  girls  could  get  a nightcap  from  them.  Aaron  and  I  slipped  into  some  sexy  black  satin  corsets  with  garters, matching black crotchless panties, sheer black stockings, and short, sheer, open black coats over it  all.  Strappy  black  stilettos  with  five-inch  heels  and  a  fresh  dose  of  perfume  completed  our outfits. 

The guys went crazy with desire for us, and we sucked them off to perfection. Then they left, excited for the next day and ready for a good night’s sleep. 

Aaron and  I  slid into  bed  together and  picked  up  where we’d  left  off. We  fell  into  our machine-like  motions  and  delights,  and  it  didn’t  take  long.  We  moaned  around  each  other’s sweet-smelling cocks as we humped each other’s faces. 

I  could  feel  Aaron’s  and  my  bodies  tense  as  we  both  approached  the  final  stretch.  She shoved it into me and held it there, and I did the same. I shot into her as she filled my mouth with her  salty,  sweet  come.  I  swallowed  voraciously  as  gush  after  gush  shot  from  me,  and  she  shot into me. It was hard to tell where the sensations came from, as joined and in sync with each other as we were. 

Finally,  we  both  relaxed  as  our  cocks  stopped  twitching  in  our  mouths  and  our  bodies relaxed,  the  vibrations  and  tingling  subsiding.  We  gently  ran  our  tongues  around  each  other’s shafts and bobbed our heads slowly in time as we softened in each other’s mouths. 

Aaron tugged her soft cock from my lips and slid up to our pillows where she kissed me, and we mingled the tastes of each other. Lying on her side, she gazed into my eyes, stroked my hair and whispered, “I love you so much. I’m so glad I caught you.” 

I  kissed  her  forehead.  “I  love  you  too,  Aaron.  Now  we  have  something  wonderful  to share besides engineering stuff.” 

We wrapped our slippery, stockinged legs over each other’s, embraced, and drifted off to sleep. 

In the morning, the sunlight made beams on the lovely creature in my bed. She was on her  back,  her  cock  standing  erect.  I  couldn’t  resist.  I  slid  up  against  her  and  slipped  my  cock against her silky leg, her cock slipping against my leg as I moved. We humped each other’s legs until we both came in an embrace, flooding our stockings with our pleasure. 

“Good morning,” she said, smiling. “That was a lovely way to wake up, honey.” 

I laughed. “Yes it was; you feel much nicer than a pillow.” 

She  laughed.  “I  sure  hope  so.  You  do,  too,  although  I  do  have  a  sweet  spot  for  my pillow.  I  love  when  she  wears  a  satin  pillow  case.”  She  laughed.  “We  have  to  meet  everyone soon. We’d better get moving. I want to get a list together for anyone interested so they can get the shopping done quickly and efficiently.” 

“Good  idea.  You  make  the  list  and  bring  it  down.  I’ll  throw  on  some  clothes  and  go make us breakfast.” 

She shot out of bed and went to her room. I showered quickly and did a quick daytime makeup job, slid on some suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out, some stretchy pink panties and matching bra, a denim mini and pink V-neck golf shirt, and some high-heel tan wedges. 

I flew down the stairs and into the kitchen. Pete and Mike were eating breakfast already and talking excitedly. 

“Hi,  boys,  sleep  well?”  I  asked  as  I  went  to  the  fridge  and  took  out  eggs,  bread,  and juice. 

“Hi, Joey. I think anyone would have slept well after last night. Did you two?” 

“It was wonderful. Ready to become something special? Ready to immerse yourself in loveliness?  Ready  to  be  the  sexy,  sensual  creatures  you’ve  always  dreamed  of  having  for  a girlfriend?” I whipped the eggs as I watched them. They smiled and their faces flushed. 

“Good  girls,”  I  said.  “Aaron  is  making  a  shopping  list  for  all  the  new  girls;  she’ll  be down in a bit.” 

Pete said, “Super. I just hope we can look as good as you. You even look great in that outfit. So nice and casual, yet sexy and feminine.” 

“Thanks. Then you girls will have to buy some casual things like this too.” 

Aaron came downstairs. She wore a floral sundress, sheer suntan pantyhose, and wedge heels  as  well.  Her  perfume  filled  the  room.  She  leaned  down  and  kissed  Mike  on  the  cheek. 

“Good morning, sweetie.” She then kissed Pete on the cheek. “Thank you guys for the drinks last night. All of them, from the first to the one before bed.” She winked. 

They grinned, and she sat and crossed her legs. She observed them. “Yes, you two will be incredible.” She handed them the list she had printed out. “Get all of it. Get extra stockings and panties and so on, because you will want to keep doing it.” 

They read the list. Others started coming into the kitchen and making breakfast. Aaron asked  each  one  in  turn,  walking  around  the  kitchen  to  them.  “Becoming  something  special, sweetie?” 

They  all  nodded  with  red  faces  and  took  the  list.  She  sat  and  said,  “After  breakfast there’ll be a quick meeting in the living room, and then you need to get going so we can all be ready  for  dinner  tonight.  Pete  authorized  taking  money  from  the  group  entertainment  fund  to have a feast tonight. Isn’t that right Pete?” Aaron looked to Pete. 

“Uh, yeah. Why not? Right.” 

“Joey and I will do the shopping for the feast.” 

Everyone seemed to be happy with the idea. We ate breakfast, had our meeting, and set about the day. 
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“The meeting seemed to go well, Joey. They were all so interested and even took notes when you went through the list and other things they needed to do.” 

“Engineers always take notes and learn fast. I’m sure they’ll all do well. I just hope none of them chickens out at the store.” 

“They know what to say.” 

“But the ear piercings and getting nails and a pedicure…” 

“Not a problem. Some might do that themselves. I’d guess probably most.” 

“True.” 

We  went  into  the  grocery  store  and  picked  up  easy-to-cook  things.  Crab  legs  to  be steamed, smoked salmon, smoked sausage, and so on. Aaron held a zucchini and got lost in it. 

I put my hand on her shoulder. “What’s the matter, honey?” 

“Uh, you know when we came, after we woke up today?” 

“Yeah. It was lovely.” 

“I loved that. I loved being face to face like that. Do you think we might even make love sometime? You know. Me inside of you and you inside of me? I think it would be so intimate and romantic.” 

I took the zucchini from her and placed it back on the pile. “We’ll need something other than a zucchini to get ready for it. After this, we’ll go get some things. I agree. I’d love to do that with you.” I kissed her cheek. 

Aaron  smiled  warmly  and  pushed  the  cart  along.  “I  never  thought  I  could  go  out  in public like this. It feels so liberating. I feel so much myself now.” 

“Me too. This is me. I want this forever. I want you forever.” 

We enjoyed the shopping and found everything we needed. One quick stop at the adult toy store and we were done. I held the toy as Aaron drove and said, “Hard to imagine.” 

Aaron  laughed.  “At  first  it  probably  will  be  weird,  but  I  Googled  it  before,  when  I wondered  about  doing  something  like  that,  and  this  is  what  they  recommended  along  with  the shower attachment.” 

I took it from the package and pumped it up. “It gets so damn big.” 

“Just count the pumps until you get to the size you want. But inside it will probably stay smaller and just feel snug. I’m gonna to see how far I can pump mine up and back it off if it feels like too much. The built-in vibrator should feel nice.” 

I was excited at the thought of the two of us actually being joined so intimately. I crossed my legs and shoved my hard cock between them. I held Aaron’s hand as she drove us back to the frat. She rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb affectionately. 

We  hauled  all  the  things  into  the  frat  and  put  them  away.  We  set  up  the  plates  and serving dishes, took out the glasses, chilled wine, and set up the bar. Some of the other members had set up flowers and decorations and cleaned the house. I stopped one of them to ask why they weren’t out shopping. “Jamie, why aren’t you and the others shopping for the things on our list? 

I thought you all were gonna get fem.” 

He laughed then placed his palms up by his shoulders, wrists bent back, looking girly. In a  girl’s  voice  he  said,  “Oh,  honey,  some  of  us  have  been  doing  this  for  some  time  already.  I never knew how many! And we have all we need. Now we just have the chance to do it more openly. Don’t worry, sister, I’ll be my fem best. Joey, thanks for doing this.” 

He kissed my cheek, touching me gently on the shoulder. “You girls are a motivation to us all. This is so much nicer than just being a geek. I can’t wait to see the other girls.” He ran off

to take care of whatever else he thought needed doing. 

“Wow,” Aaron said. “Seems we have more of us and more to come. This will be great! 

The fem engineers’ club has begun. Let’s go get ready.” 

She  grabbed  my  hand,  and  we  ran  up  the  curved  staircase  to  my  suite.  I  dropped everything  on  the  counter.  “You  know,  Aaron,  we  could  share  a  suite  if  we  wanted  to.  We bought only one attachment for the shower.” 

“True. We’ll have to see if we can fit all our clothes into one closet first. Can you put the attachment  on  and  clean  yourself  out  and  shower  first?  I’ll  clean  our  bottom  plugs  and  put  the batteries in them, then lay out my clothes. When you’re done, I’ll shower and clean up.” 

“Super.” 

The attachment went on easily. I went to the bathroom and cleaned out in the shower. I felt  incredible  when  I  was  done,  light  and  clean.  I  shaved  the  little  hair  growth  on  my  body quickly and repainted my toenails and added a coat to my fingernails. I did my makeup and hair for a special evening and called to Aaron that it was her turn. 

She came into the bathroom. “Okay, sweetie. I read something that said in order to make penetration easier, you should be aroused and relaxed. If you don’t mind, I’ll see if I can get you aroused.” She winked. 

I opened my satin robe, and she knelt down, taking my already hard cock in her mouth. 

Looking up at me, she lavished attention on the treat. I took some lube and put it on the plug. She took it from me and slipped it between my cheeks, pressing it against the hole. I squatted slightly and pressed against it. The feeling was delightful as she pushed and I relaxed the muscle there. 

It continued to spread me farther and farther as she pushed and I pressed against it. It slid deeper and deeper, and then it sucked in to the hilt. It felt wonderful. She turned on the vibration. 

That felt even better. 

“Should I pump it up, or do you want to?” she asked. 

“Go ahead.” I put my foot on the toilet. 

She  pumped  and  pumped  while  she  sucked  me.  The  plug  swelled  and  grew  in  length inside me. It kept feeling more and more sensual until it just seemed to plateau. “I think that’s good,” I said. “Stop sucking me before I come by accident. It feels incredible.” 

She turned the valve and removed the bulb-pump, putting it on the counter. I put my foot down, and the plug massaged me inside. Aaron observed me. My cock danced in the air. 

I turned the vibrations down a little to make it less intense. “There, I think that’ll do fine. 

Wait until you feel this.” 

She stood and kissed my cheek. “Okay, I’m next.” 

I  went  to  dress  while  she  showered.  My  body  was  tingling  all  over,  and  the  plug  was increasing  my  sensations.  The  sheer  black  stockings  felt  like  the  wings  of  an  angel  as  they caressed my legs on the way up to be clasped to my garter belt. 

The sheer black penis-sheath panties were like slipping on another silken skin. I oozed from my tip. I slid garters made of white lace and black satin above the stockings and wrapped a matching one around my globes and cock, adjusting it so the white lace lay across my balls like a little skirt. I was so on edge, I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t just come as I finished dressing. 

I slid on the sparkly, strappy, five-inch-heel black stilettos and walked over to the closet, feeling the plug massage me with each mincing step. Just walking was a thrill now. 

I  clasped  the  black  satin  and  lace  bra  and  slid  it  over  my  arms,  then  put  the  gel  breast forms  in  and  adjusted  them.  I  took  out  the  black  mini  dress,  sheer  chiffon  over  satin,  with  a flared  hem  and  deep  V-neck.  I  sat  on  the  bed  and  slipped  it  on.  Every  touch  from  it  upon  the

heightened sensitivity of my skin ignited my passion further. I zipped the back and went over to the full-length mirror. 

My  hair  was  fluffed  and  layered,  my  makeup  sensual,  my  lips  inviting,  my  jewelry perfect.  I  took  myself  in,  loving  every  inch.  I  grabbed  my  cock  through  the  dress  and  held  it gently. I had to let it go or face an accident. 

I was shaking and had to sit on the bed to relax and catch my breath. I had never been so enveloped in an overall blissful sensation throughout my body. When I relaxed a bit and thought about differential equations for a while, I was able to load my purse and check on Aaron. 

She  had  gotten  out  of  the  shower  and  finished  her  makeup.  “Ready  for  the  slam  jam, baby?” I laughed. 

She smiled in the mirror. “You bet.” 

I knelt before her and sucked her cock while she lubed the plug. I took it from her and continued sucking while I pressed it home. She pushed back against it. “Oh, Joey. That’s it, push, baby.” 

I gave it a good hard push. She gasped. “Oh yeah.” She turned it on. I attached the pump and began. She gyrated her hips as it expanded and grew inside her. She moaned tiny moans. It seemed it would explode, I had pumped so much. Finally she said, “Okay. Stop pumping and let out a tiny bit.” 

I did. She took a deep breath. “Perfect. Wow. Very nice.” 

I  stood.  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  me  and  kissed  my  lips  deeply.  “I  can’t  wait  to have you inside me.” 

“But I want you first, honey.” 

She  laughed,  “Here  we  go  again  with  who’s  turn  it  is.”  She  stood  back.  “You  look stunning, by the way.” 

“Thanks.  Now  go  make  yourself  stunning  too.  I  need  a  drink,  so  I’ll  go  downstairs unless you want me to wait for you.” 

“Oh no, go ahead. I’m sure there are some other girls down there by now. Go have fun. 

Just don’t come. It feels like I’m going to any second with this in me.” 

“I know. Me too. See ya later.” 

I  walked  down  the  stairs  carefully  in  my  almost  too-tall  heels,  then  minced  my  way across the tiles, clicking on them and sending little gifts of plug-pleasure through me with each motion.  I  was  a  sexy,  graceful,  elegant,  powerful,  confident  seductress...  with  an  appetite.  An appetite for much more than food and drink. 
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Downstairs,  Pete  and  Mike  were  fully  dressed  en  femme  and  sitting  at  the  bar  with drinks, their silky legs crossed, each of them bouncing one foot and looking perfectly sexy. Their legs  touched  each  other’s  as  they  sat  sideways  to  the  bar.  Long,  painted    nails  on  their  fingers flashed  in  animated  conversation,  touching  each  other  playfully  and  sensually.  Two  young women  having  fun.  You’d  never  have  known  they  were  nerdy,  male  engineering  students  just hours ago. 

I poured myself a martini and walked up to them smiling, my purse over my shoulder. I leaned into Pete. She gave me a kiss. “Pete, you look wonderful.” I turned to Mike. “As do you, Mike.” 

They  laughed.  Pete  said,  “Thanks,  Joey.  I’m  not  Pete.  He’s  gone  away.  I’m  Petra,  and this is Michaela.” 

“Nice to meet you both. May I join you?” I motioned to the seat by Petra. She patted it. 

I sat and they turned and moved their seats so the three of us could talk. As close as we were, our silky legs touched in the center from time to time as we chatted and sipped. I rotated the barstool back and forth slightly to allow a sweet caress inside me while we talked. 

Petra  watched  me.  She  said,  “You  look  incredibly  sexy  tonight.  And  the  way  you’re moving,  I’d  think  you  were  stimulating  yourself  somehow.  Like  when  a  woman  bounces  her foot.” 

“That works too.” I laughed. “Aaron and I have begun to prepare to make love together. 

We’re both wearing expandable butt plugs with vibrators tonight. You should try it.” 

“Make love?” Michaela asked. 

“Yes, I think we’re in love.” 

“Congratulations,”  Petra  said,  “but  isn’t  making  love  something  a  man  and  a  woman do?” 

“Don’t be silly. I’m sure it will feel very much the same if not better than what a woman feels, if this plug is any indication. We thought it would join us more deeply than just sucking each other. Plus, we could see each other’s faces and enjoy embracing like a regular couple as well. Have you two done anything together yet?” 

Michaela  blushed  and  averted  her  eyes,  picking  up  her  drink.  I  put  a  hand  on  her stockinged leg. “You dressed together and helped each other?” 

“Yeah, we did.” She smiled nervously at Petra. 

“It’s okay. You gave Petra pleasure didn’t you? Did you enjoy it?” 

She  nodded  and  looked  at  me  with  doe  eyes.  Her  eye  makeup  gave  her  such  a  lovely look. “It’s embarrassing how much I enjoyed it.” 

“Don’t be embarrassed,” I said. 

Petra  said,  “She  has  nothing  to  be  embarrassed  about.”  She  kissed  Michaela’s  cheek. 

“She was wonderful, and I want to return the favor, or do what we caught you two enjoying last night.” 

“See? Isn’t it interesting how when we open our minds to new things our paradigms can drop  away  and  we  can  have  new  and  wonderful  experiences?  That’s  what  happened  to  Aaron and me as well. Go with it, Michaela, and you’ll enjoy it more. Put those old beliefs away and be who you are, girl.” 

She smiled a flat-lipped smile. “I know.” She put a hand on Petra’s stockinged thigh and caressed it as if to show she was changing. “I know how good this is. It’s just old thoughts in the back of my mind.” 

Petra leaned into her and kissed her lips. She raised her glass to the two of us. “To new experiences and a fuller life.” 

We  all  clinked  and  sipped.  I  looked  around  the  room,  and  everyone  was  having  fun. 

There were a few members there who hadn’t been around the night before. They were dressed smartly in suits and ties. I pointed to a few guys and said to the girls, “I didn’t know there were more members around last night. I would have invited them to dress too.” 

Petra said, “They were out late last night at a battle-bot meeting. When they heard about the  plan  this  morning,  they  thought  it  was  weird  and  made  fun  of  it,  but  as  you  can  see,  they dressed nicely once they saw how dressed up the girls were, even though they dressed as guys. I can  tell  they  all  like  how  we  look  since  they’re  having  a  good  time  with  the  girls.  What  nerd wouldn’t?” 

I nodded. “That’s good. At least they’re enjoying it rather than making fun of it. Even if they never get fem, they’ll have been exposed to a new way to look at things. I love it. The girls should make it a point to take good care of them tonight.” 

Michaela  laughed.  “If  the  other  girls  feel  like  I  do,  I’m  sure  they’ll  be  well  taken  care of.” She licked her lips, her eyes wide open. 

Aaron came over and stood by me with her drink. She wore a white lace, V-neck mini dress with crinoline under the skirt, flaring it out and showing beneath the hem. The lace tops of her sheer white stockings showed beneath the crinoline of the dress adding a slutiness to it, and she wore white, strappy, five-inch heels with a white purse and a white flower in her hair. She looked lovely. She kissed my cheek. “Hi, baby.” 

I kissed her pink painted lips. “You look like a bride.” 

“I feel like one.” She ran her hand over my shoulders. She greeted Petra and Michaela, enjoying  their  transformations.  They  fell  back  into  their  position  of  leaning  together,  Petra’s hand on Michaela’s thigh, caressing it, and Michaela’s hand on hers as they smiled. 

Aaron said, “You two make a lovely couple. I see you like touching each other now too. 

Have you, uh…?” 

“Michaela did for Petra,” I said. 

Michaela blushed again. 

Aaron went to her and put her hand on Michaela's crotch and squeezed it as she kissed her on the lips. She pulled back. “Lovely.” 

Aaron  turned  to  the  rest.  “So,  shall  we  enjoy  some  food?  I  see  some  of  the  girls  are moving toward the buffet table.” 

We ate, drank, and danced. Girls took care of the guys right at the bar or on the couch. 

Girls kissed and caressed together and played with each other. It was all so erotic, it seemed like an x-rated movie, not our frat house. Aaron and I watched them. We caressed each other as we took in the delightful interactions while staying lusciously on the edge and saving ourselves for each other. 

I  was  a  bit  tipsy,  extremely  aroused,  very  much  in  love  with  my  new  self  and  with Aaron,  as  well  as  our  new  frat  house.  What  was  next?  It  seemed  nothing  could  be  better  than this. 
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We climbed the stairs to my suite, hand in hand. Aaron said, “No, my room.” She tugged me next door and opened it. 

Inside,  she  had  filled  vases  with  fresh  flowers.  The  fragrance  of  jasmine  filled  the  air. 

The lights were low, and soft, throbbing music played. 

She closed the door behind us and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I love you, Joey. 

I’ve never felt this with anyone, ever.” She gave me a peck on the lips. 

“I love you too, Aaron.” I embraced her and kissed her deeply, taking in her sweet scent and tasting the martini on her tongue. My hands slid down her back to grab her cheeks and pull her to me. I pressed my hard cock against her leg through my dress. She pressed herself against me. 

Our  breathing  grew  faster  as  we  both  became  immersed  in  each  other,  our  vibrating plugs humming away inside us, our bodies afire with passion. I pulled myself away from her and looked into her made-up eyes. “I want you, now.” 

A  knock  fell  on  the  door.  “Shit!”  I  said.  Aaron  opened  it.  There  stood  Petra  and Michaela, their arms around each other’s shoulders. Petra said, “Since you two were planning on making love tonight, we wondered if it might be okay if we watched…or helped in any way we could.” 

Aaron’s jaw dropped and she turned to me. “Uh, honey? What do you think? I know I’d like to watch a couple. Maybe they can help a little too?” 

I thought about it as I looked at them. So different from what they were the other night—

so pretty and feminine now, so sexy. Their eyes pleaded. I could tell they were wondering what it might be like themselves if they did it. To watch and help would be a start for them to decide. 

I  agreed  with  Aaron  that  I’d  like  to  watch  a  couple  as  well.  “Sure,  why  not?”  We  let them in. “There are martinis in a pitcher in the fridge if you girls want some. I’m going to take my plug out and freshen up a bit.” 

Aaron said, “Me too.” 

We  went  into  the  bathroom  and  removed  and  washed  the  plugs  and  freshened  our lipstick and fixed out hair. We spritzed on some fresh perfume and went back. The girls were on the couch, sipping their martinis. 

“We have room in the bedroom if you want to come in.” Aaron said. 

She  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  we  went  in.  She  had  covered  the  lamps  with  pink handkerchiefs,  casting  a  warm  glow  to  the  room.  The  pink  satin  sheets  shone  in  the  dim  light. 

Aaron  slid  onto  them  and  up  to  the  headboard.  She  spread  her  legs  and  grabbed  her  decorated cock and stroked it while looking at me. “Come, baby, fill me and come inside me. Make love to me.” 

I stared at the image of my bride, her white lace mini dress with its crinoline liner tugged up over her garter belt, which held her sheer white stockings on her long silky legs.  She pulled her legs apart, her white stilettos poking into the mattress. A silver heart hung on her necklace between  her  creamy  white  cleavage.  My  virgin  white  bride  against  silky  pink  sheets  took  my breath away. 

“Oh, Aaron, you’re gorgeous.” I slid onto the bed between her legs, and she slid onto her back and wrapped her legs around me as we embraced and kissed. I rubbed my cock against hers as we both anticipated what was next. 

I slid her legs back and down, using her ankles to hold them by her ears. Petra came over and held them for me as I grabbed my cock and pressed it against Aaron’s hole. I pushed as she

pushed  back,  and  soon  the  tip  disappeared  inside  her  and  gave  me  an  intense  squeezing sensation, wrapping my cock in heat. “Oh, god, Aaron, you feel so good.” 

“So do you, baby,” she said as she gazed into my eyes. 

I thrust slowly, luxuriating in the sensations. Petra held Aaron’s heels by Aaron’s head so I could maximize my penetration into her, and I could see Petra’s hard cock beneath her mini dress. I leaned my head forward as I thrust and motioned to Petra’s cock with my head, opening my mouth to invite her. 

She put both of Aaron’s ankles into one hand and grabbed her cock with the other so I could suck it. It was heavenly to fuck and suck at the same time. 

I felt my dress lifted behind me and Michaela rubbed her cock between my butt cheeks. I took my mouth off Petra and looked back. “Oh yes, please, Michaela, fuck me. Fuck me hard, honey. I want to feel what Aaron’s feeling from me.” I took Petra’s cock into my mouth again, and she held my head with one hand and thrust into my face. 

Michaela slid closer and worked the tip of her cock between my cheeks then pressed the tip against my hole. She slid in slowly. It felt as if it would reach my throat before she began to pull out, and then she began thrusting. Each time she went forward into me, I went forward into Aaron, and Petra fucked my face. 

We  began  to  move  in  time.  Aaron  looked  up  at  me  while  I  sucked  Petra’s  cock.  “Oh baby, this is heaven.” 

I moaned around Petra’s cock. 

Michaela held my hips tight. I pushed against her, and she quickened her pace. She knew what I wanted and sped up while slamming her cock into me harder each time. Her penetration made  a  slapping  sound  when  her  cock  felt  like  it  was  in  my  throat.  Her  drilling  bottomed  my cock  in  Aaron,  who  moaned.  We  picked  up  the  pace  and  intensity  until  we  were  all  breathing heavily and moaning. 

Petra held my head tight, fucking my face. “Oh my god, you guys are so hot. I can’t hold back, Joey.” 

I nodded, wanting it. She pumped gush after gush into me, and I swallowed it as best I could, but some of it dripped down my chin and onto Aaron’s face. When I had sucked Petra dry, she withdrew, and I looked into Aaron’s eyes as she approached orgasm, her head moving with each of Michaela’s thrusts into me and mine into her. “Oh baby, fuck me, my love. Fuck your bride,” Aaron said softly, Petra’s come dripping down her forehead and cheeks. 

I  licked  it  off  her  face  as  Michaela  rammed  us.  I  looked  into  Aaron’s  eyes  and whimpered, “This is it, baby.” Aaron grabbed her cock between us and squeezed it. 

Michaela  clenched  my  hips  tight  and  shoved  her  cock  all  the  way  into  me  and  held  it there as she said, “Oh fuck, here it is, uh, uh, uh, uh...god!” She slammed me a few times as she gushed into me. 

I shoved my cock as deep as I could into Aaron and looked into her eyes while I came inside of her. “Huh, huh, huh, huh... Baby, huh, huh.” 

She jerked her cock between us, shooting her come all over both of us as I rammed the hell out of her tight, hot bottom. My body involuntarily spasmed like hers, toes pointing, every muscle clenched. 

Michaela fell upon my back as I rammed the last few times into Aaron. Our cocks were all still trying to shoot more as we shuddered and breathed heavily. 

Finally,  we  were  all  quiet.  Michaela  slipped  her  cock  from  me,  and  her  come  dripped down my thigh. I slipped mine from Aaron and felt it pool under her as I nestled against her and

slid my stockinged leg on hers. I lavished her face and forehead with kisses. 

We fell asleep. 
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In the morning, I woke to my love humping my leg, and I did the same to her. We both came together and fell asleep again. When I woke, I smelled coffee. I went into the kitchen, and she was sitting in her boy clothes sipping coffee. Showered, no makeup, no earrings. Her long-nailed fingers held her mug, her hair wet and loose about her shoulders. 

“Why are you dressed like that?” 

“Just...because.” 

“What? Are you done with being fem?” 

She tilted her head. Shrugged. 

I came over by her and sat. I ran my hand through her wet hair. “Are you okay, honey?” 

She nodded. “I just wanted to see how it would feel to be a nerd again.” 

“How is it?” 

“Not great. But it’s easy. A lot easier than being fem.” 

“True, but not as nice.” 

“True.” 

“So should I get nerdy again?” 

“No, do whatever you want, Joey. I’ll love you anyway you are. We know what we can be now, and we can be whomever and whatever we want.” 

“True.” I looked off, thinking. “I do have three million bucks now. We could even get surgeries  and  such  and  really  fem  it  up.  Imagine  having  implants  and  electrolysis  and everything.” 

She nodded. “Yeah, that would be nice. No more shaving would be great. Having boobs and  hips  all  the  time  would  be  super.”  She  looked  at  her  nails.  “Then  we  could  just  change clothes and strap the boobs down to be nerdy boys. Easier than taking off the nails.” 

“True.” 

“I’m not sure what I want to do right now. All I know is I love you. I’m so happy we did this.” 

“Me  too.”  I  stood  and  kissed  her  forehead.  “But  I  want  to  get  cleaned  up  and  do  my makeup, put on a nice casual outfit and heels, and see how the other girls did, then maybe go to the park today. Join me?” 

“Sounds wonderful. Okay if I stay dressed this way?” 

I looked her up and down. She still looked more like a girl than a guy, and she was still the one I loved. “Absolutely. Let’s go live life some more.” 

Desires – Fantasy Becomes Reality for an Occasional Crossdresser

by Barbara Deloto and Thomas Newgen
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My name is Daniel. I’m writing this to share a journey that changed my life forever. It all started one day in an antique store. 

It was a damp, rainy day, and I was getting things ready for vacation—a two-week break from schoolwork. I was a graduate student in physics, and this break was exactly what I needed. 

The  store  bells  clanged  as  the  door  shut  behind  me.  “Hi,  need  any  help?”  the  mature woman behind the counter asked. 

“No, thanks. Just looking for interesting things.” 

“Let me know if I can help.” She went back to reading her book. 

I wandered around the store, knowing exactly what I was looking for. Clip-on earrings. 

They’re  impossible  to  find  these  days,  so  the  antique  store  was  the  best  place  to  get  them.  I’d find  several  pairs  at  a  time,  all  nice,  old  jewelry  that  would  take  a  polish  well—dangling  ones and button ones. I always had luck in this store, and I wanted some new things for the vacation. 

They didn’t think much about me, a guy, buying women’s jewelry, since so many people did this kind of thing to resell them on eBay for a profit. Each pair I found that day moved me closer to my true desires for the vacation, exciting me more. 

I  found  several  pairs  and  was  satisfied;  I  went  to  the  counter  with  them.  As  the  clerk checked me out, I noticed a ring in the case. “Uh, may I see that ring? What is it?” 

She stopped what she was doing and took it out. “I’m not sure. I think it’s a Labradorite. 

Pretty, isn’t it? Not even sure where it came from. One day it was just here.” She wiped it with a polishing cloth and handed it to me. 

When I held it, it sent a jolt of energy through my body. It was something special, but why? I slid it onto a finger. Electricity raced through me. I felt invigorated and alive. It was as if I became someone else—someone full of life and power. 

The  stone  almost  glowed  in  shades  of  blue,  green  and  silver.  It  was  a  perfect  sphere mounted in silver. It gleamed. I tried to take it off. It was stuck. 

The woman shook her head and laughed. “Uh-oh. Sometimes that happens. Let me get some liquid soap… unless you want to buy it.” 

She watched me tugging on it. I looked up at her. “How much is it?” 

“Hmm, not sure how to price this one. You know, since it is stuck on your finger pretty well, and we might have to cut it off, what would you like to pay?” 

“How’s twenty bucks?” 

“Okay.” She rang me out, and I went racing off to my apartment to start vacation. 

My body tingled all over, and I couldn’t wait to get started on my escape from reality. I took a hot bubble bath and shaved my whole body. I loofah-ed my skin and smoothed silky skin cream all over me. I tried to get the ring off in the tub but with no success. It was okay, though, since it was a pretty ring that either a man or a woman could wear. Since I was in the process of feminizing myself as much as I could, it fit well. It even seemed to push me to keep going. 

I trimmed and painted my toenails and put on painted fake nails to match. I dried my hair upside down and gelled it into spikes. I did my makeup, lipstick, and perfumed my body. 

I walked into the bedroom and looked into the full-length mirror on the wall. A Ken doll with  a  Barbie  doll  head.  I  slipped  into  a  pair  of  silky  suntan  thigh-highs.  Today  they  felt exceptionally nice, for some reason. That tingle from the ring seemed to add another dimension to my sensations. 

I slid into silky pink panties and a matching bra and loaded my gelform breasts into it, adjusting the cleavage nicely. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was feeling much better. Not a

Ken doll anymore. 

I slipped on some high-heel, strappy, black patent stilettos, and I walked around. It felt so good. Better than it ever had before. 

I  put  on  a  black-sequined  clubbing  dress  with  a  V-neck.  Earrings,  necklace,  bracelet, watch, and I was complete. I looked into the mirror. 

I thought how nice it would be to have some hips and butt. Oh my god! I touched them. 

It was me. My heart raced, and I sat on the bed, lifted my dress, and looked at myself. I had a woman’s bottom. I ran my hands over my legs, and they softened noticeably and took on a more sensual shape. I stood up and pulled my dress down, then went back to the mirror. I looked at the ring, and it was glowing on my hand. Was this ring something magical? 

I  took  deep  breaths  and  thought  about  what  had  happened.  I’d  better  be  careful,  or  I might turn completely into a woman, and that was something I didn’t really want. I’d never want to lose my male parts. 

I heard a voice in my head. A sweet feminine voice, murmuring, “Then you won’t. This ring fulfills desires only. A random thought or statement alone won’t create a change.” 

I looked at it and said, “What? I must be going crazy.” 

“No. You were destined for this. You have strong desires—we will make a good team.” 

“Who are you?” 

“I help people achieve desires. Finish what they started.” 

I looked into the mirror again. Nervously, I took out the gelform breasts, wishing I didn’t need them to have breasts. I imagined having beautiful, perky, large breasts. My bra immediately filled to overflowing. The strap was so tight I thought it would break. 

I hurriedly slid the top of the dress down over my shoulders and removed the bra. I ran my hands over the new additions to my chest. I squeezed them and pinched the nipples. It felt sooo good! I was rock-hard in my panties. 

I  lifted  the  dress  back  up,  and  my  nipples  made  slight  bumps  in  the  top.  The  cleavage was  incredible.  I  ran  my  hands  sensually  over  my  arms,  and  they  softened  and  became  a woman’s arms. I looked at my face and made my lips luscious, my cheekbones higher and my eyebrows raised. My face was now a perfect woman’s face. I licked my lips. I was hot. 

I looked at my ears and took off the clip-ons. In a moment, I had two dangling earrings in each lobe and two studs in the top of each ear. Wow, I could make objects as well! 

I looked at my hands and put rings on, including a wedding ring. A wedding ring always seemed  erotic  to  me,  thinking  of  being  married  and  submissively  serving  men  like  a  sixties woman.  I  knew  women  were  treated  terribly  then,  but  for  some  reason  it  seemed  seductive  to think of being committed to serving a man and letting him take care of everything else. Being his object to use as he saw fit. 

My whole body was shaking as I looked into the mirror, taking in my new form. I had to sit. 

On the bed, I stared at the ring and asked out loud, “Will I be able to change back?” My voice had changed to a woman’s. A very sexy woman’s voice. 

“When you’re ready. If you ever truthfully desire it..” 

“So I’m stuck this way?” 

“Until you truly desire to be changed back.” 

Right  then,  I  didn’t  desire  to  change  back.  It  was  a  dream  come  true  at  that  point. 

Besides, I had two weeks before I’d even think of going back. 

I ran my hand over my sheer-stockinged leg. It felt so nice to feel it and to feel my silky

hand on it. I stood and looked into the mirror. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. I grabbed myself and started to stroke madly while looking at myself. It felt incredibly good. 

The sensations were greater than ever, and I felt as if I’d be done any second, but it never got there. When my arm had finally gotten tired, I stopped. Holy shit! I stared at it, poking into the air. 

“It had grown huge—like the porn stars have and that I’ve always fantasized having, too. 

It  looked  out  of  place  on  my  five-foot-four  frame.  I  tried  to  think  it  back  down  to  size  while staring at it. 

I heard the ring. “It’s what you’ve always desired. Now you have it. Enjoy.” 

What  could  I  do  with  it?  I  had  a  woman’s  body.  I  tugged  the  panties  up  and  the  dress back down. No way I could hide that thing now. I had a bulge in front of the dress. I needed a dress with a flared skirt and a good, snug pair of panties. 

The dress became what I imagined—black lace with a flared, satin skirt. No more bulge. 

“Now  what?”  I  looked  into  the  mirror.  I  was  perfect,  the  best  transformation  ever.  I started out like usual, just dressing up and relaxing, then reading some crossdressing fiction and having a few drinks. That, however, seemed such a waste. 

I turned and looked at myself from all angles. I was a hot woman with a flagpole under her dress and horny as ever. I throbbed in my panties. I slid them under my globes and put the dress back down. No one could see it, even standing rigid and throbbing beneath the dress. The satin lining caressed it as I turned, looking at myself in the full-length mirror. 

I stroked myself with the dress while running my eyes over my new body. “Huh, uh uh uh come on, uh uh.” I was so close, any second now. “Ungh, huh huh huh huh.”I wanted to just mess the dress and be done, and it felt as if I would any second, but I couldn’t. I stopped, and I felt on the edge, whether I was stroking it or not. 

“It’s what you always wanted,” I heard the ring say. “You always try to make it last, so now it won’t end.” 

“It has to end!” I tugged at the ring, trying to get it off. 

“That won’t work. When your desires are fulfilled, then you can move on to your new desires. Be careful what you wish for, sweetie. It’ll catch up with you. Today it did.” 

Well, I always wanted to be able to pass and go out in public. I always wanted to walk freely through the world as a woman. I guess I needed to now. 

“Yes, you do,” said the ring in my head. “Go satisfy your desires.” 

I loaded my purse and looked at my driver’s license. The picture changed to what I was now and the name to Daniela. Time to meet the world. 
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I drove to the other side of campus. I was nervous initially, but with the way I looked, I had nothing to be nervous about. The only problem was my big piece of meat under the dress. It called to me to satisfy it. The only reason I ever wanted one that big was to be a macho guy and drive the women wild. How could I do that now? It was a cruel joke. 

I entered the upscale restaurant and went to the bar, taking a seat in the corner against the wall.  A  handsome  bartender  came  over  and  placed  a  folded  linen  napkin  as  a  coaster  for  the water he placed before me. “Hello, my name is William. Can I get you a drink?” He flashed a gorgeous smile. 

I tucked myself between my legs and crossed them. “I’m Daniela. Sure, William. Dirty martini please. Cheese-stuffed olives, and keep them coming.” 

“Like some appetizers? We have foie gras on toast wedges and crab bites.” 

“Sounds wonderful.” 

I sipped the water and looked around the bar. A few patrons dressed in suits and ties sat at  the  other  end  with  women  dressed  similarly  to  me.  At  least  I  had  the  proper  attire  for  this place. 

The martini arrived. “Shall I put a place holder next to you? Someone else coming?” 

“Uh, I’m not sure.” 

“I’ll put one anyway. Then you won’t be bothered, and if they do show, you’ll have their seat.” 

“Okay.” He set up a water at the seat next to me, and I sipped my martini and got lost in thought. What the fuck was happening? I pinched my arm. I wasn’t dreaming. I uncrossed and re-crossed  my  legs  and  felt  it  jump  free.  I  looked  down,  and  the  dress  still  kept  it  hidden  well enough. It felt better not to be crushed between my legs. 

I sipped the martini, thinking about how to fulfill my desires. This huge thing was meant for a woman. It felt as if it would release at any second and spray all over, but it wasn’t. I needed to get rid of that feeling. 

I slid the dress against it as I sipped and looked at the mirror on the back of the bar. A woman approached me, smiling. 

“Hi, is this seat taken?” She smiled through rouged lips and bright, made-up blue eyes. 

She was gorgeous. 

“Uh, no. Just waiting for you.” I motioned to the water and napkin. 

“How  nice.”  She  seated  herself  and  crossed  her  legs,  adjusting  the  hem  of  the  short clubbing dress. She sipped the water. “How did you know I was coming? I know I’m an animal of repeating patterns. Did you see me here before?” She put her hand out to me. “I’m Justine.” 

I put my hand out. My skirt popped up a bit, and her eyes flitted to my lap for a second, then back to my eyes. 

“Daniela. Pleasure to meet you.” Did she see? I waved to the bartender, and she looked at him. I pressed my hand down on it and slid it between my legs. 

She  looked  back  at  my  lap  then  at  me.  “You  seem  a  bit  nervous.  Are  you  okay? 

Something you’d like to talk about?” She put her hand on my thigh and leaned in toward me. 

“Uh, no. I’m fine. Just need to relax. It’s been a tough week.” 

“Me, too. I know how that can be, sweetie.” She turned to William. I’ll have what she’s having.” 

“Of course.” He left. 

She turned in her seat toward me, and her leg slid sensually against mine. I knew what I

wanted  to  do  with  her,  but  it  was  impossible  looking  this  way.  She  ran  her  hand  up  my stockinged thigh. “Nice hose. Are they Wolford?” 

“Yes. Love them.” 

She  put  my  hand  on  her  leg.  “That’s  what  I  wear.”  She  lifted  her  drink  to  me  and  we toasted. “To girlfriends.” 

“To girlfriends.” I drank it down and clinked the glass so William would notice. 

Justine  observed  me  while  she  sipped  her  martini.  “You’re  different,  somehow... 

Special.” 

“Thanks.” Could she tell? How could she? “I like to think everyone is special in some way. Like your name. It’s very pretty.” 

She leaned toward me and put her hand gently on my thigh and slid it ever so slowly as she  whispered,  “I  think  we  could  be  very  close  friends,  Daniela.  If  you’d  like  to  be,  that  is. 

Please, have dinner with me.” 

This could be interesting. What the hell? She was gorgeous. “Sounds wonderful. Maybe after dinner we could spend some private time together.” 

“Absolutely!” She kissed me gently on the lips. 

We  drank  down  two  more  drinks  apiece,  and  by  the  end  of  dinner,  we  were  almost  in each other’s laps in our booth in the dark corner of the restaurant. It was all I could do to keep her hands from finding what was proudly beneath my dress. 

We went into the ladies’ room together. It was strange sitting next to her and hearing her pee while I desperately thought about baseball to eliminate my erection and pee. She was done primping in front of the mirror when I finished, and I went to the counter to touch up my lipstick, the rod back at full mast beneath the dress. 

I heard the door to the bathroom lock. I finished my lips, and her arms wrapped around my waist from behind. A hand slid down the skirt of my dress and pressed into my crotch. 

“I knew it,” she said. 

I turned with a shocked look on my face. “I, uh, I...” I didn’t have a clue what to say. 

“I knew you had a strap-on on. You are a hottie.” 

She  got  in  front  of  me  and  sat  on  the  counter.  She  lifted  her  dress  and  slid  her  panties aside, reaching the other hand out to me. “Let me slip it in. I want it now,” she whispered. 

A strap-on. Right. Why didn’t I think of that? I came forward and lifted my dress over her  legs.  Her  fingers  wrapped  around  it  and  tugged  me  to  her.  She  had  an  arm  around  my shoulders, and she drew me close. She whispered, “It feels so real, so nice and silky and warm.” 

“Mmm,” I moaned. I pressed it toward her, feeling her wetness on it. 

“It’s so big. I don’t know if it’ll fit. Be gentle.” 

I pushed into the tight wetness and pressed as it stretched her. She let out a gasp. “Oh my god, that feels heavenly. Push it deeper. Mmm, yes.” 

Again, it was as if I would explode at any minute. I hit bottom and began to thrust in and out. Soon she was dripping around it, and I was pounding her into the counter, her legs and arms wrapped around me. I was on the edge. It felt so good. I continued, I had to finish this time. It had to work. 

She  came  in  a  flood  down  my  legs.  I  didn’t  stop.  She  twitched  and  jerked  on  it  as  she whimpered in my ear. “The best. You’re the best I ever had.” 

All of a sudden, when I was sure I’d release... It happened. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t release like I wanted to, but something big changed. 

I fell out of her and pushed my dress down, adjusting it. She leaned back on her elbows, 

catching her breath. I grabbed paper towels and wiped her juices off my legs and dress. I grabbed more  paper  towels  as  I  watched  her  composing  herself  and  stuffed  them  into  my  pocketbook, making it look like it had a strap-on in it. 

She sat up having caught her breath and held her arms out to me. “We need to do this again sometime.” She pulled me in for a hug. 

I kissed her lips. A knock came on the door. We both fixed ourselves quickly and went back out to the bar. 

She  sat  down  then  looked  around.  “Damn,  forgot  my  purse.  I’ll  be  right  back.”  She started back to the bathroom. When she turned the corner down the hall, I left. 

What the hell happened in there? I thought to my ring as I looked at it. 

“You  satisfied  your  desire  to  pleasure  a  woman  with  your  big  thing  that  you  always wanted to have. Now it’s the way you wished it after it grew.” 

I  felt  it  in  my  panties.  It  was  hard,  and  I  felt  as  if  it  hadn’t  released.  I  was  still  on  the edge and possibly even more so. But now it was tiny. Maybe two inches long and an inch across. 

It would never be seen under a dress anymore, hard or not. I stroked it. I nearly jammed my leg into  the  brake  pedal.  “Holy  shit!”  I  let  it  go  and  gently  placed  the  panties  over  it.  It  was  more sensitive than ever now. 

I heard the ring in my mind. “Yes, all that sensitivity of the big one is now in the tiny one, so it’s concentrated.” 

I  was  so  horned  up,  I  needed  release.  I  tried  but  only  made  myself  crazy.  “I  need  to release.” 

“Satisfy your desires then.” 

That’s what I’m trying to do.” 

“Keep  trying.  There  are  other  desires  you’ve  had  that  can  help.  Pursue  them  with  the body you’ve always dreamed of.” 

I saw Justine come out, look around, angrily bang on the roof of her car and take off. 

I left the parking lot and went home. Maybe I’d sleep this whole thing off. 
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“Ungh, ungh, ungh, huh, huh ,huh.... Oh god.” I woke humping my pillow and squeezing my breasts. My heart was racing, and I felt as if I’d have relief any second. But after some time, it became clear that wasn’t going to happen. 

I put on a satin robe and fuzzy heels and went to pee. I managed to get it down enough to go,  but  there  was  barely  enough  of  it  to  keep  it  pressed  down  between  my  legs.  What  the  hell was happening to me? 

I decided to try to make the day a normal one and not think about sex or any of that. I flushed the toilet and looked into the mirror. I was a woman—mostly, that is. Damn. Oh well, it was what I had planned for most of the time off, anyway. 

I  ate  a  good  breakfast  while  watching  the  news,  and  I  lazed  about  just  trying  to  relax. 

Eventually, I became disgusted with not being showered or dressed. 

The shower stimulated my nipples so much I had to face away from the water or stand there twitching. If the water hit my male part, it did the same. I managed to wash and get ready for  the  day.  I  did  my  makeup  and  hair  and  dressed  in  a  simple  denim  skirt  and  black  V-neck sweater. My firm breasts didn’t need a bra, and the soft sweater felt nice on my nipples. 

How could I release? I had to find a way. I decided there was always another way. I had heard about anal. I drove off to a toy store. An adult toy store. 

I  enjoyed  having  a  woman’s  body  and  all  the  wonderful  feelings  of  the  clothing  and stockings  and  heels.  I  loved  the  way  my  breasts  bounced  when  I  walked  and  how  men  would look at me when I was driving, or when I went into Starbucks for coffee. I never got this much favorable attention as a guy. 

The  door  buzzed  as  I  entered  the  adult  store.  A  very  young  student  stood  behind  the counter. Cute, tall, very inviting smile. “Hi, can I help you find something?” 

I clicked over to the counter in my high heel boots. I could feel something from him. It was as if I could feel what he felt, and it felt like he was lusting for me. He leaned back against the back cabinet. He was hard in his washed-out jeans. 

“Uh, yeah. I think you can help. I’m looking for anal stimulation products. You know, uh...” 

He rubbed his crotch, adjusting it to point straight up. “Sure!” He came out from around the counter and took my arm to lead me to shelves on the wall. He started to go into the attributes of each. I was in a daze watching him and feeling his lust. The ring buzzed on my finger. 

When he was done, I just stared at him. 

“Are you okay?” He held my arm and looked into my eyes. 

“Uh, yeah... I’ll take all of them. I mean the remote plugs and the inflatable one and one of the bigger dildos. Oh, and the clean-out attachment for the shower that you showed me.” 

I felt dizzy and leaned a little but caught myself. 

“You should sit down. I’ll get you some water. Come into the office, and I’ll ring your things up.” He took me into the office and had me sit on a nice, leather office chair behind the desk. He opened a water bottle and placed it before me. “I’ll be right back.” 

I could hear him out there getting my things together. I sipped the water and felt better. 

When he came back in, I felt his lust for me again. I felt my own lust for him as I looked at his jeans while he sat on the desk before me. 

He looked at me with concern. “You okay now?” 

“Uh,  yeah,  it’s  just…”  I  had  to  say  it.  It  was  overwhelming  me.  I  had  to  admit  it. 

“You’re so sexy. I can hardly stand it.” 

“Thanks.” He looked around. “I close the store for lunch. Want to have lunch with me?” 

“Sure.”  I  smiled.  The  dizziness  subsided,  replaced  with  total  lust  and  longing  to  touch him. 

He went out and locked the store up, hanging the out-to-lunch sign on it. He closed the office  door  and  sat  back  on  the  desk.  “I  have  ham,  turkey,  pickles,  fruit,  juice,  and  soda. 

Anything strike your fancy?” He grinned. 

I leaned forward and rubbed his hard crotch. “I think I’d like a pickle. This pickle. To eat.” 

He unzipped his pants and slid them off, taking off his underwear and shoes and socks, as well. He stood there with his gold shirt resting on his gorgeous shaved rod as it throbbed in the air. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I had always wondered what it would be like for a girl to do it. 

I reached my long-nailed hands out to caress it and squeeze it. I pulled the seat closer to the desk and ran a hand over his hard thigh. He touched my hair gently. “So gorgeous.” 

I looked up at his pretty eyes and lowered my head down, mouth open, and engulfed his rod  with  my  mouth.  I  savored  the  feeling  of  it  and  actually  felt  my  actions  on  him  on  myself. 

How strange. Every movement of my mouth and tongue was immediately replicated on myself. 

Good. Then I might finally have a release, be able to relax, and be done being horny for a while. 

The experience was incredible. I didn’t know what I liked more: the feeling of it in my mouth,  the  silkiness  and  warm  hardness  of  it,  or  the  salty-sweet  cream  it  leaked  little  by  little with each flick of my tongue across the tip, or the way it drove him and connected him to me, or the way I felt what he felt in my own little one. 

I was determined to have a release, and I could tell he was ready. I bobbed my head on his shaft as he held my head tight and thrust into my face. He moaned as he approached. He was ready,  and  so  was  I.  The  sensations  swelled  through  me;  my  body  was  rigid,  as  was  his.  I twitched and jerked as he did. This was it. 

He filled my mouth with the reward for my efforts, and I felt as if I did the same. Our bodies  twitched  and  shuddered  as  his  salty  cream  flooded  across  my  tongue,  and  I  swallowed with  vigor,  hungry  for  each  drop.  I  counted  the  spurts  as  he  thrust  and  shot.  Eight  times.  And eight times I felt the same inside my little one. An incredible orgasm. 

I  pulled  off  and  pressed  my  skirt  against  my  crotch.  It  was  dry.  Damn!  I  felt  like  I’d released,  but  I  was  just  as  horny  now  as  when  I  started.  It  seemed  I  had  the  ability  to  do  this continuously, same as a woman would. How would this ever end? 

He put  his  pants back  on  as I  watched  him  cover his  beautiful  body. He  smiled  at  me. 

“Was that all you wanted for lunch?” 

“Yeah. That was plenty. Have to keep my figure.” 

“I don’t think you’ll have a problem there. You’re like a Barbie doll.” He laughed. 

“I can pay for my things now and leave you to get back to work.” 

What was I to do? I needed more. All I had wanted for my time off was to dress pretty, hang  out,  relax,  and  have  some  release.  Now  I  was  insatiable.  What  would  relieve  me  of  this drive? 
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I raced home with my purchases in the hopes they’d bring relief. I furiously unpackaged everything and washed them. I attached the shower attachment I’d use to clean out down there, did my toilet, and hopped into the shower. 

After  another  session  of  trying  to  avoid  the  water  hitting  sensitive  areas  and  then inserting  a  flowing  rod  into  my  bottom  and  getting  disgusted  and  further  aroused  at  the  same time, I managed to exit the shower and compose myself as I sat on the toilet lid and caught my breath. This had to work. 

I stared at the objects sitting on the towel. I had to go for the inflatable one right off the bat. Grabbing it, I found the batteries and loaded it up. I pumped it up to see how big it could get. 

It was intimidating. The vibrator was powerful and quiet. I always wanted to see what it would be like to have something inside me down there. This had to work. 

I deflated it and nervously lubed it and worked it in, my hand shaking. I relaxed myself down there and pressed the cool, slick tip to the entry. I pushed. It slid in smoothly and sucked in to the stop on the end. Easier than I imagined. 

I turned it on high with the remote and pumped it up, feeling it fill me. The sensations were intense. They ran up my tailbone, and my little rod was twitching in the air as if releasing…

but no. I gasped for air and my body shook as I stood up and walked around with it inside me. 

“Oh  my  god!  I  cried  out  and  began  to  whimper  as  the  orgasmic  sensations  ran  through  me. 

“Ungh,  huh,  huh,  huh,  huh.”  Holding  the  wall  so  I  wouldn’t  fall  down  from  my  twitching, jerking limbs, I felt like I was spurting, but there was no relief. 

I went into the bedroom and lay down, adding stimulation with pinching fingers on my nipples and stroking my little rod. “Huh, huh, huh, come baby, come, please?” 

My heart raced, and I was breathing heavily as I worked everything I could. “Please! Let me have relief!” 

I moaned and rolled on the bed. I humped my pillow and rubbed my nipples against the sheets. “Come on baby, let it go. Ungh, ungh, ungh, sig, sig, sig....oohhh, please?” I whimpered uncontrollably.  I  gyrated  my  bottom  in  the  air  and  pumped  up  the  plug  some  more.  My  body jerked and spasmed. 

I grew tired and slowed down. It wasn’t working. 

I lowered the vibrator to a slower level allowing it to send mild streams of pleasure up my spine. I lay there catching my breath and letting my heart slow down, wondering what to try next. 

I thought about the toy-store boy and how nice he was. Maybe I was headed in the right direction with him. Maybe I just needed more time doing that. When I had settled down, I went through my closet looking for something to wear on my next mission. 

I  slid  on  a  sheer,  black  lace  body-stocking,  relishing  the  way  it  caressed  my  legs. 

Slipping it over my little buddy gave me another round of twitches, which lasted until I slid the sheer fabric over my nipples and put my arms through the sleeves. 

I sat on the bed and slipped on a pair of black skinny-jeans, shimmying my butt into the stretch fabric. I tucked my little guy down, zipped them up, and slid a black studded belt through the  loops  and  fastened  it.  Looking  in  the  mirror,  my  image  told  me  no  man  could  resist  an improper  advance  from  me.  I  put  on  a  black  denim  vest  and  buttoned  it  to  cover  my  hard  and very sensitive nipples. 

Black  high-heel  boots  and  jewelry  completed  my  ensemble.  A  good  dose  of  luscious perfume and fresh makeup with 24-hour lipstick made me into an irresistible object of desire. I

winked  at  myself  in  the  mirror,  convinced  I’d  find  release  today.  If  it  happened  in  these  black jeans, at least the wet spot wouldn’t show. 

Confidently, I loaded my purse with my things and with the remote control, I boosted the vibrations  as  high  as  I  could  stand  and  still  function  without  twitching.  My  heart  raced  in anticipation of reaching my goal. 

I  drove  across  campus  to  the  workout  center.  All  eyes  were  on  me  as  I  walked  up  the sidewalk to the front door. All the boys smiled and winked as I strutted into the center. My heels clicked out my passage. When I reached the doors to the locker rooms, I looked around and took a deep breath. No one was in sight, and I slipped into the men’s locker room. 

It smelled of freshly sprayed cologne, shampoo, and soap. Where should I go? Benches were fixed to the floor between the lockers. The air was thick from the steam of the showers. I continued on to the shower. 

There, under a spray of hot water, was a boy with soap in his hair and a gleaming wet body. His muscles were cut in his arms and legs and ripples in his abdomen led down to a shaved and tasty-looking oral delight. 

I looked around. We were alone. What would he do when he saw me? I placed my purse outside the shower on a shelf and walked into the steam. I knelt down in the stream of soap and water and looked up at him, waiting for him to turn toward me. 

I must have looked like a beggar waiting for him to notice me. He finished rinsing his hair and turned around. His eyes popped open, and he jumped. “Ungh, shit! You scared me. Are you okay? Why are you kneeling on the ground?” 

I gave him an evil grin with my head down and my eyes up. I undid the vest allowing him to see my breasts and hard nipples. I squeezed my breast. His rod began to grow. 

I could feel his lust for me; I shimmied closer on my knees. “Get under the water so you stay warm,” I said. 

He did, and the streams ran down his body and over me, as well, soaking me in warmth. 

I took his gorgeous thing in my hand and moved closer to take it in my mouth. I imagined my lips on myself as I bobbed my head on his shaft. When I ran my tongue over his tip, I shuddered, as he did at the same time. I could feel everything I did to him in myself. “Mmm.” 

I tugged on his globes and squeezed his hard bottom as I madly bobbed my mouth on his velvet shaft. He moaned and put his hands on my head. “Ungh, that feels so good.” 

I looked up at him, water running down his chest, accentuating each cut of his muscles, and he thrust into my face. I felt his pleasure in my own little rod, and I could tell he was ready. 

He  pumped  with  each  of  seven  spurts;  I  swallowed  greedily  while  I  felt  the  same  orgasm  in myself, but I didn’t spurt and I desperately wanted more. 

This had to work. He pulled out and stroked my head. “Wow, that was awesome.” I felt another hand on my head. When I turned, there were three other guys standing there stroking as they  looked  at  me.  Their  combined  lust  ran  through  me,  filling  me  with  desire.  One  of  them couldn’t wait any longer. 

I felt in myself the same thing he did as he jerked it and splashed thick streams from his gorgeous, spasming rod onto my breasts and face. “I whimpered, “Ungh, yes, more, yes, ungh, ungh.” 

The  water  of  the  shower  quickly  washed  it  away  as  the  next  boy  got  under  the  warm water and turned me to him. I took him into my mouth ravenously, and he came quickly giving me the same pleasure. I moaned around his shaft as he said, “Ungh, yeah baby.” 

The third was in my mouth in seconds, and I continued my mission, but I wasn’t feeling

any less horny, no matter how many times I felt their orgasms myself. 

I must have been there for two hours straight before I saw a man standing and watching me as I finished the last one. I looked at him. “Ready?” I motioned to him to come over to me. 

He came over and took my hand. “Stand up.” 

I did. I felt something from him that was different from the rest. It sent warm feelings of affection and love through me. It wasn’t lust. 

He said, “No, I’m not ready for that. But I think you might have found what you need. 

Do you feel it?” 

How  could  he  know?  The  feeling  I  received  from  him  was  entirely  different.  It  was deeper  and  made  me  want  more  than  to  feel  his  lust.  I  ran  my  hand  through  my  wet  hair  and stared into his bright blue eyes, which were framed with jet-black hair. His smile was somehow one of recognition. 

He took my hand and I followed his naked, Adonis-like body into the locker room. He handed me a towel. “Dry off as well as you can with this, and then go to the dryers on the other side.” 

I dried myself as I watched him dry himself and dress. I was still aroused, but not like before.  The  sensation  he  gave    me  made  me  want  to  find  out  more.  I  dried  off  as  best  I  could with  the  dryers  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall.  He  came  out  dressed  in  tight  jeans  and  a  white button-down shirt. He flung out his hand. “I’m Bradley; you can call me Brad.” 

“I’m Daniela.” I reached for his hand. 

He  shook  it.  “Nice  to  meet  you,  Daniela.”  He  looked  at  my  hand  and  rubbed  the  ring with his thumb. “I imagine it’s been hard for you so far. The ring is relentless.” 

“You know the ring?” 

“I had a dear friend who got stuck in it. Don’t worry. It will all work out.” 

I had to find out what he knew. I had to see what happened to his friend. I looked up into those bright eyes. “Can we talk? I’ll buy.” 

He looked at his watch. “I have a meeting in a few minutes. Why don’t I pick you up, and I can take you to dinner if you’d like. I know a nice French restaurant not far from campus. 

Say six?” 

“Sure. That sounds great. I, uh...” 

“Where do you live?” 

I  gave  him  my  address,  and  he  put  it  in  his  phone.  “Can  I  have  your  phone  number  in case something comes up?” 

“Of course.” I gave it to him. 

“Thanks.  Well,  I  have  to  go.  Get  some  rest  before  dinner.  I’m  sure  you  must  be  tired from all the activity today.” He grinned. 

“Uh, now that you mention it.” 

“Till six.” He turned and walked out. 

I left the locker room. I could feel the eyes on me as I made my way to the car. I almost walked back in and started over again, but the feeling Brad gave me was telling in some way. I had to get some rest and get ready to go out. 

I reached into my purse and shut off the vibrator. 
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At  home,  I  took  out  the  plug,  took  a  hot  bath  and  a  short  nap.  I  woke  refreshed  and optimistic  for  what  lay  ahead.  I  stared  at  my  body  in  the  full-length  mirror,  realizing  how absolutely slutty I had made it. I brought my body down to more realistic proportions eliminating the Barbie-doll-ness of it. I made my face less dramatic. 

I found a beautiful, feminine, flowered dress a few inches above the knee with a halter top. A crocheted cream sweater. Suntan thigh-highs slid sensually up my legs, and a pair of floral panties slid over my happy little guy. I no longer had the demanding drive to release but instead was  overwhelmed  with  a  luscious  energy  through  my  body.  A  feminine,  kitten-like  feeling  of femininity  and  beauty.  Cream-colored,  strappy,  five-inch  heels  made  me  into  a  beautiful, feminine flower. 

Makeup  in  keeping  with  the  theme,  jewelry  and  a  pretty  floral  perfume  completed  the effect. I looked at myself in the mirror and knew I was going in the right direction. 

I slung my flowered purse over my shoulder and headed downstairs to wait for Brad. In a few minutes, he double parked his Audi A8, ran around it, and opened my door. 

I slid into the leather seat, crossed my legs and leaned on the console, smiling at him as he hopped back in. “Hi, Brad. Thanks for doing this for me.” 

He pulled back into traffic. “No problem. It seems we have something in common, and I’m sure you could use some support.” 

“I sure do. It’s been hell and heaven at the same time. I’ve never experienced anything like it. Will I ever be normal again? Can I become a man again?” 

He  looked  over  with  a  sad  look  on  his  face  and  turned  back  to  the  road.  “Whatever happens, it will be what your deepest inner desires require.” 

I stared out the window, thinking, as I felt his warm fuzzy feelings for me. It wasn’t lust. 

It felt wonderful. He wanted to possess me. Make me his. 

“You changed your look a bit. You look wonderful. I mean the last look was undeniably irresistible, but this is much more attractive on you. That means you discovered something today that drove you to change.” 

His hand rested on the console. I put my hand over it and squeezed it. “I think I have.” I throbbed  in  my  panties  thinking  about  what  Brad  would  be  like  to  taste,  to  pleasure  with  my mouth.  I  even  thought  about  what  it  might  be  like  to  have  him  inside  my  bottom  instead  of  a plug. A rush of energy surged though my body. I let out a gasp. “Do it!” the ring said. 

“You okay?” 

“Yes. Just think I need a drink.” 

He  pulled  into  the  turnaround,  and  a  valet  took  the  car.  Brad  offered  his  elbow,  and  I held  his  hard  bicep  with  both  hands  as  he  led  me  up  the  stairs.  I  wanted  him  and  wanted  him badly. This must be it. 

The maître d’ greeted us and led us to our table in a booth by the window, shielded from others by floral-decorated panels that matched my dress almost perfectly. We looked out on the gardens as the waiter came into our little corner of heaven. 

“Welcome.” He placed waters for us. “Would you like anything else to drink?” 

I looked at Brad, and he motioned to me. I said, “Uh, yes, please. A double Blanton’s on the rocks.” 

Brad said, “I’ll take a Blanton’s Manhattan.” He looked at me as the waiter left. “Double Blanton’s? Not very ladylike. I think you may yet become a man again.” 

I  laughed  and  slid  closer  to  him  so  my  thigh  touched  his.  I  smiled  at  him  and  looked

around. I ran a finger gently down the front of my dress then across my thigh as I crossed my legs beneath the table. I landed my hand on his thigh. “This feels too good to want to be a male again. I just need to relax a little, and a double Blanton’s will do it.” 

“I see.” 

The  waiter  returned,  and  Brad  raised  his  glass  to  me.  “To  finding  your  deepest  desires and fulfilling them.” 

We  clinked  and  sipped.  I  took  a  long  sip...  half  the  glass.  The  cold,  woody  bourbon slipped across my tongue helping my heart to slow down. I took a deep breath and slid my hand on my thigh, caressing it. 

I  breathed  in  my  perfume  and  made  myself  aware  of  my  whole  body  and  how  good  it felt to me right then. I slid my hand onto Brad’s thigh. “I feel so nice now. Everything changed when you saw me. Why?” 

“Is that bad?” 

“No. Just confusing.” 

“Then don’t question it. You’re feeling what I feel for you the same way you felt the lust of the others, right?” 

“Yes, I did feel their lust. It took charge of me.” 

“And so is this.” 

“How did things end for your friend who wore this ring?” 

“As they should. He was like you and found the ring in the same store.” 

“But how did it really end? Did he become a man again or something like me? Was he like me at first?” 

“Just like you at first. As a matter of fact, she’d been in a situation similar to what you were doing at the time I saw you.” 

“So how did she end up?” 

He  looked  at  his  drink  and  sipped  it  as  he  thought.  “I’d  rather  not  talk  about  it.  It  was very disconcerting.” He looked up at me. “But don’t worry. It wasn’t bad. I just lost her to her true desires.” 

We talked, drank, and ate. It was lovely. Brad was a professor of quantum physics at the school  and  taught  graduate  students,  though  I’d  never  had  him  for  a  professor.  The  more  we talked, the more I felt for him. It seemed to radiate back and forth between us. I knew this was love. 

I’d never had much luck with girls; I’d had girls as friends, but not as girlfriends. I loved to be around them and observe the way they moved and dressed and talked. It captivated me. But a girlfriend? Nope. 

As  we  sipped  our  espressos,  I  held  his  hand  in  mine  on  my  lap.  “So,  do  you  think  I’ll find my answers? I think I might have already. I mean, with you I feel very different than I’ve ever felt with anyone else.” 

“I know. I’m sorry if I seem hesitant, but... My feelings for you are strong. I know I’m as in love with you as you are with me.” 

“Yes! I knew it. I can feel it.” 

I  put  my  hand  in  his  lap  and  felt  for  him.  He  was  soft.  He  put  his  hand  on  mine  and pressed down. “That’s nice, but I don’t know if we should start something we can’t finish.” 

“Why couldn’t we finish it? Can’t we be together? We love each other.” I needed him to take me tonight and end my longings. He had to be the one to be able to do it. 

He laughed as he saw my concern. “Oh, princess, don’t be worried. I just meant tonight. 

I have to go home for an early flight tomorrow. I’ll be back next Monday, and we can have the whole week together then.” 

I  blinked  my  eyes  quickly  to  hold  back  the  tears.  I  had  to  wait  that  long?  What  would happen to me? “Do you have to go?” 

“Yes,  I’m  meeting  a  colleague  at  a  research  facility  to  review  some  data.”  He  gently touched his hand to my cheek. “You’ll be okay. As a matter of fact, it will probably help gel your desires so you’re ready when we meet again.” 

I put my hand in his lap and looked around the restaurant. I squeezed his limp flesh. “Let me do this now for you. I have to see if it changes me any. If I can, uh...” 

“Release?” 

“Yes. Please. It would be such a relief.” 

He  looked  around.  No  one  could  see  a  thing  and  the  tablecloth  went  to  the  floor.  “Go ahead. Slide under the table.” 

I slid onto the floor. He had his pants unzipped and had it out. I stared at it sitting there, limp. I’d never had a guy take out a limp one yet. 

I grasped it and pulled on it. I took it into my mouth and sucked on it. I ran my tongue around it, and it began to grow in my mouth. In a minute, it was fully erect. Was it ever! It was clean  and  smelled  of  cologne,  silky  and  hard.  Everything  was  shaved  smooth.  I  relished  the feeling of it in my mouth as well as relishing what I was feeling myself. 

Again, I felt what he did. Soon, he was at the edge and had his hands on my head as he thrust into me. I was also on the edge. My head banged under the table just as we both spurted the first gush. I felt it on my stockings. Oh god! This was it. 

He  grunted  quietly  above  me  as  he  finished  his  ten  luscious,  mouth  filling  gushes  into me. My panties and stockings were soaked. 

I  composed  myself  and  listened.  No  one  was  around.  I  slid  back  up.  He  smiled.  “It worked, didn’t it? You messed your panties.” 

I laughed. “Did I ever!” I grabbed the linen napkin and wiped my legs and panties under the table. “It felt so good. Thank you. You sure you have to leave?” I hugged his arm to me. 
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I  woke  the  next  morning  in  love.  The  feeling  made  me  a  new  person  altogether.  I  was excited for what lay ahead, but scared I would never be a man again. Why I was scared, I didn’t know. I loved my new self more than I’d ever loved myself before. I decided to be what I was today and immerse myself in feminine pursuits. 

Of course I had laundry to catch up on, and cleaning, but when that was all done, I put on some walking boots, a knee-length denim skirt and pink turtleneck and went for a stroll in the park. After that, a coffee by the river, lunch at the art museum, and a stop at the bar down the street for a drink before deciding what to do at night. 

The  bar  was  pretty  empty,  given  how  early  it  was.  I  ordered  a  pomegranate  martini.  It was such a pretty color. I sipped the slightly sweet, slightly sour cocktail, daintily looking at my long-nailed, pretty hands and that ring on my finger. I rubbed it and mentally asked it if I’d be okay. 

“As long as you follow your desires.” 

“Hi, anyone sitting here?” I looked up at the guy holding the back of the seat next to me. 

“Uh, nope.” 

He sat and put his hand in front of me. “I’m Rod.” 

“Rod, huh?” I laughed and shook his huge hand. 

“Yeah, they call me Big Rod.” 

And big he was. He must have been close to seven feet tall. His eyes took me in, and one leg rested against mine. I could feel his lust and it felt good. Shit. 

We  talked  about  the  weather  and  school  and  the  holiday  break.  He  was  nice  enough.  I didn’t get the same feeling from him that I did from Brad, though. But he did make me very very horny again. He bought my drink and two more after that. By then it was time to get something to eat. 

He said, “Let me buy you dinner. Right down the street there’s a great Thai place. If you like Thai, that is.” 

“I’d better not.” I wanted to. 

“We can go to a French restaurant I know across town, if you’d rather. We can go home and change, and I can pick you up. It’s a classier restaurant.” He said the name. It was the one Brad took me to. 

“Uh, I’d really better not.” I wanted to so badly. He squeezed my thigh gently. “C’mon. 

It’s just dinner.” 

His lust filled me with my own, and I was nearly helpless now. What else did I have to do, anyway?” 

“Okay. Sure, why not?” I rubbed his hand on my leg. Then I slid my hand onto his leg and up to his crotch. He was huge and not even hard all the way. Damn. I couldn’t resist him. 

Maybe I’d be able to finish with him, too, like with Brad. 

“Six okay?” 

I looked at my watch. “Six thirty. I’ll have to shower and get ready.” 

“Okay.” 

He smiled, and I gave him my address. 
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I rushed back to the apartment and got ready. I don’t know why, but I felt I had to clean out and put that damn inflatable thing in me. It felt so good. 

I  had  to  be  careful  with  this  guy  because  he  might  freak  if  he  found  out  what  I  really was. Not like Brad, who already knew. 

Of  course,  I  dressed  especially  sexy  since  I  felt  that  way.  I  even  made  my  body  more Barbie-like again. 

He  parked  down  the  street  a  few  cars  down  and  ran  up  to  the  door  with  his  long  legs moving  him  quickly.  I  came  out  of  the  apartment  and  took  his  arm.  He  led  me  down  the sidewalk, with me taking tiny steps in my fetish-ly high heels, clicking down the pavement. 

The vibrator inside hummed silently as it massaged me with each step, making my walk even sexier and more seductive. I was like a cat on the prowl, and I would have my prey. I slid into the car, and Rod’s eyes went wide as he looked at my legs. 

He slid in and drove off. “Wow,” he said. “You look different tonight. Really hot.” He flashed a smile then looked back to the road. 

“Thanks.” 

I put my hand on his crotch and squeezed it. “Good girl,” he whispered. At the light, he unzipped his pants. “Go at it if you want to, baby. I’ll be ready for you later, too. It doesn’t take long for me to recover.” 

I dug his huge meat out and dove onto it like a hungry lion. I was immersed in feeling all the  things  I  made  him  feel,  and  I  felt  the  car  slow  as  he  made  a  sharp  turn.  He  came  like  a firehose, and I swallowed each mouth-filling gush, or so I thought. I felt the orgasm myself, but my panties were dry. Now I had done it—I was stuck in nympho-mode again. 

The door opened on my side. I heard, “Sorry,” and the door shut again. I sat up quickly and adjusted my clothing. Rod put himself away. When we were ready, I looked to the window, and the valet opened my door, looking at the ground. “Sorry, madam. I didn’t mean to disturb.” 

I  took  his  hand  and  got  out.  His  eyes  were  diverted  from  me  as  Rod  came  around  and took my arm. He whispered in my ear, “That was awesome.” He led me in. The maître d’ greeted us  and  gave  me  a  strange  look.  Did  he  recognize  me?  Would  he  care?  He  looked  closer  at  my face and the front of my dress. “This way. I have the perfect booth for you two lovers.” 

He led us to the same booth I’d had with Brad. When we were done ordering drinks, Rod looked at me and laughed, then grabbed a linen napkin. He wiped my cheek and chin and dipped the napkin in water to wipe the front of my dress. “Sorry, it seems some leaked. I tend to have more than a mouthful each time.” He laughed. 

My face flushed. “Is that why he was staring at me?” 

“Hey, the French don’t care. They have bathrooms on the street and do it by fountains. 

Relax.” 

I was pissed at myself for doing this, but I felt out of control. We ate dinner, and I went under the table for a treat. We drove home, and he finished in my mouth in a parking spot on my street. 

“Wow,  that  was  a  hell  of  a  night.  What  are  you  doing  tomorrow?”  Rod  asked  as  he zipped his pants up. 

“Uh, I have to go out of town.” 

“Really? Too bad. Oh well, maybe some other time?” 

“Uh, I don’t think so. I wasn’t myself today. I don’t know what came over me.” 

“You  don’t  like  me?  Hell,  you  gave  me  four  BJ’s  today.  Are  you  some  kind  of

nympho?” 

“Yeah. I guess.” 

“That’s okay. I can help you. Maybe we can do it another way, and I can satisfy that for you. Most women are exhausted when I’m done pounding them.” 

“It  won’t  work.  I  have  to  go  now.”  I  grabbed  my  purse  from  the  floor  and  opened  the door. Images of him pounding me made me want him. Maybe that would do it for me. But he’d see what I was. Did I care? He could kill me. 

He  grabbed  my  arm.  “At  least  let  me  have  your  number.  Maybe  you’ll  change  your mind. Or at least let me give you mine.” 

I looked inside the car at him. If I had his number, I could just call if I had a desire to. I imagined  him  banging  me.  I  stuttered  and  stammered.  “Uh,  I,  uh,  no  I  can’t.  There,  I  said  it. 

Thanks for dinner. You’re a nice guy, but not for me, okay?” 

“Okay.” 

I shut the door, and he drove off. 

I went upstairs determined that I’d sleep well and have a fresh new day to try again. 
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I finally fell asleep after tossing and turning and playing with myself, trying to release. 

When I woke up, I was humping my pillow and squeezing my breasts again. 

“Ungh, ungh, huh, ungh, huh, whimper. Oh my god, STOP!” This feeling was relentless. 

I leapt from bed and put on my pink satin robe and fuzzy heels. I looked in the mirror and put on my non-Barbie body. “There! Stay away!” I said to myself. 

I made breakfast. I was shaking as I did, afraid of what I’d do that day. I thought about Brad, and it provided some relief. The horniness became sensuality and femininity. I knew what I’d do the next few days while I waited. 

I planned the day of his return. He’d be back in town by noon, and I’d have everything ready for us. I found a nice hotel nearby with a honeymoon suite. I put it all on a credit card and set up flowers, dinner, special sheets, drinks, all of it. We’d have a night of bliss. I hoped. 

I shopped at the thrift stores and salvation army for a used dress. A special dress. I found it. I found special stockings, shoes, purse, jewelry, hair accessories, and everything I could think of to make the ensemble I would wear perfect. I wanted us to bond and join together forever. It had to be perfect. 

When  I  had  done  all  I  could  do,  I  read  romance  novels,  watched  sappy  movies,  and stayed inside as much as I could. 

He  called  on  Monday  when  he  landed.  “I’ll  be  at  the  hotel  after  I  swap  suitcases.  You said to wear a tux if I had one? What’s up with all of this?” 

“You’ll see. I want us to have a special night.” 

“I have a tux. I’ll wear it.” 

“Good. I can’t wait to see you. I love you, Brad.” 

“I love you, too, princess.” 

I grabbed my suitcase and the dress and went to the hotel. The room was set up as I had asked,  with  flowers  and  red  satin  sheets  on  the  circular  bed.  Cold  appetizers  were  arranged  on plates around the living area. A table was set for the hot food when it arrived later. All I needed was to get ready. 

I had already showered and cleaned out at home. I did my makeup, hair, and jewelry and then dressed. The outfit I had chosen gave me a chill when I looked at myself in the mirror. Was I really doing this? 

Lace-top white thigh-highs graced my legs in sheer finery atop strappy white shoes with five-inch heels. This of course matched my newly pedicured and manicured white toenails and fingernails. 

When I lifted the short hem of the lace-covered white satin dress with the white crinoline beneath, the sheer white crotchless panties showed my little guy standing proudly beneath it all. 

It was flanked by pink-flowered, white satin garters at the top of the stockings. 

My breasts were held firmly in the dress, revealing creamy cleavage. The fabric was just above  the  sensitive  nipples  that  were  delighted  when  I  twisted  or  turned,  rubbing  them  against the satin of the dress. 

I looked myself over in the mirror, put on my wedding veil and turned, observing myself as I did. I was a hot, sexy bride waiting to lose her virginity to her love. I sprayed perfume over and under everything, and it made me feel as if I were riding on a cloud of flowers. 

I slid my favorite wedding ring on and stared at it. My fantasy of being a sixties woman, committed to serving her man in anyway necessary. I loved that fantasy of mine. I felt heavenly. 

I walked into the living area. A knock came at the door. “It’s me, Brad.” 

I  ran  in  tiny  steps  to  open  it.  I  threw  my  arms  around  his  neck  and  wrapped  my  legs around him. “I missed you so much.” 

He laughed and swung me around, kissing my cheek. “Mmm, you smell lovely and look like a dream. Are we getting married? You look like a bride.” 

“I hoped so. But this is just for practice right now.” 

He put me down. “Okay. If this all goes well, and you lose the ring, and you are still who you are after, then we can get married.” 

“What do you mean, if I’m still who I am?” 

“Come here.” He walked to the bar and poured us drinks. He took me to the sofa, and we sat. “You see, I wore that ring years ago.” He sipped and watched me. 

“Really?” 

“Really. I was like you. I had become a feminized male who identified with femininity and the female roles and gender. Or so I thought.” 

“What happened?” 

I had a night not unlike this one we’re about to have. But after we made love, I snapped back into being a male. It was what I really was inside, and my deepest desire was that. It came out and ruined what I had accomplished. But a male is what I am. Ever since, I’ve wondered if that ring ever blessed anyone else with its insight.” 

He  held  my  hand  and  looked  at  the  ring.  “So,  you  see,  unless  you  know  your  true desires,  you  don’t  know  what  you’ll  get  when  this  is  done.  You  may  be  like  the  crossdressers who purge their clothing after they’ve had a dressing session and gotten disgusted with it. You’d snap back into the man of your ideal image.” 

“No, impossible. This is much more than my old crossdressing.” 

“Honey, you just don’t know.” 

I  was  unsettled.  How  could  that  happen?  I  didn’t  want  it  to.  I  knew  what  I  wanted.  I wanted this with all my heart. I wanted to be Brad’s bride and to live as a woman, keeping my little  male  buddy.  What  if  we  made  love  and  it  all  went  away?  I  sipped  my  drink  and  stared blankly into the room. 

Brad  ran  his  hand  along  my  shoulders.  “It’s  okay,  Daniela.  If  you’re  meant  to  be  this way,  you  will  be.  If  not,  because  it’s  not  in  your  heart,  you’ll  return  to  what  you  were  at  the beginning.” 

“Did you want to return to being male? Is that why it happened to you?” 

“I did, but I didn’t realize it at the time. After it was over, though, I knew what I was and never wanted to present as a female again. That whole side of me left.” 

“Do you miss it?” 

“I should. But strangely enough, no.” 

I thought about it and got up to pour another drink. I guessed it was a win-win situation, really. I wouldn’t be stuck in the middle all the time like I used to be. I leaned against the bar, looking back at Brad. “What if we didn’t do it? Then would I stay Daniela?” 

“I suppose. If you could live this way. With the unfulfilled desires, that is. It would be hard.” 

“I  guess  it  would.  I’ve  been  going  crazy  this  week.”  I  walked  back  over  and  seated myself next to him. I put my hand on his leg. “I love you no matter what. What happened to your lover before?” 

“She left.” 

“She?” 

“Yes, it was different. She didn’t want a man. I reverted to one. She left.” 

“I see.” I took a deep breath and looked around. “Well, we can’t waste all of this. I say we enjoy what we have now and see what it brings.” 

“Good decision. Relax. Enjoy.” 

We had some more to drink and ate the chilled crab claws, oysters, and raw clams. The food was as sensual as I felt. 

I kissed Brad’s lips, put my hand on his crotch as he sat next to me on the couch. “If I stay this way, I should probably make myself the way I want to stay, right? I mean, my body and so on.” I rubbed him through his pants, feeling him grow. 

“That  would  be  a  good  idea,  since  once  the  ring  goes,  you’ll  remain  in  whatever  body you have. Unless you revert to a male. Having it exactly as you want it might help set the desire and obtain the result. Why? Is this not the way you’d like to look?” 

I sipped my martini, feeling its effects. I looked up to the corner of the ceiling, thinking. 

“I guess it is, but I also want to be what you want. Should I be taller or have bigger breasts?” 

He laughed. “You’re perfect as you are unless you want to change it. Do you want to be the Barbie-doll you were?” His cock throbbed in his pants telling me he wanted that.. 

“Only if you want it. I thought that version was too extreme. Like a caricature, almost.” 

“I guess.” 

I  sipped  and  looked  at  him  while  I  felt  his  hardness.  I  wanted  to  see  how  he  would respond when I told him what I was thinking. “I always admired tiny women. Their pretty little shoes and feet, their tiny hands. It makes them seem more vulnerable, and it’s easier for the man to lift them, move them around, command them. Easier for the man to dominate and easier for the woman to submit to him.” I smiled and winked. 

He  throbbed  and  shifted  a  bit  in  his  seat.  “Mmm…  So  you’d  like  that?  Being  a submissive,  sexy,  woman?  Like  a  sixties  woman?  Always  feminine  and  pretty,  never  wearing pants,  only  dresses  and  skirts,  always  in  gartered  stockings  or  pantyhose,  girdles  pushup  bras. 

Serving men.” He grinned. 

My  hand  felt  him  throbbing  and  growing  some  more.  He  said,  “I  always  liked  petite women myself. That’s what I became when I had the ring.” 

I put my drink down and stood before him. “Good! Because that is exactly how I want to be.” I held my arms out. I shrank down to five feet tall; my hands and feet became tiny, and the clothing and shoes shrank to size, as well. “Wow, this is so neat! I hope I can keep it.” 

I  sat  and  looked  at  my  feet.  The  five-inch  heel  made  my  arch  even  higher  in  this  little shoe. I looked at the size—it was a size 5. How pretty! My tiny toenails were so cute. 

I  looked  at  my  hand.  It  would  be  useless  as  a  man’s.  I  pressed  it  against  his  pants  and gauged the size against him. “I think I can make it even a little smaller and still wrap enough of my fingers around your lovely shaft.” I laughed and made them a bit tinier. 

He laughed. “Very cute. Quite dainty.” 

“Thank you.” I ran my hands over my body, checking that everything was as I wanted it. 

I felt my breasts. “Hmm. Maybe a little more? With bigger nipples?” 

“Don’t get carried away again,” he laughed. 

“There. I’d guess that’s a 34E or so. Look okay?” 

“Lovely.” 

I  felt  my  bottom  and  my  thighs.  Shapely  and  soft,  but  not  too  much  bottom  or  hips.  I lifted  my  dress  and  looked  at  my  little  buddy  standing  in  the  crotchless  panties.  “Maybe  he should be just a little bigger.” 

We watched it grow. When it reached about five inches, I stopped. “Is this good, or too much?” 

“I think you can still hide that. It’s still cute, but there’s more to love.” 

“Okay, then I’m done. I’m ready—a size 4, petite, little woman. It feels so nice. I love it!” 

I  got  up  and  took  our  drinks  to  the  bar  for  refills.  “Ready  for  dinner?  I’m  getting hungry.” 

“Sure.” 

I picked up the phone and called room service to deliver our meal. 

“Thirty minutes.” I walked back over to Brad. “I have to walk around the room a little. 

This  body  feels  so  perfect  for  me.”  I  walked  around  then  sat  at  the  bar  and  crossed  my  legs.  I looked into the mirrors; I sprayed on some perfume and sat next to Brad. “This is lovely.” I ran my hand over his crotch. “I have to see how they fit.” I unzipped his pants and took him out. 

It seems even bigger now that my hands are tiny. “Mmm.” I stroked him. “So they feel okay?” 

“They feel like heaven.” He ran a hand softly against my cheek. He was looking at my lips. 

“Oh, I forgot, should I make my lips a bit plumper? That would probably feel good for you, too.” 

“Uh...” 

“There. I don’t look like a fish, do I?” 

“Perfect.” 

“Good. Let’s try them out.” 

I took him between my lips and bobbed my head on his shaft. 

“Oh, yeah. They are great. Maybe a little more on the top one.” 

I grew it. 

“Oh, yeah. A perfect orifice of pleasure.” 

“Yes.  I  like  them,  too.  I  can  feel  your  lovely  velvet  shaft  on  my  lips  so  much  better now.”  I  savored  him  gently  and  felt  what  I  was  giving  him  on  my  own.  I  felt  his  love  for  me flowing like a river through my soul. 

He  moaned  a  little  moan  and  leaned  back,  grasping  my  head.  I  took  him  to  the  edge several times, and when I couldn’t take it anymore, a knock came at the door. 

I stood and adjusted my dress. “I’ll get it.” 

I opened the door, and a uniformed bellboy pushed in a cart. He placed the platters at the table and removed the covers, revealing two steaming Maine lobsters. He placed side dishes on the table and uncovered them. He stood with his hands behind his back and looked at me. I could feel his lust, and it turned mine on. 

“Just married. You’re a lucky man, sir.” 

Brad dug some cash out of his pocket. His hard-on still showed a tent in his pants. He passed the money to the bellboy in a handshake. “Thank you. I certainly am.” Brad looked at me. 

He motioned his head to the bellboy. “I think he likes you, honey.” 

What? Was Brad offering him to me? My eyes popped open. “What, dear?” 

“He likes you. Maybe you should give him a tip.” 

I  looked  at  the  bellboy,  who  was  wide-eyed.  He  was  young  and  handsome.  His  pants showed his interest, and I felt his lust. “Uh, I, uh…” 

“Oh, go ahead. Give the kid a break.” Brad smiled. 

The kid looked at me, not knowing what to do, but he didn’t leave. I walked over to him seductively. “What’s your name, young man?” I touched his chest with my hand. 

“Um, it’s Billy, ma’am.” 

“Billy, would you like a tip?” 

“Uh, your husband gave me one.” His eyes flitted to Brad and back. 

I moved closer to him and nuzzled my head against his chest while I rubbed the front of his pants. “I know. But I can give you something for your tip I think you’ll like.” I grabbed him through his pants and tugged it, looking in his eyes. He smiled. 

I knelt down and unzipped his pants. He popped straight up and out. I took him in my mouth,  and  in  seconds,  I  swallowed  his  cream  and  felt  his  orgasm  simultaneously  with  him.  I didn’t leak a drop and only became more amorous from it. 

I took my mouth off and licked my lips, looking up at him as I knelt there. He twitched and smiled and zipped up with a shaking hand. “Uh, thanks!” He ran off, pushing the cart out of the room. 

I stood and hugged Brad, looking into his eyes quizzically. “What was that for?” 

“It made you hornier, didn’t it?” 

“Of course. You know I can’t come with others. I just feel theirs.” 

“Exactly. All the better now for you to savor your food and anticipate what comes later.” 

He bent down and kissed me deeply on my new lips. It was heaven. 

The  level  of  arousal  I  was  feeling  made  colors  brighter,  scents  stronger,  tastes  more intense. Every sensation—like my nipples against the dress, stockings gliding against each other, and my little guy throbbing—was stronger. 

This  caused  our  dinner  to  be  an  ethereal  experience  on  its  own.  It  was  fine  dining  in every  sense  of  the  word.  Hedonistic  pleasure  multiplied  by  one  hundred.  When  we  were  done, Brad asked, “Ready for dessert? You did order it, didn’t you?” 

“Uh, I didn’t, but we could if you’d like some, dear.” 

“I’ll call. Maybe something simple like espresso, ice cream, and whipped cream?” 

“How about custard? I have a taste for custard. Nice, creamy custard.” 

“Espresso and custard it is.” 

He called it down, and before we had completely finished our wine, a knock came at the door. 

Brad answered it, and the cart came rolling in, this time pushed by a large and very dark black man. His deep voice bellowed, “Congratulations, folks!” 

“Thank  you,”  Brad  said.  He  held  the  cash  ready  for  the  tip.  The  man  put  a  bowl  of custard  with  a  silver  scoop  on  the  table  with  two  martini  glasses.  He  stood,  hands  behind  his back. “Anything else, sir?” 

Brad looked at me. Oh my god. He wanted me to do this guy, too. I felt the man looking at  me  and  made  sure  to  lean  down  to  the  table  to  show  him  my  cleavage  as  I  inspected  the custard and sniffed it. I went to him and gazed up into his eyes. “Is it good?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

I moved close to him and put my hand on his chest. “Can I trust you?” I asked as I gazed into his eyes with an evil grin. His eyes flicked back and forth between Brad and me. He wasn’t sure what I was doing. 

“Uh, yes ma’am. You can trust me.” 

I ran my hand up and down his chest, each time getting a little lower as I asked, “Then you  wouldn’t  mind  if  I  gave  you  a  tip?  A  special  kind  of  tip?  My  husband  wants  to  make  me

hornier, and I love custard.” 

“I’m  sorry  ma’am.  I’m  confused.”  My  hand  went  to  his  crotch  and  rubbed  it.  “This  is nice.  Could  I  eat  the  custard  off  it?  You  know.  Something  nice  to  dip  in  it.”  I  squeezed  his growing rod and felt his lust. 

He looked at Brad. Brad smiled. “Would be great if you could help. Just a few dips and licks, if you don’t mind.” 

The man flashed a huge smile. “Sounds like the best kind of serving I’ve ever done.” He laughed a deep laugh and took his gargantuan rod out. 

I  dove  on  it  with  both  hands  and  my  mouth.  The  hell  with  dipping  it.  I  was  so  fully involved in it, I didn’t stop. I could feel his pleasure, and it was intense. Soon, he held my head tight  and  pumped  six  huge  gushes  into  my  throat  while  I  looked  up  into  his  eyes.  Under  my dress, I orgasmed simultaneously six times without a drop. I became even hornier. 

I let that wonderful thing out of my mouth, licked my lips and stood. “Thanks, that was great custard.” 

He  laughed  as  he  zipped.  “It  sure  was  ma’am.  It  sure  was.”  He  nodded  to  Brad  and pushed his cart out of the room. 

I looked at Brad. “What are you doing? Trying to make me crazy? Now let’s make love before I do go nuts.” I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and jumped up, wrapping my legs around him. 

He laughed and carried me to the bar. “Anticipation is good. It makes it special.” 

“I’ve  been  anticipating  forever!  I  need  you  inside  me  to  make  me  gush.  That’s  what  I want, and I want it now.” 

He poured a drink while I hung on him. 

“What are you doing?” 

I  think  we  should  slow  down.  He  set  my  bottom  on  the  counter.  I  let  him  go,  and  he poured me another drink. “As small as you are now, I might not fit.” He handed me the drink. 

“We’ll go slow.” I sipped it. “I don’t want to get drunk. I want to feel every bit. 

“You  will.”  He  drank  his  drink  down  and  began  pouring  another.  “I  want  to  last.  One more, okay? Let’s sit, then I’ll carry you across the threshold.” 

We sat on the couch and sipped our drinks. He pulled my legs onto his lap and massaged them. “Mmm, so silky and soft. They’ll look nice pushed back by your head.” 

“That feels good. I’m tingling all over.” I drank my drink down. “Done yet?” 

He laughed. “Okay.” He slugged down the drink, put it down, and scooped me up in his arms. He carried me into the bedroom and tossed me like a doll onto the red satin sheets. He took all his clothes off while watching me. I pulled the wedding veil over my face. 

“Why are you hiding?” 

“I’m not. Just being sexy, silly. It’ll come up when it’s time.” 

He slid onto the bed and wrapped his leg over me. He tugged my dress down to let my breasts  sit  above  it.  He  sucked  my  nipples  and  squeezed  my  breasts.  My  head  rolled  on  my shoulders as the electricity ran through my breasts and down my spine, electrifying me. God, that felt good! I moaned and whimpered while I held his head gently. “Oh sweety, mmm, so nice.” 

His other hand slipped beneath my dress and caressed my rod, stroking it. I wanted him inside me. I pulled myself free and rolled onto my knees. I looked back at him. “The lube is on the nightstand.” 

He  took  it  and  lubed  himself  then  wiped  his  hands  on  a  tissue.  It  throbbed  in  the  air. 

“Hope it fits.” 

“That’s why we start this way. It’ll go in easier from behind.” I patted my butt. “C’mon in, baby.” 

He slid over and positioned our bodies. I put my face and shoulders on the bed and my butt in the air, and I waited. His tip was wet, and the pressure felt nice. Then he pushed harder. I could feel what he felt in my own rod under the dress. “Push, go ahead. I’m relaxing, push.” 

He did. It was very tight, and I felt some pain as it stretched, but it wasn’t unmanageable. 

It  was  good  pain.  “Uh,  huh,  god,  yeow,  oh,  yes.  Yes,  Brad.  It’s  going—that’s  it,  honey,  keep pushing. Ungh! Mmm.” 

He forced it in slowly until I had all of it. Currents raced through my spine and through my whole body. I felt what he felt, as well, and I was intensely tight for him. He stroked slowly, and we got into a rhythm. His hands clenched my hips, and the bed made a thumping sound. This was incredible, but I knew what I really wanted. I looked over my shoulder at him but couldn’t see him well. “Okay, we know it can fit. Let me get on my back. I want to look into your eyes when we come.” 

He slid it out, and I felt as if I had lost something wonderful. Soon, he had my heels in one hand behind my head, holding my legs back, and I was guiding him into me. When he was in, he grasped my rod and stroked it. 

I whimpered. “No, no, let go. It’s too much. I already feel what you feel.” 

He let it go and pushed my dress back, tucking it in the top. My bare breasts jiggled with each thrust. I looked up at him through the veil. I looked into his eyes. “Ready?” 

His face was contorting with his efforts. My head was banging the headboard. I lifted the veil behind my head and locked eyes with him. “Now, make your wife come! Ungh, ungh, huh, huh, huh, huh huh huh huh...yes!” 

He pounded into me over and over; I felt all our combined pleasure. My rod was flailing about  in  the  air  above  his,  which  was  thrusting  inside  of  me.  Little  drips  flew  off  my  tip  with each thrust. 

“Ungh,  god,  Brad,  this  feels  so  good.  Fill  me,  honey.  Come  inside  me  and  make  me come with you. I’m so ready.” 

He  looked  intensely  into  my  eyes  and  leaned  down.  He  kissed  my  lips  and  started  to thrust.  Then  we  locked  eyes  again.  His  eyes  widened,  carrying  a  look  of  rage  as  he  pushed himself into me so deep, I thought it would come out of my mouth. 

He cried out, his enraged eyes looking into mine. “Ungh, yes! This is it. I’m ungh...” He pushed  and  clenched,  then  backed  out  some.  “Ungh,”  ram,  “ungh,”  thrust,  “oh  yeah.”  He furiously pounded into me. He shoved it so hard and fast, my breasts didn’t know which way to bounce,  and  my  rod  was  shooting  huge  spurts  of  cream  all  over  me  and  my  dress  as  it  flailed around. 

It seemed it would never end, and it felt as if we were floating somewhere in space and time—adrift with sensation as my heart raced and our bodies collided in one huge orgasm. 

He fell onto me, crushing me to the bed. He was breathing as if he’d run a marathon. My position was definitely the easier of the two, but even I was having trouble catching my breath. 

He  slid  off  me,  and  I  wrapped  my  legs  around  his  as  we  embraced,  my  head  on  his heaving chest, listening to his pounding heart. I started to wonder when I would change, or if the ring was gone. I couldn’t see it, because my arm was stuck under him. We fell fast asleep. 
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I woke to the sound of people talking in the other room. I straightened myself up a bit and walked out, still dressed from the night before. 

Both  bellboys  from  before  were  there,  and  they  were  smiling  at  me  as  I  entered.  Brad was trying to give them tips. 

“No, sir. This one’s on us,” the tall black man said. He looked at me and smiled. 

“Hi,” I said. 

Brad looked at me. “They won’t take my tip, but maybe they’ll take yours.” 

I looked at them and waited for their lust to enter me. It didn’t. I could tell they wanted what I’d given them before. I walked up to them seductively and ran my hand across their chests. 

“Hello, boys. Good to see you again.” 

I looked at their pants. The young one had a tent, and the big one had a zucchini in his. I looked at Brad, and he shrugged his shoulders and, with raised eyebrows, he motioned for me to go to them. 

I put a tiny hand on the front of each of their pants and looked into their eyes. “Sorry, boys. Just don’t feel it today. My husband wore me out last night.” I backed away and smiled. 

They looked disappointed. “Sorry, ma’am,” they each said as they turned and left with the cart. 

We  sat  down  to  breakfast,  and  I  sipped  some  juice.  I  looked  at  my  hands.  A  wedding ring but not the other one. The ring was gone. I looked to Brad, holding my hand up. “It’s gone.” 

He  nodded.  “Thought  so  when  you  didn’t  feel  their  lust  and  eat  those  two. 

Congratulations,  honey.  You  made  it.  You’ll  be  what  you  are  forever;  you’ll  never  have  to  go through those trials and tribulations again.” 

He toasted me with his juice. 

We clicked and sipped. 

“I didn’t even feel any arousal. I’m totally limp today and have no sexual feelings at all. 

It’s such a relief.” 

“Yes. I remember when I used to feel what the other person felt all the time. So sad it goes away when the ring is gone.” 

“It does?” 

“Oh, yeah. You’ll just have normal sensations now.” 

“Damn.”  I  thought  about  last  night,  and  I  didn’t  even  get  aroused.  “Will  I  be  able  to come or get hard again? Normally I’d be fine the next morning. This morning I was flaccid and uninterested.” 

“Maybe. We’ll see. As you can see, I’m okay. But who knows? It’ll be okay. I can still fill you up and come inside you at night, and I’d let you give me BJ’s every morning, or at dinner like before, or in the car and so on. Just because you aren’t interested doesn’t mean you can’t be useful.” 

I  nodded  and  thought,  staring  at  the  plate.  What  if  I  can’t?  That  would  be  horrible.  I looked at him and still felt his love. It couldn’t be true. I was always horny and having to take care of it. I hated it some of the time. Uh, well, I hated it most of the time. Being horny was a pain in the ass, and I hated when it interrupted my day. Damn. Could I get into satisfying him without being into it? I guess I’d have to try. 

I thought a moment. “I have no clothes here to fit. I should have made some before the ring left.” 

He said, “Oh well, you can wear the wedding dress home. Think you’ll miss the lust?” 

I stood and walked over to him. I kissed his cheek. “Not as long as we make love like we did last night. I’ve never felt this good or satisfied. I love our love. Feels like I’ll never be horny again.” 

“Good. The monkey is off your back. You can get us packed up while I shower, and then we can go home and change.” 

“I’m not gonna shower?” 

“Why bother? You don’t have clothes here, right? You look fine… Are you sore today? 

In your bottom?” 

“Yes.” I opened my eyes wide at him. “Very.” 

He  smiled  and  nodded.  “You’ll  get  used  to  it.  “Maybe  a  plug  will  help  keep  you stretched so it doesn’t hurt so much when you’re penetrated. It felt great for me. I’m so glad you made  yourself  so  small  and  tight,  and  those  lips…  wow.  Two  great  receptacles  for  a  man’s seed.” He winked. 

“Receptacles? That sounds so rude.” 

“Well, if you end up without any libido, what else are they? They won’t bring you any pleasure other than the pleasure you’ll get from serving men. Of course, that is what you wanted. 

To serve men, to submit to them and so on. The sixties woman.” 

“I did say that, didn’t I? Oh god. What have I done?” 

“Relax. You’ve satisfied your true desires, honey. When you get home, you can shower and figure out what’s for dinner. Oh, and we can shop for some sexy clothes for you so I can get hot by looking at you, as well as all the other guys who’ll be looking at you. 

“Other guys?” 

Well,  I  have  a  poker  group  on  Fridays,  and  the  physics  board  members  on  Mondays. 

Sometimes the guys from the golf club like to get together at night. They’d all love to see you dressed up like the doll you are. You can make snacks for us and serve us drinks. They’d love your plump lips and tight ass as much as I do.” He smiled and went back to eating. 

He  was  going  to  share  me?  Before,  I’d  have  loved  that.  Now  I  couldn’t  even  get  hard thinking  about  it.  It  sounded  like  work.  “Really?  You’d  share  me  like  that?  Even  if  I  wasn’t interested? Even if I didn’t get hard?” 

“They won’t care if you’re not hard. It won’t change how you feel to them. So what if it flops around and doesn’t do anything. It’s what your built for, baby. Look at you. 

“Oh Brad. I don’t know about this.” 

Oh, relax. You’ll love making men happy. Think of it as a new philanthropic method for giving back. You’ll make so men happy and give them what they want and need. They’ll love having an exotic thing like you to squirt in..” 

“I  see.”  I  had  to  say,  at  that  moment,  I  wasn’t  feeling  his  love,  or  any  lust,  just  his possession of me. His object. 

He had the nerve to continue. “Then you can do our laundry with your new sexy clothes and  sky-high  heels  and  cook  dinner.  You  can  move  your  things  in  today.  It’ll  be  good  to  have you there, because I suck at housework. I’ll let you pick out your cleaning products so you have what  you  like  to  use.  You  could  even  get  sixties  swing  dresses  and  those  pointy  sixties  bullet bras. You’ll be such a hit!” 

I stared at him in disbelief. “I’m a doctoral candidate doing research in quantum physics, like you do. When will I do that if all I do is stay home, clean house, and serve your friends like a sixties wife? Oh, yeah, and be a receptacle for men’s seed! 

“Don’t be silly. Sixties women wouldn’t be worried about such things as physics. You

have a new more useful purpose now just like you fantasized.” He laughed. 

I see why you ended up male, you oaf!” 

“Huh?” 

“You turned into the man you are so you could fulfill my deep desires. Desires I never knew were so deep.” 

I  sat  and  stared  at  the  table  and  thought  about  my  new  role  in  life.  The  role  I  had fantasized about before, wearing a wedding ring, being a sixties wife, being an object of desire for men. Now I had to do it all without any libido, because I used to feel it was such a pain in the ass  to  have  to  satisfy  my  libido.  This,  I  guessed,  was  better  than  the  constant  libido.  I  looked back up at him, staring blankly. 

He smiled sweetly. “There. All better, dear? I’m glad you wanted all of this. It works out so nicely. Now, if you’re done with your self-pity, can you be a good girl and pass the French toast, honey? And maybe pour me some of that coffee? And I think there’s a newspaper outside the door; it would be wonderful if you could fetch it.” He smiled and waited for me. 

I did my tasks and gave him the paper. 

“When I’m done with breakfast, I’ll take a coffee on the sofa and reward you by letting you give me my first BJ with those sweet, plump lips of yours.” He winked. 

“Yes, dear. I can’t wait.” Heck, this was what I was inside, wasn’t it? My fantasies were now my reality. I was now an object to be used as men pleased. I brushed my teeth and put on fresh lipstick before I poured his coffee and collected my reward in my upper receptacle. 

As  I  worked  on  getting  him  to  give  me  my  reward  in  my  mouth,  he  said,  “Are  you getting aroused dear?” 

I shook my head no as I sucked and raised my eyes to his. I was totally flaccid. 

“That’s  okay.  Don’t  worry  dear.  It  feels  just  as  good  to  me.”  He  grabbed  my  head tightly. “Ungh, yeah, juicy-lipped bitch, ungh ungh ungh, yeah!” 

He patted my head after he finished thrusting his seed into my mouth. He lifted my head as I knelt before him on the floor and looked into my eyes. “See, I didn’t even know you weren’t interested. Such a good retro-woman you make.” 

He lifted my dress and looked at my flaccid thing. He laughed. You poor dear. Ha, ha, ha. Oh well. We can always get rid of that thing and make another receptacle instead. We’ll see if it ever comes back to life. 

“It will. It has too.” 

“Not really dear. Don’t worry. You won’t miss it. It only makes sense.” 

“No, please.” 

“We can discuss it later.” He looked at his watch. 

I’ll call the bellboys and have them come up again. Then you can give them their tip you neglected before breakfast. It’s so rude not to tip.” 

“Of course, dear. I should have done what you wanted. Call them now and I’ll take care of them. I’m sorry.” 

“That’s okay dear. I’ll see if they have any friends that might want to come upstairs—

maybe the cooks or maintenance staff. They can use both receptacles at once and you’ll be done before lunch.” 

“Lovely. Thanks sweetie.” 
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