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“This is nice.” She walked around in her high heels as they clicked on the floor and it mesmerized me, watching her miniskirt as it swished from side to side on her hips.

“Yeah, it is. Nice private back yard too.”

She nodded, her full wavy hair framing her high cheekbones and raised eyebrows. What a goddess. She led me around the house, checking it all out.

She looked around the kitchen. “You cook?”

“Yeah. Pretty well. It’s not any fun though for one person, so I eat out a lot right now.”

“For sure. Well, you can cook for me.”

“Sure. Like some cold lemonade? We can sit on the patio and see how you like it out there.

“Sounds good.”

I poured us each a glass and handed it to her. She took it with her painted-nailed hand, the long shiny nails wrapping seductively around the glass, and smiled. “Thanks. Glad you’re looking for a roommate. Nice place and you’re cute.”

I blushed and led us to the patio. “Thanks. Uh, so do you have a boyfriend?”

She sat and crossed her shapely legs in her heels and bounced a foot. “Just boy toys. You?” She sipped. “Mmm, good.”

“Uh... nope. I mean... no girlfriends.”

“No boyfriends either?” Her breasts heaved as she took a deep breath and pulled her shoulders back. Her cleavage was gorgeous. How did I ever luck out to find a roommate like her?

“Nope. I’m not gay.”

She shrugged. “You want to think you aren’t because of societal influence. We find out who and what we are if we allow ourselves to. I don’t like labels.”

“Right. Yeah. Me too.” I’d agree to anything she said if it meant I could have her for a girlfriend.

She sipped her lemonade and looked around. She sniffed the air. “Smells nice here with the lilac bushes. Someone could have a heck of a sex party back here and no one would know.”

I looked around. “Uh... I guess that’s true. Do you have many sex parties?” I grinned.

She grinned an evil grin. “What kind of girl do you think I am, Casey?”

“Oh, I didn’t mean anything by that. Just seemed a natural response to what you said.”

“Of course. Okay. So. Ready to move me in?”

“You bet.”

“It’s all in the car already. No furnishings, just clothes and things.” She stood up. “Which room is mine?”

“I’ll help you bring it in. You have the larger of the two spares.”

She made a face. “Hmm, not much closet space in those. Might have to use some of your closet if that’s okay. I didn’t see many clothes in it.”

“True. Doesn’t take much to dress a guy like me. Sure.”

She stood, slung her purse on her shoulder and motioned for me to follow, which I gladly did, watching her butt swish in her skirt. I got a hard-on just following her.

She opened the back door of her car and leaned in, giving me a magnificent view of her shapely ass in that tight skirt. I waited and then took the other things from the back seat and we carried them up.

I helped her hang the skirts, dresses, blouses, and things in my closet. It animated her as she organized it. “You can wear any of this anytime. I always let my roommates share my clothes. They don’t have any sentimental value.”

“Uh... Thanks, I guess... but.”

She turned to me. Put her hand on my shoulder. Looked deep into my eyes with her gorgeously made up, bright green eyes and said, “We’ll see. Like I said, you’re welcome to them. I think we’re both the same size right down to our feet. My shoes will even fit.”

She kicked her shoes off and stood in front of me. She placed my hands on her waist and looked into my eyes. “See? Same waist, same height, same shoulders. She put her stockinged foot next to mine in its girls’ ballet flats I wore around the house, or out when I was frisky. “Same size foot because those girls’ ballet flats you wear are really thin and so it’s obvious.”

“Uh, I just wear them around the house like slippers. They’re comfortable.”

“Of course they are. You aren’t really a femboy, you just like the girl’s jeans you wear.” She slapped my ass. “Cute butt in them.”

My face flushed. “I wear them because they fit better than the guys jeans I used to wear. I discovered it when I bought a pair by accident in the secondhand shop where they were mixed in with the men’s jeans.”

“Of course. You never would have bought girls’ jeans or shoes unless your engineering mind had a good reason to, right?”

“Right.”

She smirked and put her hand on my shoulder to balance while she slid her shoes back on, then smiled down at me. “You wouldn’t be so short if you wore heels.”

I chortled. “Yeah right.”

“Right. Okay, let’s finish this project so we can relax. Have any plans for tonight?”

I shrugged. “Not really.”

“Good. You do now. Your roommate wants to spend some time with you. I’ll take you to dinner on me.”

“Sounds great. Thanks.”

“Under one condition.”

She grinned.

“Hmm... Not sure about that. Maybe I should buy dinner.”

“No, you won’t get out of it that way.” She moved closer to me, placed her hand on my crotch, and rubbed my hard-on while looking deep into my eyes. “See, you’ll be a much happier person if you just let me take care of things. You’ll be a whole new and more alive person by the time I get done with you... if you just listen to me and do what I say. Okay?” She kissed me deeply on the lips and rubbed me through my pants.

Oh… my… god. How could I ever say no to anything Alexa wanted?
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We moved all her things into my closet. Not a single thing went into her room. Alexa tore the covers off the bed. “Let’s get this over with.”

“What?” Was she gonna have sex with me? I throbbed in my jeans.

She grinned and said, “Give me a hand here, sweetie.”

She held the bedspread on one side of the bed. I took the other side and folded it down. “Okay, let’s fold this and the blanket, take them off, and then strip the bed. I have better sheets for you.”

She brought over a bag and took out pink satin sheets and we made the bed with them. “See how nice and silky these are? You’ll appreciate them tonight. You’ll see.”

“What about for your bed? Shouldn’t these go on yours?”

She grinned and winked. “Only if you’re saying we can’t sleep together. Of course, if you don’t follow my instructions, there will be no sleeping together and you’ll get all depressed when I bring home my boy toys and you have to lie here and listen to it. I guess it’s your choice.”

I nodded and grinned. “Uh... tough choice, for sure. What things do I have to do to have this deal fly?”

“Okay. It’s simple and painless. You put this attachment on the shower for us. Then you shower and shave your body smooth except for your hair and wash and condition your hair and fluff it up nice. Then I’ll have some clothes for you to wear—underpants and top and things and we go to dinner.”

“That’s it? You’re gonna make me shave my body and wear frilly underthings?”

“Yup. I hate body hair and you’ll appreciate the rest of it better with no hair. Shave your nuts and all.”

I nodded. “Then fluff my hair up and wear panties.”

Alexa moved close and rubbed my crotch again. “Panties, sheer pantyhose with the gusset cut open part way, and a bra... under pants and a top. That’s all. No one will know except us.” She winked. “You’ll love it. It’ll heighten your arousal for me.”

“You think?”

“I know. Been there. Done that.” She slapped my ass. “Now strip, then put the attachment on, then shower.”

“Can’t I wear clothes when I put the attachment on?”

“Of course. I have a proper bathrobe for you to wear... when it’s time to shower and get ready and do things.” She dove into the bag again and took out a short pink satin robe with lace edging. “Here. Now get naked and put this on and get busy, Casey.”

It was pretty weird stripping in front of this hot babe while she watched me. I was still hard as a rock from her rubbing me and it popped free when I slid my underwear off.

“Oh, it’s cute too. It’s very erect. Nice size too for a little guy like you. How nice.” She sat on the bed bouncing a foot. “Bring it here, sweetie. I need to check it out.”

I walked over with it sticking out of the robe, bouncing freely as I stepped toward her. She held her hands out and when I was close enough, she grasped it with her soft hand, her long-nailed fingers wrapping around it. What a beautiful picture it made. “Come closer.”

She tugged me to her face as she gazed down at it while she stroked it. She took it between her painted lips and sucked it, looking up at me. I gasped and whimpered. “Oh god, Alexa.” Her made-up eyes smiled as she bobbed her head on it, ran her tongue around it, and flicked the tip and drove me wild. My new roommate could have me do anything if this was the reward.

She indulged in it, obviously enjoying every suck and lick, her crossed leg bouncing over the other. She placed a hand of mine on her firm breast and I squeezed it. “Oh god, Alexa.”

She slurped off of it and let it bob in the air. “No coming yet, princess.”

I nodded as it bobbed and oozed. She watched it settle down and then indulged in it again and brought me to the edge expertly, over and over, until I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I have to finish. Please!?” I heard my voice whining like a little girl.

She slurped off of it and looked up at me. “You sound so girly when you talk like that. It’s cute. Remember to keep your voice that way when it’s time. She consumed it again, brought me to the edge, and stopped again.”

“Oh god, please Alexa. Let me finish. Please!?”

“Will you be a good girl for me tonight?”

I nodded. “I’ll be a good girl. A princess.”

She nodded and grinned. “Well...” She sucked me again, looking up. I sensed my release rising. She let go of it and let it bob there and it oozed a pearly drop, then she stood and slapped my ass hard. “Go do your tasks so I can take you to dinner. No coming yet!”

I scurried off to get the tools and then into the bathroom and I put the weird attachment on and then did the rest of my tasks. I stayed hard the whole time.

My body was silky smooth all over, and my hair was full and thick about my shoulders. Alexa came into the bathroom. Her hands moved through my hair, shaping it and observing it. “Nice, thick, such pretty highlights from the sun and such lovely waves. Could use a cut and style, though, but good enough for tonight.” She played with it, then took a wrap and made a ponytail high on my head and fluffed and sprayed the hair. It was a very feminine style, for sure. “I think that’s really cute. Don’t you?”

I stared at myself in the mirror. “Uh, I think it looks really girly. Not the least bit masculine.”

“Get used to being girly. It suits you better than trying to be manly. Maybe you should wear a nice minidress tonight, too.”

“What!? No way. Underthings are bad enough.”

“Oh my, such a stubborn girl. Okay for now.” She stood back and observed me. “Could use some mascara and eyeliner.”

“No way.”

“Okay. Be that way. Okay, let’s get you dressed.”

She led me by the hand into the bedroom where she had laid out clothes on the bed. I sat down, looking it all over. “I’m gonna wear a pair of your pants?”

“Sure. Dress pants. No one will know they’re mine. Just like wearing girl’s jeans.” She handed me a pink, padded, lacy bra. “Here. Clasp it in front, then slide it around and put your arms through the straps.”

I did as told, and she adjusted the straps for me and pulled my flesh up into the tight padded cups. “There. You almost have cleavage.” She handed me the sheer silky pantyhose with the gusset partially cut out. “Roll the legs onto your fingers, then slide them up your legs carefully.”

They glided up my legs, sending a ripple of lovely sensation into me. My shaft bobbed in the air as I stood, lifted them to my waist, and untucked my package through the gusset hole.

“See? See how much you like this?” She grasped my bobbing rod and stroked it while looking into my eyes. “Isn’t this worth it?”

I nodded sheepishly, watching her stroke me. The compression of the bra was oddly pleasant, and she was bringing me to the edge once again. I whimpered and humped my hips into her fist. “Now now. Not yet.” She let it go and handed me the silky, pink-lace panties. “Tuck that drooling puppy into these against your tummy.”

I slid the panties on. They were delicious against my throbbing manhood. Next were the pants—black pleated ones with a high waist and two side zippers. “They’re too long. They’ll drag on the ground.”

“Not with the boots you’ll wear. Put on the blouse, tuck it in and belt the pants.”

She stepped into the closet and came back out with high-heeled boots with a chunky heel of about four inches. I slid into them like gloves and zipped the sides. When I stood, the pants covered the heel. I walked over to the full-length mirror and checked out my new outfit.

I was much taller with long looking legs and a somewhat shorter torso and the pants gave me a bit of hips and the pleats covered my raging hard-on. The bra didn’t show and my chest had more fullness, but not really breasts. I kind of looked like a flat-chested girl without makeup. People would probably think I was a girl.

Alexa admired me as she stood to the side, gliding her hand over my satin bloused shoulders. “Lovely. Don’t you think it suits you? Now, at least you’re presenting somewhat like the girl you are.”

“I’m not a girl.”

She scoffed. “Give up the masquerade. Check yourself out. Aren’t you sharp? We’re going to a classy restaurant. Do you have any guy clothes that would make you as good looking as this?”

I observed myself. She was right. “Uh...”

“Right.” She turned to me and put her arms around my neck. “Now you’re the right height now, too.” She kissed me deeply on the lips while rubbing me through the silky pants. She leaned back and looked into my eyes. “Isn’t this lovely? Don’t you feel sexy?”

I held my head down and eyes up and nodded.

She laughed. “Don’t be so embarrassed. You’re lovely and I know you feel sexy like this... right?”

I shrugged. “See? Okay, let’s load our purses... or uh... your man-bag and let’s go.”

She sprayed perfume over my hair and shoulders and put it in my man-bag, then slung it on my shoulders. She took me by the arm, smiled and led us downstairs to the car.

The leather of the car seat was cool through the silky pants and slippery pantyhose beneath them. I crossed my high-heeled leg and admired the pointy toe and sexy heel of the boot. I couldn’t help but throb in my panties as she slid in her side and started the car. She reached over and rubbed my crotch. “Keep your engine running, Casey. I want you begging for it tonight.”

I gazed at her sexy legs as she worked the pedals in her stilettos. She glanced at me. “See, it would have been better had you worn a dress or skirt. Now unzip the two side zippers on your pants. We have a ways to go to the restaurant.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Unzip it so the front is open.”

I unzipped the pants, and she folded the front of them down, exposing my arousal in the pink lace panties.

“Good girl. Now pull aside your panties and stroke that while your left hand caresses my thigh.”

I did as instructed. Her hand rested on mine on her leg and glided my hand on it. “Isn’t that nice?”

“Your legs are very silky.”

“I have the same pantyhose on you’re wearing. Wait until you see how nice it is when I do that for you. Now just keep your motor running and bring yourself to the edge. Stroke faster for me, Casey. Let me see you get yourself all worked up like a good girl.”

I couldn’t resist jerking it, my hand loving the sensation of her leg on it, her gorgeous cleavage, pretty face. I slid my legs against each other. She was wild. I didn’t care what I was wearing; it was all worth it and actually intriguing how aroused and on the edge I was.

“So when do I get to finish, Alexa?”

“When I say so. When you’re ready. I want you inside of me when you do.” She cast a quick smile at me. I whimpered and had to stop jerking at the thought of it.

“Good girl. Don’t finish. Keep imagining us with you coming inside of me and keep yourself on the edge until I say so.”

Wow. It was hard to not release. I’d play just a little with my middle finger and thumb and my pinky out and I’d be on the edge again. It was all too much.

“Okay, Casey. Tuck it all and zip it for now, girl.”

I scrambled as she pulled up to the valet, and I just got the last zipper zipped as the valet opened my door. My face was red as I smiled nervously at him while he held my door. “Ma’am.”

“Thank you.” He held his hand out for me to take and helped me out as Alexa got out, leaving the car running. She took the check from him and then my arm and we entered the restaurant.

“Welcome, Alexa. Good to see you again. Who’s your friend?”

“This is my girlfriend, Casey.”

“Nice to meet you, Casey. Now, if you ladies will follow me, I’ll take you to your usual table.”

Alexa led me by the hand behind him to a table in the back by a window overlooking the woods. The table had long to the floor, linen tablecloths. It had a booth seat wrapping around facing the restaurant with a gas fireplace to the side. I slid in first and Alexa joined me, sitting thigh to thigh. She placed my hand on her crossed leg and made my hand caress her leg while he handed us drink menus.

Alexa held a drink menu for both of us to peruse. “I like the Sazerac. They have a true New Orleans version. Shall I order it for you too?”

I shrugged. The waiter arrived. “Hello ladies. How are you Alexa?”

“Fine thanks, William. Casey and I will both have the Sazerac.”

“Excellent.” He finished pouring our ice waters and left.

Alexa looked around and then her hands disappeared beneath the table and unzipped both sides of my pants and tugged them.

“What are you doing?” I looked around to see no one around.

“Lift your butt so I can get these off. You don’t need them on right now.” She tugged at them.

“No way. I’ll get arrested.” She had them under my butt cheeks already.

“You won’t. No one can see under the table. The linen is too long. Now hurry before he gets back.”

I lifted my butt, and the pants dropped to the floor.

“Good, now kick them off and pick them up and fold them onto the seat next to you.”

“No way.”

“Yes way or I’ll show the waiter your current state.”

I picked them up, folded them and placed them next to me on the seat.

“Good girl.” She tugged my panties under my shaved package and wrapped her soft warm hand around it and stroked it, smiling at me. Cross your silky legs now and see how good it is.

I did. She caressed my legs. “Lovely. Right?”

I was practically naked. I nodded hurriedly, looking around nervously.

“There. See? I told you a dress or skirt would have been much better. Isn’t this pleasant? Just relax.” She stroked me under the table again. I couldn’t stop myself from bouncing a high-heeled foot to make my legs slip against each other.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I catastrophized about what could happen. The waiter smiled and delivered our drinks uneventfully.

Alexa held her drink out to me. “To Casey, becoming the girl of her dreams.”

I rolled my eyes. She was still stroking me with her other hand. “Come on now. You know you’re enjoying all of this. Clink a toast to you becoming the girl of your dreams.”

I whimpered. I had to stop her from jerking me for a moment and catch my breath. When did I ever have a girlfriend that kept me so excited? Why not toast? I rolled my eyes. “To becoming the girl of my dreams.” I clinked. We sipped.

Alexa gave me a peck on the lips and her hand journeyed back to wrap around my shaft and stroke me gently and slowly. “That a girl.”

I had to take my mind off the stimulation I was getting. “So Alexa, how did you know I needed a roommate? I hadn’t even advertised yet.”

“Through a frat house I’m friends with that your old roommate joined.”

“Ah. I see. It’s funny. They rejected him when he wanted to get in before and now they were all over him, talking him into it. They gave him a deal on rent, even.”

She grinned. “Yeah. They must have wanted what him moving in could do for them.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Can’t imagine what Frank could bring to their picnic.”

She shrugged and grinned.

“You hang out there much?”

“Sometimes. If I’m in the mood. There are some really hot guys there that are super nice. Do you know them?”

“Nah. Not into the frat scene.”

“So. It seems weird how uh... intimate you’ve gotten with me already. Do you do that with all the guys?”

“Not all the guys. Just the special ones that show promise like you.”

“How did you know I’d show promise when we hadn’t met yet?”

“I’ve seen you on campus wearing your girl’s jeans and ballet flats from time to time. You just have the, femboy looking to be a girl, look. Plus, you’re really cute and somewhat petite like me, so I knew you’d shape up well.”

“So, is your aim to turn me into a girl? Is that it? Why would anyone want to do that?”

She nodded and sipped, then took my hand in hers and looked into my eyes. “I can’t stand to see people missing out on life because of their paradigms imposed by societal beliefs. You’re a girl, not a guy. I’m here to help. So, how often do you dress as a girl?” She sipped her drink, waiting and stroking me.

“I never dressed as a girl. Well, not much more than jeans and ballet shoes.”

“Amazing. I’d have thought for sure you have. Oh well. Don’t worry. You’ll always want to dress as a girl now. So, did you ever have a boyfriend or girlfriend?”

“Well, I’ve had girls and guys that were friends. Do they count?”

“Depends. Ever have sex with them? Ever suck your buddy off or jerk him like this?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink, looking around. No one in the place paid any attention to us. I remembered when I did that. What I did long ago didn’t count. Thinking of it made me approach the edge. Alexa caught me approaching the edge and stopped and her hand switched to caressing my stockinged leg, which was almost as exciting.

“No, huh? Well then, you have a lot to discover. First is me. Have I been too forward with you?”

I shook my head. Her hand caressing my leg was getting me close to coming again. I whimpered as my shaft bobbed and oozed.

She stopped caressing my leg and put both her hands on the table. Shit. Was I turning her off? “No. No, no. It’s been novel, interesting, a little scary and unusual, but... It’s all good. I’ve never had so much attention from anyone. I’d like to reciprocate for you.”

“You will. Anytime someone is getting, somehow Karma balances with the giving that must be done. You’ll be a giver and a receiver. Just like me. You’re sweet. So girlish and cute.”

“Uh... thanks… I guess. You’re very attractive too. And seductive.” I ran my hand over her crossed leg, gazing into her eyes. “And pretty.”

She smiled and gave me a peck on the lips. Her hand grasped me again and began stroking. I was saved. I relished her soft, sensual touch and savored the sensation of her silky leg on my palm as I caressed her legs. We sipped and chatted and touched.

Our second drink arrived, and I was totally relaxed, even though I was pretty much naked beneath the table, the stockings of my crossed legs gliding against each other, her hand caressing them. I could see now why a dress or skirt would be so much nicer and almost wished I had listened to her.

“See? Isn’t that nice crossing your legs in stockings like that? Don’t you wish you listened to me?”

I laughed. “I do. It would have made things much easier. So tell me more about yourself.”

“Not much to tell. Finishing my phd in psychiatry this year. Off for the summer like you.”

“Brothers, sisters? Relationships?”

“Like I said. Play things for relationships. You’d be my first proper relationship if this works out. Family? I had four fabulous sisters. That’s it.”

We finished drink two and ordered dinner, skipping to the main course. We chatted and caressed each other and I fell in love with her. She was so confident and in control of everything. It made me warm and secure. Not to mention she was the most sensual person I’d ever met. I knew I’d become her girl before this was all done. I wanted to.

Alexa was relaxing, too. “Okay, sweetie. Tomorrow we do you up all the way, okay? I mean it. Hair, nails, all of it. I want you to be my girl.”

I throbbed in her grip when she said that. “See? I knew that’d thrill you.”

I giggled and nodded quickly. “I don’t know why, but the more you talk about me being the girl I am, the more it seems to excite me. I should have listened to you earlier on what to wear.”

“Good. You’re learning then. When we get home, you can learn how to please a girl like me.”
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Back at the house, we both changed into a black satin babydoll with a sheer wrap and put on sheer, black, thigh-high stay-up stockings, and five-inch strappy stilettos. We slid onto the satin sheets, our legs gliding against each other, her breasts pressed against my padded black bra beneath my babydoll, her hand busy between my legs as we kissed deeply and she had me squeeze her firm breasts.

She sucked me and brought me to the edge a few more times, then flipped onto her belly, put her butt in the air, and her head down on her arms and said, “You have to use the back door tonight, honey. It’s okay. I prefer it anyway. You can be bareback in me. I’m all lubed and ready for you.” She wiggled her bottom, holding her panties to the side from the front.

I approached her sweet ass and guided myself between her cheeks. She pressed her bottom back toward it and when I reached her hole, she pushed herself onto it like a hungry beast. She let out a gasp and shoved her ass against me, making me go all the way into her tight, hot ass. I instinctively grabbed her hips and thrusted wildly into her, over and over, as I whimpered and she looked back at me.

She pulled the pillow from her side and slid it under her, where she mushed it between her legs as I rammed her. She looked back. “That’s it baby girl, fill me with your sissy seed. Pump me up with it. You feel so damn good.” She moaned and squeaked as I pounded her like an adolescent’s pillow, her hips humping her pillow while I humped her.

I didn’t last long from all the teasing she had done to me all day, but when I released it all into her, it was like a fire hydrant and it pulled up from my pointed toes in their high heels, shot through my torso, then gushed into her while her body twitched and my legs stiffened. When I had spent all my energy into her, I collapsed on top of her and peppered her neck and hair with kisses. “Oh god, Alexa, that was heavenly. Thank you so much.”

“Thank you, baby. You were great.” I rolled off of her and she shot off the bed with the pillow and dashed into the bathroom. The water ran for a while and then she came back out with a different color pillowcase. “I, uh, messed the other pillowcase and rinsed it and hung it up.”

“No problem. They’re your pillow cases.”

“Right.” She slid in under the sheets and spooned me. I fell fast asleep.
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I woke as soon as the sun rose in the windows. Alexa slept peacefully. Carefully I slid out of bed and stripped in the closet, then slipped into the shower, washed and conditioned my hair, and ran a razor over my body quickly. In the closet, I couldn’t help looking at Alexa’s clothes. She said I could wear any of them. I found a nice pink V-neck bodysuit and a white denim skirt and some modest wedge heels. Taking them into the bedroom quietly, I put on a pair of baby-blue satin panties and a matching padded bra from Alexa’s underthings. Then dressed in the skirt, top, and heels.

Downstairs I cooked bacon, French toast, scrambled eggs and fresh squeezed orange juice for us with a fresh pot of coffee. I was moving the last piece of bacon from the pan to drain on paper towels when Alexa’s arms wrapped around my waist and she planted a kiss on my cheek. “Mmm, you smell so fresh. Your hair is still wet.”

“I didn’t want to wake you with the dryer.”

“You’re a sweetie.” She was freshly showered, and her hair dried and styled around her face. Her makeup was done, and she wore a flowered sundress and wedge heels.

I turned to her and gave her a peck her on the lips. “Thanks for last night.”

“Thank you. You were a very good girl and now to see you dressed like the girl you are this morning, I’m very proud of you.”

“Thanks.” I placed the last slice of bacon on the paper towels on the plate. “Breakfast is served.”

“How nice. You do cook. Looks yummy.”

I placed the plates on the table, poured the coffee, and we both sat and dug in.

Alexa was bright eyed and bushy tailed, as they say. “I can’t wait. I’ll bet you’re excited too.”

I nodded hurriedly. “Oh my god, yes! Never been so excited about anything as I am now.”

“Good. You’ll love the new you.”

We ate and chatted about where to go and what to buy and what I needed. Then, we did the dishes.

“Casey, I know this will sound strange, but I want you to do something for me before we leave. I’d like you to get into the shower again.”

“Why? Should I redo my hair?”

“No honey. I’d like for you to use the attachment you put on yesterday. It’ll help you feel pretty after that. Girls should stay pretty and clean.”

She explained how to do it, and what I needed to do first.

“Well, I always do that after breakfast anyway, so I guess it would be nice to be clean down there. It sounds gross but, if you say I should, I’ll do it.”

“Good girl!” She slapped my bottom. “Now get it done and get dressed again and I’ll be up when you’re ready. I have a surprise for you. Call me from the window. I’ll be on the patio.” She kissed me deeply on the lips and rubbed me through my skirt while squeezing my ass. “Okay. Go, girl!”

I dashed off and did my tasks. It wasn’t totally unpleasant, and it was a nice, clean sensation after. I could see why she’d want me to do it. I dressed again and called her from the window. She sprinted up the stairs and sat me on the bed, kneeled down, and began sucking my begging shaft while looking into my eyes with her smiling eyes.

She popped off right at the edge. “Okay, now get on the bed on your stomach on your pillow like you were going to hump it, close your eyes and spread your legs. I have a treat.”

I did as instructed and lay there waiting. Something cool and wet spread my butt cheeks and then pressed on my hole. “Hey!”

“Oh relax. Just let me do what needs doing, sweetie.” I lay there as she gently and slowly pushed and retreated, each time the tip of it dove a little deeper until it stretched me and suddenly shot in to the hilt. Next, it vibrated and then it began to swell and extend inside of me.

“Is it okay? Not too big, is it? How is it?”

“It’s good. Feels weird but nice somehow. Seems the bigger it gets, the better it is.”

“Good, that’s all normal. Tell me when to stop or back off.”

I heard her pumping it behind me as it grew inside of me. It stretched me deliciously, and the vibrations rolled through me. I throbbed against the satin pillow. “Uh... it’s getting there... uh... okay, stop and back off just a little.”

She did, and it was heaven. “Okay, sweetie. Pull your panties up and straighten your clothes and hair and we can go.”

“I’m going out like this? I mean, shouldn’t I finish first?”

“Hmm, good idea. Okay. Let me take care of that. Back on the bed and lie back with your head at the headboard.”

She had me lie in the center, then laughed. I want to drive you crazy. No hands for you. She tied my hands to the bedpost with stockings, then tied my ankles to them as well.

She grinned as she slid onto the bed and tortured me wonderfully while the plug did its thing. She slurped off of it. “Okay, here it comes. We need to get moving and as much as I’d like to, we can’t do this all day.”

She went wild on it and pressed the plug through my panties over and over and I fed her load after huge load while her eyes blinked wildly and she swallowed it all. When we were done, she slid off, and I lay there, catching my breath.

“Just relax a little, Casey. I need to do one last thing. Close your eyes.”

I lay there and felt her playing with my shaved globes. Something slid around them and over my deflating dick. Next, something capped my dick, and she pressed on it until it was shrunk all the way and then it was pressed onto whatever was around my globes and shaft. I heard a click. “There, all set.”

I opened my eyes and looked down. I had a tiny pink plastic cage over my cock and balls. “What’s that for?”

“Well, a couple of things. One it will hide it for trying on clothes. Two, it will, as much as I enjoy seeing you do it, keep you from playing with it. And three. You won’t be able to finish until I unlock you or you get laid.”

“Get laid? Like by a guy?”

She nodded. “Yes. A receiver and a giver. You’ll be a girl completely when you’ve accomplished that.” She set about untying my hands and feet.

“No way. No one is sticking that in me and filling me with their release. No way.”

“I knew you’d say that, so now it doesn’t matter. That is not coming off until you do.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. Alexa took her phone out and adjusted the vibration pattern of the plug as she looked at me. My eyes opened wide. “Whoa.”

She grinned. “Like it?”

“Oh god. I’m hard in my cage already. I could probably finish from this.”

“No, you won’t. I won’t let it happen. You’ll ooze quite a bit though, and you’ll never be satisfied until someone else dumps their load in your sweet little bottom.” She kissed me on the lips and took my hand. “Let’s go. We have things to do.”
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We set out for our shopping spree slash salon day with my filled cage on and my plug in. Walking was a thrill, and the plug gave me a wiggle in my walk, and each step was wonderful.

Alexa insisted on a cute, below the chin haircut styled in layers that made my curls coil up and spring to life. Highlights were added, and I looked like a cute, prissy girl. I was thrilled.

Pedicure and manicure were done, giving me long, pink metallic painted nails that matched my tiny painted toenails. Alexa picked out my makeup, jewelry, perfumes, and special gel breast form inserts and a bra to fit them, giving me full cleavage. I couldn’t resist wearing them out of the store. They made me so proud as they bounced on my chest, tugging with each step, the plug doing its thing inside of me and my hardness straining against the cage and oozing.

Alexa found the minidresses and skirts that would flatter me the most and give me the illusion of having hips and a nice butt and not revealing my male aspect should it be hard under them. The tops were all best suited to reveal my new assets there. I could wear her high heels and clothes, but we couldn’t resist buying more things for the closet.

We walked hand in hand past the stores. “I think we’ve spent enough money. I want to wear some of it now.”

“I know. Me too. What do you say we go home and get ready for going out? I know where we can go tonight.”

“Another fine dining place? Last night was great.”

“This is an even better place to dine. You’ll see.”
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Alexa helped me with my makeup and hair and when she was done, I was the cutest, sexiest, prissy little girl looking back at myself in the mirror. I licked my painted cupid’s bow lips with the twenty-four-hour lipstick on them and couldn’t help but to smile and throb in my cage at the image I made. No way I was ever a man. I was so pretty, I made myself want myself.

Alexa did her makeup and sent me out to dress. She had laid out what she said was the perfect outfit for a cute little girl like me to go to our fine dining tonight. On the bed were all the pretty things to put on.

I sat on the bed and put on the pink lace bra and loaded in the forms, giving me luscious cleavage. I wrapped the pink lace garter belt around my waist and fastened it, then slid on the sheer pink, lace top thigh-high stockings that gave me a shiver, they felt so nice, as I attached them to the six clasps on each leg. They tugged as I moved my legs, stretching the straps of the garter belt. They were like a second skin of baby pink silk against my legs.

Next was a pair of pink, lace, crotchless panties with ruffled lace edges that made a cute little nest for my pink imprisoned male part, struggling to be free. The 12cm tall, strappy, baby-pink stilettos bound themselves to my ankles with three ankle straps. I stood and walked about in them. They forced a tiny minced stride that wiggled my ass on the plug and jiggled my breasts. I throbbed in my cage with each step as the plug shot vibrations into me.

Sitting back on the bed, I slid into the soft, silky, pink crinoline dress, put my arms through the ruffled cap sleeves and adjusted the V-neck so my cleavage and the lace edges of the bra showed. I zipped the side zipper forcefully. Alexa had already adjusted the corseted waist in back and it cinched my waist to a wisp of its former size, further enhancing my feminine shape above the flare of the puffy, layered crinoline dress. I took in as deep a breath as I could and stepped in tiny steps to the full-length mirror where I bathed myself in a feminine, girly perfume over my hair, the dress, my legs. I was in a cloud of femininity as I loaded the long dangling earrings, necklace, bracelets and rings on.

Alexa had chosen a baby-pink, ruffled, sheer, stretch ribbon, which I tied around each ankle with a bow, around each wrist with a bow, and around my neck. I observed myself in the mirror. I was a cute, prissy, little-girl-like woman, ready for some fun. A pink bow clipped into the front of my hair to finish the prissiness. I couldn’t imagine where we were going for fine dining looking like this, but Alexa wouldn’t steer me wrong.

I loaded my pink ruffled purse and sat in the corner of the room, crossed a leg and bounced my foot, waiting for Alexa to emerge. From the closet she came, all made up and dressed. Her makeup was intense and seductive. Her top was see-through, revealing her nipples and breasts and the bottom of the dress was a flared and wavy-pleated black satin which sat above sheer black lace top stay up stockings and 12cm strappy black patent stilettos. She was knock out gorgeous and hot as hell. She admired herself in the full-length mirror, making adjustments and spraying perfume on and loading her jewelry.

Alexa minced her way over to me and sat on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. She kissed me on the cheek. “Ready to go to some fine dining?”

I raised my eyebrows and laughed. “I can’t imagine where they would let us in this way.”

“Are you kidding? They’ll be so happy to see us, they’ll feed us for free. Chilled shrimp and crab legs and lobster claws and oysters.”

“Really? How great! Amazing. I guess I can’t wait to meet these people and dine with them.”

She grinned an evil grin, stood and held her hand out for me. “They can’t wait to meet you either and for you to dine on them.”

My jaw dropped.
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I slid into the car, the cool leather against my thighs sending a shiver up my spine. “Did you say dine on them? You meant dine with them, or did you mean they would provide the food so we would dine on them, so to speak?”

She chortled. “Right. We don’t pay for anything and they’ll give us lots and lots.” Her hand caressed my crossed leg. “When we get there, you can deflate and remove your plug, then rinse it off and put it in your purse.”

“Good. I’m so horny already I can’t take it anymore. Even this dress and the clothes are erotic and sensual as hell. They’re like a libido enhancing drug.”

“Aren’t they? No man can lay claim to having clothes so pleasant now, can they?”

“Nope!”

I sat there in my glory, looking out the window, smelling the perfume on my wrist, immersing myself in all the sensations of femininity. I thought about the restaurant we were going to. It sounded awfully strange, especially not having to pay for anything. Were we guests? A private club of sorts?

“Alexa. Where are we going?”

“It’s not far.” She was driving slowly, looking for a place on the street to park. “Oh, I forgot. We get to park in the drive.” She backed the car up and pulled into a frat house driveway.

“This is my old roommate’s frat. Are we picking him up? Is he coming with us?”

She shut the car off. Took a deep breath. She placed her hand on mine and squeezed it. “He and many other men are coming tonight.”

“I don’t get it. We’re going out with them? They’re coming with us?”

She shook her head. “I didn’t say with us, although I’m sure that will happen, but in and on us and more accurate words.”

My eyes popped open, my heart raced, and I wanted to scream. Alexa held my wrists tight. “Relax. Relax, little girl. You’ll love what the new you can do and is for. This is your new purpose. Your new passion. You’ll see. Trust me. Do it for us. The men will adore the cute little useful sissy you’ve become.”
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My face was flushed. I was choked up and my eyes were watery. Alexa soothed me by caressing my hair and kissing my cheeks and forehead. “When you’ve totally become a girl, your cage can come off and we can make love together. I can make love to you then.”

Her eyes filled me with warmth and safety. I was putty in her hands. My breathing settled and my heart rate dropped. I lost the tension as she caressed my stockinged thigh, kissed me over and over and held my hand. “Can you do it? Do it for us?”

I nodded sheepishly. I took a deep breath.

“Are you still aroused?”

I nodded. The plug shot off. I throbbed inside the cage.

“Good girl. Keep that feeling. It’ll make it all go so smooth. You’ll see. You’ll love how much everyone loves you.”

I nodded.

“Ready to be a big girl and have a good time and good food and fine dining? Ready to please real men and be their receptacle?”

I nodded. “I need a drink.”

“Trust me. They’ll get you one right away.”

Alexa walked around the car and helped me out. I took her arm as she led us up the front stairs and into the huge old Victorian, our heels clicking erotically with each minced step. The door opened as we approached it and a handsome guy stood there, smiling ear to ear. “Alexa! So glad you could make this happen. The guys are all dying to meet her.” He turned to me and put his hand out. “You must be Casey. Frank’s old roommate. Frank can’t wait to see you.”

I shook his hand daintily and smiled a flat lipped smile at him. “Me too.”

I’d have to have my buddy Frank see me as a girl. Unbelievable. I might even have to get Frank off somehow. Holy shit.

“Come inside and have a drink. They have them all ready at the bar for you.”

We walked past leather couches and armchairs, the room well decorated in a manly style and classy clean appearance. It smelled fresh of leather, furniture polish, and various men’s colognes. Frank held a seat for me at the bar, and another guy held one for Alexa. We sat and crossed our legs and they slid us dirty martinis with cheese stuffed olives on cocktail skewers. I pounded my first one down unceremoniously.

Frank said, “Wow. I was gonna to toast to the new and very much improved, very sexy and pretty Casey.” He smiled, his eyes flitting around my face and hair and breasts. He actually looked decent tonight, like he was going on a date or something. I could smell a pleasant cologne on him. “Thanks Frank. I appreciate that. I guess it is an improved me. I’m thankful to Alexa.” I placed my hand on her stockinged leg and bent over to kiss her deeply on the lips, my hand behind her head. I had to show Frank I had a girlfriend now.

I turned to Frank. He had refilled my drink. “Thanks. Uh, Frank, this is my girlfriend, Alexa.”

“Hi Alexa. The guys told me about you and what you do. It’s great. You sure did a great job with Casey. She’s gorgeous. You’ll be a great shrink.”

“Thanks,” Alexa said as her friend next to her had his arm over her chair and was rubbing her shoulder through her sheer top, sensually. Alexa turned to him, her hand fell to his crotch, and she rubbed him while giving him a kiss. She turned back to me and moved close, putting her arm over my shoulder and whispering in my ear. “Remember. These are toys for us. We’re the one’s together, in love.”

“Right.”

She kissed my forehead. “My love, my girl.”

She whispered, “Remember, this is where you’ll truly become a girl and graduate to not having to wear that silly cage. You need to do all the things girls do for men to make them happy, sexually. Hands, mouth bottom. Got it? Then you’ll be free to be yourself. Your true self. Don’t be scared.” She kissed my forehead. Stroked my hair.

I nodded.

“Why not start with Frank? You know him. He’d appreciate it, I’m sure.”

I looked at Frank. He was watching us and he was taken by me. That I could tell. He lusted for me. I looked around the room. All the guys were watching us. We were the only girls there. I counted them. Eighteen young, handsome men. Wow. I drank down my second drink. It was refilled and oysters, crab, shrimp, and cracked lobster claws were placed before us like offerings to the gods.

One guy fed us food, then another. I relaxed with all the idle chatter and compliments from everyone, and being treated like princesses. Alexa’s nipples were hard beneath her sheer top and she let the guys take turns massaging her breasts and squeezing her nipples while she rubbed their crotches. They were all very polite, and no one man was hogging us.

They caressed my legs, squeezed my breasts, and they made me feel like a seductress as they came to me with their compliment of their hardness for me in their pants so I might touch and compliment them on it. I throbbed in my cage and knew I would never be more ready than then to lose my virginity of my mouth, hands and bottom. I excused myself to the ladies’ room, undid my plug, and washed it and put it in my purse.

I fixed my hair, adjusted my forms and dress, and tightened my garter-straps. I sprayed fresh perfume on and applied another layer of twenty-four-hour lipstick. Taking a deep breath, I clicked my way out to the bar again, my cage filled and tugging delightfully with each step.

Alexa was on her knees on a pillow before a wingback chair where Frank sat, looking down at her as she sucked his shaft, savoring it. I knew I needed to do the same, and she needed to see it. I stepped over to her and knelt beside her. I touched her head and kissed her cheek, her mouth full of his thick meat.

She smiled and pulled off him, holding it for me. I moved closer and closer and opened my lips. She shoved my head onto it and bobbed it on his mouth filling, velvet pole. I took over fervently, grasping his shaved shaft and bobbing my head on it and running my tongue in circles around it and the tip. I focused, driven, lusting for his release. It thrilled me to no end, knowing he was hot for me as I gazed up at him while he cradled my head and caressed my curls.

I throbbed in my cage and wished I had the plug inside of me once more. I knew then I wanted to have a real one in me and soon, but I wanted to taste him and have Alexa see me swallow his sweet load passionately like the good girl I was becoming.

It didn’t take me long, and it swelled and spasmed in my mouth, jerking violently, and spurting gushes. Frank grunted and held my head fast, his fingers wrapped tight in my curls as it pulsed in my hand and mouth and flooded my tongue with its creamy compliment. I needed every drop of Frank’s passion for me. His eyes told me how good I was while he caressed my hair, looking lovingly into my rapidly blinking eyes as I struggled to swallow it all.

When there was no more to be harvested, I popped off his deflating shaft and Alexa grabbed my hand and took us to the center of the room on a padded mat covered in satin sheets. She had us both get on all fours and she lifted my dress and tucked the hem under the waist in back, exposing my ruffled crotchless panties and my begging butt.

The men were all watching as they stripped off their pants, socks, and underwear, revealing a forest of tall hairless oaks which they jerked as they looked at us. One at a time they’d come over, take a rubber out of the dish and put it on. Another would give us their ready shafts in our mouths, and the sheathed ones began thrusting into us over and over.

Alexa held my hand on the floor as she looked sideways with her favorite delicacy stuffed in her face and another one in mine. We were both diligent in our ministrations while the men filled us from behind and grunted and caressed our backs and held our hips and tugged our hair then swelled and pulsed inside of us while others swelled and dumped their loads into our hungry faces and we swallowed it all.

I had never been so into sex and so into someone else’s pleasure as I was that night. It was my first experience of truly knowing the thrill a woman has when she’s pleasing men.

During a break in men, I rolled over and sat crossed legged on the floor to watch my gorgeous Alexa, holding her panties in front while they were held to the side in back and a thick, long shaft entered her over and over, making her moan and mumble around the meat in her mouth the same as I had. She was incredibly beautiful. I needed someone else inside of me, though, and I desperately wanted to have a release.

A hand landed on my shoulder. Frank knelt beside me. “May I make love to you, lovely lady?”

I looked into his caring eyes. “God yes, Frank. Please.”

He laid me back on my back and spread my legs. I pulled my legs back, and he pressed my thighs to the floor, my stilettos dangling above my head. He lifted my cage and slid his sheathed shaft between my hungry cheeks. He found my fiery hole, and I pressed against the tip, making it stretch me wonderfully, then dive deep into my soul. I gasped as Frank looked down upon me lovingly and thrusted, filling me and joining me to him so much closer than I’d ever been with him.

“Frank, please make me come. I need to come. Hold off until I’m ready. Okay, sweetheart?”

He nodded, smiling. “I’ll try. You’re so damn sexy, though. I did just come with you before, though, so maybe I can last longer for you. I’ll try.” He kissed my forehead and pressed my legs tight to the floor as he thrusted and swirled his hips and his face showed his efforts as his breathing got deeper and his thrusts harder and faster.

The lock clattered on my cage and the entire package flailed in the air between us, drips oozing from it. I was totally focused on my old roommate taking such wonderful care of me. His chest was strong and firm and his face and hair handsomer than I’d ever noticed. His strong arms held me fast and ripples of pleasure ripped into me with each thrust.

“That’s it, Frank. It’s heavenly. So fulfilling, so manly. I’m almost there, honey. Take me. Breed me.”

Frank’s eyes shot open wide as he drove his ramrod as fiercely as he could. My body shook, my toes pointed in my heels as my body tensed, and rivers of sensation filled my body. I whimpered and rolled my head on my shoulders, my curls tickling my face.

Frank grunted and moaned in deep tones. I squeaked with each thrust, each squeak getting higher and higher. My little girl's voice cried out to him, “Yes, Frank. That’s it. I’m ready. I need you. Come for me. Come inside of your girl.”

Frank looked deep into my eyes. He pounded me to the floor, my feet flailed, my cage clattered and flailed and he pulsed inside of me and called my name. I shot ropes of white pearls between us as I whimpered and my body shook, my legs twitching. It seemed to last for an eternity, that wonderful full body sensation from being filled by a passionate man, oh so satisfyingly deep inside of me, rewarding and complimenting me on my beauty. I was desired and beautiful and a woman for a man!

I closed my eyes and pulled his hard ass to keep him deep as he peppered my face and hair with kisses, his meat pulsing deep inside. I clenched it tight in me, not wanting it to stop as my own caged prisoner spit luscious streams onto my stomach.

Frank collapsed upon me. I caressed his hair as he lay, catching his breath, heavy on my breasts. I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him deep inside of me.

Alexa kissed my cheek and stroked my hair. “You’re a girl now. Will you ever not be? Will you go back?” She looked into my eyes with love and caring.

I shook my head. “Hell no. I’m all girl.”

“An all sexy, all pretty, and all desired girl.” She kissed my forehead.
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Frank drove us home and someone followed with our car. Alexa and I flopped into bed together, sexhausted. When I woke in the morning, I smelled the bacon from downstairs. I slid out of bed and stripped in the closet. My cage had been removed. Thank god!

I did my duty and the shower, complete with the use of the attachment. It was wonderful drying and styling my hair in the mirror, seeing the lovely girl I had become. I delighted in doing my makeup for a daytime flavor, then applied twenty-four-hour lipstick to my doll-like lips.

In the closet, I found a cute cream colored jumper and high wedges to wear. My cream colored bra held the gel breast forms securely and created luscious cleavage and the snug matching panties held my little girl snug to my belly. The jumper was light and airy, allowing the breeze to caress me as I strapped the wedges about my ankles, applied my earrings and jewelry and sprayed perfume on and loaded my purse.

In the kitchen, Alexa was finishing making breakfast standing before the stove in a flowered summer dress and wedge heels. She turned to me. “Ah. I thought the bacon cooking would wake you. Did you sleep well, princess?”

I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. “I did. Very well. So what shall we do today now that my graduation to girl has happened?”

She carried the plates to the table where the juice and coffee were poured and we both sat. Alexa looked at me pensively. She sipped her juice. “Uh...”

“I know. Why don’t we just go hang out in the park and enjoy the day? We could bring a picnic and just relax on a blanket. Take a nap. Be together.”

She raised her eyebrows. “That sounds nice. Let’s do it. I have plans for the evening, though.”

“Good. I hope they include me.”

She nodded. “Very much so. You see...”

I waited. She shook her head. “I can’t tell you now. I’m not ready. Tonight though. Frank is coming too.”

My eyes lit up. “Frank!? Fantastic. He was wonderful last night. It was as if it was meant to be. I mean, all the other guys were fine. You know. Like you said. They were toys. But Frank was special. The first time when I pleased him was wonderful somehow and when he made love to me...oh...my...god...it was then I truly knew I was a girl. I can’t wait to see him. It’s as if...somehow, as if he was always my boyfriend. Now that I think back, he always treated me so nice and everything.”

Alexa shook her head. “I know. Don’t worry. It’s expected. How do you feel towards me now?” She chewed her food, looking at me intently.

“You? Well, I’m smitten with you as I was before I became a girl and now I owe you my life for what you taught me about myself.”

“Do you love me?”

“Yes. I do. But... well, when I made love to you, it was heaven. But that was before I knew what it was like to be the girl and be the receiver, so now I’m confused about whether I should be with a girl or a guy.”

She nodded. “It’s perfectly normal and expected. But did you ever think you could have both? I mean, this isn’t 1960 or something, and you’re a girl with something special under her jumper. And now, you have a whole world of options open up to you. Would you limit yourself to just one?”

I shrugged. “Right. It’s so confusing.”

She nodded. “Yup. I just want you to be happy... and... me too, of course. I’ve known you much longer than you realize. I’ve had a crush on you since we were in our teens.”

I observed her, trying to remember her that young. I shook my head. “Can’t place you.”

“And Frank. Do you remember Frank?”

I shook my head.

She nodded. “Of course not. Okay. I can’t talk about this right now anymore. Let’s clean up and go enjoy the day and tonight, it will all be clear and you can decide how you want to live your life. Okay, sweetie?” She reached across and placed her palm on my cheek.

I took her hand and kissed it. “Okay. I love you. You make me feel safe and secure and not weird.”

“I know. I love you too. More than you know. Whatever you choose, as long as it makes you happy, I’ll be happy for.”
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I put aside all the questions in my mind and just enjoy the day with my lovely girlfriend. We held hands and walked, lay on the blanket together, making clouds disappear, and picking out shapes of dogs and people and gods and things. I was a lovely day.

Back at home, we took turns rinsing off and running a razor over our minimal body hair. I sat in my pink satin robe and high-heeled mules in the bedroom's corner, waiting for Alexa to finish her makeup after she helped me do mine in a dramatic, very classy, evening style. I wondered what strange mystery was to be revealed to me that night, and I had a mixture of excitement and trepidation over it.

Alexa came out in a robe, her makeup done impeccably, her eyes big and seductive, her lips luscious and full, her cheekbones round and high, eyebrows raised and thin, breasts firm and luscious. She laid out my clothes excitedly. “This is going to be a very special evening for you. I picked our dresses out for this evening a long while ago when I made the plan to bring us to this night.” She kissed my cheek.

“You’re scaring me, Alexa.”

She sat next to me. Placed the back of her hand gently on her cheek. “Don’t worry. It’ll be fine. Just relax. Be the sensual, pretty girl you are and that’ll help you. I’m wearing a one time use plug if you want one. It’s smaller, silent, and cute and works well for several hours to keep a feminine desire coursing within you, and once it’s done, it’s done. Just pitch it. Want one?”

“Sure. If you’re wearing one, why not?”

“Good. Frank will appreciate us being aroused and feeling pretty, I’m sure.” She walked to the dresser and found two and took one for her and handed me one with a little packet of lube. “Here ya go, sweetie. I’ll go dress and you should too.”

I stared at it and turned it on. It was quite powerful and had a good size hilt so it couldn’t get lost. I dripped lube on the tip and slid it in me. It was lovely.

On the bed I slid into the black lace bra and loaded the forms in, then wrapped the black lace garter belt on and slid into the gossamer thin, black, non-stretchy stockings and attached them to the clasps. I bobbed in the air as I slid the black lace, ruffled edge, crotchless panties on.

Admiring the black and pearl beaded V-neck minidress with a corseted waist and sheer cap sleeves, I slid it on and with some effort, zipped the back up, cinching my waist. The skirt of the dress flared out with soft black crinoline beneath it that allowed my free shaft to play in the fluff with each move I made. It was like being immersed in a box of cotton balls made of silk. I had such an overwhelming sensation of femininity; it was blissful.

The five-inch-heeled, delicately strapped, black patent stilettos were a picture frame for my shapely, pink-toe-nailed feet that made my feet imitate an artist’s erotic and seductive rendition of a woman’s feet and not something real. The thin ankle straps fused them to my feet as if they were a part of me.

I stepped confidently and securely in tiny, minced steps to the dresser and loaded my jewelry on, including two ankle bracelets with dangling hearts on them. I fluffed my hair and placed a glittery black bow on one side toward the front. My bejeweled black satin purse I filled with my things and sprayed a sensual, erotic perfume on that gave me a sense of being a goddess of sex and love and sent tingles through my body as my shaft bobbed in the silky fluff.

Standing before the full-length mirror, I admired my appearance and stood straight, my lovely cleavage out and I swung a sheer, dotted, black shawl on my shoulders and clasped the end in front below my breasts. I had never seen such a gorgeous woman in my life.

Until Alexa came out. She wore a dress similar to mine but in a rose gold and with sheer, glossy, suntan stockings. Her full breasts wanted to break free and the V-neck top barely covered her aureolas. I watched her put on her jewelry and spray perfume on her cleavage and on her legs and hair. I couldn’t stop throbbing from my desire for her and my hand unconsciously slid to grasp it through my silky dress. Mesmerized, I stood there as she packed her purse and unconsciously jerked myself while watching her.

She turned to me and looked at my long nailed hand with my pinky out as it jerked my shaft through the dress and she smiled and came over and placed her hand on my busy one. “Are you feeling pretty?” She squeezed my hand. “Isn’t that little plug wonderful and isn’t it perfect to be free under these dresses?”

“Huh... uh...” I whimpered and let myself go, then pulled back from Alexa, my eyes wide. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it. You’re so alluring. I didn’t finish, though. I was a good girl.” I laughed. I rolled my eyes and put my arms over her shoulders. I kissed her lightly on her lips. “Such a doll. I love you Alexa.”

“I love you too, baby. Now we better go. Frank will be waiting for us downstairs.”

She took me by the arm, and we navigated the stairs in our amazing shoes. Out front, Frank stood in a three-piece suit looking like a million bucks as he opened the doors on the BMW 750il. He smiled ear to ear. “Wow! Look at you ladies. Am I a lucky guy or what!?”

Alexa slid into the back seat. “Yes you are, James. Now close my door and help Casey into her seat in front.”

Alexa smiled up at him, her legs crossed and a foot bouncing in the roomy back seat. Frank shut her door and held mine and I slid my very short dress beneath my thighs and slid onto the cool leather seat. He shut the door, walked around and seated himself. “I rented it for the night. Don’t really even need a car down here, but tonight’s a special night for all of us.” He looked over at me, placed his hand on my leg and glided it. “You look stunning, Casey. This is so you.”

“Thank you, sir. You’re quite handsome as well.”

Alexa chimed in, “Hey. How about me?”

Frank looked into the mirror. “You too, of course Alexa. Riveting.” He drove off. I bounced a crossed leg, looking at my lovely feet in their heels and absorbing the sensuality of everything, the plug humming away, my hardness bobbing in the silky fluff. I glanced at Frank’s crotch and could see he was hard already. “How long is the ride?”

Alexa called out, “Same as last time. We have time if you’d like to relax a little. We’re going to the same place, the same table.”

I remembered the way we indulged that night. Tonight would be even better wearing this dress with Alexa in one and Frank between us, I hoped.

I leaned over and palmed Frank’s hardness, looking up at him. “May I?”

“Sure.”

I unzipped it and took out his whole shaved package. I dove onto it and savored the velvety skin on the hard, firm shaft that was happy for my attention. I rolled his silky globes in my long-nailed fingers as I stroked and sucked.

“Good girl, Casey. Good girl.” Alexa said as she leaned forward and patted my bobbing head. “Now don’t make Frank lose control... of the car, or from your indulgence right now.”

Frank said, “Uh... I think maybe you should stop right now, Casey. You’re too exciting for me to drive with like this.”

I popped off and tucked it all away neatly and zipped it for him.

Alexa leaned forward and said, “Why don’t you lift your skirt and play with it for us, Casey? That will be entertainment enough for us for now.”

I did as instructed. The hem of the dress fluffed around my hips and I grasped it between my thumb and middle finger, held my pinky out, and smiled at Frank as I jerked it intently, making my leg twitch and my little girl voice whimper from time to tome.

Frank glanced over when he could. “You’re lovely. I love seeing you doing that. I want to etch it into my memory.”

We drove on. I couldn’t see Alexa in the back, other than I could tell her hand was busy in her lap and she had a sweet, dreamy expression on her face.

“Oops, sorry, I almost missed the drive. We’re here, ladies.” He pulled into the valet and we scrambled to right our clothes as the door opened on my side.

Frank held out both his arms, and we took them as he led us into the restaurant. The maitre’d greeted us. “Alexa! So good to see you so soon. You too, Miss Casey. You both are ravishing tonight. Your table is ready.”

He led us to the table by the fire with the back to the garden and the booth facing the diners—the long white linen table cloth down to the floor. Alexa slid in, then Frank, and then me. We ordered drinks and Alexa wasted no time undoing Frank’s pants and taking out his package, and she began stroking him beneath the table.

I crossed my legs and bounced a foot as I enjoyed Frank caressing my stockinged legs and I perused the menu.

We had the first drink, sipping and playing with Frank back and forth. I wasn’t sure who I cared for more. They both seemed very special to me. Somehow they seemed like meant-to-be people I’d be with forever. Now it was as if I never didn’t know them, we were so intimate.

After the second drink arrived, Alexa toasted. “To the three of us. May it all work out.”

“The three of us. Yes.” We clinked and sipped. I had to start asking questions. “So... Alexa, this morning you started to tell me something but weren’t ready. Are you ready?”

She had concern on her face. She sipped her drink and put it down and placed both hands on the table, as did I. “Okay. Let me preface this that I wasn’t trying to manipulate you, but only to help you.”

I nodded nervously.

“Remember when you were a teenager and the girls next door dressed you up as a cheerleader?”

I nodded. “Oh, my god. I’d forgotten about that.”

“You must have because you said to me you hadn’t dressed as a girl.”

“Right. I never dressed myself, but those girls did a few times. It was fun while it lasted.”

“Right. Well, Remember Frank before he moved? He was from down the street and went to a private school, not to school with us.”

“Us? Were you one of the girls, Alexa?”

“I was when they dressed me as a cheerleader like they did you. I was... I uh... I was their stepbrother.”

My eyes popped open. “You’re Alex! Shit! You have to be kidding me.” I stared at her breasts.

“Right. Fake. Just like my hips and butt cheeks and cheek implants and eyebrow raise. I know, huh? Who would do such things to themselves?”

“But we did it the other night.”

“Right. In my bottom, like you did last night.”

“Uh... but... No way.”

She reached under the table, grasped my hand and tugged it across Frank to place it under her dress and wrap it around her big, hard manhood.

My eyes burst wide. “Holy shit. It’s fantastic!”

“Exactly, and how would you have felt about it if you knew I had that a few days ago?”

I rolled my eyes. “Right. Okay. I see. So you became a girl. A gorgeous girl. And you thought because I was a femboy I’d want to be a girl too.”

“Kinda. There are several reasons I wanted to help you. The least important is its part of my doctoral thesis on whether a femboy would be happier as a girl and what it takes to break their existing paradigms.”

“What? I’m a lab rat?”

“Well, a lab femboy I guess, but not anymore, thank god. Anyway, don’t worry about that, it’s secondary. Not worth worrying your pretty head. So, remember kissing Frank and jerking him off back then?”

My face flushed. “Oh god. Yes. How could I not? That’s what made me stop, along with my parents, too.”

“Well, if you hadn’t run home like a scared little girl, dressed in our cheerleader clothes and panties, with your come in them, I think it would have been fine. Instead, they forbid you to see us or Frank and called our parents and they shut Frank off from you and so was I.”

“I didn’t think they were home, but my dad sure was. It was stupid of me. It scarred me for life. I could never put on a girl’s clothes again. And he saw I soiled the panties. I felt like such a fool.”

“Exactly. So the furthest you’d go after that was becoming the femboy you were. You were stuck. Frank missed you forever and always wanted you. I missed you. Frank and I used to meet up in secret and we had our own little sex life together with me as the girl, but every time we were together he’d cry about missing you and he regretted having gotten you into trouble.” She looked at Frank.

Frank nodded, placed his hand on my thigh, and slid it. “I’m so sorry. I missed you all the time. You were my first girlfriend and Alexa was kind enough to offer a shoulder and comfort to me. They tried to dress me up as a girl, but it was pointless as I was too big already and didn’t have any feminine features, unfortunately.”

Alexa patted Frank’s leg. “Then his parents moved him away. We stayed in touch. We followed you to school here, and he became your roommate, but couldn’t broach the subject for fear you’d hate him. Then I came up with a plan.”

“The frat?”

“Part of it. I hung out there enjoying the boy-toys.” She chortled. “I knew you should become a girl from how much you were a girl back then. You loved hanging out with us and being pretty. You really enjoyed Frank too, from what I could tell, but your brain wouldn’t allow for it after he and you came together. So... I was on a mission.”

“A mission to feminize me.”

“Right. To make you whole again. I talked the Frat into letting Frank in so I could be your roommate for a while and seduce you into becoming a girl. He needed me to do that for him so you’d release your silly paradigms and become the girl you needed to be, and maybe he could get back into your good graces and be intimate with you again. For me, I missed my girlfriend from back then. My stepsisters were nice, but you were always special. When you couldn’t come over anymore, it nearly killed me.”

My heart throbbed, hearing all this. It shocked me how they had both become so attached to me way back when. I sipped my drink and pondered, looking at both of their sweet, sincere faces.

“So you feminized me and had me suck and screw a frat. Why so much at once? Why not just you or just Frank?”

“Would you have done it without the cage and such?”

“Probably not.”

“If you knew I had something special under my dress, would you run off scared?”

I nodded. “Probably. I don’t know. I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry for. I did what I needed to do to get you into the water you perceived to be so icy by dipping your toe in so long ago. I had to toss you in so you could see it was nice and warm and inviting. Now you know how nice it is and Frank and I have our favorite little girl back again.” She beamed at me and ran her hand lightly over my hair as she tilted her head and looked at me with love.

Frank reached over to my lap and grasped my hardness through the dress, and squeezed it as he beamed at me. “And now I can do this...” He squeezed and caressed me. “...and this with my girlfriend.” He kissed me deeply on the lips, pulling me to him. He broke the kiss and hugged me. “I missed you. I’m so happy you’re back.”

I sat back and took a deep breath. “Oh, my.” I waved my hand in front of my chest to fan me. “I’m so warm and fuzzy right now. I love what you two have done for me. What you’ve gone through and how you never gave up on it. It’s such a statement of love and devotion. Now I don’t know what to do.”

Alexa squeezed my hand. “Do whatever you want. Frank and I are good with any choices you make. We already discussed it. Frank and I wouldn’t mind being together either, if that becomes part of it. Now think out of the box. Three is a very lucky number, so it’s said. The number of harmony, wisdom, and understanding. Divine wholeness, completeness and perfection, as in the father, son and holy spirit. Three wishes. Three repeats in spell casting and on and on.” She stopped and looked down at the table. Fidgeted with her fingernails. Looked up. “It’s your choice. Whatever it is, we support it and we’ll always be here for you.”

“Wow. I don’t see a choice. As soon as the rigid societal paradigms of sex and gender burst, a whole new world opens up, and right now, I have never been happier to be me, and with anyone other than the two of you. I would love to be with both of you forever.

They lit up. Looked at each other. Looked at me. Frank said, “Thank god. Now let’s relax and celebrate our new lives together. I already have an idea about how the three of us will fit together.” He kissed Alexa on the cheek and winked at me. “Multiple different ways too.”

I grasped Frank’s lovely hardness under the table and gave him a kiss while I bobbed under my dress and the plug vibrated sweetly, sending ripples of femininity into me and making me long for more.
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Dinner was delightful. We took our time and ate in small courses with paired wines and, of course, much touching and affection for each other. I couldn’t believe Alexa was my old Alex, and I had both of my childhood favorites to reignite our lives. We chatted and planned for the future. Alexa filled me in on how her enhancements were done and what it takes. It didn’t sound horrible, and they assured me it would be the right thing for me to do and they’d help.

We left dinner being warm and fuzzy, as well as super horny for each other and dying to be intimate. Frank came inside and Alexa poured us all another drink.

“We could go to the frat.” She raised her eyebrows.

I raised mine as if that was what I wanted.

Frank smirked. “Didn’t you girls have enough of those boy toys last night?”

I slapped his thigh as the three of us sat on the couch together. “We’re only kidding. I don’t need to be tossed into the pool anymore.”

Alexa sipped, then nodded. “And I’m done saving her. She’s learned already. Not that we might someday want to indulge in such things again, but...” She rubbed Frank’s crotch and gazed into his eyes. “I think Casey and I have all we need right now. Right Case?”

I placed my hand on hers as she rubbed him. “Right. I know what I want.”

Alexa looked into my eyes. “And I know what I want.”

We all pounded our drinks down, and Alexa led the way upstairs. “Okay Frank. Get naked while us girls get ready.” She stepped over to the bed and waited for me to help lower the covers and blankets to the pink satin sheets.

Frank took his clothes off, folding and hanging them on the chair in the corner while Alexa and I removed and pitched our plugs. We slid out of our dresses and hung them up, leaving us in stilettos, stockings, garter belt, and crotchless panties. Alexa’s gorgeous hairless shaft stood proudly, bobbing through the crotchless panties, as did mine. We stepped in minced steps to Frank, all six-foot-four of his trim, muscular, smooth, hairless body, lying on his back, arms behind his head like a male god as his huge manhood did sit-ups before him.

“Uh, Frank. You gorgeous hunk of manly man. I think with what Casey had in mind, you’ll need to let me get on my back where you are.”

“Oh, sorry. Right.” He slid over and Alexa slid into his place, adjusted the pillow for her head and drew her legs back and held them by the back of her knees. I slid between them and aimed my shaft for her hole, her bobbing pole, happy above it. I pressed it looking into her eyes and she shoved herself onto it in one felled swoop.

We both gasped, and I put my hands on the back of her knees and pressed them to the bed. Her hands glided over my back and bottom. “Oh god, Casey. You in me is so good, girl. So much better than all the others.”

“As you. You’re so beautiful.” I looked down to see her bobbing shaft as I thrusted into her forcefully, her toes pointed in her high-heels and flailing above her head, her eyes bright.

I felt Frank behind me as he positioned himself. I looked over my shoulder. “That’s it Frank fill me, lover.”

He pressed it, and I pushed on it, making it spread me and enter. I gasped and whimpered, pressing myself deep into Alexa. I gazed into her eyes. “Oh god, Alexa. I’m so glad you two took the effort for me.”

“Me too.” She stroked my curls, looking into my eyes.

Frank wrapped his arms around us both and he thrusted into me, making me thrust into Alexa. He groaned in my ear. “I’ve wanted you all my life. I want to please you both forever.” He kissed my cheek.

“Oh god, yes. Take me. Take us. Use us. We’re yours Frank. Fill me with your seed.”

With one hand, he twirled his fingers in my hair and tugged it and held my hip with the other hand while he thrusted slowly and deeply. “Is this good, honey?”

“Oh god yes. Be rough, sweetie. Use us. Pull my hair. Hold my hip tight and use us.”

He sure did. My hair almost felt as if it would rip out as I looked into Alexa’s eyes and she into mine, her face contorted and little whimpers and squeaks coming from her as she squeezed my breasts and her shaft flailed between us. I wrapped a hand around it and jerked it.

Frank slammed his meat to the hilt with each swirling thrust. Ripples of sensation ran through me from head to toe as my rod, deep in the tight hole of Alexa, oozed and electrified. I whimpered and squeaked like a little girl. Frank grunted deep as a beast and his fury and passion was as beastly. It was heavenly to be taken so powerfully and to know what an insignificant, submissive little girl I truly loved being.

I gazed into Alexa’s eyes, knowing she was just as taken with Frank’s passion as I was. She touched my face, her tensed, shapely leg twitching by her ear as it flailed in the air. “Isn’t Frank wonderful, honey? Isn’t it heaven to be the girl?”

I nodded, and Frank kept pounding me into Alexa. Frank was lasting a good amount of time for such a vigorous work over he was giving us. I was very close to coming. I whimpered and looked back over my shoulder at Frank. With a choppy breath, I whimpered, “I’m getting close, honey.”

Alexa nodded. “Oh god...me too.. Fill Casey Frank. Dump your load into her sweet bottom so she can dump hers into mine. Set off the fireworks lover!” Both her feet had their toes pointed in her flailing heels by her head as her legs twitched beneath my hands, holding her fast to the bed. She squealed as she came between us.

Frank shoved it in up to my throat and held it there as it swelled and shrunk, gushing his loving seed deep into me. My little buddy jerked and spasmed and shot its passion into Alexa over and over while she writhed and spasmed on it, calling our names and whimpering while I heard myself whimper and cry like a little girl.

Frank peppered my face with kisses as I clenched on him deep within me and Alexa clenched on me and I peppered her face and she mine with kisses. We all caught our breath and Frank slid out of me and rolled on his side. I collapsed on Alexa and slowly slid my softening shaft in short strokes as I sucked her nipple and she caressed my hair.

I nibbled her nipple, then popped off it. “Thank you.” I turned to Frank. “Thank you too, my prince.”

“Mmm... Thank you, Casey,” Frank said.

I lifted my head. “So... this is the rest of our lives, huh?”

They nodded.

“I love it.”
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