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She held up the dress and looked at the rest of the outfit he'd bought for her,  laid  out  on  the  bed.  Then  she  looked  at  her  roommate  incredulously.  “Are you  serious?  Do  you  think  I’d  wear  clothes  like  this?  Women  don’t  even  wear stockings anymore, and this dress is way too short, and heels are  impossible  to walk  in!  What  is   wrong   with  you?  I  never  should  have  moved  in  with  you. 

You’re too weird.” 

“But I thought you’d enjoy dressing up a little. I was planning on taking you out for a night on the town.” 

“Dressed like a slut?” 

“Those clothes aren’t slutty. I bought them at Nordstrom.” 

“Clothes like this are for sluts in my book. Get lost! I’m moving out. Go clean the bathroom or something and get out of my way, you weirdo.” 

That  was  the  end  of  that  roommate.  I  should  have  known  it  wouldn’t work  out,  given  how  messy  she  was  and  how  she  didn’t  even  own  a  dress  or heels. She was such a gorgeous girl too. I even thought she might have become my girlfriend. I guess I was carried away with her superficial beauty, but it was only skin deep. 

She was quick to move out. I cleaned up the spare room she used as a closet by dumping her clothes on the floor. It seemed to be too much work for her to hang or fold anything. I took my time and cleaned out the whole house we were  renting,  finding  her  hair  ties,  missing  socks,  half-eaten  bags  of  gummy bears,  and  miscellaneous  articles  of  hers,  lost  from  her  lack  of  organization  or concern. By the afternoon, you’d never know she’d lived there for two months. 

I  guess  it  was  fortunate  for  me  that  she  left.  It  probably  never  would have  worked  out.  But  now  I  needed  a  new  roommate.  I  walked  to  campus  and posted  pics  and  a  for-rent  notice  on  the  drama  club  bulletin  board,  the  central commons  boards,  and  in  the  mailrooms  of  the  dorms.  This  time  I’d  be  more careful to evaluate the next roommate's penchant for being neat and organized. 

By the time I was having a burger at the local pub, my cell rang. 

“Hi,” I answered. 

“Hi! Is this Alex?” came a pretty voice from the other end. 

“Sure is.” 

“Hi, Alex. I thought you might be a guy, but it sounds like you aren’t.” 

“Uh, is that bad?” 

“No, not at all. I can room with a girl. As a matter of fact, I’d like that. 

Some guys are so macho, and they always stink.” 

“Uh, well, you see, I’m not a girl, though.” 

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to insult you.” 

“Oh no. No insult. Happens all the time on the phone.” 

“Good. Well, I’m interested in looking at the rental you posted to share. 

I’d  really  like  to  live  in  a  house  like  that,  rather  than  an  apartment.  Having  a porch and backyard is so lovely.” 

“Yeah, it is. Sure, you can see it. I’m eating a burger right now, though.” 

“Where?” 

“Delaney’s Pub.” 

“I’m right down the street. May I come by?” 

“Absolutely. I’ll buy you a drink and a burger if you want.” 

“Maybe a salad and a drink.” 

“Whatever you’d like. Text me when you get here, and I’ll find you.” 

“Fabulous. That’s so good. I’ll be right there.” 

I  hung  up  and  continued  to  eat.  Fabulous.  I  love  when  girls  use  words like  that.  Words  a  guy  wouldn’t  use...lovely,  adorable,  delightful,  luscious,  and all  those  words  that  if  a  guy  used  them,  he’d  be  made  fun  of.  Neither  my  last roommate  nor  any  girl  I  ever  tried  to  date  ever  used  them.  This  one  did.  I couldn’t wait to meet her. 

I  took  a  slug  of  my  beer  and  felt  a  hand  on  my  shoulder  and  caught  a whiff of perfume. 

“Are you Alex?” 

I swiveled in my seat. My eyes opened wide from the fantasy before me. 

I  wiped  my  hands  on  a  napkin  and  stood,  nearly  knocking  over  the  barstool. 

“Oops, sorry.” I held out my hand to shake hers. “Yes, I’m Alex. How did you know it was me?” 

She laughed as I reset the barstool in place. “I just looked for someone to  match  the  voice.  You  match  your  voice  really  well.  You  look  as  adorable  as your voice sounds.” 

“Uh...adorable, huh? Thanks. Have a seat.” 

I pulled a barstool out for her and held the back, sliding it under her. She hung  one  heel  of  her  high-heeled  boots  on  the  rail  and  crossed  a  sheer-stockinged  leg  over  it,  smoothing  her  denim  mini  skirt  on  her  thigh.  Gosh,  she

was gorgeous, and she actually dressed like a girl. She was made up beautifully and  seemed  to  pay  close  attention  to  the  way  she  looked.  She  ran  a  polished, long-nailed  finger  across  her  forehead,  moving  some  wayward  strands  of  hair aside as she smiled, and her eyes flitted about my face. 

My  heart  raced  in  my  chest.  “Can  I  order  you  a  drink  and  get  you  a menu?” 

Her bright eyes still flickered over my face as she smiled. She must not have heard me. 

“Drink?” 

Her eyes roamed my face as if gazing at an angel. I placed a hand on her knee. “Excuse me.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry—It’s just...yes of course. My name’s Kris.” 

“Hi, Kris. As you guessed, I’m Alex. Can I order a drink for you and get a menu?” 

“Sure. Tito’s rocks, dirty, olives.” 

“Wow. Okay.” I held a hand up to get the bartender’s attention. Kris was pretty small for a martini. If I had a few of those, I’d be drunk, which was why I was just having a beer. She was about the same size as me, but taller in her heels. 

I placed her order, and she perused the menu while I finished my burger. 

When her drink came, she ordered a side salad and handed the menu to him. 

She turned to me and toasted. “To being new roommates.” 

I clinked and we sipped. “But you haven’t seen the place.” 

“I’ve seen all I need to. I know it’ll be well-kept and clean, and you’re someone I’d love to live with.” She clasped my hand between both of hers and held  it  on  her  lap  while  she  gazed  into  my  eyes.  “Your  eyes  are  so  pretty  too. 

You’re a very captivating person.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Your skin is so smooth, almost no facial hair.” 

“Uh, that’s good?” 

“Always.  Who  wants  a  scratchy  beard  scraping  their  face  when  they kiss? Not me. I mean...well you know what I mean.” her face flushed. 

She unwrapped her pink scarf from around her neck and draped it over the  stool.  She  took  her  short,  puffy  white  coat  and  hung  it  on  her  chair.  She adjusted her skirt and tucked her pink v-neck sweater into it, tightening the top and  revealing  more  of  her  creamy  cleavage.  “There.  It’s  warm  in  here.”  The slight bumps of her nipples showed through her sweater top. I couldn’t help the response that happened in my jeans. 

“Yes,  I  think  the  heat  went  on  when  you  arrived.”  I  smiled  and  undid one button of my denim shirt. I ordered another beer. 

“I  love  winter,”  she  said,  then  sipped  her  drink.  “Mmm.  It’s  like  this drink, cold and powerful, and the contrasts it creates are luscious, like walking in from the cold and being able to feel the enveloping warmth and coziness coming inside. Coming inside can be so good. Do you like coming inside?” 

I  didn’t  want  to  think  too  deeply  about  what  she  had  just  said,  or  I’d want to. She would be heaven to do that with. Was she being suggestive? I shook it  off  and  said,  “I’d  love  that,  I  mean...I  do.  I  mean,  I  know  what  you  mean.  I don’t miss the heat of the summer at all. It’s easier to put clothes on than to try to dress lightly and still end up sweating.” 

Her salad arrived. “I hate sweating. It’s peeing through your pores. Yuk. 

That’s where us girls have an advantage in the summer, with light cotton dresses that the breeze can get under,” she said as she unfolded her napkin and placed it neatly on her lap. You should try a nice cotton dress for the summer, and you’d see what I mean.” She laughed but looked for my reaction. 

“Uh, no thanks.” I laughed. “I love fall and winter the best.” 

“Yes, fall too. I feel like I’m on stage in the fall. I love being on stage. I found your ad on the drama club board.” 

“Really? Are you a drama major?” 

“Going for my masters in it.” 

“Me  too.  Not  drama,  though.  In  finance.  Not  much  fun,  but  useful. 

Kinda like me.” 

“Like you? You’re fun. How are you not fun?” 

“I’m kind of a neat freak, which bothers a lot of people, and I was never interested in sports, so I can’t talk about them when everyone else does.” 

“I’m the same way. Am I not fun?” She raised her eyebrows, a forkful of salad delicately poised in front of her shiny, pink-painted lips. “Hmm? Do I seem to be not fun? I love having fun. I’m having fun right now. Are you?” 

My eyes scanned her face. She was heavenly. “Yes, I’m having a great deal of fun. I haven’t had so much fun since I can remember.” 

“See,  we’re  both  fun.”  She  ate  her  salad,  looking  at  me  while  she chewed.  Her  eyes  lit  up.  “Want  kids,  or  to  get  married?”  She  went  back  at  her salad. 

“Kids,  not  really.  Married?  I’d  love  to  find  someone  to  spend  my  life with. I don’t know if she exists yet, though.” 

She  tilted  her  head.  She  motioned  with  her  long-nailed  hands,  fingers

spread like an actor presenting her outfit. “I exist. Would someone like me meet your rigid standards?” 

“Uh, maybe.” I laughed. “You may be too cute and pretty, though.” 

“How can anyone be too much of either of those?” 

“For a geek like me, it’s possible.” 

“Not  if  I  like  geeks  like  you.  Heck,  I  was  just  like  you  when  I  was younger.” 

“Just like me?” 

“Almost,  but  I  went  into  drama,  since  life  seems  to  be  more  of  an  act than anything else, and I like to play fun and interesting roles, not boring ones.” 

Well, this was going in a good direction. Losing my last roommate was a blessing. We both had finished eating. “Would you like anything else, Kris?” 

She took her purse off the back of the stool. “No, I think two martinis is enough for now unless you’d like something else.” She flipped her credit card on the bar. 

I picked it up and handed it back. “Oh please, let me pay. You’re doing me a favor looking at the house.” 

She  took  it.  “Okay,  this  time  is  on  you.  Besides,  I  do  think  I’ll  being doing you many more favors as time goes on, and splitting the rent is the least of them, Alex.” She winked and put her card back. She wrapped her scarf around her,  stood,  slipped  her  coat  on  and  zipped  it,  fluffed  her  hair,  and  put  on  fuzzy pink earmuffs. “Ready to see my new home.” 

I  paid  the  bill,  stood,  and  put  my  coat  on.  She  snuggled  next  to  me, holding my arm with both hands. I had fallen in love. 
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We walked in the falling snow, hand in hand, making our way from the campus and bar area to the residential streets. Kris ran into the drugstore while I waited  under  the  overhang,  enjoying  the  snow  falling  in  the  street  lights.  After she came out, it wasn’t but a few minutes when we arrived at my house. 

“It’s  lovely,  so  quaint  and  detailed.  Love  the  porch  rails  and  the decorative  trim  beneath  the  roof.”  She  climbed  the  snow-covered  steps  to  the porch  and  stomped  her  feet.  She  brushed  the  snow  from  her  hair.  “It’ll  feel  so nice now to go inside. The contrast will be wonderful.” 

“Yes, contrast. You do like contrasts.” I unlocked the door. 

“I do.” 

I  hung  our  things  in  the  hall  closet,  and  she  adjusted  her  sweater  and skirt, making sure she looked perfect, which I was sure she always did. She put a hand against the wall to balance herself while she took off her boots. Her pink painted toenails flashed under her sheer stockings. 

“Care  for  another  drink?  We  should  have  walked  off  some  alcohol  by now. Something hot? Cold? Hot buttered rum? Hot chocolate?” 

Her eyes lit up. “Mmm. I love butter. That sounds amazing.” 

She pecked me on the cheek. “Let’s do that, and then you can give me a tour.” 

“Okay.”  Wow. She kissed my cheek.  Her perfume was still in my nostrils as I nervously went into the kitchen and started to make the drinks. 

She  wrapped  her  arms  around  me  from  behind  as  I  stood  at  the  stove. 

“This house feels homey. I love it. You’re a neat freak like me. I love that too. 

Thank you.” 

“For what?” I poured the drinks into mugs, put a pat of butter on top of each, and handed her one. 

She sniffed the steam coming off it. “It smells delectable. The thank-you is for you letting me pass your interview.” 

“Let me show you the rest of the house before you commit.” 

I  took  her  by  the  hand,  and  we  walked  from  room  to  room.  We  went upstairs. “This would be your room, Kris.” 

“Nice.  The  bed  is  even  made,  and  I  bet  there  are  clean  sheets  on  it already.” 

“Yup. Nice, crisp, clean ones.” 

“Of course. I should expect less?” She laughed. 

She looked in the closet. She pulled the edge of the Nordstrom garment bag hanging there. “What’s this?” 

“Oh, that’s an outfit I bought for my former roommate. A dress, shoes, jewelry,  stockings,  and  lingerie.  Everything  so  she  could  get  decked  out  for  a night out. That’s what made her leave.” 

“Really? Was it that bad? How bad could it be, from Nordstrom?” She unzipped  the  bag  and  took  out  the  heels  in  the  bottom.  “Nice  stilettos,  strappy and sexy, with a nice high heel. Classy.” 

She took the dress out and held to my chest to look at it. “It’s lovely. I’d be thrilled if you bought something like this for me. She’s nuts.” She pressed the shoulders of the dress against mine, looked me over, nodded, then put it back. 

“You can have it all if it fits.” 

“Really? You’re not going to return it?” 

“No receipts.” 

“Good. I’ll find a use for it, all right. It’ll fit perfectly. You’ll see. This is so lucky. It’s like fate. The universe is conspiring to bring about our dreams, and it’s even provided an ensemble to use.” She winked at me and hung it back up, leaving the shoes on the bed. “Onward.” She took my arm for me to lead her. 

In the master bath she said, “Wow. Renovated and with a large bath and a rain shower and hand-held. How charming.” 

I pointed to the attachment on the handheld portion of the shower. “Not sure what that thing is for.” 

“It’s  there  because  the  universe  is  conspiring  to  help  us.  It’s  an attachment for us girls to use.” 

“Oh.” 

She  slid  her  stockinged  feet  into  the  tub  and  slid  down  into  it.  “I  love this bathtub! Do you take baths?” She sipped from her mug. 

“Not since I was really little. My dad thought baths were for sissies. Of course, look at the son he got—not someone for him to toss a football with. Or any ball for that matter. I was a disappointment to him.” 

“Sorry to hear that. Well, you  have to take a bath. I’d love to give you one if that motivates you.” 

“Uh...” 

She  put  her  drink  on  the  edge  of  the  tub  next  to  the  bud  vase  and potpourri,  then  held  her  hand  up  for  me  to  help  her  climb  out  of  the  tub. 

“Please?” 

She hopped out and wrapped her arms around my neck, gazing into my eyes. “Please, Alex? I know we just met, but I feel I’ve known you forever. Let me give you a proper bath. A person who has never had one has to have one as soon  as  possible.”  She  pecked  my  lips  and  spun  around.  She  opened  the  linen closet. “Have any bubble bath?” 

“Nope.” 

“That’s okay. Shampoo will do. It helps keep the water from cooling off with the bubbles on top and that makes the pleasure last longer.” She grinned. 

She ran the water in the tub and turned to me. “Now go get naked. You can put on a robe if you’re uncomfortable, and then you can hide behind it and slip into the water under the bubbles, and I won’t see a thing. Okay?” 

I stared at her, gawking. I was dumbfounded. This was incredible. A hot little woman wanting to give me a bath? I’d be a fool not to accept, but my heart was pounding in my chest, and I felt dizzy. “Uh, Kris, uh…” 

“Oh,  relax, Alex. Think of me as your personal assistant who helps you every day in every way rather than someone you just met. Or think of me as your girlfriend  who  loves  to  make  you  happy.  Or  just  a  roommate  who’s  nuts.”  She laughed. “Have fun!” 

She was nuts. I’d never met anyone like her before. “Okay, I’ll be right back.” 

She turned and shut the drain, adjusting the water and squirting shampoo under  the  faucet.  I  went  to  the  bedroom,  stripped  and  put  on  my  black  velour robe and came back in. I didn’t have to worry about having a hard-on anymore I was so nervous. I went into the bathroom. 

“Good,” she said. “I’ll shield my eyes to protect your modesty, sir.” She laughed and turned away from the tub, her hands across her eyes. I climbed in. 

She took a washcloth from the linen closet and folded her legs under her, sitting on the mat by the tub. She took her rings off and placed them on the floor. “Hand me the soap sweetie.” 

I took a flower-shaped one from the dish of them and handed it to her. 

“What  pretty  soap.”  She  sniffed.  “Mmm,  lilac.  I  like  your  taste.”  She wet the washcloth and soap and lathered the cloth. 

“Just decorations I saw in a magazine. Wanted the place to look nice.” 

“Of course. It’s in your nature. You like the contrast of having beauty in

a world full of ugliness. It makes your space special.” 

“I guess.” 

“Relax now.” She lifted my arm from the water and slid the washcloth up  and  down,  washing  it.  She  went  under  my  arms,  across  my  chest,  did  the other arm and armpit, did my back and neck. I was in heaven as she massaged my body. 

“You  have  such  a  nice  body.  Firm,  but  not  too  muscled.  I  hate  overly muscled guys.” 

“Thanks.” 

She lifted my foot and washed it, then worked her way up my leg. Then the  other  one.  I  was  hard  under  the  bubbles  and  had  to  hold  it  down  with  one hand. When she finished, she looked into my eyes and leaned in. She kissed my lips  as  she  slid  her  hand  under  the  bubbles  and  wrapped  the  washcloth  around my shaft. She squeezed it and stroked it. 

She pulled back and looked into my eyes. “It’s very nice. Really, really large. I never expected something so big on someone your size.” 

“Uh, huh...stop.” 

She stopped and smiled. “Nice huh? See, I bet you’ll  always  want a bath now.” 

She  massaged  my  balls  under  the  water.  “Very  nice.  Where’s  your razor?” 

“Take a fresh one from the cabinet. I know. I need to shave down there. 

It’s been a while.” 

She handed it to me. “You better do that. I don’t want to cut you there.” 

I shaved it all smooth and handed it back to her. 

She lifted my leg, rested it on the edge of the tub, and started shaving it. 

“Hey, what are you doing?” 

“Shaving your leg of course.” 

“I don’t shave my legs.” 

“You  should.  You  should  shave  your  whole  body  so  it’s  nice  and smooth. You don’t have much hair anyway. Just relax and let me do it for you, sir. Why don’t you wrap your hand around your private part so I don’t see it, and we can protect your modesty, sir.” She laughed, took my hand and placed it on my crotch. “Grab it now, sir.” 

I laughed and did what she said. 

She smiled. “Very good, sir. Modesty protected. Feel free to massage it properly to maintain good blood circulation in it while you relax, and I’ll shave

your  body.”  She  smiled,  staring  at  my  hand.  She  slapped  the  back  of  my  hand with hers. “Go on now, massage that, sir.” 

I stroked it slowly under the warm water. 

“Very good, sir. I’ll have you silky smooth in a few minutes.” 

I stared at her as she meticulously shaved every inch of my body except my head while I stroked myself slowly, utterly immersed in the pleasure she was giving  me.  One  leg,  then  the  other.  One  arm,  then  the  other.  My  chest  was shaved completely smooth with nipple sucking and kissing of my neck. I was so aroused  I  had  to  stop  stroking  and  let  it  go.  It  bobbed  up  and  down,  the  tip ripping through the disappearing bubbles like the Loch Ness monster. 

Kris  stood  and  held  a  towel  for  me.  I  climbed  out,  and  she  wrapped  it around me under my arms. I poked out from under it, and she knelt before me, taking it into her mouth. She looked up at me, running her tongue around it and bobbing her head on it while tugging my balls. 

“Oh  god.”  I  pushed  her  head  off  me.  She  smiled  up  as  a  creamy  drip oozed from the tip, and she wiped it with her finger and licked it. She stood and kissed me deeply then leaned back, her arms around my neck. “Mmm, that was nice.  It  had  very  good  circulation.  Sorry  I  didn’t  let  you  finish.  I’d  love  you shooting it in my mouth, but not yet. Okay, sir?” 

I laughed. “I’ll do whatever you say, Jeeves.” 

“Thank you, sir. I was hoping you’d say that. Please come to the mirror and have a seat, and I’ll finish your toilet, sir.” 

She left for a moment and returned with the bag of things she’d bought at  the  drugstore  on  the  way  home.  She  sat  in  the  chair  next  to  me,  facing  me. 

“Turn your chair toward me.” 

I  did.  Our  knees  slid  between  each  other,  her  silky  stockinged  legs pressing against my smooth shaven ones, sending ripples of pleasure though me. 

She opened a package and put the wrapper in the trash. “Okay, now we can make that face look its very best. I can’t wait to see you done up.” She held an eyeliner in her hand as she rested a hand on my cheek and used her fingers to hold my lids. 

“Eyeliner?” 

“Why not? You have such beautiful eyes. They should be framed. Men have worn eyeliner forever.” 

“Really?” 

She worked and talked. “The Egyptians did.” 

“Not modern men, though.” 

“Oh  yes.  The  great  lover  in  the  movies,  Rudolph  Valentino,  in  the twenties.  David  Bowie,  Mick  Jagger,  Steven  Tyler,  Keith  Richards,  Johnny Depp, and tons more. It makes their eyes pop, honey. There. A little mascara will help too.” She applied it to my lashes. 

She leaned back and looked them over. “Perfect. Now close your eyes.” 

I did and let her do what she wanted. I felt little brushes on my lids and she plucked some eyebrows. Then she slid liquid over my face and then bounced a small sponge on it and I felt more brushes across it. I couldn’t imagine what I’d look like when she was done. I’d be the hottest looking guy around, like some handsome actor. These drama majors know all the tricks. 

“Okay, turn to face away from the mirror, and let me dry your hair.” 

I  did,  and  she  took  a  brush,  comb,  and  dryer  from  the  closet  and  blew my  hair  while  styling  it,  holding  it  in  place  at  times.  When  she  was  done,  she sprayed it and touched it up. 

“Lovely. You have such nice hair. Stand up and look in the mirror.” 

I did, and she stood alongside, her hand on my shoulder, her face next to mine. My jaw dropped as I took myself in. I looked fabulous. As a girl. “Oh my god, Kris. I look like a girl!” 

“You  sure do,  sweetie. Aren’t you a stunner? We could be twins, Alex.” 

I looked back and forth between us. “We could be twins. Sisters at least. 

This is spooky. I feel strange.” 

“Don’t. Just a few more minutes and you’ll feel better than you ever did. 

Relax and let me take you on an adventure.” She knelt down in front of me and took  my  flaccid  thing  in  her  mouth,  looking  up  at  me.  It  wasn’t  that  way  for long,  and  I  had  to  take  her  off  it  and  stand  her  up.  “I  kissed  her  lips.  “You’re wild.” 

“Fun?” 

“Very.” 

“Nails next. Sit.” 

I  sat  back  down  and  she  applied  fake  nails  to  my  hands  and  painted them,  then  painted  my  toenails.  She  sprayed  a  quick-drying  spray  on  them  and blew them dry. I admired them. 

“See how pretty they make your hands and feet?” 

“I guess.” 

“Okay,  pretty  girl.  Time  to  get  dressed  in  that  sexy  new  dress  the universe brought for you.” 

“The universe? I bought it for my old roommate.” 

“Trust  me,  Alex.  The  universe  bought  a  new  dress  for  you,  and  that’s why  you bought it for  her,  and  she left. That outfit is why you rented to her in the first place, and why she left to make room for me and left that dress behind for you.” 

“Sounds complicated.” 

“It isn’t, really. It’s just meant to be.” 

She tugged me by my hand into the spare room and took the bag from the closet. She tore the towel from me. “Sit on the bed.” 

I  sat,  and  she  removed  the  sheer  suntan  thigh-high  stockings  from  the package. She rolled one on her fingers and slid it up my leg, massaging it after. 

“See how nice these feel?” 

I throbbed in the air. 

“See? Admit it, girl. Nice?” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

She  had  me  do  the  other  one.  It  felt  heavenly.  She  handed  me  the panties, and I slid them on, tucking myself into them as best I could, half of it popping out the top. She slid the shoes onto my feet and strapped them. 

She wrapped the padded bra around me and clasped it. “She didn’t have much for boobs, huh?” 

“Nope.” 

“That’s  okay  for  now.  It’s  good  and  tight  on  you.”  She  dug  my  chest flesh out to make some cleavage in the B-cup bra. “There.” 

She  held  the  dress  for  me  to  step  into  and  zipped  it  up  my  back  then adjusted my bra and cleavage again. She took my stud earrings out and replaced them  with  the  ones  I  had  bought  for  my  roommate.  She  spritzed  perfume  over me. “Go look!” 

I  went  to  the  mirror  on  the  door,  the  walk  in  the  heels  feeling wonderfully sexy. I was incredibly hard in my panties as I looked into the mirror at  the  new  me.  The  new,  sexy,  powerful,  and  feminine  me.  My  heart  raced  as Kris  ran  her  hands  lovingly  over  my  shoulders.  “You’re  the  perfect  girl,  Alex. 

Name, voice, face, body and now properly presented as you should be.” 

“Oh god, Kris. This is scary.” 

“Why?” 

“Why!? I’m a  guy,  but I look  better as a  girl.” 

“How do you  feel? Do you feel sexy, powerful, pretty, feminine?” 

“How did you know? Yes, unfortunately, I sure do.” 

“See?  You’re  a  girl  inside.  I  knew  you  were.”  She  rubbed  the  front  of

my  minidress.  “And  the  boy  inside  likes  it  too.  A  win-win  situation,  I’d  say. 

You’ve been as good an actor as me all your life, and now you’re being you.” 

I wrapped my arms around her shoulders. I kissed her cheeks, her lips. 

“I’m scared, Kris.” 

“Don’t be. I’m here for you. Let me take care of things for you, sir—I mean, ma’am.” 

I  looked  at  my  new  women’s  watch  on  my  wrist.  “Well,  so  I  take  it you’ll move in?” 

“Of course.” 

“Then tomorrow we can get your things. It’s only seven o’clock. What should  we  do  now?  Maybe  I  should  shower  and  change,  and  we  can  go downstairs for a drink and then something to eat at Delaney’s.” 

“Oh, Alex, come now. Do you really want to change? Why don’t I drive us  to  a  nice  restaurant?  We  can  get  a  booth  in  a  dark  corner  and  have  a  nice meal.” She rubbed me through the dress. “The dress hides this perfectly. No one would ever know it was there.” 

“I know. I just need some time to get used to this idea. Let me change, and we can go get a pizza at the other bar.” 

She  shook  her  head  and  smirked.  Then  she  smiled  and  kissed  my  lips. 

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll make you a deal. You can take the dress off and put on some of your boy clothes, but the rest has to stay. Girls dress like boys all the time.” 

“They’ll recognize me at Delaney’s.” 

“I doubt it. Look at yourself.” 

I looked in the mirror. She was right. “Okay.” I slid out of the dress and started to take the bra off. 

“Oh, no. Keep the rest. Shoes too.” 

“I can’t walk in the snow in these.” 

“You sure can; the sidewalks are shoveled and salted.” 

I  shook  my  head  and  picked  out  some  jeans  and  a  button-down  oxford from  the  closet.  I  sat  on  the  bed,  took  my  shoes  off  and  slid  into  the  jeans, feeling them slip over the stockings. I put the shoes back on, put on the shirt and buttoned  it,  then  tucked  it  in.  I  looked  in  the  mirror.  My  hard-on  was  showing under my pants. 

“Kris, look. I can’t wear this out.” I stared at my hard-on. 

“Then put the dress back on, princess.” 

“No.” I untucked my shirt, and it covered the problem. “There.” 

“You have a bit of a stubborn streak, don’t you?” She laughed. “Ready, 

ma’am?” 

“I guess.” I looked in the mirror, ran my long-nailed fingers through my hair.  I  unbuttoned  some  buttons  on  the  shirt  and  adjusted  my  cleavage.  “Do  I look okay?” 

Kris  looked  me  up  and  down.  “Love  the  look.  Those  heels  make  it  all work. Let’s go to the bar and get a pizza, sweetie. I know you could use a stiff drink  by  now  too.  We’ll  probably  get  those  for  free,  though,  the  way  you  look now.” 

“Shit. I hadn’t thought of that.” 

“Don’t worry. It’s a public place. No one will rape you.” 
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We walked through the snow and entered Delaney's, just a few buildings down. It was pretty quiet, and we took seats at the bar and ordered a pizza and a couple drinks. I ordered a shot for me as well. My nerves were frazzled, being out in public that way. 

As soon as the drinks came, I held the shot glass in my prettily decorated fingers with my pinky out and slugged it down. 

“Wow,  thirsty  girl!”  the  bartender  said.  “Seems  you’re  on  a  mission. 

'Nother one, princess?” 

I nodded. “Yes, please.” 

Kris slid her hand on my thigh. “Careful, sweetie. Don’t get sick.” 

“I won’t.” 

“I feel bad for you. Just be patient, and you’ll relax and start to feel in your skin being this way. You’ll see. I promise.” She rubbed my crotch under the bar and kissed my lips. “Relax.” 

I gazed into her beautiful eyes, as she did to me, and I thought she must be seeing eyes as pretty as her own. “You’re so pretty, Alex.” 

“Thanks. Pretty... something I never thought would be a compliment to me.” 

“It is, and you are. Tomorrow we’ll pick up some gel breast forms at the mall  and  then  move  my  things  into  your  house.  Then  we’ll  get  ready,  and  you can wear that your new dress you bought, and I’ll take you out for a nice dinner and drinks. Okay?” 

“I’d rather just be a guy. It’s less stressful.” 

“You’ll  get  used  to  it,  and  it’ll  be  the  way  you’ll  always  want  to  be. 

You’ll see. Trust me. I know.” 

“How could you? You’re a girl.” 

“Exactly—and I know how good it feels to be one.” 

We  ate  our  pizza,  me  looking  around  nervously,  Kris  talking  about moving  her  things  and  how  much  I’d  love  trying  on  her  clothes.  We  were  the same  size  in  shoes  and  clothing,  it  seemed.  The  thought  of  it  began  to  sound interesting. 

The  shots  had  relaxed  me  some,  and  the  pizza  gave  me  comfort  as  I

watched the snow falling outside under the streetlight, and Kris talked about how much fun it was going to be having a girlfriend like me. I needed to be what she wanted,  because  I  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  I  just  didn’t  know  how  I  could escape this anxiety of masquerading as a woman. 

When  we  were  done  eating  and  drinking,  I  asked  Kris,  “Will  you  stay over tonight?” 

She  looked  out  the  window  at  the  snow  falling  like  cotton-balls.  She grinned and  sang, “I  really  should go.” 

Recognizing  that  old  love  song  by  Dean  Martin  and  grinning,  I  sang back to her. “But baby, it’s cold outside.” 

She continued the bantering song with me, “I've gotta get home.” 

“But baby, you'd freeze out there.” 

She placed her hand on my coat. “Say, lend me a coat—” 

I motioned to the window. “It's up to your knees out there.” 

She placed her hand on mine. “You've really been grand.” 

“I thrill when you touch my hand.” 

“But don't you see?” 

“How can you do this thing to me?” 

“There's bound to be talk tomorrow.” 

“Think of my lifelong sorrow.” 

“At least there will be plenty implied.” 

“If you got pneumonia and died.” 

“I really can't stay.” 

“Get over that old out.” 

Then we both sang, “Baby, it's cold. Baby, it's cold outside.” 

Others at the bar applauded us. 

We all laughed. Great, I had forgotten I looked like a woman, and that it was  a  man  singing  to  a  woman  in  the  song.  Oh  well.  A  modern  version  with lesbians, I guess. 

She asked, “You did say the spare room had clean sheets right?” 

I  tilted  my  head.  “It  does,  but  you  can  sleep  with  me.  I  mean...”  I  was confused. 

“Not yet. I’m not sure I’d get any sleep being in bed with you. Let’s go slow.” 

“Okay. Whatever you want is fine. No problem.” 

She rubbed my crotch and whispered in my ear. “I do want to empty this firehose for you if you don’t mind. Please, ma’am?” 

“How could I turn that down?” I paid the bill and we went back to the house. 

Kris  had  me  take  my  pants  off  and  leave  the  rest  on.  She  placed  us  in front  of  the  full-length  mirror  on  the  door  and  knelt  down,  looking  at  our reflections while she stroked me. “Look at yourself, honey. Isn’t the contrast of that  sexy  woman  in  the  mirror  wonderful,  with  her  having  such  a  nice  huge rod?” 

I had to admit, it was. I was arousing myself looking at it. “You’re right. 

It is. Somehow it is.” 

“Good girl. Glad to hear you say that. Now I’ll indulge, and we can both go  to  sleep  satisfied.”  She  dove  onto  it  with  both  hands  and  a  passion  for  it.  I could tell she was loving what she was doing. It wasn’t just to please me, but it pleased her immensely as well. I watched her passion for it and wondered how it could be so good for her. What did she feel doing it? Why was she so passionate about it? I stopped analyzing it and watched us in the mirror—me, looking like a woman with a woman at my knees on my huge rod. It was all sexy as hell. 

Her  eyes  looked  up  at  me  as  she  made  me  twitch  and  jerk,  and  then  I grabbed her head as my knees wobbled. “Oh, huh, oh god, Kris.” 

She nodded looking up at me, and I shot one thick load after another into her mouth. She moaned and swallowed, keeping up with my loads as I squeezed her head and thrust into her face. When I almost fell onto my weak knees, she stood and kissed me, shoving a good amount of my salty cream into my mouth. 

The cool air hit my wet rod. 

“Mmm,  that  was  luscious.  You  taste  great,”  she  said  softly.  “Did  you like the taste too?” 

“It wasn’t bad.” 

“Good girl. I’m glad to hear that, because all girls should love that taste. 

Soon you’ll want it as badly as I do, princess.” 
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I fell into bed and fell fast asleep dressed in the clothes and shoes I had on. When I woke, I put my robe on over it all and clicked my way in my heels into the kitchen. I made some bacon and eggs for us both and had them warming in the oven while I drank coffee and waited for Kris to wake up. 

She came into the kitchen dressed like she was yesterday. “I can’t wait for a shower and a change of clothes. Mmm, I smell bacon.” 

I stood, “All ready for ya. Sit down.” 

I took the plates from the oven and set them down, then poured us some juice and coffee. 

“Thanks.” She mixed her coffee and sipped it. “Mmm, nice and strong. 

Thanks for making breakfast. You’re not only a perfect girlfriend, but sweet as well.” 

I  laughed.  ‘Thanks.  Glad  you  like  me  as  your   girlfriend  so  much. 

Especially when I’m sitting here crossdressed with stockings and heels and old makeup.” 

She put her hand across the table and clasped mine, squeezing it. “You aren’t crossdressed. You’re properly, femininely dressed. It’s what you are. You just haven’t discovered that yet. You will.” 

“If you say so.” 

I  ate  in  silence,  feeling  Kris’  eyes  on  me.  I  felt  the  silkiness  of  my stockings as one foot bounced over my other leg under the table. It did feel nice. 

I  watched  my  long-nailed  hands  delivering  food  and  drink  to  my  mouth  as  if they were someone else’s. 

“I’ll clean up the kitchen. You can shower if you want, and then we can go.” 

“Thanks.” 

I stood and leaned down to her in her seat. “I want to make you happy.” 

“You  will.  It’s  an  automatic  thing  for  you.  Just  relax  and  be  what  you feel inside. Let your instincts guide you, not your ego or paradigms.” She put her hand on my head and pulled me to her, then kissed my lips and let me go. 

I  showered  looking  down  at  my  now  pretty  toes  as  the  soapy  water rinsed  away.  I  enjoyed  the  warmth  and  took  my  time.  I  ran  the  razor  over  my

body quickly and loved how my skin felt without any hair. 

I dried my hair in the mirror, adding fullness and waves to it as Kris had done.  I  went  into  the  bedroom  and  dressed  in  my  usual  clothes,  which  felt  so boring to me now. I looked in the full-length mirror. I couldn’t get the idea that I was actually a girl in boys’ clothes out of my mind. I actually wanted to enhance myself with makeup and put the dangling earrings back in. 

I went into the kitchen. “Ready if you are.” 

Kris smiled up at me. “No makeup or pretty earrings?” 

“Nah.” 

“I’ll wait for you. Go ahead. I bet you want to.” 

I  looked  away.  “Nah.  Not  really.”  I  turned  to  face  away  from  her  and putzed around the sink, wiping drips off it. 

“Not really? That means you do. I know you do. I can feel it. Tell me the truth.” 

I turned to her. “Strangely, I do. I can’t look in the mirror now after the way  I  looked  last  night.  I  see  a  girl’s  face  now.  I  even  did  my  hair  when  I’d normally just put it in a ponytail. But I’d rather have you help me later, after we get you moved in. Okay?” 

She came over and hugged me, looking into my eyes. “I love you, Alex. 

I can’t wait to help you later. Let’s go.” 

We  took  both  of  our  cars  to  her  apartment  and  dragged  all  her  things back to the house. By lunch, we had it all inside. 

“Burger?” I asked. 

“Salad is good with a hot tea.” 

We ate lunch an Asian bistro, then came back to the house. We started moving all her clothes into the closets and drawers. She was well organized with tops, skirts, and dresses by color. We lined up her heels on the floor of the closet, filled  her  drawers  with  packages  of  stockings  and  pantyhose,  panties  and  bras. 

Unfortunately,  the  drawers  and  closet  were  full,  and  we  still  had  things  to  put away.  She  plopped  herself  on  the  bed.  “Houston,  we  have  a  problem.”  She laughed.  “Seems  new  apartments  have  more  closet  space  than  restored  old houses.” 

I sat next to her on the bed. “Hmmpff! Yup.” 

“May I make a suggestion?” 

“Of course.” 

“What  if...”  she  hesitated.  “What  if...”  Then  her  eyes  opened  wide  and she raced through her suggestion. “What if we take your clothes and shoes from

 your  closet  and  drawers  and  put  my  things  in  them.  You  can  wear  any  of  my clothes—we  can  just  share  them.  You’ll  need  new  bras  and  panties,  of  course, since we also need breast forms for you, so we may as well get some to fit them. 

 Yeah.” 

She waited as she ran her hand over my hair, gazing at me. 

I thought about what she said. Take all my men’s clothing out. It seemed so final. I’d be committing to presenting as a girl. 

She  tilted  her  head  and  said,  “You  okay,  princess?  How  does  that sound?” 

“It sounds final.” 

“It doesn’t have to be. Just until after winter break. For now, we can just store your clothes in the basement in bags.” 

“What happens after winter break?” 

“If you decide you’re really a boy, we move things around again. I can get rid of  some clothes and make a little more room.” 

“Really? You’d allow me to be a guy again?” 

“If that’s what you feel like.” 

“Okay.  Deal.”  I  found  plastic  trash  bags  and  folded  my  clothes  into them,  Kris  helping  me  until  my  closet  was  empty.  We  moved  the  drawers’

contents into them as well. My shoes all went into one bag, and I carried all of it into the den in the basement. 

Kris was hanging dresses in my closet. “I chose some of each color for you, and I’ll do the same with skirts and shoes, as well as stockings and garter belts  and  such.  I’ll  even  put  some  earrings  and  jewelry  for  you  to  wear  to  get started.” 

I sat on the bed and watched her. She was a little whirlwind and happy as  a  clam,  tilting  her  head,  making  decisions,  and  talking  about  how  it  would look and feel on me. When she was all done, there wasn’t a hint of masculinity in my closet or dresser drawers, and I had a nice array of sexy shoes. I looked at it all in awe and began flipping through the closet. I wanted to try it all on and look as good as Kris. 

She rubbed my shoulders. “So? Okay?” 

“Okay. Just wondering what to try on first. There’s so much, and it’s all so pretty.” 

“See? Good girl. Well, get dressed and we can go buy you breast forms and  bras  and  whatever  else  you  want  at  the  mall.  I  can’t  wait  to  take  you  to dinner tonight.” 

She took a below-the-knee wool skirt, knee-high boots, and a turtleneck sweater and put them on the bed. “My suggestions.” 

“Hmm, nice. Thanks.” 

She put a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose on the bed and arranged a set of jewelry  for  me  on  the  dresser.  “Let’s  go,  princess;  get  dressed  and  I  can  help with your makeup.” 
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I was as nervous as a passenger on the  Titanic as we pulled into the mall, but when no realized what was hidden beneath my skirt and men smiled at me and treated me like a woman, my fears fell away and I became engrossed in the shopping. 

We came home laden with pretty things, and my excitement in my new persona  was  evident.  “Hurry  up,  Kris!  I  can’t  wait  to  get  ready,”  I  said  as  we brought all our bags inside. 

I dropped them all on my bed and went to the mirror. I carefully ran my hands  through  my  new  hairstyle  so  I  didn’t  rip  the  earrings  from  my  new  ear piercings. “I love this style with the highlights and the layers. It’s so me. And the new piercings you talked me into are delightful.” 

Kris stood next to me, smiling and running her fingers through my hair. 

“You have my taste too. We do look like twins now, you know.” 

“Is that bad?” 

“Absolutely not. We can even dress alike if you want. I bought a dress just  like  your  new  dress  you  bought  from  Nordstrom  before,  remember?  We could  be  book-ends.”  She  laughed.  “And  I  can’t  wait  to  wear  the  Italian stockings  we  bought  today.”  She  kissed  my  cheek.  “Put  these  things  away  and shower and dress?” 

“Sounds wonderful, sweetie.” 

“I’ll make reservations.” 

“You’re such a doll. Thank you.” 

She took her phone out and went online. She tapped the screen several times. “Done.” She continued to use her phone while I hung things up and put them in the drawers. When I was done, she was just finishing. 

“What was all that?” 

“Just some messages I had to take care of.” She tossed the phone on the bed, wrapped her arms around me, and kissed me deeply on the lips. She pressed her  thigh  into  my  crotch.  “Mmm,  you’re  my  girl.  Glass  of  wine  and  a  quick break before we start?” 

“Sure. We can save some time and shower together after.” 

She  looked  away.  “Let’s  have  some  wine.”  She  tugged  me  into  the

kitchen.  We  drank  some  Shiraz  and  ate  some  camembert,  then  I  held  her  hand and said, “Let’s shower.” 

“You  go  first.  I’ll  get  our  clothes  laid  out  and  then  help  with  your makeup if you need it.” 

“We  can  shower  together  and  then  both  do  our  makeup  and  dress together.” 

“I’d rather you go shower now, okay? I want to lay things out for us and see if I missed anything. Then I can help with your makeup.” 

“I can do it. I’m sure I can. I want to. How about if I shower and you get the clothes ready, and then I’ll do my makeup while you shower?” 

“Okay.” 

When I was done, I wrapped a towel under my arms, dried my hair and did my makeup, expecting Kris to come in soon. When I went out, she was lying on the bed, the clothes laid out on one side. I kissed her cheek. Her eyes opened. 

“Hi.  I,  uh,  must  have  dozed  off.  Sorry.”  She  looked  at  her  watch.  “Oh,  we’re okay.  I’ll  shower  while...”  she  looked  at  me.  “Oh,  you  did  it  already.  It  looks fantastic. Very seductive and dramatic. Nice job.” 

“Thanks.” 

She  hopped  off  the  bed  and  ran  into  the  bathroom,  shutting  the  door.  I dressed  in  one  of  the  two  matching  outfits.  The  sheer  black  Italian  stockings were heavenly as I attached them to the black lace garter belt. I put on my new black lace bra and shakily took the breast forms from the package and slid them into the D cups. I adjusted the cleavage. They felt wonderful. So heavy and real. 

I slid on the strappy stilettos and strapped them to my ankle. I sat on the bed  and  slid  into  the  dress  and  zipped  the  back.  I  walked  to  the  full-length mirror. Oops. I laughed at the sight of my huge tent under the dress. I lifted the hem.  It  was  erotic  to  see  my  hard-on  attached  to  a  gorgeous  woman,  and  that woman was me. 

I couldn’t resist wrapping my long-painted nails around it and stroking it. I could have come right then just looking at my image. It was strangely erotic and  sexy.  I  had  turned  into  a  shemale,  and  I  loved  how  I  looked.  I  even  had  a girlfriend who liked me looking this way. It was going to be a great night. 

I  let  it  go  and  managed  to  restrain  it  with  some  black  lace  panties  that held it back against my belly. A check in the mirror confirmed I was safe now. I sprayed perfume all over my legs, arms, and hair. I put on the rest of my jewelry and loaded my purse. 

Kris came into the bedroom, a towel around her hair and another under

her arms. “Go make a drink and relax, and I’ll be out in a minute.” 

“Let me watch you dress.” 

“You’ll make me nervous. I’m too excited for tonight. Go. You need to relax too. Go chill.” She kissed my lips and slapped my bottom. “Go girl!” 

I glided in tiny steps down the hall, the heels clicking delightfully as the short stride made my hips sway, and my new breasts bounced and tugged on my chest. My creamy cleavage vibrated with each step. I was in heaven and felt like a million bucks. 

I  poured  a  short  glass  of  wine  and  sat  at  the  island  in  the  kitchen,  my legs crossed as my hand unconsciously glided over my slick, Italian-stockinged thigh and knee, caressing them. I sipped the wine and gazed out at the now tiny snowflakes  drifting  lazily  down  on  the  back  deck  and  garden.  The  sun  was setting,  giving  a  beautiful  purplish  cast  to  the  sky.  The  world  was  magical tonight. 

Kris  came  out,  wearing  the  same  black  dress  as  me  and  looking gorgeous.  We  were  like  twins.  She  kissed  my  cheek  and  sat.  “Ready,  princess? 

We should leave now.” 

“Sure.” 

“Don’t forget your purse.” 

I looked around. “I’ll get it.” I ran down the hall and brought it out, then checked I had everything. 

Kris  said,  “Blush?  Perfume?  Eyeliner?  Lipstick?  Mascara?  Kleenex? 

Phone? License? Money? Credit cards?” 

“Yes, yes, yes.” I laughed. 

She stood and took my hand. “Let’s go, baby. This is our night of girly indulgences.  Let’s  get  you  some  new  addictions.”  She  rubbed  my  rod  through my dress. “Wait until you see how good these are for girls.” 
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My new winter coat was soft and warm against my stockinged thigh as Kris  drove  through  the  snow.  I  gazed  out  the  window,  nervous  about  what  she had  said  about  how  good  these  are  for  girls  as  she  touched  my  hard-on.  What would she have me do with one? Did she mean how good mine was to me while dressed as a girl? I already knew how good that felt. Or did she mean for me to suck one... or worse yet, have one shoved into me? 

The thought of sucking one gave me a rise as I remembered her on her knees and how much she’d loved doing that for me. I wondered if I wouldn't feel the  same  if  I  tried  it.  My  heart  raced  from  fear  and  from  the  thrill  of  thinking about  it.  However,  that  was  offset  by  the  second  image,  which  I  put  out  of  my mind entirely in the hopes she had no intention of  that happening to me. 

But I had to relax since we were just doing dinner and drinks, and it was highly  unlikely  either  situation  would  arise.  I  relaxed  and  enjoyed  the  ride  and all the sensations of femininity. I smelled my wrist, drinking in my perfume. 

I felt a hand on mine in my lap. “You okay, baby? You’re quiet.” 

“Just  enjoying  this.  It  seems  I’m  more  in  tune  with  my  body  and  the whole  human  experience.  Things  look  more  vivid,  smell  more  intense.  Sounds are more layered and intricate. It’s weird.” 

“That’s  what  girls  do.  They  experience  life.  They  get  to  enjoy  tactile stimulation  from  fabrics,  olfactory  pleasures  from  perfumes—creative  juices flow  in  putting  together  outfits  and  doing  makeup  and  hair.  It’s  all  a  whole  lot more interesting than what guys get to do. That’s for sure. I’d never...” 

She let my hand go and put it on the steering wheel. 

“You’d never what?” 

“Oh  look.  We’re  here.  Get  ready  for  the  valet,  honey.”  She  pulled  into the  circle  under  the  overhang  of  the  restaurant.  My  door  opened  and  the attendant lent me a hand to get out. He went to Kris’ side and opened her door. 

She  came  around  to  me  and  grasped  my  arm  in  both  hands  like  a  girl  would  a guy’s arm. 

I said, “You’d never what?” 

“Huh? Oh, I never thought I’d ever find someone I could love so much.” 

She  kissed  my  cheek.  We  walked  up  the  stairs.  She  was  hiding  what  she  had

been going to say. We had been talking about how much better it is to be a girl... 

as  if  she  hadn’t  always  been  a  girl.  I  thought  about  the  shower  today,  not sleeping with me, hiding her body. Was she like me? I panicked. My girlfriend was a guy? No way! I have  gaydar and would have picked up on that. 
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The maître d’ led us to our booth. “Enjoy, ladies.” 

The restaurant wasn’t very busy, and he had brought us to a booth in an alcove facing a garden, all lit up with the snow falling. It looked like a scene in a snow globe. I covered my mouth when I saw our view and said, “Oh my gosh, isn’t that lovely, Kris?” 

She held my hand and slid the other hand across my shoulder as we both peered  into  the  snow.  “Oh  yes,  almost  as  lovely  as  you.”  She  kissed  my  cheek and we slid into the booth. 

The waiter arrived and we both ordered dirty martinis up. Kris’ hand slid on my thigh as we snuggled together in the booth, enjoying the view. “Isn’t life amazing?” she asked. “I mean, one day we’re both lost in our separate worlds, and now you’re my best girlfriend whom I love more than anything, and we get to enjoy things like this.” 

I slid my hand on her silky leg and gazed into her eyes. “It is... totally amazing. Like you.” I pecked her lips. 

Our drinks arrived and Kris toasted, “To us and your new and improved self and you being able to totally experience the pleasures of being a girl,” she whispered  in  my  ear,  finishing  the  toast.  “And  performing  fellatio  and consuming the luscious reward from it like every girl should.” She leaned back, smiling and holding her glass for me to clink. I stared open-eyed at her as I held mine by the stem with my painted, long-nailed fingers, my pinky out. 

“Alex, clink my glass, princess. Didn’t you like my toast?” 

My  heart  raced.  I  grew  in  my  panties.  Oh,  what  the  hell!  That  would never happen anyway. I clinked. “Yes, to all of that and to my mentor and best friend.” We sipped. 

She pecked my lips. “You’ll see, you’ll love it more than anything. It’ll make you feel so feminine and pretty to have someone enjoy you so much.” 

I  slugged  the  martini  down  and  waved  to  the  waiter  for  another  one. 

When it came, I toasted Kris. “To us.” 

We took our time with our drinks and enjoyed each other’s company and the view. Kris slid my panties aside and wrapped the dress around it, stroking me lusciously  while  we  enjoyed.  With  the  long  tablecloth  and  the  arrangement  of

things,  no  one  was  any  the  wiser.  I  was  beside  myself  with  arousal.  Especially since  Kris  was  teaching  me  the  pleasure  of  giving  men  pleasure  with  talk  like this…

“Alex,  when  you  take  it  between  your  lips  and  bob  your  head  on  it, you’ll  be  amazed  to  see  how  silky  and  velvety  the  shaft  is.  The  squeezing  of your  lips  on  it  will  send  ripples  of  sensation  through  you  as  your  lips  feel  the firmness of the shaft, which tells you how much they’re excited by you. 

“You’ll  flick  the  tip  of  it  with  your  tongue,  and  his  reaction  will  be  to twitch and jerk, and you’ll know you’ve sent electric shocks through him. You’ll taste it oozing from the tip and know he’s getting ready to flood your mouth with more.” She squeezed me through the dress as my breathing became choppy. 

“Then  you’ll  tug  on  his  silky  shaved  globes  with  one  hand,  the  long-nailed  fingers  of  the  other  wrapped  around  his  thick,  solid  shaft,  stroking  him while  your  head  bobs  on  his  meat,  and  your  tongue  runs  circles  around  it,  and you look into his eyes to see the pleasure you’re giving him on his face. His big hands will hold your head tight, squeezing it as he thrusts in and out, looking at how beautiful it looks penetrating your lips.” 

“Oh, god, Kris, you make it sound so... uh....” 

“Exciting?  Interesting?  Wonderful?”  She  squeezed  mine  through  my dress. 

“Uh...” I had to admit it. “Uh, yes.” 

She nodded, let my hardness go to rest a bit, and just caressed my thigh with her fingernails. Your passion will overwhelm you as you realize you’re now the  person  you  were  meant  to  be,  doing  what  you  should  have  done  long  ago. 

You’ll  speed  up  your  ministrations  in  a  frenzied  attempt  to  get  your  creamy reward  from  him.  He  won’t  be  able  to  resist,  and  he’ll  shoot  load  after  load across your greedy tongue as you swallow it voraciously, consuming the passion he’s pumping into you.” 

“Oh, my... uh, huh!” I squeezed her other wrist tightly on the table and my wide eyes gazed into hers. I whispered, my voice choppy, “Uh, god, Kris. I can’t hold it back.” I re-crossed my legs and tucked myself between them as my body tensed, and I flooded my stockings with my uncontrollable release. 

“Good girl. See? I know you’ll love it now. Isn’t it exciting? It was so good to just think about, you even messed your stockings.” She pecked my lips. 

“Good girl. You’re on your way to becoming yourself.” 

I tucked back into my panties, wiped my stockings off with my napkin, folded it  up,  and put  it  on the  table.  I  took a  deep  breath and  sipped  my  drink. 

“My god, Kris.” 

She held my hand and looked into my eyes. “What? What’s the matter?” 

I whispered to her, “I can’t believe what just happened. Here I am, a guy dressed  like  a  girl,  in  other  words,  an   it,  listening  to  you  describe  me  doing something  I  could  never  imagine  wanting  to  do,  and  I  end  up  messing  my stockings from the thrill of just thinking about it. I feel like a fool and a freak.” 

“Princess, you aren’t a fool or a freak or an it. You’re a girl. Just because you have something special under your dress doesn’t mean you’re some kind of freak, and you are no fool. It’s what’s in your head that defines girl or boy, not what’s under your dress.” 

“I want to go home and take all this stuff off and be a man.” 

“That’s  just  your  post-orgasm  depression.  Now  that  the  thrill  is  gone, you’re feeling guilty from your paradigms. Just relax in your new dress and feel how good you still feel. Stop thinking about being a guy and enjoy the relaxed feeling of how you’re dressed and how you look. Be the girl inside.” 

She  brushed  a  strand  of  hair  from  my  forehead  and  held  my  hand, rubbing  the  back  of  it  with  her  thumb.  “Deep  breaths.  Feel  the  lovely  tactile sensations, drink in your perfume on your wrists, re-cross your pretty legs.” 

I  did  those  things  and  it  did  bring  me  back.  It  actually  felt  wonderful, even  without  any  sexual  arousal.  “Thanks.  I  feel  better  now.  Sorry  for  the breakdown.” 

“That’s my girl. Ready to go clubbing? We can get you a face injection there.” She smiled. 

I rolled my eyes. “That doesn’t sound too appetizing right now.” 

“Then let’s just go clubbing and dancing.” 

“But then guys will be hitting on us, and it will be difficult to fend them off.” 

“So?  We  get  some  free  drinks  and  have  a  little  fun.  You  can  watch   me give some BJs if  you don’t want to.” 

“I’d rather not have them hitting on us.” 

“Okay. I have an idea. I know a great gay club. They’ll think we’re two lesbians, and no one will bother us. C’mon. Please?” 

“All right. That sounds safe enough. You sure you don’t want to go to a regular club yourself and get a uh, facial injection?” 

“I  want  to  be  with   you.  Besides,  I  can  get  one  of  those  where  we’re going,  too,  if  I  want  to.  Heck,  I  have  a  huge  injector  with  me  right  now.”  She smiled and winked at me. “Let’s go. Your training has only just begun. I’ll drive

all night so you can drink and relax more.” 
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We sat at the bar. Guys kissing and touching guys and girls kissing girls. 

Everyone  was  really  friendly,  and  a  couple  of  girls  joined  us  as  we  sat  at  the corner  of  the  bar.  They  introduced  themselves  to  us  and  bought  us  drinks.  I wondered  if  Kris  was  bisexual,  the  way  she  was  fawning  and  flirting  with  her new friend. I glimpsed her hand massaging the other girl’s silky legs while they talked and laughed. 

“So honey, how long did you say you two have been together?” my new friend  Jamie  asked  as  her  stockinged  leg  pressed  against  mine  and  slid  ever  so slightly,  sending  sensual  ripples  up  my  thigh.  I  unconsciously  reciprocated  the movements, increasing our interest in each other as we talked. 

“Uh, actually just a couple of days.” 

Her  hand  went  to  my  thigh  and  slid  over  the  stockings  to  under  my dress,  where  her  fingernails  lightly  scratched.  “How  wonderful.  Aren’t  new relationships  the  best?  I  mean,  long  ones  are  wonderful,  too,  but  new  ones…

well,  there’s,  that   special  excitement.”  She  squeezed  my  leg  when  she  said  the word   excitement  and  then  tried  to  slide  her  hand  up  farther.  I  was  hard  in  my panties and held my legs closed tight to keep her from making a discovery. 

Her head tilted and she looked inquisitively at me. Her hand on my leg now  slid  with  a  light  touch  of  her  fingertips  on  my  stocking.  “Honey...”  She lifted  the  hem  of  my  dress  and  looked  as  I  held  a  hand  over  my  crotch.  “Oh, honey,  I  see  you  already  had  someone  deposit  some  passion  on  your  leg.  You lucky girl!” 

“Passion? Uh, oh yeah. He was really hot for me, and I let him hump my leg.” 

“So you’re bisexual. That’s good. Me too. I love them all.” 

“Bisexual?” 

“Well, I thought you two were lesbians.” 

“Uh, yeah, we are.” 

“Then  if  you  play  with  guys,  too,  you’re  bisexual.  No  big  deal.”  Her hand began caressing my leg again. “I like thinking he did that to you when my hand  feels  it  dried  up  on  your  stockings.  Makes  you  seem  even  more  exciting, like a slutty little girl. Are you a slutty little girl?” 

“I guess, sometimes I am.” She was making me so darn aroused with her hands, her beauty, her sexiness, her cleavage, her legs slipping against mine, her fingers slipping through my hair, and her perfume filling my nostrils. 

I glanced at Kris. She had her hand under the other girl’s dress and they were kissing. I guess she  was bisexual. She must have felt me watching, and she quickly came up for air, looking around for me. 

She  winked  and  smiled.  She  leaned  across  the  bar  toward  us  and  said, 

“Alex, how about you and Jamie and Pat and I go to the girls’ room?” 

I asked, “All of us?” 

“Sure. Why not? I’m sure we all could use it right now.” 

I didn’t need to pee and couldn’t if I’d wanted to, as hard as I was. I had been drinking shot after shot that Jamie bought us and had a good buzz, though, and I probably could use the break from the stimulation she was giving me. I’d had enough dancing with them already, and I think all of our feet were getting a little sore. “Good idea!” I stood and Jamie stood, and we slung our purses over our  shoulders.  She  took  my  hand  and  led  me  through  the  crowd,  following  Pat and Kris. 

We  entered  the  ladies’  room.  There  was  an  entrance  with  sinks  and counters and vases of fresh flowers. There was a bench along the wall with pads on it. We were the only ones in there. 

Kris and Pat sat on the bench and fell into an embrace, Kris’ hand under Pat’s dress. Jamie sat me on the bench, threw a pillow from it on the floor and knelt  before  me.  Shit!  She’d  find  out.  She  smiled  up  at  me,  massaging  both  of my legs. “Get ready for a treat, honey.” 

I had to stop her. I stood and told her, “No, you first. Let me.” 

“As you please, girl.” 

I lifted her by the hand and sat her on the bench. She slid her dress up to her waist and pulled aside her panties. Oh my god! She was like me. 

I knelt before her and stared at it as she stroked it, looking at me. “Are you okay, girl?” 

“Uh, yeah.” I slid forward on the pad and wrapped my fingers around it. 

It wasn’t anywhere as big as mine, but the whole package was shaved smooth. I stroked  it  as  I  moved  toward  it.  It  smelled  of  her  luscious  perfume  and  had  a glistening drop on the tip. I flicked it off with my tongue. I carefully wrapped my lips  around  the  tip  and  ran  my  tongue  around  it.  “Oh  yeah,  sister.  That’s  it,” 

Jamie said. 

I  became  enthralled  with  it  and  bobbed  my  head  on  it,    running  my

tongue around it wildly while looking up into her beautiful, made-up eyes. 

She tenderly held my head with both hands. “You’re good, princess.  Soo good,” she said lovingly. 

“You go, girl!” I heard Kris say. She was on her knees and went back to doing  to  Pat  what  I  was  doing  to  Jamie.  I  went  at  my  mission  with  fervor,  so wanting to make her release in my mouth. I needed to feel it, to taste it, to see her face as I gave her all of that pleasure. 

It  didn’t  take  her  long  before  she  was  squeezing  my  head  tight  and thrusting into my face, giving me one creamy load after the other until she had to pull  me  off  because  I  was  making  her  body  shudder  and  shake  uncontrollably from my passionate ministrations. Reluctantly, I let her pop free from my mouth, myself throbbing in my panties, only wanting more. She stood and smoothed her dress. 

I  heard  the  door  open.  I  looked  up  to  see  another  girl  looking  into  my eyes and then smiling. She didn’t say a word and just sat where Jamie had been. 

I looked up at her and slid my hands on her silky legs, looking into her eyes. Her hand  smoothed  my  hair  on  my  head,  her  head  tilted,  and  her  gaze  was  one  of love. 

I  slid  her  dress  up.  Her  panties  held  a  gorgeous,  thick  one  for  me.  She slid  her  panties  to  the  side,  and  it  popped  to  attention  above  shaved  globes.  I went straight to work on it and received more pleasure from giving her head than the last girl. She gave me my reward, and as I looked back, wiping some off my chin, there were two more girls waiting in a line behind us. I looked over at Kris who was still not finished with Pat but was enjoying herself immensely. 

I thought I might as well take care of the next one while I waited for her. 

I took one after the other and gave each of them as passionate an attack on their sensitive, sweet-smelling flesh as the first. By the time Kris and I were done at the same time, Kris had consumed three, and I had devoured five. I was wanting more,  but  my  jaw,  lips,  and  neck  were  getting  tired.  I  stood  and  went  to  the mirror. 

I  combed  the  stray  spatters  from  my  hair  and  wiped  some  from  my cleavage.  The  front  of  my  black  dress  wouldn’t  let  go  of  the  obvious  white badges  of  passion  from  the  girls,  no  matter  how  much  I  wiped.  I  redid  my lipstick,  put  some  blush  on,  shook  my  hair  out,  and  stared  at  myself  in  the mirror. I sprayed perfume all over me and under my dress. 

I was one hot babe. A total slut with her BJ badges proudly displayed on her dress. I adjusted my gel breast forms and my cleavage. There was a kiss on

my  neck.  “Hi,  sweetie—sorry  I  took  so  long.  Each  time  you  finished,  I  was  in the middle of one, and then when I was done, you had a mouthful.” She started to reapply lipstick and fix herself. 

“I know. That’s okay. I had fun.” 

“Me too. So you like my girlfriends?” 

“Your girlfriends?” 

“Yeah, I met them here some time ago. We get together every now and then.  They’re  all  nice,  clean  girls  and  safe.  That’s  why  I  brought  you  here  and told them to come.” 

“Wow. You set this up. Dang.” 

“How do you feel?” 

I  laughed.  “Never  been  so  horny.  Thought  I’d  come  in  my  panties  a couple of times when they gave me my reward, but I held back.” 

“Good girl. You saved it for me. I want to have you make a deposit in me  when  we  get  home.  I  want  that  gorgeous  thick,  long  shaft  of  yours  deep inside me. Let’s go home, my BJ queen.” 
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The  drive  home  was  heavenly  with  the  thought  of  what  would  come next,  which  of  course  would  be   me, and  inside  my  girlfriend  at  that.  I  couldn’t wait.  I  crossed  and  uncrossed  my  legs  as  I  held  her  hand  and  she  drove.  I unconsciously  caressed  my  legs  from  calf  to  thigh,  over  and  over,  my  body tingling with arousal. 

I,  a  male,  had  given  five  BJs  while  I  masqueraded  as  a  girl  in  a  dress. 

The dress I had bought for my roommate became  my new dress, and the world as I knew it changed. I wasn’t repulsed from giving BJs, never mind giving them to other guys who looked like girls in dresses. In fact, I was addicted to how great it was to do so. Before wearing my new dress, I would have labeled anybody like that a total freak. Now, I was a girl with something special and proud of it. 

I could still taste the creamy saltiness in my mouth as I licked my lips. I relished my memories of each one as I looked into their eyes and they gave me their  ultimate  compliments,  which  I  so  greedily  devoured  as  a  girl  who  could make them do so. 

We made it home and came in from the garage, tossing our purses on the counter. I was hanging up our coats when Kris said, “Pour us a couple shots, will you, baby? I have to pee.” 

She  went  to  the  bathroom  and  then  into  the  bedroom  then  came  back out.  We  did  the  shots,  and  she  led  me  into  the  bedroom.  She  pulled  the  covers back  and  slid  onto  the  silky  sheets.  “I  have  my  period,  honey,  but  you  can  use my back-door entrance. It’s nice and clean, and I just lubed it for you.” She lay there; an unusually perfect, almost fake looking, camel-toe outline of her female parts  beneath  the  panties  was  reflected  in  the  sheen  of  the  satin.  She  lifted  her hips to me and said, “See? There’s a hole in exactly the right place.” She put her hips down. “Come here and make love to me.” 

I  slid  onto  the  sheets,  and  we  fell  into  an  embrace,  our  slippery  legs intertwined, my rod slipping against her thigh as I humped it. We kissed and Kris slid  her  top  down,  revealing  two  perfect  breasts  with  hard  nipples,  which  she brought my head to suck and held me like a mother would a child. 

I  indulged  in  them  both,  going  back  and  forth  and  squeezing  them lightly while she rolled her head and moaned quietly. After some time, she said, 

“Take me, Alex. Fill me up, little girl.” 

I slid around and in between her legs. She lifted them, and I grabbed her ankles and held them by her ears. I moved it forward like a docking probe on a spaceship and she guided the tip against her opening. “That’s it baby. Just push it in slowly so I have time to stretch. It’ll go in.” 

I pushed, and she helped by pushing her hips against it. I breached the tight gateway. I was grasped snugly inside her hot, slippery sanctuary, impaling her and penetrating deeper, inch by inch. I looked into her eyes as she stretched to  take  me  in  and  cried  to  me,  “Oh  god,  Alex.  That’s  it.  Fill  me  up,  princess. 

Push it out of my throat.” 

I pressed it in until my pelvis bottomed on her butt cheeks. I had never been  so  intimately  joined  to  another  person  in  my  life.  She  stroked  my  hair, gazing at me. She wriggled her bottom on it. “That feels so heavenly. It’s as if I’m a part of you now.” She closed her eyes and squeezed my butt cheeks with both hands and set me in motion. 

I  began  by  slipping  it  almost  all  the  way  out  then  slowly  going  all  the way  back  in.  She  moaned  with  each  deep  dive.  “Faster  princess,  fast  and  hard. 

Break me in two.” 

My  balls  slapped  against  her  with  each  shoved  immersion.  Her  eyes showed her pleasure as she put her hands on my hips. I held her fast to the bed, holding her high heels by her ears,which spread her and opened her to me and I plunged myself into her, picking up speed, and looking into her eyes. “Oh god, Alex  that  feels  so  good.  Come  inside  me,  baby.  Don’t  pull  out.  I’m  going  to come.” 

I  humped  into  her  as  hard  as  I  could  while  she  whimpered  and  her fingernails  dug  into  my  ass,  urging  me  on.  All  at  once,  my  body  tensed  and  I gave  it  a  final  shove,  drilling  deep  into  her.  I  felt  one  gush  after  another  shoot into her. My body spasmed and I whimpered while her body twitched and shook. 

I could tell she was having one at the same time. When I had finished, I stroked in and back a few times, shuddering from the intense sensations, then I collapsed on her. 
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I  woke  in  the  morning,  the  sun  through  the  window  warming  my  face, remembering the pleasure I’d felt the night before. I humped against the sheets as I lay there. A hand slid on my back. “That’s it, sweetie, remember last night and how good you made me feel, honey.” 

I rolled over onto my back to see her. She smiled at me and wrapped my long-nailed hand around my hardness. “Now remember being inside me and let me  see  you  squirt  that  gorgeous  huge  thing  all  over  your  pretty  dress.  Look  in my eyes and tell me how good it was.” 

I  jerked  myself  furiously  while  she  caressed  my  stockinged  legs.  “Oh god, Kris, it was heavenly.” The bed shook with my wanking. 

“That  a  girl.  Come  for  me  now,  my  sissy  princess.  Play  with  yourself and make it squirt like you made all those that complimented the sissy you are by squirting their passion for you in your pretty mouth.” 

“Oh god.” I shot long strings of come up and onto my dress. One hit my face,  another  my  hair.  When  I  was  done,  Kris  kissed  my  lips  and  stroked  my hair.  “That’s  my  sissy  princess.  Good  girl.  Now  go  shower  and  use  the attachment to clean out, then get dressed and I’ll make us some breakfast.” 

“Attachment?” 

“Yes, dear. Girls have to be clean down there. It feels nice to be. I do it all the time. That’s why there wasn’t any mess last night. You need to do that too now.” 

“Why? I don’t want any guys doing that to me!” 

“Maybe  a  girl  would  want  to  make  you  feel  as  good  as  you  made  me feel last night.” 

“A girl? With a strap-on?” 

She  winked.  “Maybe.  C’mon,  sweetie.  I  haven’t  been  wrong  yet,  have I?” She kissed my cheek and took my hand to help me stand. I stood and hugged her. “Okay, you know best, Kris.” 

I  did  my  morning  constitutional,  showered,  and  used  the  attachment.  I dried  and  fluffed  my  hair  with  some  mousse  to  intensify  the  layers.  I  did  my makeup  and  slid  on  some  sheer  suntan  pantyhose  with  the  crotch  cut  out  and some  pink  satin  panties  with  a  matching  bra  holding  my  gel  breast  forms  and

creating lovely cleavage.  I picked out a very soft pink v-neck sweater dress, and maroon over-the-knee, high-heeled boots. I sprayed perfume under my dress and over my hair and shoulders. I was a very pretty sight and felt proud of my new look. 

“My, my—look at you, girl,” Kris said as I entered the kitchen. “Such a feminine little Barbie doll. I love the pink dress. What a pretty, sissy pink.” She stood and kissed my lips. “Just like you. Absolutely adorable, my lover.” 

“Thanks. I feel great. So glad we still have time before we have to get back  to  things.  I  wouldn’t  want  to  have  to  decide  right  now  whether  to  be  like this or the old me. So what do we do today?” 

“Today we buy you a very submissive type of dress. Something that’s all ruffles  and  crinoline  with  a  flared  short  skirt  and  a  revealing  top.  Sexy  and submissive.” 

“Sounds fun. For what occasion?” 

“For you to submit to me doing what you did to me last night.” She took our plates from the oven and put them on the table. “Sit and eat.” 

We sat. I sipped my juice. “I’m not so sure I’d be able to do that.” 

“Don’t you want to feel how good it is being penetrated and filled and then being a receptacle for the passion flooding into you?” She ate some bacon, smiling. 

“But it seems so...” 

“Gay?” 

“Well, yeah, but also painful.” 

“It’s not. I’ll help you so it isn’t.” 

“But I don’t want anyone else but you anyway.” 

“That’s fine. I can manage with my own tools to satisfy you. Please? Say you’ll do it for me. I want you to have the experience to complete feeling like a girl. A girl who’s taken and filled and made love to. Please say you’ll do it for me.” 

I swallowed, looked at her. How could I resist her? She was all I’d ever wanted. My angel. The most feminine, sexy, smart, and loving girl in the world, and she loved me. “Okay, my love. I can’t say I won’t be nervous, though.” 

“You’ll  love  it.  Training  starts  after  my  shower.  Clean  up  the  kitchen while I get ready. Okay?” 

“Training?” 

“Yes, like most things, you need to start small before you can take more. 

Training. After I dress, I’ll put something in there you’ll like, and then we can go

get your special new dress.” 

“I’ll wear this training thing all day? Walking?” 

“Most  certainly,  yes.  To  make  it  fair,  if  you  like,  I’ll  wear  one  too.  I happen to like them.” 

“Really, you walk around with one in?” 

“Sometimes.” 

“How big is it?” 

“This  long  and  this  wide  at  the  base,  and  it  vibrates  and  expands further.” 

“That’s like a small eggplant!” 

She laughed. “Sorta.” 

“And I’m gonna wear one of those?” 

“We’ll pump it up throughout the day to stretch you out, so it might get a bit longer and thicker.” 

“Oh god.” 
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Kris  came  into  the  living  room  while  I  sipped  my  coffee  and  watched the  snowfall,  enjoying  the  warmth  of  my  soft  sweater  dress  and  caressing  my stockinged leg. 

“Ready, princess? Time to train for Sir Lance-a-Lot.” She laughed. She tossed a plug and lube onto the couch and knelt before me. She looked up, both hands on my knees. “It’s easier to get in if you’re aroused.” She lifted my dress and moved my panties aside. I popped free. “Oh my, I see you’re already there. 

How lovely.” 

She took it in both hands and sucked it while looking into my eyes. She brought  me  to  the  edge  several  times.  “Oh,  Kris,  you  have  to  stop!  I  think  I’m ready.” 

She slurped off of it. “I know. Couldn’t resist, though. Okay, on the floor on your knees and elbows. Butt up, head down.” 

I  did  as  I  was  told.  Cold  lube  dripped  down  my  crack.  The  cold  plug rubbed  between  my  cheeks,  and  she  found  my  entrance  and  pushed  gently. 

“Relax.” 

I  tried  to  relax  and  just  let  go.  It  slid  in  part  way.  She  moved  it  in  and out, going deeper each time until it was in to the hilt. She turned on the vibrator. 

I instinctively pressed back against it; it felt so good. 

“Nice, huh?” 

“Yes. Very.” 

I  felt  it  as  she  pumped  it  up,  making  it  grow  I  inside  of  me.  My breathing  became  choppy.  I  wriggled  my  butt  in  the  air.  “Oh  yeah,  Kris.”  She pumped some more. “Oh, god.” 

“Too much, princess?” 

“No, please, a couple more pumps and then stop.” 

She pumped it some more. “Good?” 

“Perfect.” 

“Stand up and walk and see if it’s okay.” 

I  did.  It  felt  incredible.  My  hips  swayed  automatically,  wanting  it  to massage me inside. She sat on the couch and looked at me. She took her phone from  her  purse  and  flicked  it  with  her  finger  a  few  times.  She  looked  at  me  as

she moved her finger on the volume control. The vibrations increased. 

My eyes opened wide. “What?” 

They  increased  some  more.  I  grabbed  the  wall  to  keep  from  falling  as my body shuddered. “Ungh, Kris, no.” 

She backed it down until I wasn’t shaking. “Phew! Thanks. Damn!” 

She laughed. “Okay, be a good girl, because I can control you now. Now let’s go get your new dress.” 
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Kris  drove  through  the  snow  as  I  sat  thinking  and  looking  out  the window.  The  first  new  dress  I  wore  changed  my  view  of  the  world,  and  now  I was getting another new dress—a very special new dress for a special purpose. 

What would that do for me? 

The shop was in the weird district and next to a wig store and adult toy store. “There it is, sweetie.” She pointed. There were mannequins wearing pink, fluffy,  crinoline-lined  mini  dresses  in  the  window.  “Looks   very  submissive,  I’d say.” 

“Yup. C’mon.” 

We went into the store, and Kris led me around it, looking at baby blue ones, pink ones, v-neck tops, halter tops, and closed tops, chokers, fetish heels, and  all  sorts  of  sissy-type  clothing  and  accessories.  She  selected  one  for  me  to try on. We went into the changing room, and she helped me into it. We went to look  in  the  three-way  mirror  outside.  It  was  very  cute.  It  made  me  feel  like  a little girl with all the crinoline. 

Kris  fluffed  it  all  while  I  stood  and  then  said,  “You  won’t  need  full panties under this one in public.” 

“In public? Where would I go dressed like this?” 

“You’ll  see.  You  need  to  put  on  the  garter  belt  and  stockings  and  the crotchless panties.” She took me back into the dressing room and helped me take my boots off and put those things on. “Try on the shoes and collar and the leash to be sure they fit.” 

“I don’t need all that.” 

“Oh, but you do.” She held the shoes and strapped them to my feet. 

Bracelets with the word sissy went on my wrists dangling pink ribbons. 

Two more on my ankles. 

She  helped  me  get  the  collar  on.  It  had  the  word   slut  in  capital  letters across my throat in little rhinestones on a pink background with ruffled trim on it. She attached the leash to it. “Walk.” 

I walked through the store, the plug in me keeping me hard and sending ripples  through  me  while  the  crinoline  fluffed  about  my  thighs  as  the  strappy, ultra-high-heel  pink  shoes  clicked  across  the  floor  with  each  tiny  stride  I  took. 

People  smiled.  A  woman  said,  “What  a  lovely  sissy  slut  she  makes.”  A  guy nodded, looking at me lustfully. “Sweet!” 

I  stopped  in  front  of  Kris,  my  face  flushed  with  my  embarrassment. 

“Really?” 

She  took  her  phone  from  her  purse  and  clicked  the  vibrator  up  another notch. A chill went through me. “Good? Want more?” 

“Uh, no. Okay. I get it.” 

I  whispered  in  her  ear,  “I’m  so  freakin’  horny  right  now.  Can  we  go home?” 

“Good.  You’re  supposed  to  be  a  horny  little  girl  right  now.  Don’t  you feel like one? Isn’t the outfit so delicate and feminine? So little-girl like?” 

It  was.  I  did  enjoy  the  feeling  of  it,  but  I  felt  out  of  place.  It  wasn’t something for public display. “It does make me feel very submissive, but I don’t want to be in public in it.” 

She  took  me  by  the  leash  and  walked  to  the  counter.  She  paid  for  my new dress and accoutrements. She held my coat for me to put on, picked up the leash again, and led me out of the store to the car. She opened the door for me and I slid in. 

“Thank  god.  Phew.  I  was  so  scared  you  were  going  to  take  me somewhere public in this. Let’s go home, sweetie.” 

She started the car and looked at me, contemplating. “I want you to be so horny by the time I make love to you that I have no chance of failure.” 

“I  promise,  you  won’t.  I’m  already  deliciously  horny.”  I  lowered  my head and looked up at her with doe eyes. 

She smiled. “What makes you horny, dear? Hmm?” 

“Oh god… Right now, this plug.” 

“Oh my, score one for me! I was right. What else?” 

“This  dress  and  outfit  is  strangely  erotic,  the  way  it  turns  me  into  this little, ultra-feminine, submissive object to be used.” 

“Oh my, score another for me. I was right again. What else makes you horny, my little sissy?” 

“Calling me that.” 

“Score another for me. What else?” 

“You.” 

“What else?” 

I looked up and thought. 

She asked, “Sucking, maybe?” 

“Oh yeah. For sure. Just thinking about it does.” 

“Good. Now I know what you want, and I’m going to give it all to you, and then tonight I’ll make love to my little sissy princess.” 

She turned around and backed the car out. She pulled out of the parking lot. 

“Hey, home is the other way.” 

“Oh honey, we have so much time to kill.” 

“Oh god.” 
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She drove us through the snow to a gorgeous house in the country, not too  far  outside  the  city.  She  helped  me  up  the  snow-covered  stairs  to  the  front door and rang the bell. 

It opened. “Oh my, what a fine little sissy we have. Is this our sissy for the day, Kris?” His eyes roamed my body. 

“It is. Alex, do you remember Jamie?” 

I looked at his face but didn’t recognize him. It was her, but dressed like a guy. I mean, he wasn’t dressed like a girl, and he looked like a guy. “Uh, yeah. 

Hi.” 

Pat showed up behind him. “Hi, Alex. You look so useable today.” 

“Uh, thanks.” 

“C’mon in, you two, and get out of the cold.” 

We  followed  Pat  and  Jamie  into  the  parlor  where  the  others  who  had been at the club were waiting for us. All the men Kris and I had serviced were there, some dressed as guys. Tough, handsome-looking guys. The others dressed as  dominatrixes  in  thigh-high  boots  and  leather  miniskirts  with  whips  on  their belts. 

Kris  led  me  to  a  padded  kneeler,  like  in  a  church,  in  the  center  of  the parlor. She lashed my leash to it. 

I kneeled obediently as one of the dominatrixes lifted her mini skirt and began to flog my face with her hard rod. “Get ready to give pleasure, sissy. It’s time for you to be who you are.” 

I  looked  over  at  Kris,  who  was  sitting  on  the  couch,  legs  crossed, daintily drinking hot tea. She motioned with her head for me to begin and picked up  her  phone.  I  looked  at  the  huge  thing  in  front  of  my  lips.  I  felt  my  vibrator increase inside of me, and I dove onto it. 
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By the time we were done, I had thoroughly enjoyed submitting to each one of them. Kris wrapped me in my coat and took us home. 

I  had  swallowed  copious  amounts  of  their  rewards  and  wore  many badges  of  it  as  well.  Kris  hung  my  coat  and  sent  me  into  the  bedroom.  I  lay down, tired, but so horny. 

She came into the room wearing a babydoll with a strap-on. 

“Here  we  go,  baby.”  She  slid  onto  the  bed  and  came  over  to  me.  She wrapped a stocking over my eyes and tied it behind my head. “What’s that for?” 

“Just feel it. You don’t need to see right now.” 

I  tried  to  see  but  could  only  make  out  shadows.  I  anxiously  lifted  my legs  to  invite  her  as  I  lay  on  my  back.  My  rod  was  bobbing  in  the  cool  air through the crotchless panties. I lifted the crinolines and felt the plug deflate and be  pulled  out.  Kris  did  some  other  things  I  couldn’t  make  out,  and  I  heard thumps hit the floor. 

She pressed the strap-on against me. I lifted my hips, and it slid all the way in. “Oh god, Kris. Do it, baby. Like I did. Do it to me.” 

She began thrusting, holding my knees by my ears my heels in the air. 

“Oh Alex, I love you  so much.” She was breathing hard as the bed shook. 

“I love you too, Kris. You feel so good. You’ve made me into what I am. 

What I was meant to be. Pound me, baby.” 

She did. She yanked the blindfold off me and looked into my eyes. She was  breathing  hard  from  the  exertion,  and  her  face  was  contorted  as  she slammed into me over and over again. My rod flailed in the air, drips flying off it with each thrust. My toes pointed in their heels as the shook from each thrust. I looked over the crinoline to see her penetrating me. 

“Kris!” 

“Yes, sweetie.” 

“You’re...” 

“I am, sweetie. I’m a girl like you. Do you still love me?” 

“Oh  god,  yes.  Fill  me  up.  Slam  it  all  into  me.  I’m  ready  to  come. 

Please.” 

“Marry me, baby?” 

“Of course. I wouldn’t miss having this life for anything. Oh god, here it is.” 

I came, shuddering, as she pounded into me, and we both cried out. Our bodies  writhed  and  we  whimpered.  I  felt  her  tense  and  drive  it  deep,  and  she wrapped her arms around me and deposited her passion in me while mine shot between  us.  It  was  as  if  she  were  me,  with  no  separation.  We  were  intimately connected. Ripples of pleasure ran through both our bodies until she crashed on top of me, breathing heavily. 

She  kissed  my  face  and  neck,  her  hot  breath  sweet  on  me.  I  lay  there, holding her bottom tight to me as if I could keep her inside me like that forever. 

I  whispered  in  a  shaky  breath,  “I  love  you  so  much.  I  want  to  be  with you forever.” 

“Just us girls?” 

“Just us girls.” 

“Good girl. See? I know what you like. I have a few bucks in the bank. I think you’d like some hip and breast implants. Would you?” 

“Oh god, yes.” I kissed her deeply and we rested. 

“I’m hungry,” she said. 

“For food?” 

“Yes. Shower and go to dinner? You can wear your new dress you wore the first time I helped you become you, and we can celebrate our engagement.” 

“That would be lovely, beautiful, delightful, and an honor to share with you. I’ll always remember that first new dress fondly.” I laughed. “And this new dress of course. It is from my wedding night when my wife took my virginity.” 

We both laughed. 
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