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A New Life Begins

We both planned out the perfect lives for ourselves. We thought. And then it got even better.

“Linnie! Let’s have some iced tea on the patio! I think you’ve done enough work for today!” Freyja yelled upstairs to her newlywed husband, me.

“Sure, sweetie! Let me finish cleaning the bathroom!”

“I’m going out there again!”

“Okay. See you in a few minutes, dear!”

I was covered in sweat, even though the house was air-conditioned, and I wore nothing except my short shorts, sandals, and an open-button-down shirt. I’d been hustling to get things done. We'd just moved in, and I’d been wanting to get the place up to our standard of cleanliness, and today was the first chance I'd gotten to do it.

I finished scrubbing with the toothbrush, took off my elbow-length Playtex rubber gloves. (I liked the brand because I still had decent dexterity with them.) and then put them away, along with the cleaning products. I was filled with happiness at having married my best friend from childhood and being able to share a life with her. She was my goddess, my Freyja, and just as powerful as Norse mythology made the goddess of her name to be.

I rattled rapidly down the stairs and out to the patio, where Freyja lounged by the pool in the sun. Her body was oiled, reflecting the light to reveal her firm, rigid abdomen, the lower ribs, her shapely and soft legs, and arms. She wore a thin, white bikini bottom that traced her full hips and revealed a full, plump camel toe. The dual triangle string top held her substantial, round, firm, hard-nippled breasts. I wanted to just jump on her and stick it in her right there.

She raised her head and squinted, covering her eyes as a smile filled her high-cheek-boned, big blue-eyed, luscious-lipped face. She flipped her glistening blonde and honey colored ponytail back and held her arms out to me as she stood up in her four-inch-heeled mules. “Give me a hug, sweetie!”

I wanted to, but she was all oily, and I leaned in and gave her a peck. “Sorry, you’re all oily.”

“Oh yeah. Sorry.” She dove into the pool, not even making a ripple, then swam to the end and back, hopped out, and toweled off. Her wet bathing suit made it almost useless as a body cover now that it was wet. I could see the darkness surrounding her prominent nipples, and her camel toe bulged side to side as she walked. I was throbbing in my shorts, just wishing she’d give the go-ahead for our marriage consummation soon.

She came back to me as she toweled her hair, then collected it and wrapped it in the towel on her head. Then she gave me a big hug. I ran my hands over her silken skin on her back and her bottom as we kissed deeply, my thigh between her legs rubbing her wet camel toe. I throbbed in my thong.

She pulled back from our kiss. “Phew! You’re making me hot, baby.”

“I hope so. Isn’t it about time for us to consummate our marriage?”

She grinned and nodded, then ran to the shade where the iced teas were on a table and handed me one. She sat on the swing and patted the seat for me to join her. “You bet. You’ll see how well worth it was for us to abstain from sex until now. I wanted our first time to be special. You know, a memory to last forever. It’ll be so special for us both now.”

“I’ll say. I can’t wait.”

“Now that I’ve been on the pill long enough and we’ve had all our STD tests, we can play until our hearts’ desire.” She ran her hand on my bare thigh. “Yeah! I want it to be exceptional for us. How about tonight we go out to a fancy restaurant and have a fabulous meal. I’ll wear something really special. Then we get home, and we can play.”

“Dinner out at a fancy restaurant? But, honey. I don’t have a job yet. I had received an offer for the leadership training job in operations, but we couldn't accept it because you landed a better job, so we had to move here. I need to job hunt before we start spending. We could stay home and I could cook us a fancy dinner. You love my cooking.”

She nodded and sipped the frosty iced tea as I did, savoring the refreshing, cool, lemony rush in our mouths. “Your cooking is fabulous. But the job hunt can wait. I’ll be making enough for both of us, and remember, I still have lots of Bitcoin that my dad gave us as a wedding gift. Heck. We could retire now on what we have. Don’t be silly. Get this place the way you want it. Relax. Don’t go looking for a job right now. You don't need to.”

I rubbed her silky thigh, which made me throb in my tight shorts. “But I’m the guy in this relationship. I should be working.”

“Nonsense. That’s outdated thinking. It’s a patriarchal thing. Going by that, I shouldn't even be working or have gone to college. Right now, this makes sense, and I want to go out to a fancy restaurant, so we are. Then you’re gonna make love with your wife until we run out of energy and I run out of orgasms and you’ll make her happier than she’s ever been. That should help your ridiculous male ego. Unless, of course, you want to let the anticipation build some more. Are you ready?” She laughed and patted my leg, her eyes wide and eyebrows raised as she smiled, and her eyes flitted to my face and hair.

“Oh, little girl. Am I ready.” I grinned, undid my ponytail, and fluffed my sweaty hair.

She fixed the strands that were stuck on the studs of my earrings and shaped my hair. “Besides, you were going to cut your hair when you started working, and I don't want that. It's too full and pretty. Why waste it? Someday, you’ll probably have male pattern baldness. Keep the hair, fix up the house first. Take care of the things at home for a while. There’s plenty of time. Neither of us needs to work at the moment. I don’t start for a week.”

“I guess. But using your logic with the bitcoin, why are you going to work?”

“I wanted to move away from family, for one. We’ll have our discretionary time to ourselves and won't have to attend every birthday party and gathering. Plus, I hate doing household chores and other home-related tasks. I’d be bored at home. Plus, I want to meet new people and see how I do in the man’s world of operations I’m entering. You know. We talked about it. That’s why we both became engineers. The challenge. The opportunity to have control of it all. The thrill of all that power.”

“I guess. It's weird. You go for the power and control, and I go for the math. I was surprised they offered me an ops job, being like I am.”

“Like you are?”

“Yeah, short, not very intimidating, kinda quiet.”

“Sounds like me. I’m even a woman to top it off.”

“But there aren’t many women who become engineers, which implies the ones that do are usually pretty darn tough, which you are, even though woman-sized, not man-sized. I’m woman-sized but not a woman, so your offer was better and guaranteed them a more powerful candidate than even most men. They were right, too.” I gave her a peck on the lips, feeling small again.

“Don't feel small, honey. Don't get that little man syndrome. You are what you are, and I love you. You’ll see. This will all work out exactly like it should, and we’ll both be delighted.” She gave me a peck, stood, and offered her hand. “Let's get dressed. I already made reservations regardless of what I knew you'd say. It's the right thing to do.”

We stood, and her heels clicked on the pavers as we made our way to the house, her hands clutching my arm the way I loved.

“Oh! By the way. When showering to get ready, consider shaving your body hair. It’s unnecessary. It holds sweat and heat, and it's summer, and I want to feel your silky, hairless skin against mine later. And get rid of that silly little goatee-like thing on your chin. You could never grow a beard. You have the facial hair of a twelve-year-old. Okay, my husband?”

“Okay, dear. Of course.”


Secret Sexiness

I showered in the hall bath, and Freyja showered in the master bath so we could get it all done sooner. She gave me a Venus, five-blade razor that made quick work of armpit hair, legs, chest, arms, and any other stray hairs, including my face. When I was done, it was terrific. It was as if my skin had been awakened, becoming more sensitive to the softness of the towel, the air, and my touch. I could see why women liked to be hairless in that way.

I dried my hair and put it in a man-bun on the back of my head for a more formal look. I replaced my two black studs in each earlobe with one gold and one silver in each ear. I wrapped a towel around my waist and walked into the master bedroom. What I saw was incredible. It was art.

Freyja stood in her strappy, black patent five-inch stilettos, bent over. Her firm, smooth, apple bottom, the shape emphasized by a black lace garter belt, and a hint of sheer black bikini panties visible between her cheeks and along the hips over the garter belt. She bent over to carefully draw a sheer black stocking up her leg, her hands and fingers spread out, long, shiny nails gliding as she moved it up to the belt clasp and clasped it to the six clasps one by one. I stood there not wanting to disturb her, so I could watch while my hard-on bobbed under my towel on its own accord.

I imagined what it must be like for someone to have such a perfect, flawless, sexy body and not have sex. It was crazy! I thought I should just take her, throw her on the bed, and fuck her right there. Then, go to dinner, and fuck her in the bathroom. Then come home and fuck her again. I was her husband. It was perfectly legal. She’d probably love it. My hand drifted under my towel as I watched her do her other leg. I stroked it with my thumb and middle finger discreetly, her back to me. My male ego yelled in my head, “Do it!” “Be a man! She’s yours now!” “Jump her bones!” “Stick it in her now!”

She turned, her breasts nearly pouring out of her black-lace push-up bra, her nipples prominent beneath the sheer fabric. Her eyes went wide, and I threw my hand out from under the towel, and the towel fell to the floor, my hardness bobbing freely in the air.

She smiled broadly and came over in tiny minced steps. “Like what you see, huh?” She giggled.

“I do. Very much. I was thinking about throwing you on the bed and sticking it in you.”

“You naughty boy!” She laughed. “Then you’d ruin the special time you and I have waited so long for.” She ran her hand over my man bun and gave me a peck. “I know you wouldn’t want to ruin it like that and that you’d never be so forward like that, anyway. That’s something patriarchal men do. Now get dressed, sweet pea.”

She glanced down at my hardness bobbing, then tilted her head, smiling, and stared at it for a second. She took it between her thumb and middle finger and stroked it, grinning at it and chuckling quietly. Then she wrapped her other hand’s thumb and forefinger above my little hairless globes like a cock strap, and she closed the loop of her fingers tight and looked at them in her palm like two velvety white chocolate truffle balls. “It’s all so efficient. I can’t wait to feel your manhood inside of me.”

She dashed off to the bed and slid into her very short, black, sheer-overlay minidress and adjusted her breasts in the V-neck top as she stood before the full-length mirror, making sure the aureolas were covered. They barely were. In the right light and angle, one could see her large, firm nipples pushing against the fabric.

Her sweet pea has an efficient tool. Right. Another word for Adorable. Cute. Tiny. Compact. Insignificant. Feminine. A better choice than the other words, though, and fitting for engineers like us, for which it became a compliment in a way. Like calling an obese woman pleasingly plump.

At least she wants to feel it inside of her as opposed to women who only want guys with massive dicks. I’m sure she already looked up the average length of a man’s penis when erect and found mine wasn’t far below the average, when the average was five to five and a half inches. Or so they say. Every one I’ve ever seen in a locker room, bathroom, or porn is much larger than mine. But she probably realizes that, statistically, she’d end up with an average-sized man anyway, which I’m close to, unless she looked for that as the primary attribute in a man, and then she might not get the rest she wanted from him. She was smart.

If she thinks it's efficient, at least she isn’t saying it’s insignificant. Besides, what did she have to compare it to? I suppose she could have dated other men before me, but if she held off on sex like she did with me, did she ever even see other guys’ dicks? And if she did, statistically, they’d be average, which I am… almost. Why did I care? She was mine, and I’d be stuffing my efficient tool into her gorgeous camel toe soon.

I took a deep breath and sat on the bed where Freyja had laid out my black bootcut jeans, a white button-down collar Oxford cloth shirt, and a lightweight linen sport coat, along with some thin black socks and sheer black bikini underwear I had never seen before. I picked up the bikini underwear and inspected it. It said, Victoria's Secret, size six. “Freyja! These are women’s panties, not men's.”

She stood by the dresser, putting on her jewelry. “I know, dear, they’re mine. I couldn't find ones as nice as that in men’s. Just put them on. No one will know. You’ll like them. They’re stretchy, so they'll fit well, and are very silky, which will feel good on your shaved areas.”

I slipped them on and tucked my hardness into them against my belly. They were nice. They cradled it all and were cool and silky. “Hmm, they are nice. Thanks.”

“I’ll be sure to get more for you then. Can't wear my panties all the time. You should have your own. Hey wait! I have an idea since you like the feel of those. Stop dressing for now.”

She went into the dresser, took out a package, opened it, and then found something else, bringing it to me. She looked into my eyes with the other things in her hand behind her back. She rubbed my oozing hardness in the panties and kissed my lips deeply. I wrapped my arms around her neck and embraced her, feeling her breasts against my hairless chest. I should push her back on the bed and …

She giggled and broke the kiss. She pushed me back onto the bed, then wrapped a black lace and satin garter belt around my waist, fastened it deftly, and slid off the bed. I lifted myself to my elbows and watched as she glided sheer black stockings up my hairless, silky legs, clasping them to the garter belt one by one, which sent ripples of tingling pleasure into me, making me bob in my panties.

Maybe when she got done, she was going to jump my bones, and we could skip the restaurant, and I wouldn't have to face the embarrassment of her paying for dinner. She slid onto the bed. “Come here… now, cupcake.”

This must be the moment! I turned and slid on next to her, and she wrapped her silky legs over mine and glided our stockinged legs against each other, while we kissed deeply. It was heavenly! I couldn’t help rubbing my silky-pantied hardness against her silky, stockinged thigh, and it was so incredibly wonderful. A whimper slipped from my panting lips. My heart pounded. My shaft throbbed uncontrollably. I heard myself let out little squeaks and squeals. It was so intensely sensual; I tingled all over!

I wondered if I could push her legs back, spread them, and jam it in. But I decided it was up to her. I didn't want to ruin it like she said. Besides, did she wish to have the memory of our first time with me in stockings? It wasn’t very manly.

She broke our kiss and slid off the bed, talking to herself as she went into the dresser again. “Oh, what the hell. Why not? It’ll be fun. It makes sense, too.” She came back with a black lace and satin padded bra, matching the garter belt, and began to wrap it around me. “Freyja!”

“Oh, hush. You’ll love it. I think you’ll look sexy with all of this, and it’ll be special because only we’ll know what's under our clothes. Both of us will secretly be in sexy undies. They won't know, but we will. Relax and have fun, okay?”

The bra in place and straps adjusted, she went back to the dresser and dug around. “There they are. Small, but they’ll do.”

She came back to the bed and inserted gel breast forms into the bra. “These were mine when I was younger. I used them to make myself look bigger. I still do if I want an over-the-top kind of look and feel that makes me feel more powerful. For you, they’ll be little, but they’ll seem like real little boobies and fill the gap under the hard padded cups.” She giggled and leaned back to look at them and made some cleavage by tugging up my flesh under them. “There!”

I looked down, and it made me throb seeing them. “Someone will see them. I’ll have bumps in my shirt…and cleavage even.”

“No, they won’t. They’re small, and you have the sports coat. No one will know. Okay. Finish dressing, precious.”

She went back to the dresser and loaded her purse, then sprayed a wonderful perfume all over herself, filling the room with delicious femininity. I was tucking my shirt into my pants when she came over and sprayed perfume on my wrists and hair. “Honey!”

“They’ll think it’s me. You aren’t going by yourself to dinner, are you?”

I shrugged.

“Drop your pants. I want to do your legs.”

I dropped them, and she liberally sprayed the stockings front and back, and my panties as well. I was throbbing like crazy. She reached into my panties, grasped it in her cool hand, and tugged it gently as she gave me a peck on the lips. “See? Nice, huh? Something special. You love smelling perfume on me. Now you can smell it on you, too, honeybun.”

“I guess. As long as it makes you happy.”

“It does. It makes me very happy to see you happy. I love how very hard you are. You’re never hard like that when you get dressed normally in your tightie-whities and boring socks. Admit it. It feels nice. You love it. And the perfume is lovely. You’re always sniffing my hair. Now you can sniff your wrist too.”

I shrugged. She was right. It was fun even if it wasn't manly.

I pulled the black jeans up and tucked my shirt, then put on the coat and went to the full-length mirror. My hard-on barely showed, tucked tightly in the sheer panties under the black jeans, and the coat covered my little breasts well. I pulled it to the side, and a hint of a black bra was visible as a shadow under the white shirt. Hmm. “Honey, see if this is okay to go out in. Can you see the bra at all?”

She stood back, tucked the shirt tight, and looked me over. She unbuttoned one more button of my shirt, exposing my hairless chest with newfound cleavage framed in black lace.

I tried to button it back up, and she pulled my hand away. “Honey. No. They’ll see it from the side.”

“They won’t. Who cares if they do? I’ll get to enjoy a glimpse of that lovely cleavage here and there. And the coat can cover it okay, anyway. Let’s go.”

She took my hand, and we walked in minced steps to the stairs. “Oh, wait. Come back. One more thing.”

She sat me on the bed. “Take your cowboy boots off.”

She went into the closet as I took them off, and she came out with women’s black ankle boots with a chunky, tall heel. “Put these on.”

“Honey!”

“It’ll make you taller, so you’re closer to my height in heels. Do it. No one will see them under your bootcut jeans. Besides, your cowboy boots have a two-inch heel; these are only two more.”

I scoffed and slid them on. They fit like a glove, and when I tried walking in them, I had to adjust my center of gravity, but it felt neat and gave me a shorter, somewhat powerful feeling step that seemed sexy and tough. “Hmm, weird.” I looked in the mirror, and you couldn't see the heel under the pants.

“See? Hidden.”

I nodded. “I suppose. As long as I don’t cross my legs.”

She sat me on the bed. “One more thing to make you sexy and hot. Stay.”

Stay… like her puppy. She came back and leaned down, applying eyeliner to me. “Don’t worry. I’m not drawing it back like mine. It’s very light.” She put on mascara. “Very light.” Lip gloss. “No real color in this. Just a light tint to shape them out more and a subtle shine to enhance their appearance, making them look healthier.

She started to put blush on my cheeks when I grabbed her hand. “Enough! Honey, stop.”

She took my hand away and held it as she finished applying blush, undeterred by my protest. She tugged my hand and took me to the mirror. “See? Very handsome. Avant-garde. Looks good, right? Can’t even tell there’s blush, eyeliner, mascara, or lip gloss. Just eyes that pop, lips that shine, and cheeks that are plump and healthy-looking. Tell me that’s not the case.”

I shrugged as I observed myself, turning my head from side to side. I looked… androgynous. I could have been a woman in a man’s jeans and coat, or a man with a great face. I suppose it was normal enough to look at either way.

“I love that you got rid of that awful adolescent-looking beard. You’re so neat and clean now, and your face is so nice looking.”

“But no one can tell I’m a guy. Someone might call me miss.”

“So…I could correct them.”

“You?”

“Well, your voice won’t convince them you’re a guy, right?”

I shrugged. “I guess you’re right.” I took a deep breath. I was depressed. I wasn’t anything like the guys I knew. “I’m such a failure. So… so… androgynous. So unmanly.”

She cupped my face in her hands. “You are not a failure. You’re brilliant! Graduating summa cum laude, in engineering of all things, proves that. How many people can do that?. So what if you aren’t masculine by society's standards? I love you. You love me. We’re married, and you look ab-so-lute-ly fabulous tonight. Am I good enough for your arm candy… miss?” She snickered. “Oh, excuse me. Sir?” She offered her arm. I offered mine, and she took it with both hands, the way I love it when she does. The way a woman clings to her strong man for support.

She gave me a peck. “I love you, sweetie. I love my beautiful spouse.”

I was filled with joy.

We walked out of the house; my wife and me, the husband… Ha!.. With my stockings tugging with each step, my hips swaying slightly from the high heels, my breasts tugging on my chest, my cock throbbing in my silky panties, and my perfume surrounding me and filling me with this wonderful, alien feminine energy. I had no feeling of manliness at all, but I was never more powerful and happy.

If this night wasn’t going to be special, it sure was going to be different. I hoped we’d make a great memory from it. I’d take it all off before we screwed, anyway. Then there’d be no horrible memories for her of our wedding night with me in stockings, garter belt, and bra. But, if this is what she wanted, who was I to say it was wrong? Maybe she wanted to remember how much fun this was. How she got me to do whatever she wanted me to do? How she took away any hint of my masculinity and had me enjoy every moment.

I tossed it off and told myself to enjoy the evening thoroughly. Enjoy this aberration, this anti-masculine experience that made me tingle and throb. It made me even hornier for her. Maybe that was her plan! Soon… I’d stuff my man raging beast into Freyja, lower my voice, grunt, and make guttural, animal sounds like some monster as I continually pounded her feminine body into a blissful rapture. Just like I’ve been waiting so long for, and with her on the pill, I could do it bareback and flood her with my seed. It would all be worth it. Heck, it was kinda cool having this secret sexiness under our clothes that no one would know about.


A Wife at Dinner

Freyja opened my door for me, and I slid into the passenger seat of her car, filled with the scent of leather and now, perfume. She climbed into the driver's seat, and her dress hiked up on her right leg as she raised it to engage the brake, revealing the tops of her sheer black stockings, clasped to the garter belt. It made me throb again. Everything made me throb, it seemed.

I looked out the window as she set up her phone, enabled the GPS, started the car, and then drove off. Her deep man’s voice of Siri guided us through the speakers. She was glowing as she drove.

She glanced at me and smiled. She grasped my hand and squeezed it, then placed my hand and hers on my crotch. “How are those panties, Linnie? Seems you're nice and hard in them. Mmm.”

“They are nice.”

“And the stockings?”

“Nice too, I guess. Silky. Slippery.”

“Good.” She glanced back, smiling, and tugged on my zipper on my pants. “If I weren't driving, I'd take it out and play with it for you, like you like me to. I should have let you drive my car instead.”

“That’s okay.”

“No. It isn’t. This is a special night. Take it out and make it feel nice. I want to see you do like you were when I was putting on my stockings. That was so hot. It made me proud to see you jerking off to me. It’s such a compliment. Please? We have 19 minutes before we get there. Do it for me?”

I shrugged and undid my belt, then unzipped, grabbed it all, and pulled it out, putting the panties under my globes and tucking them under them well to get them out of the way, plus, it lifted and cradled the whole package nicely, even making it look bigger. I took my man meat between my thumb, index, and middle fingers and looked at Freyja while I gently caressed it and sent lovely sensations into it.

“See? Isn’t that nice? You can touch my legs or squeeze my breasts if you want. I’d like that and it won't bother me driving.”

I did for a while, then I stopped caressing her.

“What’s wrong?”

“Making my rib sore on the console.”

“Oh. Sorry. Why don’t you slip your pants down and caress your stockings while you play with it? And play with your breasts. Please?”

I did, and was intoxicated doing it, caressing my legs in their silky stockings, squeezing my breasts, as my eyes flitted over her legs and breasts as she drove. It was as if I were her. As if I had become her. Now I knew when women dressed sexy to go out, it wasn’t just to entice the male, but also it enhanced and allowed for the woman to become a sexual being, apart from the mundane jean and sweatpants world. I loved this world they were allowed.

Yet I knew I was going to be manly inside of her hot, tight slit and spewing massive amounts of masculine emissions into her. My breath became choppy, and I whimpered as I oozed from the tip onto my thumb and held back the finish with a quick draw of air, a little squeal, and stopping the caresses.

“Wipe the tip with your finger and lick it off.”

I did and shuddered.

“Good girl.”

If it weren’t for her saying that, I might have accidentally released. I let it go, and it bobbed twice freely, oozing a drop that I caught and licked up. Then it stopped bobbing and started to shrink.

I grimaced. “Girl?”

“Yes.”

“Why did you call me that?”

“I like to imagine you are one sometimes. You’re so sweet. You should have been one.”

I was softening rapidly. She saw it.

“See? It’s calmed down. Good. Now you can start again. I was giving you a break. I wanted you to cool down so you wouldn’t have an accident. Go ahead and make it big for me again. I want it big and hard like it was for when you stuff that monster into me.”

I began again in earnest, fully engaged once again in watching Freyja and caressing my legs, breasts, and shaft. It was as hard as a rock as we pulled into the valet, with me caught off guard. I scrambled to get my pants up and zipped and buckled before the door opened on her side. The only problem was I had a tent in my black jeans because my panties were still under my globes, lifting it all up, and I was hard as a rock.

Not to worry, I thought. I got out, swept my coat off, and deftly put it over my arm to cover my display. Freyja came to me and took my offered other arm, and we walked in short strides in our high heels to the entrance. She smiled as I opened the door. “See? If you had my five-inch heels, you’d be the same height as me now. We were never able to go to dinner like this. This is awesome.”

She marched in front of me to the maitre’d, tugging me like a child in tow. He was smiling and looking us up and down. She gave her name and the maitre’d gathered menus and said, “Right this way, ladies. I have a lovely seating area for tapas on the patio, shaded by a fragrant, large lilac bush.”

I stumbled and caught myself thinking I should correct him, but then I thought, why didn’t Freyja already do it? I gave up. He seated us and said, “Have a lovely evening, ladies,” and left.

Our waiter was there in a flash, espousing the characteristics of various drinks as he went through the drink menu he had given us. We read along as he described the presentation, effect, and flavor. Freyja smiled and looked up at him. “My husband and I like the one you said had a libidinous impact and was good for couples in love. The pink colored one in a martini glass with edible flowers, wasn’t it?”

The waiter was looking strangely at me, his eyes flitting all over me. I stumbled, trying to speak. “I uh…”

“Sweetheart. Please have something other than your usual. It’s a special night.”

I looked up at the waiter, smiling. His eyes flitted to my face and hair, and then I could tell he was looking at my chest. He had a shocked look on his face. Shit! I forgot to put the coat back on when I sat down. The maitre’d probably saw the bra making bumps like breasts in my shirt and a shadow of black under the white shirt, or even my lace-edged cleavage, too. That means this guy did too! My face flushed. “Yeah sure.” I immediately looked down at the menu, my face flushed.

“Return shortly.” He dashed off.

“Honey! I forgot to put my coat back on.” I looked down at my shirt, and the lace edging of the bra showed as well as my cleavage. “Oh, crap!” I hurriedly tried to button up and put on my coat.

She pulled my hands away. “Stop! You’ll ruin the look. Who cares? Let it be. It’s done. He saw. The maitre’d did for sure too because with no coat at all, it was plain as day you had boobs, a bra, and cleavage, because his eyes flitted to them. So what?”

“You called me your husband.”

“Should I have called you my wife?”

“Seems that way. I mean, everyone thinks I’m a girl, anyway.”

“Then we should call you and refer to you as a girl. Proper pronouns and all. Heck. I should have just put you in a minidress. You’d be much more comfortable, and it'd fit your appearance much better.”

“Honey!”

“Oh, relax. You know it’s true. No one would give it a second thought. Next time, then.”

“There won’t be a next time. I’m a guy.”

“Hmm.” Her face took on an ugly look as she studied me like puke on the carpet. “We had such a good night to look forward to, but you’re ruining the mood by being all babyish. Be brave. Show me your courage. I know you have lots. Promise me you’ll present fully as a woman tomorrow, and then we can relax and enjoy tonight. I’ll help. We’ll do it all the way, so no one questions your gender again. Okay? Be brave. If not, then well…” She rolled her eyes, made a smirk and whispered, “consummation may have to wait until I can get in the mood by overcoming this new data saying you aren’t brave.”

“Oh god. Freyja, please.”

She looked away and perked right up. “Oh, look! Here comes our drinks.” Her hand went to my thigh and slid the jeans on my stocking under them as she gazed into my eyes. “I’ll fix it right now. You care too much about what others think. Relax. Smile. Be pretty.”

The waiter placed the drinks before us and stood with his hands behind his back once more, taking me in inquisitively. His eyes flitting about.

Freyja said, “I’m sorry. My wife said I called her my husband when I ordered drinks. I said that because she wishes she were the boss in our relationship, so I call her that as a joke. She’s my wife and I’m hers.”

“Ah! I see. Yes. She is wearing the pants, and wants to be your boss, so you call her your husband. Now it makes sense. I never would have thought she was a man!” He scoffed. “Not ever. She’s far too pretty and feminine for that. Thank you for clearing up my confusion, which was both disrespectful and unfounded. I’m so sorry you noticed.”

“Not at all. Thank you.”

“I’ll leave you newlyweds to your first drink. Enjoy!” He dashed off, seemingly satisfied. It was official. In this place, to him, the maitre’d and anyone else, I was not a man. Great. I could never come back here in my men’s clothes or they’d think I was crossdressing.

Freyja grinned with satisfaction as she rubbed my crotch, trying to make me hard after my breakdown. “See, gorgeous? All is well now. Tomorrow we’ll fix all of this.”

“Honey!”

“Now don’t ruin my mood. It’s our marital consummation night. Right, my princess? Enjoy your newfound sensations and pleasures. It’ll only get better from here on. Trust me.” She gave me a peck on the lips and lifted her glass with her long-fake-nailed fingers as they glinted in the sunlight. The breeze blew the scent of lilacs from beside us as we sat in the shade. An overlay of freshly mowed grass merged with it. We clinked and sipped.

The drink was very refreshing and tasty. “Mmm, lovely drink.”

“Yes. Isn’t it so much better than a bourbon on the rocks? Besides, that would conflict with the gender you present yourself as best. Right? I think bourbons on the rocks are for at-home only now. But now that you’ll be my wife, you probably won’t want them anyway, will you, princess?”

I could have blown up with all the princess and wife stuff. But I’d not get what I’d been waiting so long for, and it would upset Freyja. Discretion being the better part of valor, I submitted. “I probably won’t. They’re not that great and burn my throat sometimes. You’re right. This is better.” I raised my glass to her, and we clinked and sipped.

Freyja rubbed my leg. “I’m so proud of you. Soon I’ll be even prouder. I never imagined you becoming a lackluster, mundane, masculine-presenting being. I always imagined you to be a powerful, sexy, feminine being. Ever since adolescence, when other boys were becoming strapping young men, I knew you’d be better and happier as a girl. That wasn’t possible in that world, though. But, soon, I’ll have the spouse I always wanted. You. Completely in tune with yourself, as you should be.”

“But that won’t be all the time, will it? I mean, I’ll only dress like a girl sometimes.”

She shrugged. “I think as you gain more experience and comfort by presenting as a girl, you’ll prefer it. If you don’t, then you can always go back. Right? Let me do my magic tomorrow, and you'll have a week to explore. If you don’t like it and don’t want to stay that way, then so be it. Okay? Can you be brave for me? Show me the courageous spouse I married?”

I shrugged.
She looked around, then slid her cool hand into my jeans and wrapped a finger carefully around my soft dick, tugging it, and looked into my eyes. I began to grow in her finger-grip as I looked around. No one saw. I kissed her deeply, broke the kiss, and pulled her hand out. “I’ll be brave. For a week.”

She beamed and jumped up and down like a little girl with substantial jiggling boobs that threatened to create a wardrobe accident. I laughed and caressed her silky stockings, gazing lovingly into her eyes. I loved it when she was happy. It made me feel proud and brave to do this for her. “I love you, Freyja.”

“I love you too—even more day by day. Be my wife forever?”

For now, I’ll be your wife for dinner.

“I’ll take it.”

She gave me a peck.


Consummating

After all the nervousness, embarrassment, and tension, Freyja managed to get me mentally lubricated enough to relax and almost enjoy acting like her wife. Heck, I wasn't embarrassed to have her pay for dinner, being a wife. It made me proud to have her taking care of me.

Besides, Freyja was incredible how she managed to discreetly undo my pants and keep my entire package out throughout dinner under my napkin while she played with it or made me play with it. She told me how she wanted me to stay on the edge as much as possible to make my first time inside her extra special.

“You’re being such a good girl, Linnie. I’m so proud of how you’re overcoming your paradigms and enjoying being the sexy young lady you are, and showing me how much I excite you by constantly playing with yourself and holding off on the finish. I love it when it makes you whimper and have choppy breathing, or makes you utter cute little squeaks and such. It’s such a compliment and will make it oh so wonderful for you to stuff that thing into my tight, hot, wet, begging place.”

I had to let go when she said that last sentence and take a deep breath, looking around. “I don't know how much more of this I can take, honey. I’m like… ready to squirt. It’ll probably shoot and spurt forever.”

I glided my hand on her silky thigh, and she pulled my hand under her dress and pressed my fingers on her dampness. “See how wet you're making me?” She slid the panties aside and wiped my fingers across her hairless twat, looking into my eyes. “See?”

She took my hand away, and I wiped it on the napkin. “Wow. We should go.”

“Sure, honey.” She looked around and waved to the waiter to bring the check. He fetched it, and she paid for it.

The waiter grinned, “Ah, the other woman is now the husband, paying the bill. Enjoy your evening, ladies!” Thank you both.

Being called a lady still didn’t feel as bad as if I were perceived to be the man not paying for dinner. How weird the paradigms of our upbringing and society are. At that stage, I didn’t care. This was good right now because, as far as anyone else knew, I wasn't a guy. I was a wife with a powerful husband to support me.

I once again hung my coat over my arm to hide my stiffy, and now, not only did I not care I was perceived as a woman, but I even wanted to show off some cleavage and walk sexy in my high-heeled boots to let everyone think I was a real girl and not a guy acting like one. I even clung to Freyja’s offered arm with both hands like I loved her doing to me, and doing so, I emphasized she was the dominant one and I was the submissive woman proud to be on her powerful arm.

It was a fun illusion. Now to get home, strip off this feminine bullshit, and fuck my wife.

Freyja glanced over at me as I gazed out the passenger window. She placed my hand on her thigh and glided it. “Caress my leg, honey. I’d do yours, but you have pants on. Hey! Want to take them off? We’re just going home now. You don’t need them anymore. They’ll come off over your boots. The bootcut is wide enough.”

“Uh…”

“Go ahead. The tails of your shirt will be like a very short minidress. We have some time yet. Enjoy the freedom and the cool air on them, and I can caress one of them as I drive for you.”

“May as well, since I’ll be stripping all of this off to make our consummation memory when we get home.” I wriggled out of my pants and tossed them in the back seat with my coat. It certainly looked like my white shirt was a mini dress above the black stockings and garter belt. The rousing scent of the perfume she sprayed on them wafted to my nose.

She glanced at me and grimaced a bit, then moved my hand from her thigh to mine. “Feel how silky your sexy legs are. How feminine they are. It suits you so well. I can't wait to make our memory of our consummation night with you all pretty and feminine.”

“Really? I was going to strip naked and be your beast.”

“You can still be my beast—just a lioness instead of a bull. I want to hold on to the memory of this night when we consummated our union with you as my wife. It’s what I always dreamed of for us. It’ll be so much more special for us both. So much more sensual and lovely with all the stockings, perfume, makeup, and silky clothing. Tell me this isn’t more sensual than being naked. Right? Unless you'd rather we were both naked. Don’t you like me dressed in my stockings and high heels and things? I could wear pants and flats and a conservative top to dinner next time, if you like that better.”

I shrugged as my hand unconsciously glided on my leg, and my thumb and finger stroked gently while I looked at Freyja’s sexy, stockinged legs and heaving breasts with hard nipples, the streetlights illuminating them as we passed. “Uh… no. No… I love it when you dress up like this to go out. It's so sexy.”

“Good. Because it makes me feel sexy, too, that’s a big part of why I want you to dress sexy for me, too. Then I know you feel sexy, too.”

“I guess that makes sense.” My breath was choppy while I jerked it with my fingers and caressed my stockinged leg, squeezed my breasts, and imagined those legs of hers pushed back and me pounding her slit. I stopped and drew a big breath, letting it bob free in the air as it oozed a drop.

She chuckled. “See? That clinches it. Lick it up. You’ll be dressed sexy for it. Done.”

Back home, Freyja parked at the end of the driveway and made us walk all the way up it, me in my minidress shirt and high-heeled boots. The cool breezes of the night air were like fingers caressing my stockinged thighs, and my exposed, lifted package bobbing in the air, the way she made me keep it. It was a scary thing being out in the open like that, barely dressed. Freyja made it less scary by offering me her arm to cling to. 
We ended up going up and down the driveway a few times before stopping so we could enjoy the start of the evening and the fresh air; the air caressing my stockinged legs, my breasts tugging, cleavage jiggling on my chest, and my ragingly hard, bobbing shaft oozing in the cool air. I had to hold back from finishing because it was all so sensual.

Freyja took us both upstairs and removed her dress, then slid into a black lace and satin babydoll top. Then she came over to me as I was hanging my pants and coat up, standing there in a bra, panties, stockings, and boots.

“Take off those boots. I have bed shoes for you.”

I sat and slid the boots off, then she handed me a pair of five-inch heeled, strappy, black patent stilettos, and I strapped them to my ankles. She held a babydoll top, like she had on, above me, and I raised my arms into it, and it slid down to the bottom of my butt. Next were matching, sheer black waistcoats that tied around our waists. “There. All ready.”

She sprayed fresh perfume on each of us and took me by the hand into the bathroom. She undid my man bun and fluffed it out with a brush, then created two ponytails and wrapped the base in ruffled black satin, adorned with a black flower on each. The ponytails were raised on each side of my head, and I fluffed them, and she sprayed them.

Next, she reapplied my makeup, adding eyeliner to draw it back and sweep it up like hers, then applied more mascara to make the lashes longer and fuller. She then contoured my face and used a vivid red, 24-hour lipstick to enhance my lips.

I stared at myself in the mirror as she took my studs out and replaced them with long dangling earrings, two in each earlobe. I was gorgeous. She added jewelry, including a necklace with a pendant that rested between my cleavage, as well as bracelets and rings.

Last, she had me slip on a red satin ruffled garter on each leg at the clasp area. Then she took another matching garter and lowered my sheer black panties and wrapped the garter around the whole package, twisted it, and wrapped it around my white chocolate truffles, making the entire package stand up and out as my man meat bobbed in the air wildly of its own accord, a drip oozing from the tip. This was it. Soon. Moments to blast off.

“Isn’t it so efficient?! Look at how proud and at attention it all looks, fiercely bobbing like crazy!” She squealed with delight. “I love it! It's so special. Is it ready?” Her eyes were wide.

I nodded sheepishly, feeling highly aroused but very weird and embarrassed indeed.

She led me by the hand to the bed and we both drew back the covers to the pink satin sheets she insisted on buying for tonight. We both slid onto the bed. It was heavenly how slippery we were on it and against each other as she embraced me and wrapped her silky, stockinged leg over mine as we kissed deeply. I squeezed her breast, and she pulled her bra beneath them, my hand exploring them both enthusiastically.

She broke the kiss. “Oh, Linnie. Suck my nipples, please?”

I dove onto them and took turns back and forth as I sucked, nibbled, filled my mouth, squeezed them, and tried to consume them. She caressed my head. “Oh, princess, that feels so wonderful. Thank you, baby.”

I mumbled around the mouthful of tit and continued my fervent indulgence. Freyja’s hand had gone to her crotch and became busy as she moaned sweetly and caressed my head. Soon, she came with her fingers rubbing the outside and let out a sweet whimper and then said, “Oh god. I’m ready. Take me, my lioness. Breed your wife. Make me wild and shuddering from your ragingly hard woman pleaser.”

I was on her in a second, pushing apart her legs, then pressing her thighs back, her high heels in the air. I moved in close and felt for the hole with my hand, guiding it. I pushed forward, looking into her eyes, then began humping.

The look on her face was one of confusion.

“Are you okay, honey? I’m not hurting you, am I?”

“Uh…no. Not at all. Are you in?”

“I think so. You aren't very tight, but I think it’s in.”

She pushed me up to look down there, and we both looked. It was all the way in to the red garters wrapped around it tightly. The sight of it made me wild, and I pounded her in short strokes like an adolescent pounding his pillow.

I whimpered, my body stiffened, and I looked into her shocked eyes as my hidden cock jerked and spasmed and spewed itself inside of her. We both looked down, and it popped out. She grabbed it with her thumb and forefinger, her pinky finger extended, and put it back in, while it finished spurting, and my whimpering self shuddered to my toes. Her eyes were wide with shock.

“Are you okay, Freyja?” I stroked her hair. “You look shocked or something.”

“Uh…no. I’m fine. It was just like…so fast and… and… I didn’t feel what I thought I’d feel. It was as if it wasn't there. Are you sure it was in?”

“We both saw it.”

“Maybe it slid under instead of in.”

“No. It was in. I felt the wet and heat, and you put it back in to finish it coming. It was in until it popped out, and then you put it in again. You didn’t feel it squirming and jerking inside?”

“Unfortunately, no. Oh well. I shouldn’t have built up your anticipation so much. You would have lasted longer. And building your anticipation must have built mine up more, and then it was different. Oh well. It was nice, though. I loved you doing that for me. It was sweet seeing you do it, too, and hearing you whimper when you let it go was adorable.”

“I whimpered? No way. I grunted and groaned and stuff.”

“She rolled her eyes. I heard you whimpering, and little squeaks and squeals came out of your lips as it shot off. Your whole body clenched up, and you stretched your high heels back as you did. It was so darling! So intense and delicate at the same time.”

I rolled off her to the side, sat cross-legged, and hung my head. “I’m such a failure. The only time you came was with your hand. I couldn’t even give my wife an orgasm on her wedding night. I’m such a loser.”

She sat cross-legged next to me and wrapped her arm around me. “You’re not a loser. It’s my fault. It's still early, so we can try again, and you might last longer this time. Maybe I’ll be able to make it better and feel it better. Okay? Let’s take a break, and we can come back in a little bit.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “I love you, princess. I love you very much.”

“I love you, too.”

She slid off the bed, offered me her hand, and led me downstairs. What was I expecting? This time will be better. She’ll make it tighter, and I’ll last longer, and she’ll come like a rocket.

We had a drink in the fresh air on the patio by the light of the moon. I relaxed as we sat on the swing, our stilettos on the ground, making the swing move, as we caressed each other’s stockinged legs and took in the stars while sipping our drinks.

It was a beautiful night. Freyja grinned, bent down, grasped my limpness with thumb and forefinger and stretched it like Play-Dough, then took the head between her red lips and sucked it all in like spaghetti, looking up at me, running her tongue around it while sucking it. It inflated in a second, and she was able to bob her head on it. She puckered her lips tight on it like sucking a straw, still holding the base with her thumb and forefinger. I whimpered and placed my hand on her head gently, and began humping in short strokes into her gorgeous face.

In a choppy little voice, I heard myself utter, “Oh sweetie, Freyja. That is so lovely. Your lips are so tight and hot.” One of my hands went to my breasts and squeezed them. My other hand grabbed my other breast and squeezed it. It was as if they were real as I crushed them to my chest, looking down at Freyja as I pierced her silky, tight lips. I whimpered loudly and heard myself squeal as the sensations approached. In a second, I’d gush into her face.

She slurped off it, giggled, took my hand, and we dashed up the stairs.

She leapt onto the bed, spread her legs, and guided me into her. I pounded away. It was hot and very wet, but not the least bit tight. I worked her diligently, careful not to let it pop out by limiting my strokes to very short, fast, and hard ones like a woodpecker. I laughed at how unlike a male pornstar I was. A woodpecker. Ha!

I lifted myself, biting my lip, and looked at Freyja as she rolled her head and looked around the room. I looked back down to be sure I was still in her. It was nowhere near as good as her tight lips had been.

I humped her like crazy, banging it at the end as hard as I could. I heard a little squeak pop from my open mouth each time I drove it home, my eyes wide, looking at her and biting my lip in between rammings.

Freyja gave me a flat smile, seemingly oblivious to my ministrations. “I think we should get a pretty corner chair that’s comfortable, feminine, and has a footstool that matches. That would be nice there. I think you’d look pretty sitting on it, too. You could put on your stockings and heels there. It would make a delightful picture of you to put on the dresser.”

In a high, tiny, nearly out-of-breath voice, I stammered, “What!?” I humped and humped, breathing heavily.

“Yeah, a corner chair and footstool. And maybe a California king bed.”

“Whatever you want, honey.” She was shaking from each thrust I nailed into her, her feet in her high heels above her, flailing in the air.

“Is this okay, Freyja? Is it good?”

“It’s fine, honey. It’s just fine. Keep going.”

“Do you feel anything?”

“Just you bruising my pelvis and smashing my clit. But it's fine. Does it feel good for you?”

“Uh…kinda sloppy and loose. Are you being tight?”

“As tight as I can make it. I know how to use my Kegel muscles.”

She was playing absentmindedly with her breasts as she looked around the room. “Yeah. We’ll turn this room into a love-making room. All sexy and made for sex. Okay? You can do this to me every day, then. It’ll give you some great cardio.”

“You bet.” I couldn’t imagine doing this every day. I was horrified at the thought of it. I was running out of steam, and I couldn't get enough stimulation to make myself come from it, and was beginning to soften and shrink. It would fall out soon. Now what? “Uh, honey. I can’t keep this up much longer. Mind if I stop? It isn’t working for either of us.”

“Oh, I hadn’t noticed. It was very sweet, though. I love how fervent you are when you make love to me. Of course. Stop, princess. Don’t give yourself a back ache. I’m good. Take a break. We can do it in sets, like exercising every night. A few sets a night.”

I rolled off her, and she cradled me to her, my head on her breast. I turned my head and sucked it like a baby trying to get mom’s milk. I needed my security boob to make it all okay. If I had to do that every night in multiple sets, it would be appalling. What the hell will I do!?

She caressed my hair. “I love you, sweetie.”

I mumbled from the mouthful of breast and nodded.

“Mind if I take out something that might help you with this?”

I nodded and mumbled, stuck in my anxiety. She took my pacifier away. I lay there staring at the ceiling, gliding my legs against each other unconsciously.

She rolled back over. “I bought some toys for our consummation night, too. Thought it might add some extra spice.” She waved a big, realistic, manly-looking fake one, complete with balls in a swinging hairless sack. “Oh, my god. It’s crazy.”

“Isn’t it? Reminded me of a boyfriend I dated once. He wasn’t very bright, but sure knew how to use it.”

She laughed and took it between her lips, eyes wide as she bobbed her head on it, stroked it, and looked into my eyes. “Mmm,” she mumbled around it, then slurped off it. “That’s a mouthful. Try it and see.” She held my head and pressed it against my lips, pushing it. “C’mon, princess. Don’t be bashful. Be brave. You can do it.”

I opened my mouth, my eyes wide as she stroked it in and out of my mouth. My lips were rubbed with what seemed like velvety skin. “Good girl. Now run your tongue over the tip and around the shaft as you bob your head on it.” She stopped stroking it into my face. “C’mon, be a big girl and bob your head on it for him.”

I did, and my little thingy began bobbing in my gartered package below. “That’s it. Act as if you're really into it. Be brave. Have some spirit about it. Moan around it. Whimpering would be nice too.”

I whimpered and closed my eyes and bobbed my head and ran my tongue, and I didn’t have to fake it. I was fervent. I didn’t know why, but it was such a big turn-on. I was whimpering and moaning and going crazy. I grabbed it with both hands and tugged the balls in their sacks and wrapped my other hand around the thick shaft and bobbed my head on it while Freyja sat on her haunches, smiled, and stroked my hair. “Good girl. Such a good girl. Isn’t that fun?”

I nodded rapidly multiple times and whimpered, breathing hard through my nose. It was incredible. I could imagine if it were real. I got on my knees and placed the item on the bed, hunched over it, and humped the air as I worked it, whimpering. My cock was bobbing like crazy and oozing, and I was getting so close to coming. It was heavenly. I had to go faster, and soon I’d finish. This was awesome!!

Suddenly, Freyja lifted me as I clenched the thing and kept bobbing on it and humping the air, and she yanked it from my face. She patted my back. “Good girl. You're coming along very well. You’re becoming the girl I always knew you were. I’m so proud of you. Now I need to borrow that for a while so we can come. Will you come with me?”

I had my head down and my eyes up, looking sheepish as I played with myself, looking at her. This was so much better than trying to make her come with me, slopping around inside her. “Please? May I?”

“Of course, dear. Now lie down next to me on my left and put your head on my breast. That’s it. Wrap your leg over mine. Good girl.”

She took the thing and spread her legs, pressing it into her, as she stretched herself, her eyes going wide and a smile filling her face. “Mmm, lovely. So much like my old dumb boyfriend.”

Her left hand slid down to my garter wrapped package, and she draped it in silky pink satin panties, then made a fist around it loosely. “There, How’s that? Hump my hand while Rodney fucks me. Okay?”

I nodded and began humping the satin-panty-filled tunnel deliciously.

“Is that nice for you? Is it tight enough? Too tight?”

“No. It’s just right. Perfect. So silky. Thanks, sweetie.”

“No. Thank you for watching as Rodney fucks me and fills me with his seed. That's very brave and grown-up of you to give your wife such a lovely gift. Of course, you know I’m only using Rodney for the sex. It’s you I love as my wife.”

I nodded while watching her slowly stroke that thing out, shove it in, and gasp, and make her eyes open wide and a smile shake on her face. My salvation from endless nights of humping into warm, wet, Kleenex-like flesh for set after set of cardio was here. The universe had saved me! “Freyja, you’re so beautiful this way. I only wish I could make you this happy.”

She was breathing hard. She swung it around as if his hips were swinging as he thrusted, and her legs twitched. “Huh, uh…it’s okay, princess. This isn't your purpose. You’re a girl and my wife. This is something that others, less fortunate than you, have to do. Others who aren't as smart or pretty as you. Kind of like a specialist. A plumber, an electrician, a car mechanic, a lawyer, a doctor. We wouldn’t do those jobs when others can do it better and quicker, right?”

“True.” What she was saying was frightening, but it made sense. Could we be in love and stay together as a couple, using others to please her? She seemed to imply that was what she was thinking, and the fake one was just a necessary fill-in for now to show me what a manly piece can do for a woman. Or, maybe the toy was all she needed. I loved that toy for saving me from hell, and I had to take good care of it. Buy more even.

I restrained myself on the edge of release and humped her satin fist slowly as I watched and felt Freyja building and building to her climax, Rodney doing his manly thing, spreading her and filling her and making her writhe with pleasure. “Does Rodney come inside of you?”

“He had many, many times. He wore a rubber back then, though.”

Well, there it is. She has had experiences that made her happy. It thrilled me somehow to think of her having them. Yet she restrained herself with me until now. Why? “No, sweetie. I mean, this Rodney you’re using now.”

She chuckled. “Unfortunately, no. Why? Would you have liked that?”

I nodded hurriedly. “I think so. Maybe because I know you’d have liked to feel it when it happened, because when I did, you didn't feel anything… and it disappointed you.”

“Now stop that, my little angel. You never disappoint me. I was thinking you might be someone you aren’t. It's my fault. Just relax and enjoy now. Imagine Rodney is real, like I’m doing. When Rodney comes in me, I’m gonna come like crazy, and I was hoping you could come with us. At that point, hump my silky fist like it’s your tight and silky little friend. Okay? Okay, princess?” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Mmm. My silky little friend is lovely right now. Mmm.” I nodded and glided my leg over hers. “May I suck your breasts?”

“Oh yes, girl! I’m your wife. I’m yours. Please do. Suck your wife's breasts while her boyfriend Rodney fucks her.”

She took them both out for me, and I filled my mouth with one while she became more intense with her use of Rodney. Her voice was choppy with her breathing heavy while Rodney stuffed her over and over, the balls in the sacks making slapping sounds against her wet flesh.

She squealed. “That’s it, Rodney. Fuck your slutty girlfriend. Fill her with your bestial juices. Make her rapture with that manly monster.”

I mumbled around her breast, running my tongue around her nipple and biting it on and off while my hand squeezed and tugged it. My other hand massaged her other breast. I humped her hand, swirling my hips and going slowly and deliciously as if doing it all to show off for my little friend down there.

Her other hand stroked my hair. “My lovely little girl. I love how you’re doing my hand. So sensual, so fancy, so sexy, like a special dance. Makes me very happy.” Her hand went back to Rodney. She moaned and squealed as she rammed herself. “Oh yes, Rodney, you beast. You’re hung like a horse. Ride me, you hunk of man flesh!” She squealed again like a stuck pig. I was humping her loose grip furiously and whimpering. I imagined Rodney was real, and he was about to fill my wife with his seed as he grunted and groaned and stuffed.

Her legs twitched and her body tensed. “That’s it, Rodney! I can feel you coming inside of me. Fill my cup to overflowing. Linnie, come now, princess. Fill my hand from your pretty and petite little girl thing while Rodney fills my womanhood.”

I even loved her calling it a pretty and petite little girl thing now, for some reason. It seemed all was exactly how it should be then. I was her little girlie pet, and Rodney was her lover, and it was all good. I loved that she was being filled with his seed and was proud to have helped her have such pleasure.

I whimpered and squealed, muffled squeals as my legs in my stockings and high heels shot out stiff. My mouth took all of her breast into it that it could, and my little girl spasmed and jerked and spewed a massive amount of toe-to-head-pulling spurts into her silky-pantied grip while I thrusted furiously into it like when I was little and in love with my pillow.

After what seemed forever, the sounds of Freyja moaning and howling and me whimpering and squeaking subsided, and all that I could hear was the sound of our labored breathing and her hand stroking the side of my head and ear, and her heart pounding beneath her breast. “I love you, Linnie. You’re turning out to be such a perfect wife. I’m so glad I married you. We’ve officially consummated our marriage…” She giggled. “With a little help from Rodney…and I don't know why I waited so long.” She kissed my forehead.

I mumbled around her breast, nodded, and took her other breast into my mouth and lay there at peace, gliding my stockinged legs against hers, my breasts crushed against the bed.


A Lively Wake-up Call Starts a New Life

I lay there with the sun on my face, my eyes closed, still wearing what I wore the night before. I glided my stockinged legs delicately against the satin sheets and sighed, my morning wood throbbing in its garter wrappings.

Then I felt the bed move and smelled the scent of a freshly washed and perfumed Freyja. “Shh, keep your eyes closed, princess. I have a treat for my wife this morning. Just lie there.”

I did, and a smile grew on my face. I stretched out my legs. Kisses landed on my face, chest, and legs, and I giggled. Then something enveloped my little thing, which was wet, warm, and snug. It tugged me deeper into it, stretching it out as it grew. A humming sound ensued, and then my thingy was humming with it. It began to suck and stretch it over and over while vibrating, and the temperature increased. I humped into it, whimpering from the immense pleasure it delivered. It was incredible.

Next, my hand was placed on the rather large machine that was sucking and vibrating, and my other hand was filled with a freshly washed, Rodney fake and moved to my mouth. I took it in and fervently made love to it, hearing myself humming and making little squeaks around it intensely while the machine sucked me up and back and vibrated.

Freyja whispered in my ear. “Isn’t it nice to be sucking Rodney?”

“Mmm.” I nodded and opened my eyes to see her bright eyes smiling at me as she stroked my hair, and I bobbed on Rodney industriously, moaning around it, my eyes wide. “Such a pretty girl. You look so good with a Rodney stuffing your pretty face. Now, make Rodney come for you. Harvest his passionate release. Get your compliment for how pretty you are.”

My eyebrows raised with excited anticipation. Could it be? Would it? I imagined it. Had she gotten a Rodney that comes? I went at it vigorously while humping the machine that was diligently milking ooze from me. It didn’t take but a second before I was whimpering around Rodney.

My toes pointed in my high heels, and my legs twitched. My body shuddered, and I spasmed and jerked, gushing into the machine blast after blast. It was relentless and continued to suck me dry to the point I yelled, “Stop! Please stop! It’s too much!” before Freyja shut it off and let me lie there, breathing heavily around Rodney, my tongue rolling around the thick shaft as I slowly took it in and back, my lips pressing the firm flesh, disappointed I hadn’t harvested his reward.

She took the machine off with a slurp and pop, and I quickly deflated as I lay there hugging my satin pillow, trying to compose myself. I felt Freyja undoing the garter around my package and cleaning it with a warm towel, then drying it. Before I realized it, she had it in a tiny pink cage, all locked up. “There! Enough of that for a while. Now you can focus on what you’ll need to do next. Rise and shine, princess! I’ve made you breakfast, my lovely wife!”

I was locked in a minuscule pink cage, but it didn’t matter. Anything Freyja wanted me to do so far has turned out to be wonderful. That was the best use of morning wood ever, and I even got a free ball wash, just like at the golf course. And now she made me breakfast, too.

I peed through the cage sitting down, my high heels lifting my legs and reminding me I was peeing like a girl, dressed like a girl, and was about to become a girl today. My heart raced. I told myself to trust Freyja. She was right, so far, and I had nothing to lose unless I screwed up and lost her. I couldn’t screw up. I had to do well for her. Do whatever she wanted and do it to the best of my ability. I was her wife now. It was my duty.

Downstairs, Freyja was dressed in a light summer minidress, high heels, and smelled like a dream as she placed the French toast on my plate and kissed my cheek. “Thank you, Freyja. This is lovely.”

“Oh! Thank you, princess. I’m so proud of you. I can’t wait to get your hair and nails done. Are you excited? I am.” She sipped her freshly squeezed grapefruit juice wide-eyed.

I shrugged and nodded while I finished chewing, then said, “I think I’m still processing all of this. So far, it’s been a wonderful experience, but I can’t help thinking how wrong this is. I mean… I’m a guy, and now, instead of a husband, I’m going to be a wife?” I crossed a stockinged leg and bounced my foot in my high heels. I cut my French toast and looked back up at her as I chewed.

She finished chewing and said, nodding, “Of course you’re processing. This represents a significant shift in your self-perception. You’ve built a flawed self-image from your masquerading as a man all this time, and your brain is trying to keep from letting go of the familiar. It’s natural, just as it is, to enter puberty from the world before puberty. You’ve been through that and survived. And now, you’ll not only survive this, but thrive on it because it's what you should have been all along. Be patient. Give it time.”

“I guess. But my ego and, I guess, like you say, my old self is fighting it, I think.”

“It is. Just be the engineer you are and use that to overcome the false data you’ve accumulated. Tell me the data you’ve collected since last night isn’t telling you anything. Your response to all of it is the response of the girl inside, not the guy. Trust me. Your guy is shrinking and soon will be as tiny and insignificant as the little thing useless in your cage.” She giggled.

My face flushed with embarrassment. Must have been the male ego in me yet. She was right. I was more of a girl than a guy… always. I make a terrible guy, but a splendid girl… so far. I nodded. “By the way. Speaking of the cage. What is that about? How will I be able to enjoy that?”

“You’ll see. Well, I may as well tell you now. I put an attachment on in the shower for us. I tested it this morning, and it works well. It’s for cleaning out our bottoms.”

“Why would I want to do that? Heck! Why would you?”

“Oh… I’ve done it before. For the times I wanted to have more than one man inside of me at the same time. Or just one man in there to give them and me greater pleasure. I loved using that orifice! It’s so intense and wonderful. Plus, when I wasn’t on the pill, it was a safe alternative.”

“Heck! We could have done it that way. Why didn’t you say so?”

“You’d never get it in. My butt cheeks are too big, honey.”

“Oh. I guess. Okay. So what did you have, gang bangs or what? You said more than one, Rodney.”

She rolled her eyes. “Well, I have to admit it. Yes. It was wonderful. There was this classy fraternity…Mmm.”

“No. The one on campus? The one where all the guys are clean and neat and top of the class?”

“Uh, huh.”

“Why didn’t you go for one of them?”

“They’re too conservative. If I picked one, that's all I’d ever have. One. With you, we’ll be able to share our men and have as many as we want. Right?”

“Uh, this is going so fast. I don’t know if I want that or am ready for that.”

“You will be. Trust me. Before the week is out, we’ll be the hottest couple of girls around.” She laughed. “You won't be able to resist all the Rodneys. If not, you can watch them please me, and you can use my hand. You enjoyed that, right?”

“I did. Very much. It was even better than the machine. We were so close, and I could suck your breasts while he filled you, and I watched it. Your hand with the satin panties was such a perfect fit for me, too; just the right size and tightness. So why do I have to use the attachment?”

“Because you’ll love having things in there as much as girls do, and the men will love using it and filling it with their passionate releases. You’ll be so proud when you make them so happy. Training starts today.”

I took a deep breath. I nodded sheepishly and ate. My mind was racing. Men sticking it in my ass? I had married a slut? A slut who wants to share boyfriends? I was the wife of a slut and was to become a slut, with her letting men use me for their pleasure? I throbbed in my cage, becoming hard with nowhere for it to grow. Why was I getting hard from this?

Would you get hard from this? I’d think I should be limp and scared, but it aroused me—all of it. Would you?

I imagined their manhoods jerking and spasming inside of me and gushing all that passion into me as they powerfully and masculinely made use of my feminine beauty: Freyja and I with men. Can you imagine that for yourself?

I ate the bacon and French toast, my honeyed grapefruit half, and the fresh-squeezed juice. I drank down my vitamins and juice and then sipped my coffee, just thinking while Freyja was on her phone, her long nails clicking away at it on and off with her smiling and blowing me kisses.

“All done, sweetie? Want some more?”

I shook my head. She came over and bent down to plant a kiss on my head. “Now let's get you cleaned up and ready to go to the salon, and then we can go on a shopping spree. You’ll need to replace your wardrobe and will need clothes for work.”

“I don't have a job. Remember?”

“Oh, right. You will soon, though. You’ll see. You’ll want to look pretty. Come along, little girl.” She held out her hand.

A job as a girl engineer? Maybe I’ll get more than double the salary of a guy engineer like Freyja did. Hmm. Let’s see. I’ve had the best sex ever, and so has Freyja… or at least what I’ve seen of her having sex. I love the sensual nature of being a girl. I loved fake Rodney for some reason. I’ve had it proved how insignificant and feminine my male part is, and now I’m caged, and I was going to have butt training so men can use me there for their pleasure. Oh god.


A Speedy Transformation

“What do you think so far, Linnie? Is it comfortable? Does it feel nice? Does it make you hard in your cage?” Freyja glanced at me as she drove, a satisfied look on her face as if she had everything she wanted.

I wriggled on the plug and it shot off another round of randomly patterned vibrations, making me throb in my cage beneath my summer dress. “Uh… all the above, I guess. Better than I ever thought it would be. Sure made me finish quickly when you said it would be easier to get it in me if I was aroused, and then I was. Thank you for demonstrating your technique for BJs on me, too. It taught me a lot. Such a shame you put me back into the cage after.”

“Oh, you’re so welcome, princess. It will pay dividends. A gift that keeps on giving. You’ll be able to harvest as fast or as slow as you want with those BJ techniques. AND the cage and plug will do what they need to for you. You’ll see.” She patted my bare thigh and smiled.

I glided my hand on my naked leg. It didn’t feel nearly as nice on my hand or my legs as it had with stockings. I was disappointed I wouldn't be able to wear sheer pantyhose or stockings to the salon, but I was going to get a pedicure along with a manicure. I didn't understand how women could like the sensation of their bare feet sticking in their shoes, the backs giving them blisters, and the bare skin of their thighs touching dirty seats and things. Alas, it was only for the pedicure, though, so I sucked it up as I gazed out the window in wonder at my newfound sensuality.

We walked through the mall to the salon and were taken right in. We sat by each other as both of us were pampered. I sipped coffee while I watched them turn my ugly feet into cute things with pretty toenails and my hands transformed into elegant, long-nailed beauties. Freyja’s new hair and added colors were as racy and sexy as mine were when the girls were done with all of it.

Freyja gave generous tips, and we were off into the mall for a girls' day of shopping. It was a ball: clubbing dresses, cute work minidresses and suits, high heels, jewelry, and lingerie. Freyja had me fitted for gel forms and a bra to achieve maximum cleavage and a suitable bust size for my torso, and the look was fantastic. I was now a substantially well-endowed woman as I walked in my heels with my cleavage jiggling, the breasts tugging, the plug shooting off, throbbing in my cage as the men all smiled and winked at us, if we allowed them to catch our eye.

At home, we washed and put things away, and Freyja unceremoniously bagged and put my old clothes and shoes in the garage to go to Goodwill. I had a tinge of sadness as I saw what I used to be disappearing into the black plastic bags. The sadness didn’t last long.

Soon, Freyja had us dressing for a fancy dinner. This time, there were no pants or attempts at some androgyny for me. I was all girl, just like Freyja. We wore sexy, classy minidresses with V-necks and very short, flared hemlines, accompanied by a light crinoline beneath them for added shape. Lace-top sheer suntan stockings were attached to garter belts. She insisted that we both wear crotchless panties to enhance our feelings of sexiness as another secret beneath our dresses.

Of course, she had us both wear garters that matched our dresses over the clasps. She also made me wear one to decorate my tiny pink cage and lift it up and out. Then she added a silky pink ribbon and tied it in a bow to further feminize my last male part and make it become totally insignificant and no more than a decoration. In a way, it aroused me to see it, and I proudly realized that I was never a man, and this suited me so much better. It was a badge of honor to have something so useless and adorable. It was as if that was its true purpose—a decoration and statement of femininity.

We wore bras and garter belts that matched our dresses, mine a light pink and hers a baby blue. The dresses showcased the lace edging on the bras, drawing the eyes to our cleavage. Matching, strappy, patent stilettos with five-inch heels finished the outfits. We put on our jewelry and perfume, and Freyja made me wear a pink bow that matched my dress in my hair, to, as she said, give me a more cutesy, young girl look. It was adorable and gave me a decidedly youthful demeanor.

I posed back and forth before the full-length mirror, running my glimmering long nails over my breasts and legs. I couldn't help but look at myself as the plug shot off in me, and I filled the cage with hardness. I jiggled it through the dress, and even though that felt nice, it wasn't anything that would allow me to release, no matter how much I clattered that lock on it.

I stood there, taking myself in and jiggling the cage, my breathing choppy as my luscious lips parted, and I whimpered.

A hand landed on my shoulder, and a kiss on my cheek. “Aren’t you an adorable little girl? You look so cute, jiggling your cage and whimpering. Are you horny, Princess?”

“Oh my god, yes. My whole body tingles.” The plug shot off, my leg twitched, and I whimpered. It stopped. “Sorry, the plug went off. I’m not sure I can eat dinner this way. Can you take the cage off and let me spurt? I’ve been this way all day.”

“Not yet, sweetie. I want you to be ripe for picking. How about I turn it down a bit?”

“Please.”

“Sure.” She took her phone out, clicked her nails on it, and adjusted the plug while watching me. I nodded, and she turned it up a little more.

“Honey!”

“You’ll be fine. It’s still a notch down from where it was.”

“Okay. What do you mean by ripe for picking? Am I a fruit now?”

“Oh.” She laughed. “Bad choice of words, I guess. I want you to have a high libido, so you’ll want to be satisfied.”

“I want to be satisfied now.”

“Yes, and that’s wonderful. But I mean satisfied while wearing the cage. You see that as a girl, you need to desire other ways of obtaining satisfaction, and your cage and plug are showing you the way. Soon, you’ll experience your first sissygasm, and then you can remove the cage or wear it, as you choose. Okay?”

“How will I do that? Will you use a strap-on with me?”

“Something like that, yes. Okay. Hurry and pack your purse. We need to run. I called an Uber black for us.”


Something Like That

I bathed in my favorite perfume and packed it in my purse, along with my other things. I slung it on my shoulder and we were off, hand in hand, to the driveway where the Uber waited.

The driver was charming, complimenting us and flashing his teeth as he drove. We clicked our way into the restaurant, where Freyja informed the maître d' that we were going into the bar first. We clicked across the floor, all eyes on us as our heels made that incredibly erotic sound in our minced steps until we sat on the barstools and crossed our legs, then hung our purses on the purse hooks. Freyja checked her iWatch. “Let’s order a nice stiff drink.”

She ordered us two dirty martinis with olives as the plug shot off in me, and I bounced a high-heeled foot, throbbing in my cage, my body tingling. I whispered to her. “Honey, maybe we should just have some appetizers in the bar and get home sooner so I can have my first one, like you said. I’m ready to screw anything.”

“Good. That’s exactly how I want you to be. But you aren’t screwing anything. You’re going to lose your virginity as a girl tonight.”

“I know. I know. That strap-on.”

“Something like that.”

Our drinks arrived, and we lifted them by the stem, our long nails glinting in the down-light. “To you becoming a girl completely tonight.”

We clinked glasses and sipped.

I took a deep breath and looked around the room. Freyja had swiveled her seat around to face the entrance as she sipped, bounced a high-heeled foot, and absentmindedly caressed her stockinged thigh. I swiveled my seat around to do the same. Her face lit up, and she stretched upward and waved. “Over here!”

Four handsome, tall, young men dressed in suits and ties came toward us. The tallest of them leaned down and kissed Freyja on the lips as he held her hand, then said, “It’s been a while. So glad we could work this out.” He looked at me, smiling, and I smiled and tilted my head. He said, “You must be Linnie. I’ve heard so much about you.”

Freyja put her hand on his arm. “Didn't my husband turn out great? Isn't she the most gorgeous wife a woman can have? Won’t she be something in the field?”

“She sure did. I mean, she looks so much better than the pictures you sent of her trying to be a man. My god! You were right. She transformed beautifully. Did you get her implants too? Her cleavage is astounding.”

“Isn’t it? Not yet. She still needs a little work like that and some other things.”

“I see. Never would have known it. You two will be great field engineers. I’m glad we could get you ladies as a package. We need women in the field much more than men. Welcome to the company, Linnie!”

“Field engineers? I have a job?”

He looked at Freyja inquisitively. “I thought your husband knew. You said the power of attorney you used to sign the contracts was because he was in Europe.”

“I wanted to surprise her.”

“Big surprise. Was the feminization a surprise, too?”

“Uh…” She laughed and patted my thigh. “Kinda!” She giggled.

“Freyja! Linnie, are you okay with this? Maybe we should talk. Let’s go to the table, and we can properly introduce all of my partners and me. Okay, young lady?”

My mind was racing. Freyja had set this all up, including my feminization. Now we were to be field engineers? I gave her the POA in case she needed it to register my car or something. I had forgotten all about it. What did she sign us up for? I didn’t want to work in a field. I glared at Freyja as the guy offered me his strong arm, which I took and clutched like I loved Freyja clutching mine when I was a guy. I may have liked it more. He led us to the maître d’ and then to the table.

We slid into the curved booth; two guys on the outside of me, then the guy who was doing the talking next to me, then Freyja, and then another guy. We were thigh to thigh, even though the booth was large. The waiter came, and we all ordered drinks; he then left.

A large hand landed on my stockinged thigh and glided on it. “My name is Rodney.” He motioned to the guy next to Freyja, “This is Joe.” He motioned to the other two in turn. “And Pete and Mike.”

Pete, next to me, patted my other thigh and let his hand remain there as he smiled a broad smile, and we all greeted each other. I now had two men’s hands remaining on my crossed, silky thighs, caressing them gently, their fingertips barely going under the hem of my dress on and off. Pete looked like he was in love with me, and he gently squeezed my thigh. “You’re so pretty.”

“Thanks.” I placed my hand on his to stop it from moving so much.

“Oh, sorry. I can stop. It’s addictive.”

“It is.” I placed my hand on it. “It can stay as long as you’re good.”

He grinned.

Freyja was watching, her one hand moving beneath the table as she smiled at me and nodded, showing me her approval. I looked at Rodney, his one arm over the booth around Freyja’s shoulders as he gazed into her eyes and caressed her stockinged thigh. Was this Rodney of big dick fame that nailed Freyja many times? Is this the group she gang banged before? Should I be jealous? Angry?

Freyja leaned in toward me over Rodney, her hand on his leg, and said, “Yes, this is the Rodney you’ve heard of. We stayed in touch, and he ended up needing to hire engineers.”

Rodney looked at me and shrugged. “Your wife is an excellent lay, but don’t be jealous. I’ll bet you’d be even better, princess. Maybe we can do some testing and see. We could do a survey of four tonight.” He looked around the table, and the other guys were nodding and smiling as the waiter dropped off the drinks.

He raised his bourbon to us. I daintily and carefully picked up my martini as my mind raced.

Rodney toasted. “To our new field engineers. May their work be revealing and rewarding.”

Everyone made the display to touch each other’s glasses and then sipped. I slugged down half my drink. Freyja's hand went to Rodney’s crotch, and I could see her arm moving as she rubbed him beneath the table. Pete’s hand glided on my thigh again, and Rodney’s did the same.

I had no idea what to do or say. Should I be offended that Freyja put me in this position? Should I be scared that I’m going to be compared tonight with my wife to see who’s a better gang bang? So, my becoming a girl tonight was not about Freyja wearing a strap-on, but something like that. It even sounded from that toast that our jobs were to be something sexually related.

I interrupted Freyja and Rodney, who were chatting animatedly about old times. “So, Rodney. Freyja didn't tell me anything about this job. You said we’d talk.”

“Oh, right.” He took his hand out from under the table, and Freyja flattened her dress on her legs. Rodney wiped his hands on a napkin.

Freyja composed herself and flipped her hair, then lifted her drink and sipped, her eyes watching me.

Rodney placed his big hand on my thigh again, caressing it, and looked into my eyes. “So, Linnie. All of this loveliness, these sexy sheer stockings, the minidress and breasts, your makeup and hair. Freyja never told you about the job and how you had to be a girl for it?”

I shook my head, my head down and eyes up, watching him sheepishly as if I was the one who should be embarrassed.

He patted my thigh and squeezed it. “No need to be embarrassed. She must have had her reasons, right?”

I nodded and tilted my head, then looked at Freyja, who was smiling and rubbing Rodney’s hard cock under the table. This was so weird. We were just married, and now I was to become my wife’s partner as two sluts. “Freyja always has her reasons. She’s very logical.”

“Well, of course. She’s an engineer like you. Very logical. See? I’m glad it hasn’t disturbed you. Are you okay with it? Do you like being who you are better than who you were?”

I sipped and shrugged. Rodney’s hand was making me tingle as his gorgeous eyes looked into mine. I melted and sighed. I felt Freyja’s hand on mine, and she brought it to Rodney's lap and wrapped my fingers around his thick, hard cock in his pants. I couldn't help but squeeze it and take in its size and firmness. I throbbed in my cage—the plug shot off. I whimpered.

“Do you, Linnie?”

I nodded hurriedly, my breathing choppy as I stroked his lovely, hard meat through his pants. “Uh…it’s very nice. Much nicer than what I was before, I suppose.”

“Good, glad to hear that. It wouldn’t be very good if this were against your will. It wouldn't work. I couldn't hire you two then. So, when I mentioned seeing which of you is a better lay, are you ready for that? It would help you see how we do surveys in the field.”

My heart pounded—the plug shot off. “Huh…. uh… I…” Rodney’s eyes were intoxicating as they flicked over my hair, face, lips, and breasts. They were like caresses as they moved about. Compliments falling from the sky. Freyja had undone Rodney’s pants and taken his hairless package out, and now my fingers were wrapped around the firm, hot flesh as far as they could go and didn’t meet on the other side. I stroked the silken length of it. I gripped it firmly and stroked. I whimpered. “Oh my. How lovely this is.”

“Thank you. So I’d guess that means you’re ready to have us men just as much as your wife is?”

I looked at Freyja. She had a crooked grin and nodded. She leaned over to me. “Tell the man, Linnie. Tell him you want to be the receptacle for men’s passionate releases. Tell him you want to be a field engineer.”

My face was flush, my heart pounding in my ears. What was I thinking? My hand unconsciously continued to stroke his massive meat—the meat he’d stuff into me. It was so wonderful and powerful, yet silken and warm. I throbbed in my cage, my plug shot off. My body tingled. I needed it so badly. I wanted it more than anything. “Uh…I want it, Rodney! Please!? I need to feel it pulsing inside of me, delivering the passion a man feels for me.” I whimpered, and my eyes were watery. I begged him with my eyes and in my mind. ‘Please!’ I stroked it with both hands, looking directly into his eyes. My voice cracked, “Please, Rodney! I want to have men come in me. I need it.” I whimpered.

What was I doing? It was as if a demon took me over. I never would have been like this before, but now it was who I was. I was filled with a feminine desire to be taken, connected, used, and injected. I wanted to be his sex object and feel like the needy, begging girl I was with his manly, passionate release inside of me. I breathed deeply, the plug going off, oozing in my cage, my hands on the object of my desire. The only object that could complete me as a woman.

I looked around and then dove my head into Rodney’s lap and consumed his luscious, substantial meat, stretching my jaw wide and bobbing my head and running my tongue around it feverishly. I did this for a while until Rodney’s legs tensed and he forcibly removed me from it. “Wow. Guess you do. Okay. Relax now. Phew!” He chuckled. He caressed my hair affectionately, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “Don’t worry, little girl. We’ll take good care of you. We’ll fill your need well.”

I sat there, looking at my wife past Rodney, and Rodney, as I continued stroking his now-wet meat. “So, I take it as a field engineer, we do something sexual? What is the business? What are its products? Are we whores?”

“You may be sexual, but you are not whores. We make various products for sexual satisfaction. We don’t manufacture them, but we have others produce them, and we market and sell them. We even design them. Everything from the mundane masturbation sleeve to vibrators to dildos with free-floating balls in realistic sacks that slap the receiver, and even to sex dolls that are becoming more like sex robots than dolls. Nanotechnology skin that feels real and isn’t cold. Our goal is realism, but better than real. The company is STD&S in case you’ve heard of us.”

I stroked him slowly and rubbed the ooze over the tip, making him twitch.

“So you're my boss?”

“Yes. Everyone’s boss. I’m the CEO.”

“What does the company name stand for? Sexually Transmitted Diseases and Sex?”

He chuckled as I used both hands on him now, rolling his huge velvety balls in my palm and tugging them. I imagined those slapping my butt cheeks. “Simply Tantalizing Devices and Systems. It’s global. You may need to travel together, too.”

“So, as field engineers, what do we do?”

“Surveys similar to what you’ll do tonight, but you’ll also have the ability to use surrogates for the testing, so you don't have to do it all yourselves. You’ll run the tests, collect the data, and take part where you want to.”

“I see. That seems much more realistic. I can’t believe this is happening. It’s wild.”

“So you like being a girl and like your new job?”

“I think I do. Sounds fun.”

“Good.”

“How did you get so fortunate to become rich like this?”

He laughed. “I know, huh? Dumb luck, I guess. I was never particularly academically inclined in school. Big and dumb, with parts and a body that women wanted to play with. I've never had anyone serious about me except for really dumb bimbos. But now, things are better.”

“I see. Hmm. Are you in love with Freyja?”

His eyes went wide. “Love? Lust for sure. Love is hard for me with brilliant women. I always feel so stupid when real conversations occur about the world and such. Who knows, maybe I’ll find a girl between bimbo and brilliant one day. For now, I get enough sex when I want it, and when I don’t, we have great toys to use.”

I nodded. He took my hand away from his and moved it to Pete, who was next to me. He placed it on Pete’s crotch. “Meet Pete. If we’re all doing it together tonight, you should get familiar with each other first.”

He waved to the waiter for another round, then, when the waiter took off for them, he kissed my wife deeply on her lips as she stroked him and he moved his arm in thrusts beneath her minidress. She moaned quietly, her hips moving in short thrusts to enhance his movements.

The plug went off. I swelled in my cage. Pete’s hand sent tingling sensations through my stockinged thigh as I wrapped my fingers around his long shaft beneath his napkin and stroked while we stole a kiss. Soon, I’d have what Freyja said was ‘something like that’. I couldn’t wait. I needed it now.


Fully Becoming a Girl

Well, this girl didn’t get it right away. Rodney insisted that we all have nourishment and drinks and get to know each other better. We took bathroom breaks and changed seating positions. Both my wife and I were able to explore what manhoods the men were endowed with. That only made things worse for me with the variety and the knowledge of how attractive I was to them. It certainly was a compliment, but the plug shooting off, the tingle in my body, the velvety firmness of their lust for me in my hands, and sometimes in my mouth, just made me want it all the more. By the end of the evening, I was a well-fed and mentally well-lubricated little girl in need of a manly man to use my well-lubricated bottom for his passionate release.

Freyja was no different, and to see her this way only emphasized how much we were alike and well suited for each other now that I had given up my immature belief that I had ever been a man myself. She had discovered it before me and had taken appropriate action to bring me that long-needed epiphany. Now I just wanted to complete my transformation and fulfill my feminine purposes.

We sat there at the booth, lingering. An odd group, where there was always one man out of the loop because of the seating arrangement, while the others were intensely engaged with each other. If I were still the old me, I’d have been the odd man out all the time. It always ended up that way. Now I was one of the focuses of attention. I did my best to keep it that way, but move us on.

Joe and Mike were my closest booth mates at that point, and I had a grip on each of them. Joe breathed in my ear, his cologne intoxicating as the drinks, his hand as full of magical energy on my stockinged thigh as his swollen, throbbing shaft in my fist. “Huh, Oh god, Linnie, please let me finish. I don’t care if it's in your hand or your mouth. I need it. Stop backing off when I get to the edge and let me finish.”

Mike grabbed my hand as I pulled it off him to stop his progress. “No, Linnie, please.”

The plug shot off in me, and I whimpered and wriggled on it, rocking my legs and taking both hands off the boys to place mine in my lap. “Boys. Let's go. I don't want you to finish and then leave us girls in the cold, wanting more. I could never sleep like this. Get Rodney to call it a night and let’s collect some data.”

Joe looked over at Pete and motioned with his head to leave. Pete nodded. Mike nodded. When Rodney stopped kissing Freyja and she let go of her grip on him with him scowling, Joe said, “Rodney. It’s time to collect data. The girls won't let us finish until we do. Let’s get out of here.”

He looked around, then at his watch. “Yeah. I guess we’ve all had enough foreplay and gotten to know each other better now. Let’s go. Pete, get the check while we all go to the washrooms, and we can all meet in the limo. Ladies, our driver will be waiting for you out front. There’s plenty of room in the stretch for all of us.”

We went to the ladies' room and the guys to theirs. We peed, redid our makeup, fluffed our hair, and refreshed our perfume. Freyja's hand landed on my shoulder, and she gave me a peck on the cheek as I was adjusting my cleavage in my dress. “How are you feeling, pretty girl?”

“I ditched the plug like you said you did, and that’s somewhat of a relief, but I’m no less aroused and wanting it.” I laughed. “I must be feeling like you, needing to get laid quickly. I see why you did all of this now. It makes total sense. This way we can both explore and enjoy until our hearts' content and always be together. I love you so much for doing this for us, Freyja!” My eyes began to water. I took a tissue from the box on the counter and dabbed them.

She kissed my forehead. “I always knew this was how we should be, but didn’t know how to do it. Finding this job led the way. I’m so happy. I love you too. Very much. Now let's do what every girl needs and what we girls like the best.”

She took my hand, and we walked in tiny, mincing steps, our purses slung on our shoulders. The cool night air blew up my dress as we exited. It was so sexy, being so vulnerable and accessible to men, the way women dressed. It was hard to see why any woman wouldn't be aroused just dressing this way. It made one want to take advantage of that vulnerability. It was part of the breeding ritual and has existed in some form since the beginning of time. It was more than natural. It was a part of a girl’s DNA. At least that was how it felt to me.

In the limo, all the men waited. Rodney opened a champagne and poured a little for everyone. He toasted. “To the girls, first data gathering.”

We were swept away in the dimly lit, cool leather-seated limo, snuggled with our men and bouncing a high-heeled foot as we drove on. In no time, we were wherever we were going, and the driver opened our door.

We stepped out with the help of the men and were greeted by a large, modern office building with the sign STD&S on it.

“Why are we at work? Is this work?”

Rodney offered me his strong arm and led us. “This is where your home office and lab will be. Design and testing are here, and the main offices, marketing, procurement, accounting, and so on. We aren't working tonight; we're just using the data gathering and monitoring for our small test data collection.”

“Ah, I see. So we do still get laid, I hope.”

He chuckled. “Of course, dear. Very well, too.”

He used the electronic pass card, then a thumb print reader, and then we were in. I gasped and covered my mouth as we entered a lobby filled with several well-dressed men and women who looked up at us and stood.

Rodney held up his arms to them, smiled, and said. “Please, sit and recharge. We aren’t in need of your services. Thank you.”

They sat, and it seemed they had fallen asleep while sitting up. “What happened, Rodney?”

“Prototypes we’re testing. Sex robots. They also do household chores and cook, and so on. A joint venture, and they’ll be rebranded with our brand if their sexual abilities are good enough.”

“Wow. I suppose this is a manufactured product. Never would have guessed. Those men looked pretty handsome, too. Are they well endowed?”

“They can be whatever anyone wants, just like the women ones. Or they can be trans ones or hermaphrodites. The men can even have two for D.P. from one robot. The possibilities are endless.”

He tugged me along. We presented a history of the company, showcasing products from the recent past, current offerings, and future products in development. There were sex toys I had never imagined. We entered an elevator and were swept up to the top. We stepped into a dimly lit laboratory with floor-to-ceiling windows all around, revealing the star-studded sky outside, with no buildings in sight. “I won’t turn the lights on all the way so we can enjoy the view outside. Look at that full moon!”

As we walked, I took quick, mincing steps, clinging to Rodney’s strong arm, running alongside while Rodney took slow, long strides. The moon filled me with energy, as if I were aligned with it. “They say the moon is feminine,” I said. “I think I can feel it.”

“It may be.” He smiled and patted my hand on his arm, and we passed a glass dividing wall into a room with padded tables, kneelers, chairs, and slings all covered in white satin. He waited for the others to come alongside, then waved his arm. “Our testing facility. It has furnishings for every manner of coupling sexual organs. And can collect data simultaneously. Ready? How would you like your first time to be? Any requests?”

I looked over to Freyja. “I’d like to be beside my wife while we both get used.”

Freyja nodded and came over and took my hand, giving me a peck on the lips. She looked at Rodney. “Is there a side-by-side thing where we could lie on our backs for a facing entry? I’d like it in my bottom, not the front. Just like my wife will have.”

“Good choice.” He walked us over to a bed-like thing where there were arms on the side to hold the ankles back, and there was a lift to raise the butt for easy entry. Freyja and I sat on them and explored them as the men left. Music played, lovely fresh, floral scents filled the room. The men came back and placed adhesive disks on our foreheads.

Pete narrated. “These are the data collection devices. They’ll transmit your brain waves, heart rate, respiration, and blood oxygen levels, and then AI will analyze and record the pleasure you're experiencing throughout the session. We’ll be wearing them as well.”

He handed out ones to Rodney, Mike, and Joe, and then applied his as they did theirs. They all stripped to their hairless, silky bodies with their firm muscles reflecting the light of the moon and the little light inside as they moved about. They all had flagpoles waving before them that bobbed and showed their readiness to penetrate our beings.

I held Freyja's hand as we both raised our stockinged legs to rest the ankles in the padded rests above our heads, our butts lifted and exposed for the men to enter. Our heads were on pillows. I turned my head to her and squeezed her hand. “Thank you.”

“I can’t wait to see you penetrated.”

“Same here.” I squeezed her hand, and we looked at the men. “Well?”

They were all looking at each other, unsure of what to do.

Rodney said, “Pete, you first on Freyja, Joe on Linnie. Mike and I will take their faces to start.”

Joe climbed aboard and guided his missile toward me. I looked at my tiny pink cage as the monster went beneath it, then pressed against my begging hole. “Oh god, yes, Joe. Push it in.”

I pressed against it as he looked into my eyes, his eyes bright and beautiful, a smile on his face. As it made it past the gate, and I gasped, he rolled his head on his shoulders, let out a moan, and began thrusting. I watched his face, and he watched mine.

“Oh god, Joe, that is so wonderful. Fuck me like a robot.”

He banged me mercilessly, my cage rattling, my head bouncing, my breasts shaking, and my feet flailing above me in my strappy stilettos. I rolled my head over to see Freyja being fucked like a whore by handsome, naked, glistening Pete, his big shaft splitting her butt in two as she moaned wide-eyed, and her leg shuddered as my wife had her first orgasm from Pete. Rodney then started fucking Freyja's face, holding her head like a melon.

Mike grabbed my head and turned it unceremoniously, stuffing his meat into my face, my eyes wide, and my jaw opened all the way. He was careful not to choke me and clenched my skull in his grip. Now, I was being used from both ends, and both men were thoroughly enjoying themselves. Slapping sounds came from below, where Joe’s velvety balls slapped against my butt cheeks when he went balls deep, and I oozed another stream from my cage.

I was in some altered reality as what was happening struck me, and my body tingled and rippled, and my leg twitched, and my feet flailed above me, and I oozed streams from my cage. I could swear I was having an orgasm, but there was no pulsing or finish to it. It was constant and unwavering. It was bliss.

I whimpered around Mike’s meat in my mouth as I looked into his eyes, his velvety shaft rubbing my lips like so many kisses as I saw it in my peripheral vision going in and out of my face, his silky balls slapping my chin. The music stopped, and all the men extracted themselves from us. They moved away and quickly cleaned their nether regions. Then the music began, and they pounced on us, reentering us abruptly and fiercely.

I let out a loud whimper as I saw Rodney shove his enormous shaft into me, causing me a slight pain as I stretched out to accommodate it, and it quickly turned to incredible pleasure, forcing gushes from my cage with each body-splitting thrust. I cried out, “Oh god, Rodney, that is wonderful!” Freyja squeezed my hand, acknowledging my joy with Rodney. I squeezed back.

Then one filled my mouth, wrapped my hair brutally in his fingers, then clenched my skull, and fucked my face, my eyes wide with delight, looking into Pete’s beautiful dark eyes and his contorted face as he used my face like a Fleshlight, but carefully so as not to choke me. My tongue ran around it, taking the focus off what Rodney was doing to me for a bit, until Rodney’s soul splitter overwhelmed my soul, and my mind realized my whole body had become orgasmic. My legs alternated twitching, side to side.

Rodney bent down to me while thrusting and planted a kiss on my cheek, his face next to Pete’s thrusting cock. He looked into my eyes and said, “Are you ready to come, little girl? I am, and I want it in you.”

I nodded hurriedly and mumbled a ‘please’ around Pete’s meat.

Rodney said, “Okay, men. Make the girls come and come in them. This is it. The end of the test.”

Rodney and Mike went ballistic, grinding and pounding us like jackhammers on cement. Our pointed toes in our high heels flailed in the air above us with each thrust. My breasts tugged and jiggled on my chest. Freyja’s hard nipples swung in circles in the air. Freyja's hand squeezed mine tight as she let out a squeal, and her body shuddered as she came. Pete palmed my head like a basketball and used his other hand to caress my cheek as he looked into my eyes and stuffed my face rapidly. Rodney leaned down and said, “Almost there. Are you or should I wait?”

I shook my head and mumbled around Pete, slobber going down my chin.

Rodney swiveled his hips while doing long, full thrusts and grunting. He grasped my ankles in his large hands and lifted them off the rests, pushing them back further. The lock on my cage clattered as each ooze flailed off it.

Rodney groaned, stuffed himself deep inside of me, slapping his balls to my ass, and then it jerked and spasmed inside of me, gushing it all into my feminine receiver. I marveled and was filled with joy as I sensed his passionate release within me from my feminine allure, filling me with the longed-for reward.

My restricted thingy in my cage went crazy and began spurting and jerking of its own accord, sending my body into spasms and making me whimper. At the same time, Pete’s cock gushed bursts into my tightly held skull, and I swallowed greedily, looking up into his eyes.

Pete pulled out, and I rolled my head to see Freyja lying there peacefully, pearl drips on her face and hair, and her eyes closed. I released her hand and fell fast asleep.


A Meant To Be

I woke in the morning in a strange, vast bed with satin sheets by myself. Freyja entered the room, wrapping her hair in a towel. “Oh, good. You’re awake. There’s breakfast under the silver covers on the table in the corner. Eat, poop, and shower. There’s an attachment in there, too. Use it, of course. There are clean outfits for us too. I’ll change now. You eat and stuff. I’ll meet you downstairs.”

I did as I was told. It wasn’t long before I was dressed in a floral summer minidress, sheer suntan thigh highs, and strappy high wedge heels. Of course, a bra and forms were also included. I perfumed and did my makeup and went downstairs.

Out on the patio were Rodney, Mike, Joe, Pete, in just short shorts and no shirts, and Freyja—all of those hunky bodies drinking iced coffee and chatting. I poured one for myself and sat next to Freyja, who was seated next to Rodney, and I patted her stockinged thigh. I smiled at everyone. “Good morning, gentlemen. Thank you for last night! It was penetratingly excellent.”

“And it was!” Rodney laughed. “The data showed it, too.”

Freyja asked. “Who gave more pleasure, me or Linnie?”

“It was a stalemate. Of course, we could redo it. The big thing was the compliment for the guys. You two had more pleasure with the guys than anyone in our database with any men.”

“With any men?”

“Any men.”

“Then the success of our pleasure isn't attributable to you, men. We would have the same pleasure with other men as well. The pleasure we obtained was because of who we are.”

Rodney nodded and sipped. “You’re right. I had to see if you’d pick that up. However, it also suggests that you two women are better suited for this type of work than all the other women who have received pleasure while being tested. You’re naturals. Congratulations. This should be a very rewarding career in more ways than financially for you both.”

Freyja raised her palm to me for a high-five, and we did it. “Yeah!” We shouted.

Rodney said, “So, Linnie. If you want to complete your feminine body, you can undergo changes to enhance your feminine presentation; this can be a company expense—no cost to you. Only if you want to; you don’t need to for appearance or any other reason. You’re perfect as you are.”

“Thanks! And thanks for saying that, too. But the more I realize I was never a man before, the more I want to be more of a girl. At least maybe some breasts I don't have to keep adjusting or lose when I shower, and perhaps some hips and bottom, and maybe some cheeks and lips.” I laughed. “I think I want to become a bimbo.” I giggled and crossed my legs tightly and squeezed my breasts between my shoulders, making them stick out. I squealed and laughed.

They all laughed. Pete said, “No offense, but you would make a hell of a bimbo if you wanted to. A bimbo with a brain. Nice!”

They agreed. I nodded. Freyja patted my back. “I’m so proud of you, Linnie. You’re more of a girl than I am.”

I nodded, my morning wood unsatisfied even though Freyja took my cage off me before bed last night. I crossed my legs and bounced a high-heeled wedge, my palm on my lap pressing on my hardness beneath my dress. “Uh… what are the plans now? What’s up for today? For the rest of the week?” I looked at Freyja. She looked at Rodney.

Rodney said, “Well, you girls don't start work until next Monday, so you have the rest of the week and weekend to enjoy. I suggest you do it however you like. I suggest you do, so you're rested and ready for work.”

Freyja and I looked at each other. I whispered in Freyja's ear. Her eyes lit up. I smiled at the men. “Well, we’d like to give you boys a little gift before we leave—a gift with no data collected. Just us doing things for the men. How’s that sound for now?” I winked.

The guys looked at each other. Rodney said, “Hell yeah! Who do you want to do first, ladies?”

I stood and went in front of my wife's favorite old lover, Rodney, and our boss, and pulled down his shorts. His huge dick leapt to attention, wagging in the air, huge velvety balls waiting. I straddled his legs and lowered my pre-lubed bottom onto it while he held it still, and we both groaned as it went deep. I hugged his neck and rode him as I looked over my shoulder at Freyja.

She smiled and patted my back. “Good girl. Glad you see size does matter. Enjoy, princess. Stuff her good, Rod!”

Freyja grabbed the other three and put a yoga mat on the patio in the shade, then lowered her butt onto Mike, taking him deep, then lay back on Mike, spread her legs, and had Joe enter her front, then took Pete into her face.

Oh well, I had her lover loving me, but she had three and I one. I thought I’d one that one. I think she has this all figured out.

“Take me, boss. Make full use of your new girl of the office.” I hung on his shoulders while he held my hips and shoved up into me over and over while groaning and squeezing me to him. I oozed from my free little thingy constantly until he filled me with his gushing passion and I spurted on his belly, a proud, happy, and gratified little girl, soon to become a little bimbo girl—just the way I was always meant to be.


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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