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Carisa looked around the plush restaurant and sipped her martini, then put it down. A grimace turned into a flat-lipped display of frustration on her face as she took my hand in hers and squeezed it. “Honey, it’s a tech company. Having a costume party helps loosen it up. The Christmas party was great. This sounds even better. It sounds like fun to me.” My wife, Carisa, had gorgeous, made-up eyes that were bright and pleading. She placed my hand on her stockinged leg and glided it as she looked at me lovingly. She knew that made me melt.

“But Roland said, anything goes. What the hell does that mean? Group sex?”

She laughed and bounced the high-heeled foot of her crossed leg. She giggled. “Oh, honey. Come on now. A work party? How many places have you seen that happen at? Besides. Even if it did. Would that be all bad? I mean, everyone had to take STD tests along with the rest of that day-long physical to get the jobs there. We’d have a real-time porn show to watch. We’d have a heck of a time when we got home.” She looked around, then rubbed my crotch. “See? It’s making you hard already.”

“You gliding my hand on your silky stocking leg does that all on its own.” I sipped my bourbon, observing her.

“I know. But tell me it isn’t arousing to think about. Just imagine everyone in costumes, all with no one knowing who anyone else is. Everyone could be anyone they want to be. Imagine Roland as a Viking; he is six-feet-five, and let's say he hooked up with Melissa as a shield maiden: a beast and his petite woman. That would be better than when you were Superman in tights and I was Polly Purebread.” She chortled, then looked around, deftly unzipped my pants, and slid my hairless package out under my linen napkin.

“Honey! Someone will see.”

“They never did all the other times we did things in this booth. No one can see. By as hard as you are, I can tell you’d love to go to the party. I think it would be a gas.” She stroked my throbbing rod with her thumb and middle finger deftly.

“We’d all know who Roland was at six-feet-five.”

“Yeah, probably. So what?”

“And me being the shortest, they’d guess who I was.”

“Again, so what? But I bet they won’t recognize you or me. I have a plan. Anyway. We’re going.” She cupped my globes gently and rolled them in her palm together, while my shaft bobbed and fell repeatedly under the linen.

“You’d let me have sex with another woman?”

She shrugged. “How likely is that, Ira? When have women chased after you? You're no bigger than me at your towering height of five feet four with your two-inch boots on. But if you got lucky… well, then, of course, I would. Why would I deny you such a preposterous thing as you possibly satisfying a woman? Especially a woman who’s actually smaller than you, like Melissa, that you might actually have a chance in hell of satisfying. I know you love me. It would be entirely wrong of me not to let you. It’s not like you’d leave me for some twit or I’d leave you for some other guy, right?”

I shrugged, her words stinging but true as she stroked me again, looking deep into my eyes and making me hard again. I looked around the place, seeing nothing because I was in my head as I sipped my bourbon and wriggled in my seat as the image of Melissa shuddering and twitching and moaning in her tiny voice beneath me flashed in my mind. What an incredible thing that would be. I felt my face flush.

“Yes, Melissa. Imagine it.” She rolled it between her thumb and forefinger and then rubbed the oozing tip. “Ira, people let those they love live life to the fullest, right, sweetie? Like when I wanted to go hang gliding, and you didn't, and you let me go with that friendly, big, handsome instructor, or when you wanted to take dance lessons and I let you go every week with your little girlfriend.”

“Little girlfriend? She was a 62-year-old lady. So… are you saying both of us could have sex with others at the party? Is that what you want?”

“No. I want us to have fun and see what goes on there. It’s a non-tech team-building event where everyone gets to know each other better, has fun, and builds stronger relationships. We should be there. Of course, if you found someone you’d like to boink, I’d let you. No questions asked. I’d have no problem with it. Just like you’d do for me, right?” She sipped her martini, evaluating my response as she stroked me tenderly and slowly. Now, her eyes were blank as she waited for me.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, enjoying her ministrations beneath the table. I lifted my hips into her hand a couple of times and looked around. No one saw, just like so many times before. Our little foreplay at dinner. She used it whenever she wanted something, and it always worked.

“Okay. We’ll go. And if you find someone, or they find you, so be it.”

“Right. Probably won’t happen. I’ve had no one but you since we got married. But imagine if you end up with little Melissa. She’s tinier than you are and would probably be hot. I can’t believe the incredible stack she has or how shapely she is. Remember her last Christmas? The little elf?”

I rolled my eyes, my breathing choppy, and looked around. I couldn’t take this much more, or I’d mess up the napkin and my pants. I removed Carisa’s hand and hurriedly tucked it all away again. “Phew! You’re too much.” I laughed and gave her a peck on the cheek.

“Good. I have the perfect outfits for us. Roland said no masks, like full-face masks or anything like that. Only those New Orleans Mardi Gras-like eye masks with the glitter and feathers and such. He wants everyone to be comfortable but not easily recognized. We won’t even need those little masks.”

“Right. I remember. Gonna be kinda hard to hide without even those tiny masks, though.”

“Not for you. I might have a little trouble, but I think with some well-done makeup, clothes, and mannerisms, we can both escape recognition. Don’t worry. I have it all planned out already. We practice tomorrow. I put us in for vacation next week, too.”

“Practicing? Vacation?”

“Well, you’ll need to learn new mannerisms and body language and get used to things like that, which will be foreign. They’ll need to become second nature to you. It will make your persona more convincing. I’ll also need to change the way I walk and act for my new persona. So we can start tomorrow. I already have everything we need. I ordered it a couple of days after Roland announced the party. I’m so excited. It’ll be so much fun. Not to mention the fifty-thousand-dollar grand prize for the least recognizable person.”

“Right. I forgot about that. That would be awesome! Why do we have to practice, though? We can’t just dress on the day of the party and go?”

She took my hand and glided it on her thigh, then rubbed my crotch. “You like touching my silky stockinged legs, right?”

“I do. Very much.”

“Well, now you’ll get to see how good it is to have your silky stockinged legs touched.” She winked.

My heart raced. I throbbed in my pants. My face flushed. “Me as a girl?”

“Why not?” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Why not…. princess? You might win the fifty grand!”
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It was officially the start of our vacation. Carisa and I had a ball last night in the bedroom. She had every one of her toys out, and I got to watch how sexy a wife I had after she’d let me do my thing with her in record time. She had me so worked up before we hit the bed, I almost didn’t get it in before it shot off. But watching her after my release, with her vibrators, large fake male parts going in and out in front and back, and her mouth, and nipple-noose vibrators, while she made up stories about the party with her being taken by beasts and vampires and me with Melissa and other girls, made me rip off another one too. It made me sleep like a baby.

I hurried downstairs, and Carisa was already cooking breakfast for us. I gave her a peck on the cheek as she stood in front of the stove in a short white satin robe and four-inch fuzzy mules, flipping French toast. “Morning, Carisa!”

“Morning, sweet Ira.” She wrapped her arm around mine and continued cooking. “You were steaming last night. You were so adorable, your eyes wide open watching me and whimpering as you played with your little thing and made it spurt again. Liked my stories, huh?”

“Oh, your stories were great with beasts and vampires, but the best part was watching you and your toys and how good it made you feel…. and you came! You were so hot! So you think those stories might come true? I mean, all those girls going after me?”

She laughed. “Hmm, that would be interesting — to have such manly attention paid to me.” She placed the plates on the table. Shrugged. “The girls? Ya never know? Some girls, maybe even Melissa, would like girls like you.”

“Girls like me?”

“Have you forgotten already? You’re going to be a girl for the party.”

“Oh yeah. Hmm. About that.”

“No changes, sweetheart. It’s all set. I have a plan, and you're going to be a good girl about it and win fifty grand.”

“Right. Fifty grand would be great.” I ate the toast and bacon, watching her do the same, and let the flavors of the more elaborate than normal breakfast fill me with the pleasure that we were on vacation. “We’re on vacation!” I sipped the freshly squeezed grapefruit juice.

She squeezed my hand across the table. “You bet, baby! And it’ll be a vacation you’ll remember forever and be so thankful for… and we don’t even need to get on a plane or drive forever.”

“Cool.”

We finished, cleaned up the kitchen as usual, and I poured us coffees to take to the patio and enjoy the fresh morning air. We sat on the covered swing in the shade together next to the fragrant lilac patch and swung as Carisa rested her hand on my bare leg. I was wearing shorts and sandals and no shirt.

She tugged at my leg hair, which was more like leg fuzz.

“Ouch!”

She yanked my chest hair.

“Hey!” I knocked her hand away. “That smarts!”

She laughed. “Sorry. I can’t wait to get this stuff off of you. That’s the first thing today. Shaving all your body hair off except your head.”

“What? How will I wear shorts after? Everyone will see I shaved my legs.”

“It’ll grow back. Besides, there’s so little right now that no one can see any until they’re right on top of you, and even then, they have to look for it. Who does that?”

“True. Okay.”

“You’ll see. You’ll love it gone. Cooler, more sensual, silky like mine too.”

“Hmm. Never would have guessed. Okay.”

“Good.” Her eyes roamed my hair, and her fingers combed through it. She checked her watch. “Oh shit. I took too long making breakfast. You need to shower, shave, and get dressed. I’ll get your clothes out for you. Let’s down this coffee and get moving, okay?”

“What’s the hurry? We’re on vacation.”

“I have an appointment for us at the salon. We’re both getting our hair done so that no one can recognize us.”

I nodded and sipped. “I needed a cut anyway. The ends are getting ratty.” I tugged the ends around to my chest and looked at them. “Too much putting it in man-buns.”

“Right. It needs a good cleanup. Now drink up and go. I’m ready already. I’ll put your clothes on the bed. I left an excellent ladies' razor for shaving your body. Get all of it.”

“I will.” I pounded down the big mug and shot off upstairs, doing two steps at a time, then stripped in the closet and got into the shower.

It was great having all the hair gone. My skin was more alive and silky, and it was more sensual. I even did my arm hair, and it made them look a bit thinner and frailer, but they were nice to touch now, too. It was quite sensual being hairless, and Carisa left a note to use her body lotion afterward to soothe the skin. It was like silk and smelled like the lilacs outdoors. Somehow, by the time I was done smoothing it everywhere, I was using it on my shaft because it had started bobbing from how sensual my skin was. I didn’t have time for that and would get yelled at for wasting the time, so I reluctantly stopped.

I dried my hair and put it in a ponytail, then swapped my two gold studs in each ear for black studs for a casual daytime vibe. I padded into the bedroom where Carisa sat in the corner chair, bouncing a high-heeled foot, wearing a denim miniskirt, low-cut top, and strappy four-inch heels. “Wow! How darling you are, hairless. You’re like a young boy, practically. Ten years younger.”

“Ten years younger? I’d be 13 years old!”

“Yeah, somewhere in there. Not old enough to drive a car, for sure… Glad you aren’t, though, or you’d be illegal.” She laughed. “Your skin looks so soft and silky, and your arms so delicate. Do you like it?”

“I do. Every breath of air plays on it, and it's so, so soft to touch.”

“Good, see? Told ya!”

I sat on the bed and stared at a flowered, lightweight minidress, stretchy pink panties, a matching bra, fake gel breasts with nipples, and a pair of strappy beige wedge heels. “Uh… I thought you were putting some clothes out for me.”

“I have. These will fit perfectly. Shoes too. You’ll see. It’ll be cute. Hurry so I can do a quick makeup on you.”

“Honey!”

“Shush!” She sat next to me, put her hand on my shoulder, and looked into my eyes. “Remember. You’re a girl next weekend. You need to learn to be a good one. So, be a good girl and get dressed. Hurry.”

I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but somehow it thrilled me. I nervously scrambled, and she helped me figure out the bra and forms, and they gave me provocative cleavage. I was throbbing and bobbing before I put on the snug pink panties and tucked my arousal indicator against my abdomen. I slid on the minidress, fastened the wedge heels to my ankles, stood up, and had to find my center of gravity. “Honey, these heels are too high.”

“Nonsense. Your boots have a two-inch heel, and these are only three. Just walk and you’ll see.”

“I did, and she had me over to the dresser where she swapped my black studs for long dangle earrings, then took me into the bathroom and did eyeliner, mascara, blush, and lipstick. I’d become a decent-looking girl. “Hmm, it kinda works.”

“Of course it works. Now here’s your purse with all your things. I put your phone in a pretty case, too. Let’s go and turn you into a hot young girl.”
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The salon was crazy. It was much more than I expected, given that Carisa only mentioned getting my hair trimmed and cleaned up. An army of girls descended upon us as we sat side by side, getting our hair done, pedicures, and long fake nails applied. I sat there in my thin minidress, the air conditioning blowing on my thighs, giving me goosebumps as I watched them all transform any hint of remaining masculinity into young feminine beauty.

At least I looked a little more mature than the 13-year-old boy I became when I dehaired, thanks to the makeup and all that. What girl would go for me at the party now, unless they were a lesbian? They wouldn’t think I had helpful anything under my skirt. No one would look for me to stick it in them. Of course, no one ever really did. Even Carisa, although she let me.

Still, as depressing as the thought of no women after me was, I was used to that, and I was enjoying the new persona that was being created out of me. It was so foreign and unfamiliar, yet the more they worked, the more I became something much nicer to look at than I had been previously. By the time they finished, my hair was no longer mousey, long and ratty, and only reached the bottom of my neck. It was filled with honey-colored waves in layers, where it used to be a mousey brown.

My toenails were tiny and gleaming in a metallic pink, and my fingernails were square-tipped, long, curved a bit, and matched my toenails. I watched as they finished Carisa.

I almost wouldn’t have recognized her with her new, wild, spiky, jet black hair with blonde tips and cut tight to the neck—a heavy metal band haircut — with her black pearl toenails and long dagger fingernails. No one would guess this was once the blonde-haired, conservative-looking girl she was before, any more than they’d think I was a guy now. There was a power and force about her now that made me throb in my panties more than I did when I looked at my current self in the mirror. She was racing hot! Tough bitch hot! Kick your ass and make you beg hot.

I grinned at her, my eyes wide as she got off the chair in her miniskirt and brushed it off as she smiled evilly at me. “Hi, little girl! Aren’t you a living doll!” She came over and gave me a peck on the cheek and patted my head. “Such girly hair. So feminine and submissive. I love it!”

“Thanks.”

She turned to the salon and the girls who had finished us and waved her hand at me as if presenting me to them. “Look at the beautiful job you ladies did with my husband. Isn’t this so much better than his trying to masquerade as a man?”

My face flushed, and my jaw dropped as they all looked at me in shock, covered their mouths, and then applauded and laughed. I was humiliated and hurried to my feet, my face on fire, brushing my minidress down and slinging my purse as I ran off, whimpering out the door.

I waited outside, trying to slow my heart back down and catch my breath. I had lost it and was on the verge of tears. I was back to normal before Carisa came out, beaming, and grabbed my hand. She gave me a look of pity and pecked my lips, giggling. Then patted my head. “Sorry, my sweet. I was so proud of you, I had to share it with everyone. You should be proud. I am.”

“Are you? Is that why you told them I was your husband? Do you know how it feels to be given away like that? Of course not. It was humiliating.”

“But why? You make a girl so much better than you ever made a man. Be proud. You’re finally in your skin. You can stop masquerading as something you’re not.”

“I’m a guy!”

She held her belly and laughed. “You never were. Get used to the new you. It’s an immense improvement.”

“Get used to it? This is only for vacation and the party. Why should I get used to it?”

She smirked. “Well, that’s up to you, I suppose. But I highly recommend you get used to it, and I do think you’ll love it once you live it for a while. I’m sorry I said that in there. I shouldn't have, but I was so happy and proud of you. I apologize. I’ll never do that again. Forgive me? Please?” Now she had a pouty look. It gave me some satisfaction.

“Promise?”

“Promise and cross my black heart. Okay? All better?”

I shrugged and lowered my head, my eyes looking up at her sheepishly. “I suppose. Okay. Let’s do what’s next. I want to get this over with.”

She laughed. “What do you think of my new look?”

“I’d never have guessed it was you. It’s like the opposite of your personality. No one will recognize you.”

“But do you like it on me? The tough rocker, heavy metal, gothy chick?” She rubbed my shoulders, the breeze blowing under my minidress that I had to hold down or everyone would see my panties. “Uh… It is sexy. Kinda kinky, actually. Like a tough, dominant bitch that would make men beg.” I laughed.

“Nice. Just what I wanted. Thanks. Uh, by the way, when you laugh now…try to giggle instead and use your polite voice instead of trying to deepen it like you always did when you used to try to act like a guy, okay? It’ll have to become part of your new persona so you don't give it away.”

“Oh yeah. Right. How’s this?” I covered my mouth and giggled. I raised my voice to a polite tone. “And is this good too, mistress?”

“Perfect.”

She took my hand. “Now, for one of the fun parts of being a girl. Buying clothes and everything a girl needs. Let’s go!”

“What are we gonna go to the party as? Are we shopping for it now?”

“I bought all of the party costumes already. This is for clothes to wear on our vacation.”

“So what are we going to the party as?”

“I think I’m gonna be dominant and you’re gonna be submissive. We’ll go from there. Since you look so adorable, you should be submissive and girly, and with my haircut, I should be tough and demanding, right?”

“I guess that makes sense. So we’re not gonna be like Little Bo Peep and a vampiress?”

“We’ll see. Would you like Little Bo Peep and a vampiress?”

“I shrugged. Whatever you think is best, mistress.” I covered my mouth and giggled.

“That a girl!” She snuggled me to her.
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It was great to shop. I loved trying on all the clothes and finding so many options to wear. Girls had it made over guys. Their clothes were much nicer, with more choices and options, and fabrics, along with accessories and perfumes, and sheer hosiery that was out of this world silky. I couldn't wait to wear it, along with lingerie and bras and panties that were so sensual and pretty.

The jewelry was fabulous, featuring a wide range of items including earrings, rings, bracelets, chokers, necklaces, ankle chains, ear cuffs, and hair accessories! The shoes were so much fun. After discovering how easy it was to wear high heels by trying them on in the store, I fell in love with the five-inch stilettos and bought several pairs of sexy, strappy ones. They gave me a wiggly-bottomed, minced-step walk that clicked erotically.

We had a ball. We’d bought plenty to wear on vacation. It wasn’t as costly as taking a vacation away somewhere, but it wasn’t cheap. Carisa said it was good because we deserved it, and she especially thought I did for being a good girl. Plus, she said I needed to fill my wardrobe and supplies anyway.

Hmm, when she said that, she seemed to imply I was staying a girl. I did buy some skirt suits that would be nice for work, and I wasn't sure why. I wouldn’t likely wear them on vacation. But she said to get them to round out my looks. At that point, I was having so much fun I didn’t even comment on that statement.

I was very much looking forward to going out to dinner and wearing something especially sexy and romantic for Carisa. Sounds weird, huh? A guy who can’t wait to wear a minidress and heels to be sexy for his wife. Well, I’d look pretty silly in a guy's suit right then. They’d think I was a girl-to-guy crossdresser.

Besides, women's clothes were so much sexier than men’s, and I wanted to experience it fully, so I knew how Carisa felt when she dressed that way. I had been immersed in feminine presentation, and it was like exploring a whole new and exciting world, and I couldn't get enough of it. Nothing worried me at that point; I didn’t want to look ahead, but just wanted to be in the moment because I had to explore this newfound joy.

Carisa was a godsend, organizing my makeup and jewelry, and washing and drying our new clothes. Before I knew it, I was placing the last of the packages of sheer stockings, lace-top thigh highs, and sheer to waist pantyhose (which Carisa taught me to cut a piece of the gusset out for easy access and not having to drop them to pee) in the dresser's drawer where my men’s socks used to be.

“Honey, where did you put all my men’s things?”

She matter-of-factly looked at me with her new tough haircut. “I put them in the garbage. You don’t need them anymore, and they were old anyway.”

“They weren’t that old.”

“You had brown stains on your undies!”

“But my pants and shirts and boots and sneakers?”

“It's too late now. They just picked up all the bags from the curb.”

“Honey!”

“We can always buy new ones if you think you want to make believe you’re a man again. Now hush. Let’s have an iced tea and get ready for dinner.” She came over to me, stood before me, and rubbed my shoulders, looking deep into my eyes. She stroked my hair. “Aww. Don't feel bad, pretty girl. We’re on vacation.”

She slid her hand under my dress and rubbed the front of my panties, where I had been continually hard all day. “Don’t you want to slip into those, oh so silky and sensual sheer pantyhose and wear that stunning new black chiffon minidress?”

She beamed at me as she slid her cool fingers into the side of my panties and pulled the entire package out of my panties, then grabbed the shaft with her thumb and middle finger and jerked it tenderly. “Aren’t you excited to go out to dinner with your wife as her sexy wife?”

I stood there in my wedge heels, melted in her grip, and began humping into her finger and thumb, my thin minidress brushing my thighs as I held her by the shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Oh God, yes! Please! I can't wait.” Looking into her grinning eyes, I humped her finger grip like a rabbit and whimpered in a girly tone as my breath became choppy.

“Oh, my little girl. How lovely! Aren’t you wound up!? Love the adorable little whimpering, too! So girly!” She dropped it like a hot potato and snapped my panties back against it, then she slapped my bottom hard. “Go get ready, then, girl! I’ll help you with your makeup. Now rinse off and wait for me. I’ll set out our clothes.”

I dashed off hurriedly to the closet, sat on the chair, stripped off my clothes, grabbed a new short pink satin robe, and went into the shower. I had to wash and condition my hair, despite being afraid of messing it up, because it stunk from the coloring chemicals.

In the bathroom, Carisa was naked, laying out the makeup. She turned to me, looking gorgeous. “I’ll rinse off, and I want to get the smell out of my hair. I see you did too. Dry and style your hair. Feel free to use the curling iron and some hairspray. I’ll rinse off.”

She got into the shower, and I did my thing with the new hair. It was wonderful. It dried quickly, becoming fluffy and soft, and I was able to create some cute curls that dangled on each side of my face. When I was done, I sprayed it lightly. It was fabulous. I was throbbing under my satin robe, looking at myself in the mirror.

I looked at all the makeup. What the heck. I could do this. I started with the mascara. It made my lashes full and long. Then eyeliner. It made them bigger and wide-eyed. Then I stared at the eyeshadow. Hmm.

Carisa climbed out, toweling her hair roughly. “Oh, I see you started. Good job. Very nice.”

“But I need advice on the eyeshadow.”

“Okay. This is for a night look, so… Let’s go for smoky corners and maybe a light pinkish lid, huh?” She went to do it. I took the applicator from her. “I can do it.”

“Okay.”

I did it because I had studied her doing it before on herself. She took the applicator and smoothed it out, blending. “There. It needs to be blended when it’s done. Perfect. Good job. You are a natural at makeup, girl. It's instinctual for you. Now, want me to extend your eyeliner for a seductive night look?”

“Sure.” I handed it to her. She did it. It was fabulous. Sexy as hell. I throbbed and bobbed beneath my robe, with it bumping the underside of the counter under the satin robe. My heart raced.

“A little blush and contour?”

“Sure.”

She reshaped my face, giving it more features, higher cheekbones, and a nicer, fuller frame to it. Then the twenty-four-hour lipstick extended beyond the natural lip, making them full and luscious and creating a cupid's bow that made them oh so inviting. I so wanted to stick my dick in them whenever I saw lips like that. Now I had lips like that. OMG! Every guy will want to use them!

“Done! One seductive young lady is almost ready for her date.”

Oh shit! She’s planning on me using them! “Date?”

“With your wife, silly.” She gave me a peck. “Now get out of my way and go. Dress. It's all on the bed.”

I dashed into the bedroom, relieved I wasn’t going on a date with a guy but with my wife. I was brimming with excitement, and sat down to begin with the black lace bra and forms. Next, the sheer suntan pantyhose sent ripples of pleasure across my legs as I pulled them up, then I couldn’t help caressing my legs before I tore myself from it. Next, a pair of black lace ruffled panties that, once up, I discovered were crotchless and did nothing to contain my hairless, bobbing shaft and package. It even lifted them up more, as they had an elastic hole that wrapped under the globes and over the shaft, effectively supporting it all. Hmm. She must know this would be okay.

I slid into the silky chiffon overlay black minidress, featuring a V-neck top and straps that covered my bra straps. I struggled a bit, turning in circles like a dog chasing its tail, but managed to zip the back of the dress up all the way. I adjusted the bra and dress for maximum cleavage, tugging my flesh up from under the forms in the snug bra.

I sat and slid my pretty, painted toenails into the delicate, strappy, black patent five-inch heel stilettos and stood getting my balance, then walked around in minced steps, giving me the sense of being fragile, feminine, vulnerable, and sexy as hell. I was throbbing beneath the dress and went to the full-length mirror to check if it showed.

I moved to and fro in front of the full-length mirror, and despite its hardness, it didn't show a bit because of the flared hem of the dress. As I took in my new, feminine, sexy look, I couldn't help grasping my happy shaft through the silky dress and giving it a few strokes. I lusted for my lips, hair, eyes, flawless, silky, shapely legs in sky-high heels, full breasts, delicate arms that I used to hide because of the lack of muscles, which were now lovely and feminine, and my glittering, long nails.

My breathing was choppy, and I was oozing as I felt a hand on my shoulder and then a kiss on my cheek from behind. “Nice, huh, little girl? You look very sexy doing that. Makes me quite hot. Now stop for a little while and put on your jewelry, perfume, and bolero top. It’ll get even better for you.”

I stopped reluctantly and abruptly, and I think I oozed a drip onto the carpet as it rubbed the tip against the silky liner of the dress. My heart was pounding as I stood at the dresser, putting in my earrings, then my necklace, which sat nicely in my cleavage, followed by rings, bracelets, and an ankle chain—finally, a black chiffon bow in my hair.

I bathed in a special pheromone perfume, and it filled me with a rush of energy that was feminine and pretty, and my shaft throbbed repeatedly and uncontrollably beneath the dress. My body vibrated with a thing I could only call feminine prettiness. It was as if I were the embodiment of feminine sexuality, and I had never felt so wonderful, powerful, confident, and sexy in my life. You’d think a guy should be the one to feel this level of arousal, but I never had such power in my step or attitude as I did right then. This girl stuff was awesome!

I stared at myself some more, but now there was no localized, tiny, singular focus of sexual sensations. It was my whole sensual, tingling body. I watched as my long, glittering-nailed fingers glided over my breasts, pressing them to my chest and squeezing them, seeing my cleavage pressed outward.

I whimpered as I ran my hands down the front of the dress and then down my legs, bending down while looking into my eyes in the mirror. I stood, my hands playing in the waves of my hair, feeling its silkiness and softness as a gleaming, long-nailed fingertip gently moved the curls by my face, and I smiled seductively. I was a siren! A kiss on my cheek broke my worship.

“Time to go.”

Carisa stood alongside in a clingy, black-sequin clubbing dress, revealing her shapely hips and tiny waist, showcasing her perfect figure, her breasts threatening to leap from the V-neck top where a sequin crop top covered her shoulders and added to her shapeliness. She was in five-inch, strappy, sparkling stilettos with sheer, black, lace-top thigh highs that just showed the lower edge of the lace until she tugged her dress down to barely cover it. Her hair was spiked and gelled, showcasing her chiseled face, which was further accentuated by her contouring expertise.

“Oh my God, Carisa. You are stunning!”

“Thank you, and so are you!” She gave me a peck with our painted lips puckered. She slung her sequin purse. “Let’s go. An Uber is outside for us. Time to have a girl’s night out, baby.”

We clattered down the stairs, through the hall, and out of the house to the Uber-black Escalade. We snuggled in the back seat.

“Did you wear the crotchless panties I left out?”

“I did.”

“They work okay? See anything?”

“Nope. Perfect. Very comfortable too.”

She patted my stockinged thigh, then glided her hand over it, caressing it. “Good. I didn't think it’d show. I wore a pair too, but without the lift in them. I can feel the breeze on my moistness there as I walk.” She laughed. “Makes me feel naked and ready for anything. I’m so wet! Are you ready for a wild girls’ night out?”

“I thought we were just going to dinner.”

“Dinner, yes. It’s too early for a club now, but we’ll do one after. You need to learn to dance like a girl and get comfortable being a girl around men.”

“No! Men!? Carisa, no. Please.”

“Don't be scared, little girl. We’ll have a nice dinner and drinks first, and you'll be all relaxed and ready. Fifty grand is coming if you’re a good girl, right? You need to be convincing as a girl. Right?” Her hand went under my dress, and her thumb and forefinger stroked me gently as she looked into my eyes lovingly.

I nodded nervously. Her ministrations and the sensuality of what I was wearing, the perfume, and all of it had me at the edge. I whimpered quietly. “Uh… Right. I have to be comfortable.” My breathing was choppy, and I recrossed my legs, rubbing them sensuously against each other. I grabbed a breast and squeezed it, looking into the driver's rear-view mirror to be sure he wasn’t watching us.

“Be comfortable with what, sweetie? What does a girl like you need to be comfortable with?” She stroked me ever so slowly and cautiously, rubbing the ooze from the tip on and off, making me twitch and jerk my leg.

“Uh… men. I need to be comfortable with men.” When I said it, I meant it. I had to be brave. It gave me a tingle to say it. I even throbbed uncontrollably in her fingers a few times as I said it.

“Oh, good girl, you’re throbbing by saying that. Okay. Now, how do you need to act around men?”

“Unafraid of them and acting like a woman would.” That statement made me even more aroused for some reason. I began throbbing uncontrollably, and she felt it and smiled from ear to ear. It was as if I had developed an attraction to men.

“Good girl. So if they touch you, it’s good, right?”

I nodded. Throbbed.

She nodded. “Excellent physical response, sweetie. Again, you’re a natural girl.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

She tilted her head. “And men like to be touched when a woman makes them hard, too, right? So you need to touch them there too, to make them feel nice too, right? Maybe even use your lips and mouth.”

I throbbed like a machine gun… oozing as I did in her feather-like grip that was doing nothing more than measuring my responses to her statements.

“Outstanding response, dear. So heartfelt. I can tell you truly believe you want to, and you can see how much you do by how you’re automatically reacting. What would you use to please men? Tell me and I’ll stop tormenting you.” She was barely touching it.

“Uh, I’ll use my hands, lips, and mouth like a woman would for a man.” Again, it bobbed and jerked around like a trapped snake in her light grip. I whimpered and recrossed my legs, gliding them against each other, my body aflame with desire and tingling all over.

“Perfect answer. So you can’t be afraid of men. You have to act like a woman with them, or you’ll show your cards at the party. Right?”

Flailing shaft oozing from the tip. My breath choppy. A restrained little whimper from my lips. My eyes pleaded. “Of course. Please men.” Struggled to keep from spurting.

She let it go, as if she had shut off the polygraph machine, because she had her truthful answers. She sighed and looked out the window with a contented look on her face.

She turned back to me and observed me. “So pretty. The men will love you. It’s the ultimate compliment for a girl. And you’ll love the compliments and the wonderful rewards of being such a lovely, sexy woman, so relax. You’ll be diligently harvesting their passionate releases as if you always loved to.”

It made me crazy again, and I recrossed my legs and throbbed. I had developed an attraction toward men, and everything she said to me in her polygraph session proved it by my undeniable physical responses. I didn't know why, but it was intensely arousing and something I’d have to face. I was becoming a girl. I breathed deeply. I talked in my head. It is what it is. It’s what I am. It was meant to be. My heart raced. It was an epiphany and destroyed all my paradigms of ever having been a man. Would my wife or even thoughts of tiny Melissa ever excite me so? Had they? It didn’t seem to be any comparison to the intense arousal this instilled in me.

I looked out the window, my body tingling, her other hand gliding on my stockinged leg, my full breasts pressing on my chest, and my perfume filling me with pleasure. My perfume! Shit! The pheromones are for men. That’s why I like it so much, and I’m so aroused. I’m gonna attract them like a bitch in heat. I throbbed some more under the dress; the tip rubbing the silky fabric as I thought of men pursuing me sexually, attracted to me, wanting me to please them, and me harvesting my compliments of their passionate releases for me.

I whimpered and stopped her hand on my leg for a moment to compose myself.

“It’s okay, little girl. It’s okay to have these feelings. It’s natural. It’s who you are. Don’t be afraid of it; be proud of it. I love you. You’re doing very well. Just relax. You can have a drink soon.” She gave me a delicate peck on the cheek.

I remembered seeing Carisa with her toys and how I enjoyed seeing it. Was it because I wanted to be her? I closed my eyes and pictured myself doing those things as my hand drifted to my lap and caressed it in the silky dress.

She patted my hand and squeezed it, then released it. “Good girl. Feel the prettiness you are now. Know how much more you are now.”
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The valet and the maître d' were the first men who revealed to me how interesting I was to them, the way their eyes flashed around, taking in my legs, cleavage, face, and hair, and expressing their approval with a flash of their teeth and a face full of longing for what they saw. It filled me with pride in the girl I had become. Not that Carisa didn't elicit the same response from them. She did. And the two of us were now obviously a force to be reckoned with.

The first dirty martini calmed my shattered nerves and allowed me to immerse myself in the prettiness and femininity enveloping my soul. Carisa spoke about the art of clubbing and playing with men to obtain what a girl wanted without allowing any possession by the men. If I didn't know better, I’d say she had a great deal of experience in this matter, which I never knew she had. I guess we all have our secrets.

“So, Carisa. I have to know. Does dressing this way make you, a woman, feel sexy and powerful and confident and pretty and feminine and oh so sensual?”

“Why? Is that how you feel?”

I nodded and rolled my eyes. “God, yes.”

“That’s because you’re a woman. See? It does evoke all those feelings. I’d venture to say it at least makes some other women who do it feel sexy and pretty as well. Did you ever feel sexy and handsome as a man?”

I shrugged. “Uh, if I thought I was presentable enough to go to a nice place like this, I thought I looked decent. As far as sexy…hmm…The only time I felt sexy was when you made me feel that way. Like when I enjoyed watching and hearing your stories, and I also felt sexy when you let me put it in you before you played.”

She sipped and then nodded. “So… which is better?” She grasped my hand and squeezed it.

I rolled my eyes and grinned. “You have to ask? This is a thousand times better. It’s as if I have an upgraded set of physical senses. Everything is brighter, more vivid, lovelier, sexier, more sensual, more alive, more full of passion and energy. There’s no comparison. It's as if the old me was a numb shell of a person compared to this all-body and soul-immersive new me. I can’t thank you enough for making me do this. I love you so much for this.”

I glided my hand on her silky thigh to under her dress, until I could feel her heat and moisture, then caressed her thigh on the way back as I gazed into her gorgeous eyes, and my eyes became watery. “I’m sorry.” I grabbed a tissue from my purse and carefully dabbed my eyes.

“Nothing to be sorry for. It’s a good thing. You’re all girl. Almost… soon though. Soon you’ll know the joy of being coupled to a man in his powerful embrace as he releases his passion for you inside your soul.”

Uncontrollable throbbing under my dress, I recrossed my legs and glided them deliciously together. “Uh… That sounds like…”

“It is. A man making love to you.”

“Carisa! No.”
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Carisa assured me I didn’t have to do anything I didn’t want to do, and I would only do things when I wanted to. I was able to relax and enjoy the rest of the dinner date, and I never enjoyed a meal as much. The drinks, wine, and food were all better tasting and more of a whole-body experience than I had ever known it could be. We were two sensual beings immersed in the wonder of life and pleasure.

Our very handsome, very young waiter was fun to watch, as uncomfortable as we made him with his obvious attraction to us showing, and then being hidden, by his arm towel as he served us and took our orders. He had to be an adult to serve drinks, but he looked like he was sixteen or so, and he was very cute and handsome, with a noticeable bulge in his pants.

When we first noticed it, we made it a point to give him a show by making our breasts more prominent from our posture, being coy and cute with him, and even touching his hand in thanks. It was fun. Carisa wanted me to give him a good tip, not on the check, since she had already paid the bill. She thought I’d enjoy sucking him off, but I wasn't quite ready for that yet. I offered it to Carisa, but she wanted to move forward with the clubbing so that I could gain more experience with men and not waste time watching her.

In the ladies’ room, Carisa and I touched up our lipstick and hair. She insisted I put on more of that pheromone perfume, and she put on more of hers. It filled me with sensuality and loveliness, reemphasizing my new seductive and alluring nature.

Off to the club we went. It was in another town, not far away, but far enough away that we’d be less likely to encounter people we knew. Plus, it was ladies’ night. The first two drinks were complimentary for women, but ladies' night attracted more guys than girls.

Our Uber dropped us at the front door. The one hundred and ten beats per second thumping could be felt in my breasts as we walked up the walk, my hardness flailing and rubbing the tip on the lining of my dress, my cleavage jiggling, the breasts tugging on my chest, walking in minced erotic steps, arm in arm to the door. Men were already ogling us while they waited in line to get in, as we passed them all in the entry marked for ladies only. It filled me with a tingling energy that only heightened all the other sensations I was experiencing. It was as if they imparted their energy directly into me.

Inside, Carisa led us through the crowd to the bar in the far corner, the furthest from the speakers. We took seats at the bar, crossed our legs, and ordered drinks.

I cupped my hand and spoke into Carisa’s ear. “Carisa, did you sense anything on the way in? Like some energy from all those guys ogling us?”

She laughed and placed her hand on my thigh, gliding it gently, talking into my ear. “Oh God, yes. You sensed it too. That’s how it is, girl. Isn't it something? I love that sensation. It makes me feel so powerful.”

“It does!” I giggled and gave her a peck on the lips. Our drinks arrived, and she toasted me, both of us holding our martinis carefully by the stem with our long, shiny nails, our pinkies out. “To Ira becoming a girl completely…when she wants. Sooner rather than later.” She chuckled.

I nodded and smiled. “Probably sooner than later. It’s becoming irresistible. It’s like I’m a vampire.”

We touched glasses and sipped carefully.
“Hello, ladies! Mind if we stand here?”

We turned to see two tall, handsome young men who smelled wonderful and looked incredible.

“Not at all. You guys smell good!” Carisa laughed and offered her hand. “I’m Carisa, and this is Ira.”

We all shook hands, and I followed Carisa’s lead by shaking with my fingertips only.

“Bill and Bob.”

Bob nodded and smiled as his eyes moved about my cleavage, my crossed leg with my high heel bouncing, and my face and hair. Bob was lean, firm, six-feet-three or so, and Bill was a good solid six-foot-four or so as he leaned in toward Carisa and complimented her hair and outfit.

Carisa was putting on the charm, and Bill was already showing a thick, long bulge in his jeans where Carisa’s eyes flitted to on and off, quite obviously as her eyes moved from his to it over and over. As she had coached me over dinner, she was showing him her interest in him and that she saw his obvious interest in her and wasn’t put off by it, but interested in it. She was bouncing a high-heeled foot, and the lower portion of her sheer black lace-top thigh-high was showing, her dress barely covering her crotchless-pantied, man-pleasing depository, which, from her body language, would be considerably wet and ready for penetration.

Bob’s compliments to me drew my attention back to him, and I saw that he, too, had a well-grown compliment in his jeans. I instantly began throbbing uncontrollably under my dress, forcing it to rub the silky fabric and send ripples of sensation through me.

As we talked, even though I knew the message it would send Bob, I couldn’t stop my eyes from going to his crotch over and over. I wriggled in my seat, my dress moving higher and higher until finally I stopped it by placing my hand on it and pressing on my hard-on before revealing my secret. How would I keep my secret a secret?

Glancing over at Carisa, Bill was now quite close to her with his arm over her seat, and her hand was nonchalantly rubbing his hardness in his jeans. “Touch the men where they like it. You have to. You’re a girl, and men like that.” I heard her say in my head.

Bob must have read my mind or taken Carisa and Bill’s cue to get closer to me so I could do the same for him. I smiled at him and began our pointless chatter about what he liked, and he rambled on unintelligibly while I nodded my head, feigned interest in what he was saying, and moved my hand to rub his crotch. The thrill it gave me was tremendous⏤to know and touch someone so aroused by me that way. I squeezed it and was astounded at its length and breadth. It made mine seem like a child's next to his.

I tilted my head, nodded, and smiled as his words flew in one ear and out the other as he throbbed in his jeans for me beneath my grip, and I gazed into his bright, excited, and roaming eyes. His huge, soft hand drifted to my crossed legs, and he moved closer, his wonderfully manly cologne filling my nostrils as he gently and sensually caressed my silky, stockinged thighs, sending more energy through my body. He told me how sexy and silky and soft I was, and how pretty my hair and face were, and how much he loved my luscious lips. I was melting and oozing and throbbing with it locked between my thighs. Now what?

Bill took Carisa’s hand, and she slid off the stool, tugging her dress down to cover the lace tops of her thigh-high stockings once more. She smiled at me as she gripped his hand and leaned in to me to say. “We’re all going dancing. C’mon, girl.” She looked at Bob. “C’mon, Bob. We all need to dance.”

Bob took my hand in his, and I held it firmly. Then, I slid off the stool and adjusted my purse to go cross-body for dancing. His grip was gentle but secure, and he gave me a pleasant sense of security and safety in contrast to my nearly naked vulnerability from my revealed and accessible body as we made our way through the crowd to the dance floor. It seemed natural and appropriate for a girl dressed to go out like I was — all sexy and vulnerable — to have a man to protect and keep her safe.

It was an incredible sensation and let me enjoy my near-nakedness in the women’s mating ritual clothes I wore even more so. Any man could have grabbed me in a dark corner and used me like the sex object I was dressed and presented as, but with Bob there, I was telling the world I was his sex object, that was vulnerable and usable in an instant by lifting the hem of my minidress. He proudly wore me for arm candy, and I was proud to be it, feeling safe with him. It was a sensation I’d never had before, and I loved it.

We all began dancing in a tight space on the crowded floor with Carisa rubbing her bottom on Bill’s crotch on and off and doing sexy undulations with her hips, tossing her head around, and jigging her breasts to the point they might leap out of her dress.

I followed her example and rubbed my bottom on Bob’s hardness, sensing it firm against my butt cheeks with only my dress and his jeans between it and me. His hands gripped my hips, and he rubbed his raging hardness between and on my cheeks through the dress as he groaned in my ear, kissing my neck and making me want more.

I so wanted to lift my dress and have him slide that rigid, silky beast between my cheeks, but I didn’t want him to think it was an invitation to put it in me, plus, I didn't want to take a chance of him finding my secret. I’d have to find another way to satisfy my growing need and sense of duty to please Bob, my protector and someone smitten with me who wanted me so badly.

We separated and danced freely, our eyes checking each other out, his feelings for me shouted out beneath his jeans. Now and then, a guy’s hand would brush my panties under my minidress from behind as he danced behind me. It made me even hornier from the intimate touches and knowing how vulnerable I was.

It didn't detract from Bob and me dancing or our riveted attention to each other, his eyes roaming my body lustfully. It was as if we were putting on a display like two birds mating. My hair floated about me, my cleavage jiggled, my breasts tugged on my chest deliciously with each move, and my free, bobbing and undulating hardness rubbed its tip against the silky lining over and over, sending currents into me like a flicked tongue across its tip and leaving the ooze to dampen the fabric more and more.

My heart was pounding as the lights flashed through the machine-created smoke. The scent of my perfume and Bob’s cologne would fill my nostrils on and off. I saw my wife seducing her man friend, wondering if she’d give him permission to stick it in her like she did for me, and I actually wished she would so I could see how my wife would react to having such a prime example of a real man fill her instead of her lifeless toys.

Carisa stopped them dancing, and the two of them spoke into each other’s ears. Bill nodded, smiled broadly, and put her hand in his. He motioned to us as if he was taking a drink from a glass, then we formed a chain and he led us through the crowd to the patio, where the cool breeze reinvigorated me and blew up my minidress, caressing my stockinged legs and cooling my hot and throbbing package.

I reveled in the ability to be practically naked, sexy, sensual, and deliciously vulnerable and enjoy all the sensual treats that I’d never previously had. And instead of being scared and nakedly vulnerable, I was alive and deliciously available to any and all caresses… human… Just the breeze and freedom of movement were sensual and seductive. The clothes, shoes, and realizing the girl I was had lifted my sensuality and explorative mental state.

We gathered drinks at the bar, and Bill then led us to a quiet corner of the patio, where there were privacy walls between conversation pits of sectional couches. Carisa sat almost on Bill, and I sat snuggled next to Bob. We all caught our breath and cooled down, the boys opening their shirts almost to their waists and rolling up their sleeves.

The men were handsome—something I had never paid much attention to with men before or responded to like I was then. There was a power and grace to them with their warm smiles and attentive attitude toward us, and something incredibly sexy about them, making me want to please them and prove my worth as a girl. I could see why Carisa was having so much fun and why she’d like to have men like that fucking her.

I was flattered by men’s interest in me sexually (no one ever really was with me before) and was soon sipping my drink while Bob caressed my crossed legs and I attentively rubbed his oh so captivating, hard, big, begging manhood through his jeans.

Carisa and Bill had a deep kiss, and while they did, Carisa started undoing Bill's zipper, then he helped with his belt and button until she had it all removed from his pants and sheer underwear. The whole, hairless, manly package was fully illuminated in the moonlight as her tiny hand wrapped around his shaft as far as it would go and began stroking half of it while they kissed. Bill’s hand was under her dress and was thrusting into her, then rubbing her button with his thumb, making her twitch, then thrusting again.

Bob was caressing my legs and trying to get between them. I had to stop him. I kissed him and started unzipping his pants, and he hurriedly helped get them undone. I broke the kiss and looked down at it as it jumped up and down, all hairless above his lifted hairless globes, all protruding firmly and prominently from the pants as if it was all cast from silicone like Carisa’s toys. It was magnificent to me, who had never seen such magnificence other than in toys; it was as if it were a god’s scepter with the power it had over me.

I saw my fingers wrap around the velvety post, making it only partway, and my long nails danced in the moonlight as I stroked half of it. I then used my other hand to grip the rest of it, and with two hands, slid the skin over the firm, luxuriant masterpiece of power-filled flesh and veins beneath, while looking into his eyes.

I took his tender, silken globes into one hand and cupped them, rolling them and tugging them gently. I glanced over to Carisa, and she was on her back, her legs pressed back, her toes pointed in her high heels above her head as Bill’s gorgeous, wet, gleaming rod oh-so-slowly retracted, the moonlight making it glisten, the tip still pressed to the dripping flesh. Slowly, it spread her wings again, stretching her wide as the mushroom head disappeared from view and her head rolled on her shoulders, her breasts taken out of her dress for Bill to suck. My wife was in seventh heaven, and I was envious of her immense pleasure.

I revered her intense climax on that monster as she oozed and shuddered, and her leg twitched over and over for a few seconds. It was breathtaking. I longed to know what that was like for her. For a woman to be so deeply and intimately connected and filled so thoroughly by a manly man. What would that be like? It looked astoundingly pleasurable and fulfilling. She had never been so taken with the toys before. If only I could be her for a few moments. I was so envious.

I was drawn back to the wonderfully needy matter in my hand as Bob’s hand became more demanding to open my legs when he saw his buddy getting making love to my wife. He wanted to stuff me like that. He wanted to make me twitch and fill me with his seed. I wanted to experience that ultimate compliment and validation of feminine allure. I had to do something.

I moved from his reach by taking a pillow and sliding to the ground to kneel on it, and I took his work of art into my mouth as I gazed up at him, my head bobbing up and down, my eyes wide open, my hand stroking the bottom while my other hand rolled and tugged his velvety globes. I sucked one into my mouth and rolled it around. It was like a ball in a velvet sack filling my mouth, my jaw wide. The powerful ravenousness it filled me with made me wish I could fit them both in my mouth like a chipmunk…Then I consumed the other as lovingly, honoring it deeply, all the while stroking his heartfelt compliment for me.

His hands rested on each side of my head as he gazed down at me with a face full of passionate love and occasionally looked around our private area. He enjoyed seeing Bill fucking my wife to heaven, and I knew that was what he wanted to do to me right then. I had to take away his longing for it before he lifted me off the ground and threw me onto the couch like his favorite sex doll. Oh, the thought of such an encounter was so tantalizing, but… my secret… and …I didn't have that woman’s part.

While he watched my wife and Bill like a porn film, I intensified my efforts to make him come for me, rolling my tongue around the shaft, flicking the tip, tasting his pre-cum, rolling his balls, and bobbing my head. My hair flew about my head. My earrings clattered together as they tugged on my ears.

I became fervent, looking into his eyes. I wanted it. I needed to make him come for me and swallow his passionate release. I heard a sweet and frustrated, pleading whimper from my stuffed face, wide-eyed and looking up imploringly. Couldn’t he see how much I wanted his passionate release in my mouth? Couldn’t he read my fervor and need? I mentally sent signals to him to come in my face over and over.

His hands tightened their grip on my skull as he looked directly into my eyes. As if upset that he couldn’t do to me what Bill was doing to my wife, he began to force my head down and up his shaft as I worked it, my one hand limiting the penetration so as not to choke. Under my dress, my hardness was dancing wildly of its own accord, rubbing the tip, and I began humping the air in little discreet moves.

Bob groaned as he stuffed my face onto it repeatedly, moving my head like a masturbation device, my jaw wide. My eyes were wide open and blinking like a doll’s head with the motions he forced as my hair flew about. Looking deeply into his eyes and mentally begging for his pearly rope to release, the only thing keeping the driving beast from choking me was my grip as a stop, so I held it fast. I knew he was close, and I’d soon have my first harvested reward for being such a tantalizing girl.

His grip tightened on my skull, and he groaned deep and low as he stopped moving my head on it. It swelled rigid and then jerked and spasmed and gushed through my fist and then between my lips and flooded my mouth, where I began swallowing wide-eyed and blinking rapidly, trying to keep up with the gushing as it jerked and spasmed in my mouth. His face was contorted, and his eyes locked on mine, and he thrusted and fucked my face several more times, my head locked in his iron grip, his eyes ablaze with lust.

My own little thingy became wild and danced and spurted massive amounts into my dress and onto my legs. I heard Carisa as she came strong while Bill groaned and grunted as he filled my wife with his gushing, jerking passion.

Bob pulled his sweet and power-filled passion connector from my face, lifted me, and peppered my face with kisses, making me giggle. When we broke apart, I smoothed my dress and rubbed it around on my legs to wipe off my passion pearls from them. I checked myself in the moonlight, and I had escaped revealing my secret.

I sat in the embrace of his arm around my shoulders and sipped my drink, savoring what was left of the taste of my first earned reward. I bounced a high-heeled foot, being proud and jubilant about what I had accomplished, while Bill and my wife uncoupled, then he wrapped his condom in a napkin and walked it to a trash can out of view. My wife smiled at me, raised her drink to me, nodded her head, and said, “Good girl, Ira.”

“Thanks!”

I looked up at the moon, a cool breeze touching my legs, neck, face, and arms. Limp under my dress, I remained feminine, sensual, and felt pretty, confident, and assertive. It was wonderful. I had never made anyone feel as good as I made Bob feel. I was fortunate to have discovered something so easy and wonderful that I could excel at so well. For a moment, I basked in the joy of my newfound skill and passion.

But what had happened? Let’s see. I gave my wife to a stranger, and she had him fuck her silly while I was in love with her response to him, and I enthusiastically sucked a guy's cock until he stuffed my face like a sex doll and dumped his load into me, and I swallowed it all. All while dressed like a girl, and had so much titillation doing it, I came hands-free under my minidress and on my stockings. Phew! What was I doing!? This was insane!
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Carisa exchanged numbers with the men, promising to be in touch sometime, and then we entered our Uber and left.

In the back of the Uber, we snuggled and cuddled together. We kissed deeply for a while and basked in the glow of our satisfying evening.

She ran her fingers through my hair, fixing it and tilting her head, looking at me in the passing streetlights. “So pretty. And you didn't even get any of his passion in your hair. How was it? Did you swallow it all?”

I couldn’t help racing through all the thoughts I had to tell her. My eyes were wide, and words came out of my mouth like from a firehose in an excited, definitely feminine-sounding, hushed voice. “I did. It was awesome. I have never been so proud and happy about making someone so satisfied sexually. It was incredibly rewarding and a massive ego boost for me. I want to do it all the time! Every moment I can! I don’t know how you can resist it. Of course, what you were doing sure looked great, too. How is it to be so fully connected to a person like that, with them filling you up and being so passionate about you? The energy must be incredible, and how powerfully you came, your body twitching and shuddering. You looked so gorgeous. I wasn't the least bit jealous, other than wanting to feel what you felt for myself.” I laughed.

She laughed. “Oh my! Well, you enjoyed it much more than I thought you would for your first time. I thought you might have regrets and guilt. I’m so happy for you!! Too bad you couldn't come because it was a secret. We’ll have to let men know about it sometime.”

“Of course. When we know it's safe. But my secret didn't prevent me from having the best spurting session ever! Don't take this as an insult, but it was way better than me shooting off in you after a minute or jerking it while seeing you with your toys, and I didn't even have to touch myself. It was as if the act of using my face as his depository made me come. It was as if I was connected to it through an electrical connection, and my purpose was to receive its energy. It’s power. It swelled and spasmed fiercely… gushing, which triggered me to gush. It was amazing. So tell me what it’s like for you, my love. Having that manly, incredibly masculine, and powerful thing so deeply connected to you, then having it jerking and spasming inside as he gave it all to you. I’m so jealous.”

“Hmm, let’s see. Not that I don’t love seeing how adorable you are staring at me wide-eyed and mouth open while jerking off, but to have that connection, like you say, deepens the experience, and the level of the energy multiplies logarithmically. Like you experienced the connectedness in your mouth, it moved throughout my body. The fact that he had to stretch me out to enter me made the connection stronger, and then when he seemed to shove it up to my throat…. Oh, my god…. Then, when he let loose and it pulsated and squirmed and jerked inside of me like some struggling python, that sent me into a tizzy of whole-body sensations. I was never so proud, womanly, and purposeful as when he used me like that. It showed me why that act of submission is so important.”

“Wow. I can only imagine. Too bad I’m not built the way you are.”

“You don’t have to be. Trust me, the backdoor works just as well. I’ve had them there before, too, and even had both at once, which is something else. But you can experience it in your backdoor. Want to?”

“Eww. It’s dirty down there. I can’t imagine anyone wanting to get it dirty like that or for me to have it like that. Plus, it would probably hurt like hell. No, thank you. I’ll stick with what I have now.”

“But you see, the attachment on the shower isn’t just for women. It works in your bottom too. You do your morning routine, flush it all out afterward like a douche, and you're good to go. You’ll be clean as a whistle until the next time you go. And men love using that hole because it’s tighter and there’s no chance of getting the girl pregnant. You can do it. You can experience that wonder too.”

I shook my head. “Yuk, clean out? I’ll be happy with what I have.”

“Hmm. We’ll see about that. You’ll learn. You’re a quick learner, and you know you’re not a man and never were. You’re a girl, and girls have intercourse with men, so you will too. I’ll help you get over your paradigm. If you think you’d like to experience what girls like me do.”

She winked. “Wouldn't that be wonderful?” She slid her hand up my thigh to wrap my throbbing hardness in the silky lining and stroked it. “See? You're already hard just talking about it. You want it. Do some soul searching.”

Back home, Carisa and I put on our sexy nightclothes together. Much better than a T-shirt and boxers. I loved the silky smoothness all over and the weight of my breasts as I lay there. Carisa had bought me some of my own toys, including a super realistic-looking and feeling male package that was almost as nice as Bob’s. I fell asleep with it in my mouth as Carisa praised me as such a good girl, rubbing my back.

In the morning, I woke to Carisa’s lips and mouth working my entire package, all of it in her mouth at once, including the globes. I loved when she stuffed her face full of me, and I watched as her tongue did its magic. My globes and rod were rolled around in her hot, wet mouth, her eyes bright and looking up at me while I rested against the headboard, my hands gently upon her head, while I sucked and ministered to my imaginary friend.

It didn’t take but a minute before my legs tensed in their stockings and high heels. I heard myself whimpering around my fake friend as I gushed into her pretty face, all of it being swallowed fervently by her, and then her tongue wrapping around it all and lapping it up as it slowly but surely became limp as a noodle.

I was lying back, catching my breath around my friend as my tongue ran circles around it. I moved it back and forth in my mouth as my heart rate slowed, and I lingered in the exhausted glow of satisfaction as I sensed Carisa using a cool, damp towel to clean it all up for some reason. It was lovely as the air made it even cooler and shrank it to its turtle's head in hiding. “Close your eyes now, Ira. I have a special treat for you.”

“Oh, goodie! Okay.” Next, with my eyes closed and my head on the pillow, I sensed her manipulating the flesh down there, and I giggled as it tickled a bit. “Carisa!? What are you doing?”

“Just relax and enjoy, princess. Keep your eyes closed. It’s a surprise.”

With a grin on my face, I lay there, eyes closed, trying to imagine what she was doing. She slid a strap around my waist and another around each thigh. Hmm, some bondage thing? Kinky.

She stopped and kissed my cheek. “Okay. You can look now.”

I looked, and there was a plastic thing hidden in the folds of my flesh. Flesh that looked like a woman’s labia. I had no globes and no shaft. I folded aside the labia-like skin to reveal what I believed was the remains of the tip of my dick covered by a pink cap with a hole in it, where the hole in the head could be seen. I shook it, and the skin flopped around it, hiding it. I gasped. “Carisa! What have you done! It’s all gone!”

She laughed. “It’s not gone, silly. It’s just tucked away. I used a Fufu Clip, a chastity method, for you. It’s better than a cage because there are fewer masculine-like things visible. After all, the globes are stuffed inside of you, along with most of the shaft. It’s more like a woman’s camel toe. Cute, huh? Now your poor imitation of manhood is hidden. Now you look more like the girl you are, and even if it gets hard in there, it won't be seen, and you won’t be able to play with it to have a release. Now you can learn to be the girl you are completely. Get up now and let’s eat breakfast.”

She slid off the bed, taking the towel and all with her, and dashed out of the room, her heels clattering away from me. I stared at it, trying to figure out how to remove it, but the locks made it impossible. I was captured.

I put the thought aside. If it was put on that easily, it could come off as well—no big deal. I clattered downstairs and helped Carisa make breakfast.

My phone chimed with Carisa’s ringtone, and I looked at Carisa. “Grab your phone, follow the link I sent, and view it while we eat.”

I did, and she had sent me a porn video of a girl like me with three very handsome men using all of her useful orifices. It captivated me, and the sounds played on as Carisa smiled and waited for my response.

I crossed my legs beneath the table, my stockings gliding against each other. I bounced a high-heeled foot and became riveted to the film.

“Keep eating, Ira. Watch and eat.”

I did and missed my mouth a couple of times. The video was excellent. After it finished and all three men had dumped their passion into the transgirl, it started over again.

“What do you think, Ira? Wouldn’t you love to be her?”

“Uh…”

“Are you hard in your Fufu?” She laughed. “I bet you are.”

I nodded hurriedly.

“Go ahead. Try to make it come for you. Play the video and play with yourself. It won’t break or fall off.”

I did, and it was useless. It barely did anything to stimulate me further. I whimpered and looked at her. “Carisa, this is horrible.”

“Ready to be the girl in the video yet?”

“Oh god. No, I don't want it in my bottom. Eww.”

“Okay, sweetie.” She came around and kissed my cheek. “Let’s do the dishes.”

“How long do I have to keep this thing on?”

“Until you decide to be the girl you’re meant to be and take real men into your girly bottom.”

“Honey!”

“Shush. I’ll wash, and you can dry.” She snapped the towel on my bottom and threw it at me.

When we were done, we climbed upstairs. “Ready to poop and clean out, Ira?”

“No, I won’t do that. Yuk. I draw the line there.”

“Okay. Your choice. Free will and all that. Then get ready, and I’ll have things ready for you to wear today.”

I had evaded her. All I had to do now was figure out how to get the thing off.
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I showered, styled my hair, and applied makeup for a daytime look. Surprisingly, my Fufued stuff even cleaned up well, and I dried it with a hair dryer. I tucked it into my panties, and it looked like a woman’s parts beneath the panties as I throbbed in it. I finished dressing in a simple cotton minidress and wedge heels, ready for a day out in the fresh air doing something together, like going to the park or something.

Downstairs, Carisa was dressed in her work clothes—a pinstriped miniskirt suit and high heels, looking like a million bucks.

“Honey, why are you dressed for work?”

“I have to run some errands. I’m not going into work, or I’d give away my new persona. I’ll be back early. I have you all set up on the recliner with a nice selection of videos for you to absorb while I’m gone. Oh…” she took a pill from the side table and a glass of water. “Take this. It will help with your motivation.”

I looked at it, figuring it was some libido enhancer she liked me to take now and then. “Another kind of libido enhancer?” I slogged it down.

“Nope. A new morning pill for you. A twenty-four-hour erectile dysfunction pill to keep you hard.”

“Honey! What good is that with this Fufu thingy on?”

“Exactly. It will motivate you to do your duty and learn to be the girl you are. Now study the videos. I’ll see you later, and we can Uber to dinner and dancing again.” She gave me a peck on the cheek and left.

I sat in the recliner and started with the favorites list Carisa had built for me. Between the videos and the pill I had taken, I was a writhing nympho, but I couldn’t stop studying the women and t-girls as the men made them twitch and shudder. I took a break for lunch and had to think of baseball to be able to empty my bladder. Despite my best efforts to avoid the videos, I found myself drawn in once more, imagining what it was like for them. Yet, I couldn’t imagine having anything in that place.

Dinner was crazy for me, being as wound up as I was and not being able to do anything about it. Dancing was similar to last time, but not as enjoyable since I was confined and couldn't let it be free to be caressed by the lining of my dress. But add to it that this time, Carisa said to the guys, I was abstaining from sex as a spiritual cleansing thing, and I would only be there to take videos.

Needless to say, the videos were of my wife with the men, three of them this time, as she took them into every usable orifice, including having one in her bottom and front at the same time. It hit home to me how much I was missing as I saw my wife being serviced so well, but when Carisa asked me again on the way home, I refused again, even though I wanted to hit myself for doing so.

The next day, Carisa convinced me to clean out after my morning routine. I never would have imagined it being so good. Especially with my new morning pill, I took it at breakfast. I became desperate, and when Carisa asked if I’d let her put something pleasant in there. I jumped at it.

And was it pleasant? It was an expandable vibrating thing she inflated to a substantial size once it was in, and it sent ripples of pleasure into me, making me ooze in my panties. Still, even with our forced bicycle riding all day, wriggling back and forth on it as we rode, it gave me no relief and only made me hornier.

Finally, the day before the party, I told Carisa that I wanted to be the person I am and be completely myself as a girl. She was so proud of me and bestowed praise and gratitude for my having made the decision. Now, I couldn't wait for the party. I didn’t even care what anyone thought, and I no longer had illusions about being with the women at the party, but only wanted the men. I longed for and desperately needed a man to complete me and make me finish from his ministrations, and not from my last male part that was basically bound and gagged.

Another torturous night was given to me by my loving wife as she added more names and numbers to her phone collection of boy toys at the club after I revered them servicing her and took video. I had a fitful sleep while I used my realistic friend as a pacifier, as I dreamed of myself in all the videos I had seen of women, trans-girls, and my wife being ravaged by men with me in their places. The next day, I woke up with a newfound purpose. I would give myself to a real man to get laid tonight and be used purposefully as the girl I had become.
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The day flew past as we filled it with prepping our place for our sex hangover the next day. Good, easy-to-cook food, refreshments for lounging around lazily, bathing suits for a nap in the sun, and slinky, sexy outfits to lounge around in during the evening. The next day and evening were set and planned. Now for the costume party.

Surprisingly, no one had seen us since we had our hair done and transformed me into what I had become. The outfits Carisa had chosen for us were perfect for the roles we now had, which were far removed from our known personas at work before this.

Carisa had gone from a conservative, sweet, petite girl to a dominatrix type. A demanding, sexy bitch. I had gone from a mundane, geeky nerd to a gorgeous, petite, and sexy young girl. Now, one would guess. Or at least they’d not believe it very quickly.

Carisa wore a pair of thigh-high, black-patent open-toe, fetishy-high, platform stiletto boots over sheer black, lace-top thigh-high stockings, followed by crotchless black patent panties barely covered by a black patent miniskirt with a whip strapped to a studded belt on it, almost as wide as the miniskirt below. Above it was a cropped halter top made of black-patent leather, but barely covering her nipples and displaying her breasts as if on a shelf, her flesh below it bare. Her new spiky, blonde-tipped black hair, so unlike her old hair color and style, was gelled and gorgeous, especially with her dramatic, drawn-back eyeliner and contoured makeup. She looked like one tough little bitch.

I loved my outfit, but it was the polar opposite of hers. It was full of pink, crinoline, ruffles, and sweetness. It screamed submissive as much as hers screamed dominance. The silky sheer white lace-top thigh-highs slid deliciously up my legs, and then the baby-pink-lace panties rose to cover and make my Fufu thingy like a woman's camel toe, and the back was open, cupping my butt cheeks and lifting them as if offered on a plate. My plug hummed and shot off another round of random vibrations, making me ooze a bit as I put on my sturdy, pink-lace bra and forcibly inserted my breast forms and adjusted them, lifting the flesh to be held up and out, making gorgeous cleavage and even looking as if I had real nipples beneath the pink lace.

Under the bra on my ribs, I slid the baby-pink, silky soft crinoline miniskirt and belted it there with a tight baby-pink lace belt to hold it up, leaving the skirt of the crinoline to rest above my camel toe in their pink lace panties and allow my lifted butt cheeks to enjoy the cool air on them as they advertised their purposeful use and expressed their availability.

I sat and put on the fetishy-high platform stilettos and strapped them securely to my ankles. Next were the baby-blue-lace garters, which rested on the lace at the top of the thigh highs. Next were the matching anklets and wristlets, followed by matching open-finger lace gloves, where my long, fancy nails glimmered. Rings, bracelets, a necklace, and a bath in a feminine, girly perfume completed my outfit.

I walked in mincing steps to the full-length mirror to see what I was. Carisa had done my makeup for me, making my baby pink, glossy lips luscious and begging. The blush and contouring made my face appear soft and girly, rounding out my features with a girlish softness. My eyes were wide and inquisitive, with thin, raised eyebrows and pink and mauve eyeshadow. The big pink bow in my fluffy hair at the top made me seem like a Valentine's Day gift for someone.

I throbbed inside myself under my Fufu thingy as I took myself in. My demeanor cried out as ready to submit to anything anyone wanted from me, and the fluffy, silky crinoline skirt served nothing to hide, but instead drew attention, to my one main “ass-et” as it sat high on my shapely legs. Butt cheeks framed in lace as if to make it a target for penetration. I gasped as I turned to and fro. Who would not want to stuff this adorable little girl? My heart raced at the thought, just as the plug shot off once again, and I whimpered quietly, looking into my eyes to see the person I once was somewhere inside, but that someone now was quite different than before, and the old one was a dim and fading memory.

A hand landed on my shoulder and a peck on my cheek. “You’re absolutely adorable, baby girl. Incredibly sexy too. You’ll probably get more action than I do. They won’t be afraid to approach you like they might me. They might not even ask your permission with your receptacle out in the open, targeted in lace and ready.”

“Ha! At this point, they wouldn’t need permission. This outfit gives it to them. I love it!”

“No one will know it’s Ira in there either. Oh my… I hope they'll let us in if they don’t know who we are.”

Uh… Good point on them not knowing us. Hmm.”

“Oh, I don’t think any strangers would know where to go or what to wear if they weren't supposed to be there. We’ll be fine. Heck, if they don’t let us in, we’ll go to the club. Okay?”

“Okay. I’ll throw a coat in the car to cover it up until I get into the club. Uh… I should probably take this plug out, right?”

“Oh yeah. I took mine out already. Wearing it all day made me crazy. You must be going nuts. Wash it off and put it away. You have plenty of lube there now, so you’ll be nice and ready at a moment's notice.”

I dashed off, clattering in mincing steps, my hands bent at the wrists as my arms flailed with my effort at running, my breasts tugging and jiggling on my chest. I cleaned it and put it away.

I grabbed my purse from the dresser and checked it. I took out the condoms that were standard in it now. “Uh, we’re not using any of these tonight. Not sure why we use them anyway since we suck and swallow anyway.”

“True. Oh well. I want to enjoy every nuance tonight. You should, too, for your first time for sure. You’ll love it.”

I dumped them onto the dresser, making more room in my purse. I put my perfume, phone, ID, credit cards, lipstick, blush, and some tissues in. “All set. Let’s get laid, wife.”

“You bet, wife!”
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I hated not having access to my thingy under the Fufu clip, but I knew why she did it, and after that, I’d be able to remove it. Interestingly enough, though, I didn’t really care to play with my thingy because what I truly wanted was penetration from something more than a toy with a vibrator. A real man. I needed that connection and understood what that longing must be like for a woman like Carisa.

I was amazed she’d even marry me when she was missing so much. But then again, here I was now. A submissive wife who wanted the same for her that I wanted for myself. Now, instead of having only one man to be loyal to and use for her pleasure, she’d have as many as she liked. I couldn't be shortchanged by it because I’d have as many lovers as I wanted too. Not women as lovers like I’d have enjoyed in the past if I ever got lucky, but something much better and with less performance anxiety, where all I had to do was lie there while a guy did all the work and used me for his pleasure. What a life! I had one smart wife.

The mansion was on a rolling estate out of town, with a switchback driveway that led through tall oaks as it rose to the sprawling manor. We pulled into the fountain circle, and a valet took our car. We climbed the stairs to the top, where two doormen opened the massive carved doors to reveal the foyer with glistening white marble, a tall, grandfather clock, and a sweeping, double-sided, red carpeted heart-shaped staircase rising to the upper floors.

Our heels clicked in an erotic, quick-paced, synchronized fashion, with me clinging to Carisa’s arm as she led us, her head high, back straight, breasts out and jiggling, through the foyer and into where we saw a crowd gathered. Floor-to-ceiling windows filled the space with light as the sun illuminated the trees and yard outside. The breeze blew long, sheer curtains attached to the bottom of the window frames as they billowed and waved.

“Greetings!” A quick kiss was planted on our cheeks, and the six-foot-five Viking’s eyes looked from behind a suede eye mask at us, the eyes flitting back and forth, a confused expression on his face. “You didn’t even wear a mask, and I still can’t tell who you are. So perfect. Do you know my name? I’m not sure whether you were invited.”

Carisa laughed in a deeper-than-normal voice, changing her tone considerably. “Of course. Who is more like a conquering, captivating Viking than you, Roland?”

He stood there as we looked up at him with his longsword on a belt at his hip above a pair of thin, stretchy, fake-suede bikini bottoms revealing a massive shaft ready to peek its mushroom head out the side, and wearing bearskin boots and vest, his body shaved smooth. He grinned from beneath his suede eye mask and nodded, then looked at me with a raised eyebrow of confusion. “And you, young lady. Hmm, what should I ask? I have no idea who you are. Do you belong here?”

I nodded and curtsied. I used my polite voice and spoke with a question mark at the end of my sentences, like the young girls today do, making them unbelievable and submissively insignificant, which would fit my attire and hide my true identity. I described our workplace in details only those who work there would know. “…and that? My wonderful Viking ruler? This is why I’m no stranger to this clan? Why I belong here?”

“Well, it certainly is.” He shook his head, his horned helmet threatening to gorge the air. “I don’t know anyone who speaks in that childish manner in our clan, but it must be part of your elaborate disguise. You are admitted, young lady. Indulge in the pleasures of our Viking feast for the physical and the spiritual. May Odin guide you and fill you with pleasure.”

He moved on to greet those waiting behind us, and we made our way to the bar.

A male bartender, of whom there were several, wore an eye mask, bow tie, white ruffled front shirt beneath a vest with only a sheer black bikini for pants, revealing his raging hard-on. His teeth flashed a smile as he leaned his arms on the bar, waiting to greet us.

“Ladies, can I interest you in our house special, the X-rated dirty martini? It contains an added ingredient that enhances one’s libido, whether male or female, and increases one’s staying power and firmness. I’ve had one to demonstrate the effectiveness. It’s not as evident on women, but the effect is the same.”

He stepped back and motioned with his hand, waving across his crotch like a magician to bring our attention to his quite proud and substantial, throbbing manhood, acting like it was doing pushups beneath the sheer fabric. I had a hard time removing my eyes from it.

Carisa laughed. “Oh, my! That’s wonderful. Has everyone been drinking them?”

“Pretty much. Those who didn't have it the first time came back and had it the second time. Can I make one for each of you?”

She grinned and held her whip on her hip. “Definitely! Load us up, baby!”

He poured from a chilled pitcher into frosted long-stemmed martini glasses, then took a skewer of olives and added it to the drink. He slid them to us. “There you go, ladies. Enjoy!”

We looked around, trying to decide whether to sit at the bar. Carisa took a seat and crossed her legs in her thigh-high stiletto boots, and I joined her on the seat next to her. We delicately moved the drinks by the stems with our gleaming, long-nailed fingers and sipped from the edge, then lifted them and touched the rims.

Carisa smiled. “To my wife losing her virginity and your wife breaking a record for the number of men harvested in one night.”

I grinned, and we sipped. There was a refreshing chill and flavor to them that wasn’t in a standard martini. Somewhat minty with salt and a hint of something else. I had to sip it again.

Carisa’s eyes opened wide. “Mmm, these are really good. Something special. I want to keep tasting it over and over.”

We both did, and it wasn’t long before our first one was gone, and the bartender was waiting for us to refill our glasses. “I see you’re as captivated by it as everyone else. Are you having the sensual effects yet?”

I nodded, looking into his eyes. I was throbbing repeatedly and regularly beneath my Fufu clip with the hardness tucked inside me, unable to grow to full size, but erotic and sensual, making me hornier than ever, especially after missing out on any releases for some time now. My body tingled, and I couldn't help wriggling my butt on the cool leather of the chair, wishing I had something to fill it.

Carisa had her skirt above her crotch and was rubbing herself in her wet folds with her long nails, gleaming. Her eyes were flitting to the bartender's rod and over his body as she licked her lips. She said to him, “Oh God, yes! It’s lovely. May I come behind the bar with you?”

“Sorry, miss. I can’t stop working until there’s no more call for drinks. Enjoy!”

We both looked around. Carisa caressed my stockinged leg as I bounced a high-heeled foot and we watched the crowd. “We need to take action, Ira. Look, everyone is engaging now. There’s Roland with a petite woman. I think it must be Melissa since she’s tinier than you. If you were still a man, she’d be the one for you. I think Roland will split her in two if… Oh God… she’s lifting her leg, and he’s holding it now. He’s got her against the bar… Look!”

I turned and saw Melissa as Roland held his massive throbbing meat and pressed it against Melissa’s slit. Her eyes opened wide as he pressed it in. Her jaw dropped, and she held onto his neck as he drew her onto it. He started out thrusting slowly and then sped up until she looked like a rag doll he was lifting and dropping onto a fencepost. We could hear a tiny voice letting out cries of joy and wonder while Roland grunted and pounded her. Several people had formed a circle to see the coupling of the largest and smallest among us.

The party was in full swing as trays of appetizers were served and spread around the tables and bar, and the energy in the air hummed. Fresh breezes from outside were refreshing and cool, and helped to keep everyone from overheating as it turned into an orgy.

Carisa slid off the barstool and grasped my hand. “Come now. You need to get started.”

She led me around looking for the right person. I wasn’t sure what was guiding her choice. She walked us over to a guy in a turtle suit with a matching eye mask. Of course, I was wondering who it was. He was watching Roland pound Melissa along with a bunch of other guys, and they were all stroking themselves. There were substantially more men than women at our workplace, so not all the guys had a partner. There were a few guys with guys, but not that many.

She came alongside the turtle, took my hand, and replaced his hand with mine on his shaft to stroke him. He looked at us and smiled under his mask. “Hey, thanks!”

Carisa smiled and said, “I’m playing the human resources role and helping with team building through coupling. I need the two of you to come along with me.”

She took me by my hand, and I led him by his shaft in my hand, and she scanned the other men, captivated with the scene. She tapped the tall one dressed as a vampire, and he turned around to see her. She took my other hand and replaced his hand on his long, thick, and firm manhood. I stroked it and smiled up at him. He smiled his vampire teeth back. I was doing both of them as Carisa was looking around.

She turned me by the shoulders, and I had to let the men go, but they followed as Carisa pointed to an area with thick, padded carpeting and pillows on the floor by the windows. I walked in minced steps before them, my bare butt lifted by the lace-framed, open bottom of the panties, wiggling in front of them as they followed. I was throbbing in my Fufu clip beneath my panties, my breasts jiggling in the pink-lace bra, the nipples revealed beneath the lace pointing the way to the area.

Carisa then had the vampire sit on the floor with his legs out and then had me kneel before him. I automatically knelt and bent over, then took his shaft in my mouth and rolled his balls in my hand as I looked into his made-up eyes and tried to determine which workmate this was. I looked back, taking one more look at the turtle, but didn’t recognize him as he lifted my bottom, and I held it high for him and wiggled it a few times before he slid his rigid piece between my cheeks and pressed it to my begging hole. I whimpered around the vampire’s shaft and pushed back on the turtle’s desperately, and it made it past the gate, making me gasp.

The turtle called out. “Oh God, you’re so nice and tight. We have to do this again.”

I recognized that voice!

He stroked it in and out of me painfully slow. It was torture when all I wanted was to be pounded and filled. I tried to move my butt to speed him up, but he was turtle-slow. Just like always. Sweet Bernard, who was my good coffee buddy, video game friend, and collaborator on projects, was now screwing me. He had no idea who I was, though, so that gave me some relief. I told myself, what would it matter? They’ll all find out sometime.

My thinking subsided as the sensation of his stroking in and out of me while holding my hips and moaning and complimenting my sexy, tight ass as I sucked a gorgeous mouthful of vampire sent thrills through me and made me ooze.

Other guys soon gathered around us, and I lifted from my mouthful to scan the area for Carisa. She was riding a guy who was lying on the floor, her hard-nippled breasts out and jiggling as she rode up and down while she sucked another who was standing before her, and her hands were filled with one more in each. My wife was indeed trying to harvest as many as she could. I had an inkling I’d be doing the same without trying as well.

I turned back and looked at Bernard, using my polite, girly voice accented with bimbo. “Bernard! Now stop being such a turtle and make this girl happy. Be a man and speed it up. Hard and fast! Don't be a turtle, come in me.”

I turned to the vampire and looked into his eyes. “That goes for you, too, bloodsucker. Let it go for me. I need it.”

Bernard acted as if I had struck him with a riding crop, and his hands dug into my hips as he pounded me, giving me incredible sensations and making me ooze and drip in my panties. I whimpered around the vampire, and he grasped my skull tightly as he moved my head up and down on his shaft, my eyes wide and my lips puckered and tight on his shaft while my tongue ran circles around it and the tip. I stared up into his eyes, past the makeup and mask, and heard his grunt, and then he said, “Oh yeah, what a pretty face to fill. Hope you want to swallow, or your face and hair will be a mess.”

I nodded and mumbled around it, Bernard humping me like a rabbit now, his electricity reaching to my throat where the vampires joined it, and then raced through my body as what seemed like a continual whole body orgasm was occurring, even though my oozing was now dried up. My breasts tugged on my chest with each thrust. The sensations beneath my Fufu were nothing compared to the sensations I was getting from my penetrations.

The vampire called out. “Oh God, yes. Here it comes, little girl. Whoever you are, you should get a raise.”

My eyes flew wide as his first gush passed through my fist and my lips before it jerked wildly in my mouth and flooded it with his thick, pearly ropes of cream. I swallowed, my eyes blinking rapidly to keep up as I stared into his eyes and realized this was my boss, Joel, who was fucking my face. I almost laughed. Would I get a raise? Should I tell him who I was? He’d find out anyway.

The grip on my hips and the deep shove from my good friend Bernard now turned what he forced inside me into a jerking, squirming snake as it gushed and squeezed another ooze from me, and my body shuddered and shook while I whimpered. Who’d have thunk my old coffee buddy Bernard could make me so happy? Coffee breaks would be a lot different from now on.

I finished swallowing my boss Joel’s load, and he retracted it, bent down, and lifted my face to plant a kiss on my lips. “Gorgeous, creative, diligent, intoxicating, and so girly, whoever you are, you deserve more with special projects to capitalize on your strengths.”

“Thank you, sir! It’s been my pleasure.”

Bernard collapsed onto me as he panted and rested. I looked around as best I could from the floor, and Carisa had a new set of participants. I wanted to get off the floor and be on my back. Bernard rolled off, and I lifted myself to straighten my insignificant miniskirt and adjusted my breasts in my baby-pink-lace bra. I looked around, and there was a throng of men, jerking and lusting for me, waiting for me to do something. I motioned with my hand and walked off in tiny steps, wiggling my ass and bouncing my breasts as my bent-wrist hands emphasized my daintiness as I waved them to the floor, walking. I looked behind me, and I was the Pied Piper, being followed by a veritable zoo and film characters of every popular movie in the last ten years.

Roland saw me as he sipped another special martini, evidently taking a break and enjoying the team building happening. “Look at you, young lady! You have a train of men in hot pursuit. For someone no one knows, you sure have a way of attracting all the talent.”

Again, I used my dumb girl, question mark speech. “Thank you, my laird? I’m not, but a diligent, bonnie las? Ye ken that? Might I have a place where I could serve the men on my back?”

“Right this way, my lady.”

He led me and my throng to a room with a king-sized bed with black satin sheets and pillows and took my hand. “Ye may use this for your services if I can be the first to use them.”

“Of course, my laird. I have been used already, though.”

“Not to worry. All the better for you to ease the entry of my broadsword, young lass.”

I slid onto the bed and scooted my way to the head, placing the pillow beneath it and pulling my legs back to lift my cheeks. I gazed at the CEO Viking as he grasped his sword-like appendage and approached me to penetrate my soul with it. The giant purple head was leaking white pearls as it touched my desperate hole and pressed while he looked into my eyes to see my reaction. I nodded and pushed back against it, biting my lip as it stretched me and stretched me until finally, the head was in, and then it blasted past the gate like a bat into hell, and I gasped and whimpered.

“Are you okay?”

I nodded. “Better than okay. Fantastic. Keep going, kind sir? I’ve never been so connected to someone before? He drove it slowly until it was all in, and my body filled with his powerful, masculine energy. His huge hands pressed my thighs to the bed, my pointed toes in my high heels above me as he thrust, shaking me and making my feet flail. I looked to the side to see men pleasing themselves as they consumed the CEO screwing this mystery girl. I turned to Roland, his face full of pleasure. “God, girl, you are so tight and hot and so pretty to see.”

“Thank you, laird, may I serve other of the men while you use me so well?”

“Of course. Go right ahead. Such dedication.”

I waved over some men and soon had both hands and my mouth filled with conductors of sexual energy that they fed into my bottomless well of submissive feminine need. I was in a dream as one after another released their passion for me into me, and it became a part of me, fueling my femininity. Roland nearly broke me before he dumped his load in me, and then one after another used me and fed my lust for their seed. I lost count of how many men I harvested.

I even felt like a woman might, with no diminishing of my libido and what seemed like a constant release, although without the localized, all-in-one place shot of a release like I had become used to as a guy. It couldn't have just been the special drink. That’s why Carisa had me locked away down there so I could know there was so much better to be had. I’d never go back to just that alone anymore. That would seem empty and dull. I will always need the complete feminine experience now.

This was a whole new world and a much more gratifying and pride-instilling psychological victory. I lay there waiting for someone to make use of me once more and fell asleep.

“Wake up, sweet wife. We’re wrapping up the party, and Roland is making the announcement.”

I looked around, and there was no one. They were all in the great room. I slid off the bed and adjusted my clothing and breast forms and fluffed my hair and sprayed perfume all over, then trotted with Carisa, our heels clicking rapidly across the floor hand in hand, to the great room.

Roland applauded as we entered. Everyone followed.

“I don’t think I need to say who had us all confused as to who they were. No one recognized these young ladies, so they then had to get the prize. But since there are two, a tie for winner, they both get the prize of fifty thousand dollars in tax-free cash to do with what they please.”

Everyone hooted and hollered.

“Come up here, ladies!”

We made our way in minced steps to stand beside him, dwarfed by him as he lifted us like children and hugged and kissed us one by one. He placed us on our feet. “Now, you can choose to tell us or not.”

We looked at each other, and I whispered to Carisa. “Should we?”

“Well, unless we change back in order to hide who we are, I’d say we tell them. If we stay this way, they’ll know anyway. Do you want to stay this way?”

I nodded quickly and repeatedly. The crowd waited for us. “Do you want to stay this way?”

She nodded as enthusiastically as I did.

“Everyone will know who they screwed. We’ll have to live with that. They might expect us to be that way all the time.”

“Is that bad?” Carisa laughed, put her hand on my shoulder, and looked into my eyes. “We can be discreet and hide it or be who we are and love it.”

“My boss did say I should get a raise after I sucked him off.”

“And Roland was quite impressed with us both for being able to pull this off. I think we should capitalize on a successful team-building night.”

“Me too! Plus, I can go to work as the girl I am. I might even get implants with the money.”

We turned to Roland, and he smiled. “Well? Are you going to tell us?”

I stepped forward and spoke in my normally deepened imitation of a man’s voice. “I’m Ira from engineering!” I waved to them all, and they cheered.

Carisa moved forward. “I’m sweet, conservative Carisa from accounting. But not anymore!” She raised a fist, pumped it in the air, and hooted.

They all applauded and crowded around us. We had just been accepted into our extended family in a way few ever get to achieve. We got handshakes, kisses, and pats on the back. (Along with many invitations for the following weekend.)

Carisa had her arm around me, snuggling me to her, while everyone congratulated us, kissed Carisa’s still exposed breasts, or caressed my butt cheeks, and gave us kisses. I kissed Carisa, her arm around me, snuggling me to her. “I love you, Carisa.”

“I love you too, sweet princess.”

“Costume parties can be a lot of fun. Who’d have thunk?”


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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