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​“Mickey wants to suck your cock.”

​I didn't say anything. John didn't either. I looked up enough from my drink to see he was looking up from his. Our eyes shot straight back to our cocktails the nanosecond after they met.

​I should've known Georgie would blurt it out like that. She'd been bouncing around the apartment ever since John agreed to meet us for dinner and drinks. She'd told me the bomb was going to be dropped; I'd just hoped it'd be after I'd had a couple glasses of liquid courage pumping through my veins.

​Not that it was what I wanted. Johns' cock. No. Life hadn't been that easy for me since she and I entered into our little arrangement. This whole idea of finding me a guy was her idea, not mine. And she had some damn strange thoughts about how guys hooked up.

​“I didn't know you were gay.” John said after a way too awkward silence. “I thought you and Georgie were …”

​“We're not,” Georgie cut him off. “But I totally want to be there when he gives you his first blowjob.”

​“Ready to order?” The server smiled and politely tried to pretend she hadn't heard my roommate try to pimp me out to my best friend. Why the fuck did we have to do this in Applebee's?

​“Yeah.” John looked like he'd been hit by a train, but food was something familiar he could use to ground himself. “I'll take the sirloin steak. Very well done. Double fries for the sides.”

​“The Jack Daniel's Grill for me.” Georgie looked over the menu before adding. “And he'll have the grilled chicken salad with the … whatever's least fattening. He's watching his figure.”

​Of course she ordered for me. That was how my life was now. No control and one humiliation after another.

​The waitress said one of the pithy-ish things they were supposed to say and headed back to the kitchen with our orders. I wondered how long it was going to be before the whole staff knew that the brunette in the peasant blouse was playing cupid for a couple of dudes in Packer's jerseys.

​“I'm not gay,” I said the second the waitress was out of earshot.

​“How many times do I have to give you a geography lesson before it sinks in?” Georgie took a swig of her bourbon. “Denial ain't a river in Egypt.”

​“Look, dude. It's ok if you are.” John put up his hands. “I love ya no matter who you like. I'm just not … I like girls.”

​“So do I.” I could see he didn't believe me.

​Georgie rolled her eyes. “This is going to complicate things.”

​“I know a guy.” John pulled out his phone. “He's in my writer's workshop. His boyfriend dumped him a couple months back. I'm not sure, but I think he's gone through the rebound phase. I'm sure he's ready to jump back into the dating pool. I don't know him too well, but he's smart. Funny.”

​“How's he look?” Georgie cut in.

​“Here.” John handed me his phone. There was a picture of John surrounded by half a dozen other people all looking serious and authorly. “He's the second one from the left.”

​“He is a hottie.” Georgie took the phone from me. “What's his name?”

​“Peter.”

​“And you think Peter would be a good first time for our little Mickey?”

​“Yeah … I think … yes. He's thoughtful. You can tell that in his writing.”

​“Awww.” Georgie fell against me on our side of the booth. The side of her head rested on my neck. “Your friend is playing matchmaker for you, honey. Isn't that the sweetest? I told you he was perfect for you.”

​“I'm not gay.”

​“Is this a prank?” John meerkatted above the booth looking around the mostly dead restaurant. “Is someone filming this?”

​“It's no joke, John.” Georgie slid his phone back to him.

​“Then what the hell is going on?” John settled back to his seat.

​“You were brave enough to give me your true confession, Mickey.” Georgie shifted her head until she was looking in my eyes. “You want to field this one or do you need me to do the heavy lifting?”

​“I can do it.”

​“Sure?”

​“Yeah.” I wasn't, but I nodded my head.

​“Look … ah, John. This isn't easy for me to say, but I … I've got … I've guess you might call it a kind of a kink. It's a litt…”

​“Mickey's a sexual submissive,” Georgie got tired of me stammering my way through this and cut me off. “He gets off being told what to do. Being controlled.”

​“Here we are.” I swear our waitress was lurking around the corner waiting for the most embarrassing possible moment. “Sirloin well done, double fries.” She gave John his plate first.

​“And humiliation,” Georgie went on like this wasn't making me want to melt into the floor. “Mickey really likes being put in his place.”

​“Jack Daniels Grill.” The waitress was making a visible effort not to laugh. At me. While she slid the salad Georgie ordered in front of me. “And your salad. Can I get you folks anything else?”

​“What Mickey wants you can't help him with.” Georgie was really pushing my buttons.

​“We're good.” John stepped in before things got out of hand. “Thanks.”

​He waited till the waitress was gone before going off on Georgie. “What the hell was that?”

​“Oh my goodness.” Georgie looked at me out of the side of her face as she dug into her salad. “Your pal is totally rising to your defense, honey. What a white knight.”

​“I'm serious, Georgie.” And he was. John didn't even look at his steak. “That kind of shit isn't cool. Are you drunk?”

​“He loved it. Relax.”

​“Mike?” John looked at me.

​I lowered my eyes to my lap and gave a brief small nod.

​“Told ya.” Georgie popped a shrimp tail in her mouth.

​“So you're telling me that … this got you hard?”

​“That's going a bit far,” Georgie said around the shrimp.

​“I thought so.” John looked relieved. He started to turn his attention to his steak when Georgie dropped her next bombshell.

​“Mickey can't get it up.” Georgie tossed a key onto the table. It bounced on the wood and made a clinking sound when it hit John's water glass. I thought it was going to bounce off the table so I reached for it. Georgie slapped my hand before I could get there. “Bad boy. No touch.”

​The key landed on John's steak.

​“What's that?” John looked down at his plate and back at us.

​The key to my chastity belt was on my best friend's meal.

​“It's a key.” Georgie's answer sounded helpful, but it wasn't.

​“To what?” John picked it up. His fingers got steak juice on them so he licked them off.

​God! Why was I paying so much attention to his mouth?

​“To Mickey's chastity belt.”

​Right. That's why. Cause my best friend was holding the only way I'd ever have an orgasm again. Hell, I couldn't even get hard anymore. It'd been weeks since Georgie let me out. Even then it'd only been five minutes before she iced me down and stuffed me back inside. I hadn't been allowed to touch myself. She'd said it was only to remember how good it felt being hard.

​So I knew what I was missing.

​“Now I know you're messing with me.” John put the key beside his plate and started cutting into his steak. The juices slid off the knife pooling under the double order of fries. “That shit's in history books and old movies. There ain't no such thing as chastity belts anymore.”

​“You know that's what I thought to. Back when Mickey came out to me about the whole sub thing. I mean I knew there were guys into getting whipped and spanked, but there's this whole kink community where people get off not getting off.”

​“That is the stupidest thing I ever heard of.” John was looking at me funny. Was he gauging my reactions? Or judging me?

​“I don't get it either, but it makes a sorta weird sense. I guess. If you're into other people telling ya what to do.” Georgie called up something on her phone an slid it over to John. “In the weeks since Mickey gave me control I've been down a dozen internet rabbit holes. Tease and denial. Feminization. Cuckolding. You wouldn't believe the shit that's out there.”

​“What's this?” John eyed Georgie before he looked at the phone screen.

​“Mickey's chastity belt.”

​“Jesus.” John looked up almost the second after his eyes focused on the screen. “Is that you?”

​“no,” I said in a voice so small even I wasn't sure I'd heard me. I wanted to hide behind the salad. I wanted to die. But with all that I could still feel my penis. My little penis as Georgie made me call it. Struggle and strain to get hard behind the unyielding steel it was trapped behind.

​“No pictures,” Georgie explained. “That's one of the rules.”

​“Mike's rules?” John looked back at the screen.

​“My rules. For Mike. He gets some input, but the final say is mine. Or his boyfriend once I find him one.”

​“I'm not gay.” I felt like crying.

​“Hush, sweetie. No one's buying that.”

​“If this isn't Mike, who is it? How many guys do you have locked up?” John turned the phone and looked at it from a different angle. “Is that even a guy?”

​“Yeah. I know what ya mean. That model kinda flattens everything down in front, don't it? I've made him model my bikini bottoms for me and I swear he could pass as a girl.” Georgie took her phone back. “The pic is from Etsy. There's a lady who makes these custom. Half a dozen different styles. Loads of colors. That's the model Mickey's wearing now. His has got the blue … I guess you could call it a waistband, but it looks like bungee cord doesn't it?”

​“A little,” John agreed. “And you made him buy this? Holy crap, that's not cheap.”

​“Actually he already had it when he came to me.” Georgie looked over at me and smiled. “You shoulda seen him. All nervous and fidgety. Like a virgin on prom night hoping to pop his cherry.”

​“And you say you're NOT dating?”

​“Mickey's a sweetheart, but I'm not what he's looking for. Not in his heart-of-hearts.”

​“He's had a crush on you forever,” John said. “Since you moved in together you cling on him like he's … I don't know. You're almost in his damn lap right now.”

​“Jealous?” Georgie slid in closer.

​“No.” John shook his head casually until he realized who she was suggesting he was jealous of. “Hell, no. I am not gay.”

​“Neither am I.”

​“Methinks the gentlemen doth protest too much.”

​“Not that there's anything wrong with that,” John added.

​“No,” I nodded. “Nothing wrong.”

​“You two are totes adorable.” Georgie took a long sip of her drink. “Does it count as a meet-cute if you knew each other since summer camp?”

​“Georgie. I think this would go a lot easier if Mike and I can have a minute.”

​“Aww. Of course you want to be alone. How thoughtless of me.” Georgie slid over me and got to her feet. “Hand me my plate, Mickey. I'll finish at the bar while you two lovebirds pitch woo.”

​“I like girls!” John called after her.

​“Of course you do.” And of course the waitress would be swinging by at that exact moment to bring refills. “How's the first bite, fellas?”

​“Great.” I hadn't actually eaten anything yet.

​“What's going on, Mike?” John didn't wait until the waitress had gotten out of sight before asking. “No stammering. No obfuscating. Just tell me the truth clearly, plainly, and without telling me you're not gay. Again.”

​“Ok. You know how I have a crush on Georgie?”

​“Yeah. I still don't get it, but I know you've been drooling over her for years.”

​“So when Phil moved out and I needed a new roommate I thought it'd be a great idea to ask Georgie. She'd been having trouble with her place and she and I got along great.”

​“Cause she ignored your obvious interest.”

​“Yeah,” I admitted. “And the more she did the more I wanted to tell her how I really felt.”

​“So you told her?”

​“After a month.”

​“And this stuff about being submissive?” John gestured at my crotch through the table. “And wanting to get your thing put in pervert jail? You told her that too?”

​“There was tequila.”

​“Are you really wearing that thing under your pants?”

​“Yeah.” I felt myself blushing under his stern gaze and his direct questions.

​“Was there tequila handy when she put that on ya?”
​“No,” I admitted. “I was drunk when I showed her the belt, but I didn't give her the key till we sobered up the next day.”

​“Were you wearing it when you showed her?”

​“Yes.”

​“How does admitting your feelings and giving your crush the key to your jewels lead to whatever the hell we've been doing the last ten minutes?”

​“I see Georgie as the love of my life. The sexiest most amazing woman I've ever known.” I double face-palmed. “She sees me as her gay bestie.”

​“Well, you do have that kinda vibe.”

​“Skinny and short is not a gay vibe.”

​“The hair doesn't help.”

​“What's wrong with my hair?”

​“It's down to your shoulders and do you even know how many things you put in it?”

​I had to think for a second. “Five?” No, that wasn't right. “Seven.”

​“So Georgie thinks you're gay?”

​“And she likes me. Wants me to be happy. And she knows I'm a sub thanks to Jose Cuervo's loose lips so she's using that to make me 'face reality'.”

​“And facing reality involves sucking my dick?”

​“Bingo.” I pointed at him with both index fingers. “She thinks if I get over my inhibitions I'll admit the truth.”

​“Why me?”

​“You're my best friend. She knows you aren't gonna hurt me emotionally. And you're not the kinda guy who's gonna beat the shit outta me cause he's weirded out over anything gay.”

​“So this key will unlock you.” John must've seen the look in my eyes. “No, I'm not gonna unlock you here. But it's your chastity belt. Your key. I'm going to slide it over to you when she's not looking. Go into the bathroom and let yourself out and throw that thing in a dumpster or donate it to a museum.”

​John waited a minute before sliding the key under my plate.

​“Thanks.” I palmed the key.

​“You owe me.”

​“Just don't let her do anything more to ya. Ok?”

​“Ok.”

​“Hey.” The waitress was there before I had the chance to get up. “I just wanted to let you know I think it's great what you two are doing. I've got a brother who's still in the closet and I wish he could see the two of you. I brought you a little something to thank you for brightening up my day. You won't see it on the bill.”

​It was a brownie sundae.

​With two spoons.
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​“You two were SO adorable,” Georgie gushed as she unlocked the door to our shared apartment.

​“It was just lunch.” Part of me hated when she got this way, but most of me craved her attention. No matter how humiliating it got. Actually the humiliation helped.

​“I loved the way you two shared dessert.” Georgie tossed the keys in an empty candy bowl by the door. Not the keys to my belt, those were still tucked in my pocket after Applebee's. The normal every day keys most people had. To their cars. Their apartments or houses.

​I wasn't allowed keys. One of Georgie's rules.

​It meant I wasn't allowed to drive. It meant I couldn't get back in the apartment unless she was there. It left me dependent in ways I hadn't been since I was a little kid.

​It kinda turned me on.

​“We didn't order it.” I put my doggy food bag on a stand near my door. I hoped Georgie wouldn't notice. “The waitress thought she was being nice. Thought we were on a date. Thanks to you.”

​“But you ate it all up anyway.” Georgie made her way to the kitchen with her leftovers. I tossed my bag into my room and slammed the door shut before she could make it back.

​“It was practical. What were we supposed to do? Throw it out? There are starving people in the world.”

​“You two are best friends about to become lovers. If you had ovaries and this was Christmas they'd play you 24/7 on Hallmark Channel.”

​“May I go to my room please?”

​“Did you have fun?” Georgie threw herself on the sofa. “Cause from the bar it sure looked like you and your bestie were making a love connection.”

​“It was nice seeing him again. It's been forever,” I said neutrally. “It was a good meal.”

​“What's up with the untucked shirt?” Georgie was looking exactly where I didn't want her looking.

​“Untucked? Wow. I had no … Let me just.” I turned away from her and stuffed the front of my dress shirt down my pants. I tried to will my erection down, but I'd been locked up so long that was impossible. “May I go to my room now?”

​“I think someone's being a little dickens.” I couldn't see her, but I heard Georgie's hand playfully clap. “Why don't you turn around and show me what you're hiding, naughty boy.”

​“I knew it!” Georgie excitedly covered her mouth with the fingers of her clasped hands. “Oh my god, you are so hard right now. I think I can see you throbbing through your chinos, sweetie. Have you been rocking that erection all this time?”
​“Yeah. I can't make it go down. I tried. Honest.”

​“I knew John was gonna let you out.You see how defensive he got about you? If I were a dude he'd totally beat the snot outta me protecting your honor.” Georgie clapped the tips of her fingers fast the way some girls did while her legs ran in place. “Ok. Did he let you keep the keys or did he keep them?”

​I pulled the keys from my pocket and held them out at arms' length.

​“I could not ask for a better man for you, sweetie. It's like that old crappy saying. John loves you so he set you free. You absolutely have to go back to him.”

​“He likes girls.”

​“Nobody's perfect.”

​“So do I.”

​“The facts do not support that hypothesis. Sorry.”

​“I want you. Not some hairy ass dude. Not John.”

​“Let's go over this.” Georgie held up her hand to count down with her fingers as she went. “One. Guys who like girls want to sex them. In the mouth. The vag. Even in the butt. If it's a hole and their dick might even remotely fit inside they want to go there, right?”

​“Yes. We're pigs, but yeah.”

​“Two.” Georgie held up a second finger. “When you got all drunk and sloppy and confessed you had a thing for me what were you wearing?”

​“Clothes? Sneakers?”

​Georgie gave half an eye roll. “Your chastity thing. The temporary tattoo of castration. The thing you gave me control of once we sobered up.”

​“I did that to show you how much I wanted you.”

​“And if you hadn't been wearing that tin diaper I probably woulda boned you right there.” Georgie pulled one leg under her and shifted her position on the sofa. “You're pretty cute. And you actually have a pretty amazing dick.”

​“It's out of its cage now,” I said smiling like I knew I was about to get beat down.

​“I'll get to that later.” Georgie held up another finger. “Three. I found your Mr. Right. Gave him your key. And in less than ten minutes your happy stick was threatening to make a mess in your shorts.”

​“John was just being a good friend. I'd have done the same for him.”

​“I bet you would. And that's my point. Our dynamic,” Georgie made a hand gesture from me to her and back again. “is based on me taking away your penis. Your sex. Your relationship with John is letting the penis free.”

​“Ok, if you put it like that …”

​“And YOU'RE the one who made it that way. Not me. Not your knight in shining armor bestie. YOU. You want a nice hot injection of vitamin D. And you want it from Doctor John.”

​“You keep saying that, but …”

​“I'll prove it to ya.”

​“Do we have to go out again? Cause if we do I gotta pee first. I couldn't at the restaurant. Not through …” I pointed at the tent in the front of my pants.

​“We're staying in to do this.” Georgie shook her head. “Ok, Mickey. You're a free man. You're out of your penile penitentiary. Not that you couldn't be any time you wanted. Or did you forget your safe word?”

​“Mary Poppins.”

​“I guess not. So you're free. Hard as hell. And standing in front of a girl you claim you've been crushing on since before you grew pubes. Sounds like the perfect situation, doesn't it? As long as the girl is willing.”

​“Georgie are you saying what I think you're saying?”

​Georgie nodded.

​“Here? Now?”

​“My bed's comfier, but if you want to throw me over the arm of this sofa and fuck me till I can't walk straight I'm down with that too.” Georgie pulled herself to her knees and lay her belly down on the arm. Her butt looked amazing in those yoga pants. Thrust out at me. Her breasts spilled over the other end threatening to spill out of the halter top. “Or … you can go back to your cage.”

​“What?” I was having trouble processing English her ass was so fine.

​“Fuck me and become my boyfriend; wuss out and you're my slave.”

​“Would I still have my safe word?”

​“You want to ask questions or do you wanna rip these pants off me and pound my pussy?” Georgie gave me a minute. When I didn't say or do anything she said. “Yes. You get to keep your safe word. Unless you wanna change it. The point is you'll have a safe word. Or a girlfriend.”

​“Would we still be able to do kinky stuff if I'm you're boyfriend?”

​“Yeah.” Georgie drew the word out as she slowly shook her head back-and-forth. “But you'd be the one tying me up. Sorry, sweetie. Me playing power bitch is your thing; I'm more of a 50 Shades of spank me kinda gal.”

​Georgie teased the waistband of her pants down far enough I could tell she was going commando under it. She slowly writhed against the sofa undulating her amazing body. Offering herself to me. Tempting me. Shaming me for not going over there and being the man I'd claimed to be. The one she seemed to want so badly.

​“And just so there's no argument about this later.” Georgie turned and looked at me over her shoulder. “If you agree to be my slave again I will continue to make you come to terms with being gay. I will do so with a firm, but loving hand. There will be times I'll tell you to do things you think you don't want to do. But you're going to do them. Safe word permitting.

​“And you will be punished. For having a key. You know you're not allowed. For taking your belt off without permission. That's a rule YOU passed on to me. And for having that unauthorized erection. I don't want you getting delusions of grandeur. Even if it is a magnificent penis.

​“I want to be with you, but I want to be your slave too.”

​“Sounds like you get half of what you want.” Georgie flipped around and laid her shoulders on the arm of the sofa. “The big question is … which half do you want most?”
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​“What do you mean you put it back on?” John paused the game. “The whole point of me giving you the key. To free willy.”

​It'd been forever since John and I had just hung out. Blown off steam with video games, trash talked, and caught up with each other. He'd spent most of the first hour of our visit. Our “playdate” as Georgie had called it. Catching me up on all the things going on in his life. His work. Some complicated thing with his sister I still wasn't sure I understood. His last breakup.

​I think he expected me to gush about how great it was to have my dick back when it got to my turn to catch up. Maybe thank him for doing me a solid. Apologize for the weirdest lunch ever.

​But I'm a shitty liar. Especially when it's my friends. I led with the truth. Apparently John wasn't that thrilled with my truth.

​“I'm not proud of what I did, but yes, I'm back in chastity.” I stared at the paused screen of our fighting game. My character did her screen saver acrobatics while waiting for us to hit start. I tried not to admire the jiggle physics as she contorted and jumped. The steel around my crotch was already feeling tight just talking about it. Even a little G rated fan-service was enough to make it hard to sit comfortably.

​“Tell me you at least kept the key.”

​“What's the point of being in chastity if you have the key?” I asked. “That's what Georgie says anyways. I did get to cum before I got locked back up. If that makes you feel any better.”

​“Why would that make me feel better?” John tossed his controller on the empty cushion between us on the sofa. “It wasn't at the restaurant, was it? I know you had to be horny as hell, but that's just wrong.”

​“No! Hell, no. I did it at home. Before Georgie …” I mimed putting a key in the lock, turning it, and tossing the key away.

​“And she let you?”

​I looked into my lap, nodded, and silently begged him not to ask for any more details. Georgie had decided to be kind (and make up for some of the humiliation of coming out to John) by letting me have a fap before locking me back up. In the bathroom. Standing over the toilet. While watching gay porn on her phone. I swear to god it did nothing for me, but I was so horny I could nut to a Bible.

​“What else?”

​“Nothing. It was a good fap. What more do you want me to say about it?”

​“I don't care about you jerking off.” John stopped. “She did let you jerk? It wasn't one of those …” John was either miming a dildo or a rocket ship. “ … up the butt?”

​“She let me jerk.” Even admitting Georgie had that kind of power over me was a bit of a turn on.

​“Ok, that's … great, I guess.” John pinched the corners of his eyes and the bridge of his nose. “When I asked 'what else' I was looking to see if there was any fallout. Did you get punished for what happened? Is that what she does, punish you?”

​“Sometimes. When I deserve it.” I laid my controller down beside John's. “She's told me I'm going to be punished for what happened, but that's still hanging over me. She does that sometimes. Sort of a teasing threat kinda thing.”

​“It sounds like abuse to me.”

​“I have a safe word.”

​“A safe word?”

​“Yeah. You know. I say it and everything stops. We step back and catch our breaths. I've only had to use it once. Georgie got a new paddle and got carried away. We talked about it and she's agreed to not be so rough next time.”

​“I know what a safe word is. I just … I just figured you'd be out of that stupid cage if it was that easy. That's how it works, isn't it? You tell her it's too much, say your safe word, and wham, bam, unlock ma'am.”

​“She'd totally do that, but … I really do like not being in control.” It wasn't easy, but I looked right at John when I told him that.

​There was a long pause before John said, “Can I see it?”

​“My chastity belt?” I closed my thighs.

​“It's not gay. If that's what you're worried about. I've seen you naked in the locker room hundreds of times.”

​“Me too.”

​“I want to see what it looks like in real life. On my friend. My stupid friend who let his insane crush/roommate play warden over his junk. Just a peek.”

​“Ok, but … don't tell anyone about this. It's bad enough Georgie told you. I don't need everyone giving me crap.”

​“Scout's honor.” John made a peace sign.

​I took a deep breath and unzipped my jeans. It took a little digging to push the pink panties to the side, gape the fly open as much as I could, and give him a glimpse of my metal prison.

​“Are you wearing pink boxer shorts?”

​“Panties,” I corrected. “I am wearing pink panties. Georgie made me.”

​“Why?”

​“Ok. This is gonna sound a little crazy, but she is super impressed with you. If she didn't want us to hook up I think she'd be eyeing you as boyfriend material.”

​“As if I'd ever date a dominatrix.”

​“She … understands that you like girls. For whatever reason she thinks I'm in the closet, but she knows you're into women.”

​“Thank god for that.” John picked up his controller. “But what does that have to do with you wearing panties.”

​“Like I said Georgie likes you. And she's a born matchmaker.” I let everything slip back into place zipped myself back up.

​“And that gets you into panties how?”

​“Georgie's decided to get you your dream girl.”

​“Connect the dots, Mike.”

​“It's me, John. Georgie wants to make me into your dream girl.”
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​“John was not happy when I told him about your plan.” I watched the houses go by from the passenger seat. “Not that I know any details of your amazing plan.”

​“That's quite a fishing expedition you're going on, counselor.” Georgie must've been getting close to our destination cause she turned off the music. “I bet he shit a brick.”

​“Yeah.”

​“But he didn't throw you out?”

​“He ranted and paced a lot, but once he calmed down a little we got back to the game.”

​“The fight-y one where all the guys are ripped and the girls look like pornstars?”

​“It's got a name.”
​“Don't care.”

​“Yeah. We played that till dinner then watched the Jays over pizza.”

​“You play a girl like I told your to?”

​“I played Kara Dane.”

​“Is she hot? Scratch that. Of course she's hot. Only boys can be uggos in those kinda games. Better question. Does John like Kara?”

​“That's her.” I pointed my phone at Georgie. I'd anticipated the question and google had provided.

​“Nice ass, sweetie.” Georgie barely glanced at the phone before pulling into a strip mall parking lot that appeared out of nowhere. “But that doesn't answer my question. Is Kara John's favorite? Or yours?”

​“John's.”

​“Good girl.” Georgie killed the ignition. “Doing it right for your man. Man to be.”

​“What are we doing here?” We were parked in front of a shabby looking laundromat. I tried to see the other businesses, but I had shit for an angle.

​“You've got an appointment.” Georgie grabbed her purse and left the car.

​“It's seven in the morning is anything even open?” I stepped out and strained my neck to see where she was headed.

​“I've made special arrangements for you.”

​“That doesn't sound ominous as hell.”

​“Hey. I'm playing nice. I know you're shy about this kinda stuff and I want to ease you into things.” Georgie casually strut to the last store on the strip. I could tell it was a beauty shop of some sort, but the sign was off and I couldn't make out the name. “Speaking of which. Before I walk you in there I want you to tell me what you think is gonna happen. There're no wrong answers. Even if I laugh at you.”

​“You're gonna turn me into a woman. Literally.”

​“I am not getting you a boob job and vaginoplasty in a frickin' strip mall.” Georgie gave me half a stink-eye. “Tone it down some.”
​“I'm getting a makeover?” I squinted my face back at her. She nodded. “How bad? I still have to go to work and …”

​“This isn't a rom-com montage. Don't worry. You'll get some femming up, but we don't have the time or the money to do this all in one go. You'll still be able to pass as a boy when we're done today. If you want to.”

​“I was kinda hoping turning me into John's 'girl' was a figure of speech.”

​“It isn't.” Georgie saw I was still nervous and ran her hand over my ear through my hair. “John has a type. You've got the personality, but not the visuals. Today we start working on the look. You ok with that?”

​“I guess so.”

​“It's ok to be scared. This is a big change for you. Being girly. Getting looked at by guys. Knowing what they're thinking about doing to you behind their big caveman eyes. Pretty heady stuff to look forward to.”

​“Do I really have to do this?” Even I could hear the whine in my voice.

​“Until I hear a safe word cross your lips – yes. Yes, you do.”

​“How far are you planning on taking this?”

​“Don't get your panties in a bunch, sweetie.” Georgie looked me up and down. “I'll stop when you give the word. The question is, how far are you gonna let me go?”

​“Can we just get this over with?”

​“One last thing.” Georgie leaned her back against the window, put her finger to the glass, and tapped until I looked at what she was hitting. “I don't want you saying I didn't warn you.”

​“Shit!”

​There was a list of four stylists posted in the corner of the window. Georgie was tapping on the third name.

​“Use your words, baby.” Georgie walked over to me and looked me in the eye. “Tell auntie Georgie what's going on inside that pretty little head of yours.”

​“shit shit shit shit”

​“Other than shit.”

​I closed my eyes. I was still standing there when I opened them again.

​“Helen knows me.” Did I sound hysterical? I felt like I must have.

​“Not in the Biblical sense, sweetie. That was John. You never got past second base.”

​“Are you insane?”

​“Probably.”

​“What did you tell her?” I pulled myself back from the storefront hoping Gloria hadn't seen me.

​“That I've got an amazing friend. That they've got a crush on her ex. That my pal is a hopeless tomboy and has no chance with a stud like John. Not without her expert help.”

​“And she agreed to that?” 

​“John's a sweetheart and you know it. He's friends with all his exes. Even the crazy ones.” Georgie looked bored. “Are we going in or are you pulling out the Mary Poppins?”

​“It'll be humiliating.”

​“Look me in the eye and tell me that little Mickey isn't pitter patting against that nasty cage just at the thought of what we're about to do.”

​“Please don't make me.”

​“I thought so.” Georgie put her arm through mine and started towards the door.

​The place was still locked. If the sign was to be believed they wouldn't be open for three more hours. There was light coming in from the back, but the front was locked. What were the chances Georgie was messing with me?

​Pretty high. But that didn't stop someone from running from the back when Georgie knocked.

​“Hey!” Helen looked excited when she saw me. She even pulled me in for a chaste we-used-to-date-but-now-we're-friends kinda hug. “Did Georgie get you roped into the shenanigans too?”

​“You don't know the half of it.” I hugged back as long as she'd have me. God, she smelled great.

​“So when's our tomboy showing up?” Helen called to Georgie over my shoulder.

​“You're hugging her.”

​“Stop picking on Mike.” Helen let me go and ruffled my hair. “He's a little scrawny, but he's all man.”

​“That's the problem.”

​“Are you … are you serious?” Helen looked from Georgie to me and back to Georgie.

​“You're looking at half of the next big fairytale couple. We just need to Cinderella him up.” Georgie walked past us and stepped inside. “You got coffee back there?”

-----

​“That actually makes a ton of sense.”

​Of all the reactions I expected out of Helen upon learning about my weird kinks and the theories Georgie had built up around them, a sweet smile and an “oh, yeah” wasn't one of them. This was almost worse than John. John and I were friends; Helen and I had dated.

​“I'm not gay,” I protested. The fact I was laying facedown naked on a massage table while Helen made her assessment didn't make me feel entirely confident about much of anything. “Honest.”
​“He seems pretty adamant though.” Helen sounded doubtful. “Maybe I shouldn't do anything.”

​“Tell her your safe word, Mickey,” Georgie casually ordered.

​“Mary Poppins.”

​“Just to make sure we're not in any grey areas. You were just being a good boy and responding to orders, you weren't using it?”

​“I was responding to orders.”

​“Which makes you?”

​“A good boy.” I didn't need to hang my head in shame. I was already facing the floor. At least Helen didn't have to see me blush.

​“And you're gonna make a great girl.” Georgie lay one warm hand on my shivering naked ass. I don't know why, but it calmed me.

​“But he says he doesn't want to.”

​“Mickey. I need you to be 100% truthful for me.” Georgie rubbed her hand on my right butt cheek. I could feel myself thump against the chastity. “Do you think I will do anything to harm you?”

​“No,” I admitted. For all the embarrassment and humiliation she seemed to like to hurl on me I knew she cared for me. Loved me. Just not the kind of love I'd been hoping for when I confessed my feelings.

​“If you used your safe word do you think I'd ignore it? Or try to get back at you later?”

​“No.”

​“Care to elaborate on that?”

​“I know you'd stop. We'd talk it through if I was up for it. And you wouldn't do it again. I don't …. I honestly don't think you have a vengeful bone in your body.”

​“You are so sweet.”

​“So he could stop this with one word?” Helen placed a hand on my other butt cheek. She must've felt me tense up under her, but she didn't move her hand,

​“Two, technically, but yeah.” Georgie inched her hand closer to Helen's.

​“So if he's not using it he's ok with it? But he's done nothing but say he isn't since we dragged him in here.”

​“It's a pride thing. And I don't mean parade brand pride.” Georgie's fingers grazed Helen's over my butt crack. “Masculinity can be such a little bitch sometimes. Won't let guys be anything but a very narrow range of things. Dudes or gentlemen.

​“I've done a ton of reading when I found out about Mickey's secrets. You wouldn't believe how many guys fantasize about being forced into doing the things they really really wanna do. 'I can't kiss a boy, that'd be so gay, but the mean lady is making me so I have no choice',” Georgie put on a deep butch voice for the last part. “Or they can't wear panties. Or makeup. Or make their hair all nice and pretty. It's bullshit.”
​“Sounds like they're the victims of the patriarchy as much as us,” Helen said. Her fingers were actively entwining with Georgie's.

​“I wouldn't go that far. But it's all part of the same fucked up system.”

​“Ok. I'm in, Helen said. “What do you want me to do?”

​“I don't want to skimp on any of this, but we both know being pretty costs. I'm matching whatever Mickey can afford, but we're still not talking loads of dough. If you hadn't volunteered your time I don't think we could get away with this. Even then it might not be enough.”

​“Well …” Helen paused to do some head math. “Hair removal shouldn't be a big deal. I can probably talk my boss into letting me rent the equipment as long as we do it when we're closed. Mickey doesn't have much body hair anyway so it shouldn't be too many sessions.”

​“Don't worry about his legs. Or his pits,” Georgie said. “I want him to have some girly maintenance. Give him a little taste of the downside to make up for the thrill of all those sexy skirts and tight blouses we're going to let him wear.”

​“Should we be calling him that? 'Him'? 'Mike'? If he's gonna be a girl shouldn't he have a girl name and pronouns?”

​“This is why I need you.” Georgie squeezed Helen's hand. “I got so caught up in the big girly picture I lost track of the little things. Of course she's going to need a girl name. And I know just the person to give it to her.”
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​“Hey.”

​John stood in his doorway. I'm sure he meant for me to come in, but he was so focused on staring at my head he forgot to step aside.

​“It's my hair, isn't it?” I gave him a pained grin. “I'm still getting used to it myself.”

​“It's …” John made some vague hand gestures at my scalp.

​“Really red?”

​“I was gonna say girly.”

​“That too.” I fidgeted on his doorstep. “It's been a week since I had it done and everyone thinks I'm a girl from behind. Even when I'm in boy clothes. Can I … can I come in?”

​“Sure. Sorry.” John shook his head.

​John stepped aside, but not as much as he could have. I could smell his aftershave as I slid by him. I'm sure he could smell the subtle perfume Georgie made me spritz on each morning.

​“She's got you wearing girl clothes?” John asked. I could feel his eyes on me as I walked past. Was it wishful thinking that made me feel his male gaze burning on my butt?

​“Not now. Mostly. But sometimes.” I turned around. John looked embarrassed and looked up. Was he really checking me out?

​“Mostly?” John closed the door.

​“The stuff on the outside's boy stuff; underneath it's all girl.” I looked down at my feet. “Except for the shoes. They're girl's flats, but they pass as guy's unless you get a good close look at them.”

​“So you're still in women's underwear? Anything else?”

​“Panties,” I corrected. “Georgie doesn't let me call them underwear. “But, yeah, I'm in panties. They match my bra. I'll let you pick the first game if you can guess the color.”

​“Did …” John long-blinked at me. “Did Georgie make you ask that?”

​“Yeah.”

​“Is that the only thing she ordered you to do?”

​“I wish.” I sauntered over to the sofa and flopped down onto the middle cushion.

​“Anything you want to share?”

​John walked over. Our tradition had been to sit on either side of the sofa with plenty of space between us. I didn't tell John, but I'd been ordered to sit next to him from now on. I expected him to move to the armchair or tell me to move over, but he just sat there beside me smelling like Old Spice and musk.

​“Plenty, but I gotta play by Georgie's rules.”

​“We both know you don't, but whatever.” John squinted at my chest. “Are you even wearing a bra?”

​“Yeah. Georgie let me wear a cami so it wasn't too obvious under this top.” I took John's hand and pulled it to my shoulder. “Here. Feel the strap.”

​His hand felt like molten steel on my quivering shoulder it was so hot, but it was John who pulled his hand away like it'd been burnt.

​“Sorry. That was wicked forward.” All the heat John had left was pushing its way out through my cheeks. “Wow. I think I'm blushing.”

​“It's ok. I … I'm just getting used to the new you.”

​John returned his hand to my shoulder. He traced the strap down my back to the band. His fingers fidgeted around the clasp. Was he trying to unhook me? I didn't have boobs yet, Not even breast forms. Was he going to force me to ditch the femme stuff? Georgie thought he might. I had orders in case he did, but for now I kinda liked the feel of his hands on my bra.

​It stung like heck when he snapped it.

​“Jesus, dude.” I punched his arm. “Why the heck did you do that for?”

​“Cause if you had been wearing a training bra the first time we met that is exactly what I woulda done.” John had a shit eating grin spreading from one side of his face to the other.

​“We were ten years old.”

​“Don't tell me you don't like it. Some part of you wants this. Otherwise you'd put your foot down before it ends up in heels.”

​“I can say the same for you.” I leaned back into the sofa crossing my arms over my chest and the empty bra cups. “If you weren't down with Georgie's plan you wouldn't keep inviting me to see you.”

​“I gotta make sure you're ok.” John rolled his eyes. “It's not like I'm so desperate for a date I'm gonna bone my best friend. Even if your hair does look incredible. Helen texted she was working with you. It shows.”

​“Thank you.” I don't know why I smiled at that. It's not like I enjoyed being complimented for being girly. Or pretty.

​“She still thinks I got a thing for redheads?” John handed me a controller and turned on the console.

​“You totally have a thing for redheads, dude.” I took the controller. “Don't even start that shit.”

​“I like 'em plenty.” John flashed through games looking for something to beat me at. “In Irish castles and porn. I think they're a little too fiery to date. What was wrong with your old hair color? I liked it.”

​“Helen's right. Guys are never satisfied.” I made a face when I saw the game John decided on. “Bamboo Assault? Seriously? You know I suck at that.”

​“You suck at everything.” John started rotating through characters picking his fighter. “At this rate Georgie will have you off real games and playing nothing but girly shit. Like virtual tea party. Or dream date 3000.”

​“Those aren't even real.” I started flipping through options myself even though I already knew which one I was going to play.

​“You sound disappointed.” John gave me the side-eye. “You're playing Kara again?”

​“I like Kara.”

​“Obviously.” John shrugged. “What else has she done?”

​“For someone who isn't into this you sure are curious.”

​“I slow down and look at car wrecks too.”

​“So now I'm a car wreck?” I made Kara do a couple practice kicks. “You are going down.”

​“I thought that was your job.”

​John waited for the timer to count down and the fight to start. It didn't take that long before Kara was lying beaten on the virtual ground.

​“Wanna make things interesting?” John was smiling like a jackass. Again.

​“Whatcha thinking?”

​“I win the next one you have to use your safe word and end this.” John switched characters. “And I mean end it. Not get the key back Wednesday night and get locked back up Thursday morning.”

​“Don't be ridiculous. Georgie has a 'no morning wood' policy. At least mine. Apparently she's fine with me dealing with my boyfriend's.”

​“Why would you even tell me that?”

​“So you feel one tenth as freaked out as I do.”

​“Mission accomplished.”

​“What do I get out of this?” I flipped between characters, but ended up back on Kara. “You know, when I kick your overconfident butt.”

​“What do you want? And don't say anything that involves either of our mouths touching any part of each other. No kissing. No licking. No oral. Period.”

​“Can I text Georgie?” I picked up my phone and waved it at him.

​“You are so whipped. And you aren't even getting any.” John shook his head. “Yeah, sure. Knock yourself out. I'm gonna drain the lizard.”

​John had flushed and was washing his hands by the time I caught Georgie up on the bet. He was walking back when Georgie told me what she wanted. John saw me wince as my dick tried to burst through the chastity and lost.

​B sure 2 win Georgie texted. Use ur wiles

​Wiles? I texted back.

​Ur feminine wiles Flash him ur tiddies or somethin

​What the hell was I supposed to do? I didn't have tiddies. Or wiles.

​“What's she want?” John sat back down beside me.

​“Can we just skip it? I'm probably gonna lose and it's humiliating.”

​“Is that why you jerked forward when I walked in? Cause you got your metal panties in a bunch?”

​“That's not helping.” I put one hand on my crotch and shifted around until it didn't hurt. I wasn't close to keeping my dignity.

​“We've established that you love this shit. Now tell me what I'm putting up or play time's over and you can go home and let Georgie … I don't know. Give you a manicure or whatever.”

​I let out a heavy sigh. “If I win then you have to punish me.”

​“For losing a video game?”

​“No.” I could feel my cheeks warm as the blush spread up my body. “Georgie hasn't punished me for that time in the restaurant where you unlocked me.”

​“Punish you how?”

​“Georgie wouldn't say. Just that she'd tell you what to do and it wouldn't involve mouths. Or fucking me. Georgie says that's a reward, not a punishment.”

​“It's a bet.” John offered me his hand.

​“You're on.” I shook it.

​“You need to pee?” John flipped back to the character he'd started with. “Or something to drink? When you lose I don't want Georgie OR you bitching about how you weren't ready and there has to be some do-over bullshit.”

​Maybe I did have some wiles.

​“Just let me kick up my heels. Actually …” I kicked my flats off and pulled my knee-highs off from under my pants. “ahhhh … that is SO much better. Oh, yeah. I can show you the rest of Helen's hard work. That's one heck of a pedicure, don't you think? They're so pretty I turn myself on and I don't have a foot fetish.”

​I wiggled my toes for John. I may not have had a foot fetish, but I'd long suspected John had a thing for them. It was looking like I was right.

​“She … ah … did that to ya?” John was staring at my wiggly pigglies.

​“Yeah.” John didn't notice that the counter had started on the game. “Right after she waxed my legs. Hurt like a son of a bitch, but it was totally worth it.”
​I used my left foot to pull up the right pant leg. John couldn't pull his eyes away. I muted the game so he didn't know we were playing.

​“Smooth as silk.” I turned my calf to give him a better look. “And you should see these babies in stockings. Real stockings. Not these knee highs. Something to hook on my garter belt.”

​“She'd got you wearing garter belts?” It was John's turn to squirm in his seat.

​And that's when he noticed his health monitor was bleeding out.

​“Fucker!” John grabbed his controller, but it was too late.

​“Looks like I won.”

​“Cheating little bastard.” John shook his head. He obviously wasn't happy, but I knew him well enough to know he wasn't road-rage pissed. “I am so gonna love punishing you. I gave you the perfect excuse to man up and you have to pull that crap.”

​“Maybe this isn't the best time to mention it, but there's one other thing Georgie ordered me to do here.”

​“That sounds ominous as fuck.”

​“I need a girl name.” I slid my knee-highs back up as far as I could without taking my pants off. “Helen wanted to call me Michelle, but Georgie's cousin's a Michelle and that'd get weird. Georgie decided that you should name me.”

​“Anything I want?”

​I nodded.

​“And you bring this up AFTER you pull that crap with the … whatever …?”

​I kept on nodding.

​“I got a name for you. I got the perfect name for you.”
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​“Stephie, your date's here,” Georgie called up the stairs.

​“I'm not his date.” John sounded upset. Of course he was upset. Who wouldn't be pissed off having to get in the middle of their best friend's kinkstorm.

​“Sounds like your man's getting cranky. Better get that cute butt down here before he has a hissy fit, Stephie.”

​“Stephie.”

​I repeated the name to myself as I took one final look in the mirror. I hated it. Almost as much as I hated the damn fetish gear Georgie had dolled me up in. Both were so damned girly. Weak. Empty-headed. How could I ever face John again after he'd seen me like this.

​I looked in the vanity mirror. I had to squint to see any traces of boy. I couldn't blame Helen for the flawless makeup that hid my masculinity. What little I ever had. No. That was all my fault. Or Georgie's. She's the one who ordered me to make myself pretty for John. She's the one who'd made me practice putting on my face hours a day each day in the two weeks since I last saw John.

​But it was my hand that actually applied the lip liner, dusted my eyes with shadow, and rouged my cheeks. I wasn't as responsible as Georgie, but I was partly to blame for the trembling feminine creature staring back at me in the mirror.

​The fact that I was dressed in John's fantasy wasn't lost on me. It was mine too. Only this was the first time I was playing the girl side of things.

​My hair was back to its natural light brown. At least it looked like it. Technically it was another dye job, but Helen had an eye for shades. It may have come from a bottle, but it looked exactly like my regular color.

​What wasn't natural was the way it was styled. Helen had gone to great effort to give my shoulder length hair waves and body. Georgie grabbed as much of it as she could in each hand and tied the two masses into enormous pigtails.

​The outfit I was wearing started out life as a real school girl's uniform. Some friend of a friend of somebody had a little sister who'd just graduated from a Catholic high school and was all too glad to get rid of the uniform. Just my luck she was my size. More or less.

​It probably looked normal before Georgie got her hands on it. Maybe even modest before she hemmed the skirt obscenely short and made the blouse so tight my glued on A-cups threatened to pop out every time I turned around.
​I did a quick modesty check in the mirror. If I stood perfectly still I'd be ok. Anything else would offer flashing glimpses of the pink panties underneath. God help me if I had to bend over or walk at more than a slow steady pace.

​The knee socks still looked innocent on their own, but combined with the hooker skirt and the painted on top they looked dirtier than any more adult stockings I'd been forced to wear over the course of this insane experiment.

​The shoes? Not having to parade around in heels was a nice change. But the still black leather made the Mary Jane's uncomfortable to walk in for other reasons. At least we weren't going out. Georgie had been close-lipped about what she was going to make John do to me, but she did let me know it'd stay in the apartment. She must have seen the panic attack behind my eyes when I saw the outfit laid out for me on the bed.

​“I'd fuck me.”

​I sighed as I looked at myself in the mirror. Was it gay that I was attracted to the woman in the glass? Or proof that I was as het as I claimed? The fact that it was a legitimate question didn't speak highly of my manhood.

​“Stephie!” Georgie was getting impatient. “If I don't see your sissy little ass down here in ten seconds we're doing your punishment on the lawn. ONE …”

​I bent over and gave Roger a quick kiss. That was one of Georgie's new rules. Anytime I came into or left my bedroom I had to kiss the silicone man who shared my bed. It was humiliating. My dick strained against the feminizing chastity.

​“TWO!”

​I closed my bedroom door fast. Almost, but not quite slamming it.

​“THREE!”

​I made it to the top of the stairs. I'd hoped to make a slow and controlled descent. Making sure to keep my skirt as demure as possible.

​“FOUR!”

​Screw demure! John had seen me in the shower dozens of times at the gym. Did it really matter if he got a quick flash of the pretty panties I was rocking?

​“FIVE!”

​My eyes were on John, I was trying to beat Georgie's count, and my hands were more concerned with keeping my skirt down and my little boobies from bouncing. I wasn't thinking how slick the soles of the Mary Jane's were. Or how cheap the carpet was.

​“SIX!”

​I wasn't too bad until I hit the landing and took the turn too fast. I managed to skate the first three steps, but my momentum caught up with me by the fourth. I reached for the bannister with one hand while trying to maintain my balance with the other, but it was no use. I was gravity's bitch and this time it was gonna hurt like fuck.

​“SEVEN!”

​I was headed straight for the ground when I hit the tree. At least that's what it felt like. Tall. Strong. Unshakeable. Only this tree felt a little softer than most. I didn't break anything slamming into it. It wasn't until its branches reached out and steadied me that I realized the tree was John. I don't know how he did it, but he grabbed me at the last second.

​“You ok?” John sounded worried. Genuinely worried.

​I nodded my face against his chest.

​“You're a … um … a school girl.”

​I kept on nodding.

​“If you two wanna get a room I can arrange it.” Georgie broke the awkwardness with even more awkward.

​John took a couple steps back. I tried to stand stiff and prim, both hands welded to the hem of my skirt making sure it didn't flip up again.

​“This is weird,” John said.

​“Super weird,” I agreed.

​“Say something else.” John's eyes looked like they were about to bug out of his head. “Anything.”

​“Hi, John.” I let one hand free long enough to give him an awkward little wave. “It's the voice, right? You see Georgie's been making me practice talking girly. Like, a lot. Every day since the last time I saw you. She says I'm sounding pretty good, but in my head it sounds' like I'm a cartoon squirrel or something. Do you like it?”

​“You don't … you don't sound like a squirrel. You sound … like a girl. You sound good.”

​“Isn't he just the sweetest thing,” Georgie said from … somewhere. I was having trouble taking my eyes off John. Probably cause he couldn't take his eyes off me. “I don't want to spoil the tender moment, but I think our Stephie has something she needs to tell her John.”

​“I'm not her John. You're not her pimp. I'm just John and you're a lunatic.”

​“You called me her?” I stood there blinking at him.

​“You're … You look like … Yes.” John's eyes wandered up and down my quivering body. Lingering on my legs, my breasts, and the hem of my short schoolgirl skirt.

​“Maybe it'd help if you asked her why she's dressed like that,” Georgie offered.

​“I know why she's dressed like that.” John broke his attention away from my body long enough to flare at Georgie. “I suppose Helen told you about our role play.”

​“And Jeanine. And Rosa. And Margot.” Georgie counted off John's exes one by one. “Paula had an interesting suggestion, but I don't think little Stephie can pull off being a dominatrix. Even if it is just pretend. Some people just don't have that energy.”

​“How many of my exes have you talked to?”

​“Let's not focus on trivia when you've got bigger bitch to fry.” Georgie crossed to the other side of the room, grabbed a high back wooden chair, carried it back, and plopped it between John and me. “See what I did there? 'Bitch to fry' instead of 'fish'.”

​“You're a regular Tolstoy.” John crossed his arms over his chest.

​“Look. You want this over with. I want this over with. Stephie? Well she's in humiliation heaven, but even she wants this to end sometime. So just ask her why she's dressed like that, she'll respond, and I'll tell ya what comes next.”

​“Why are you dressed like that, Stephie?” John asked in an angry/defeated tone.

​“I've been a bad …”

​“Louder.” Georgie was acting like she was directing a first rehearsal of a high school play. “I like the way you're looking at your shoes, but we can't hear a word you're saying.”

​“I've been a bad girl,” I said, louder. I fiddled with the hem of my skirt as I barely looked up from my shoes. “And I need you to teach me a lesson.”

​John glared at Georgie.

​Georgie glared back before clearing her throat. I'd hoped she'd missed the one word I'd dropped from the script she'd given me.

​“I need you to teach me a lesson … Daddy.” I didn't think I could get the word out. I was already blushing. What comes after that? Spontaneous human combustion?

​“Jesus!”

​“You lost the bet, John Boy,” Georgie said.

​“Do you feel like a winner?” John looked right at me. “Do you, Stephie?”

​I shook my head no.

​“Let's get this over with.” John sat in the chair. “I'm assuming I'm supposed to pull naughty Stephie over my knee and spank some sense into her little tushy. Or did you come up with something original?”

​Georgie answered by giving him the finger. “I'll leave you two alone. I better hear some serious spanks or you're doing it all over again.”

​John caught me staring at Georgie's butt as she went up the stairs; I caught John staring at me.

​“Are those real?” John was looking right at my chest.

​“They're forms. Helen figured out how to glue them to my chest. I … I use a binder when I have to go into the office.”

​“So you're a man being turned into a woman pretending to be a man?”

​“Something like that.” I shrugged.

​“They're not very big.”

​“Georgie says I'll get bigger forms.” I caught myself pushing my A cups at John and hunched my shoulders to hide what I almost flaunted. “She won't tell me how big I'm gonna get. She says girls don't know how big they're gonna grow when they first bud.”

​“Bud?”

​“Like a flower. I'm like a flower. That's what Georgie says.”

​“You still want to do this?”

​I couldn't answer.

​“You can get on willingly.” John patted his lap with both hands. “Or I can make you.”

​“I'll be good.” I wondered at the steel in John's tone. Where had that come from?

​I nervously shuffled closer to him unsure how I was going to do this. I'd had a couple girlfriends spank me before, but that was different. There laps were warm and inviting; John's was intimidating. There was something going on in the front of his pants. I hoped it was just the way his jeans were bunched up, but maybe …

​I hovered beside him unable to commit to submissively laying across his lap or saying Mary Poppins and ending this whole mess. Could I really let my best friend do this to me? Would I ever be able to look him in the face again knowing he'd not only seen me in my fetish schoolgirl outfit, but punished me like a naughty girl? Had I really called him Daddy?

​John took the decision out of my hand.

​By the time I registered his hand on my upper arm I was already being dragged over his lap. The slippery soles tried to find purchase on the cheap carpet, but I just landed further up his lap. So far my feet weren't touching ground anymore. So far I felt like a helpless little girl at the mercy of a strong powerful man.

​Why the hell was I trying to get hard?

​“This is how it's going to be.” John sounded serious. Harsh. His hand was on my butt. I could feel  the muscled heat of him through the checkered skirt. Through the thin cotton panties. Through my skin. The gentle pressure seemed to bore through flesh and into my inner self.

​“I want this to end,” John went on. “I want my friend back. I want Stephie to go bye bye and for Mickey to come back. Not gonna lie. It's not gonna be easy forgetting what we've done so far, but I promise you I'll try.

​“But that ain't happening with Georgie pulling your strings. I need you to say your safe word. I need you to end this before we both do something we can't take back.”

​I lay there staring at the floor silently taking his words in. When I fell into his arms he seemed so sheepish and unsure. Now he was taking control. Dominating. When did that John step up? And what did it mean for me.

​“This is where you say your safe word.” John's hand was still on my ass. It was all I could feel.

​“I'm not …”

​SLAP!

​I yelped at the first spank. More from surprise than pain. John left his hand where it landed, pushed into the soft flesh of my left cheek, like a meteor embedded in its crater.

​“This isn't a debate, Stephie. I want my friend back and you're the only person who can do that. And I am willing to do anything within my power to make sure that happens. If I have to spank it outta you your ass is gonna get redder than a tomato. If I have to shame it out of you … well, Georgie isn't the only one who can play those games.

​“Do we understand each other?”

​“yes” I said the word so soft even I wasn't sure I said it.

​SLAP!

​My yelp preceded my body stiffening like a board on John's lap. Like lightning before the thunder.

​“I didn't hear you.” John rubbed his hand along my naked thighs where they met the hem of my skirt.

​“Yes!” I almost yelled.

​“Yes, what?”

​Slap!

​The third spank wasn't as hard, but seemed to hurt more.

​“Yes, sir?” I didn't have any clue what he wanted me to call him.

​“Call me what you called me before. What Georgie made you call me. The thing that was SO embarrassing you tried to get out of it. The one you hated. Call me that.”

​He couldn't mean what I thought he meant, could he?

​“I understand that this might be a little overwhelming for you, Steph, but I'm going to need you to focus. Or maybe your memory needs a little jogging.”

​Slap!

​“Yes … Daddy.”

​I hated myself for calling him that. I hated myself for the way it made me feel. Submissive. Weak. Hard. Or at least I would be if that damn piece of metal wasn't killing any chance of an erection.

​“I bet you wish it was Georgie's lap you were laying across.” John's hand played up the back of my leg and up my skirt. “Don't you, STEPHIE?”

​“yes, Daddy”

​“In your fantasy are you decked out like a slut at a Halloween frat party?”

​“no”

​“So you got slutted up special for me?” John started rubbing my pantied ass under the skirt.

​“Georgie made me.”

​“You keep saying that, Steph.” John's ran a finger along my crease. “But we both know that's a load of bull. You're exactly where you want to be, dressed exactly the way you want, about to be treated exactly the way you've dreamed about.”

​“This isn't … I don't want this.”

​“Prove it.” John hooked a finger under the waistband of my panties and yanked them down to my knees.

​“I don't know how.” I kicked my legs trying to push the panties back up my legs.

​SLAP!

​I teared up at that one. It was the hardest yet and there was less layer of cloth between his punishing hand and my upturned bottom.

​“I'm not saying it.”

​“Are you hard?” John leaned down and whispered in my ear. “Right now?”

​“no”

​“And if I took off your metal panties?”

​I couldn't answer.

​SLAP!
​SLAP!
​SLAP!

​SLAP!

​SLAP!

​The spanks rained down on me. John varied the speed and placement so I couldn't prep myself for each blow. My ass was on fire. I was squealing and kicking my legs like a real little girl.

​“Answer the question or use the safe word, Stephie.” John stroked my hair. The same hand that had brought so much pain was now soothing me.

​I nodded.

​“Use your words.”

​“I … I'm trying to … get hard. In my … my metal panties.” My words came out in short sharp sobs. “Please don't spank me again, Daddy?”

​“Are you going to be a good girl?”

​“Yes, Daddy. I will be a very very good girl.”

​“You know what I want to hear?”

​“I can't.”

​“Why not?”

​“I don't know.”

​John's hand slid from my scalp, down my back, over my butt to the hem of my skirt. He took his time exposing my bare bottom.

​“That's a very nice ass you've got there, Stephie. Be a real shame if something were to happen to it.”

​“Haven't you done enough?” I don't know where the courage to ask that came from.

​“Apparently not.”

​SLAP!

​SLAP!

​SLAP!

​“Stop!”

​I squeezed my eyes shut and waited for the next blow to land.

​It didn't.

​“Georgie!” John called out.

​“What?”

​“We're done. Bring something for Stephie. Cold cream or some shit. Her butt's glowing.”

​“I don't understand,” I said through the tears. “I didn't use the safe word.”

​“No, you're too stubborn.” John offered me his sleeve to wipe my eyes.

​“But you stopped.”

​“Look. It was stupid of me to do what I just did. I just … I just hoped that maybe I could get through to you if I gave you what you wanted. Let you see it wasn't as good as you thought it was. I honestly thought you'd give up before I beat your butt.

​“When you yelled stop I knew I'd gone too far. I'm sorry.”

​“But you seemed so into it.” It was surreal having this conversation facing the floor as I lay on John's lap.

​“They've made a very convincing girl outta you.” John paused. “And it's been forever since I last got laid.”

​“Is that why you're hard?”

​“You can feel that?”

​“Dude? You're huge. And my belly's right on top of it.”

​“On top of what?” Georgie waltzed in carrying a jar of something white and hopefully soothing. “Wow, you really did a number on her butt, didn't you?”

​“Are you satisfied?” John asked Georgie. “Or do I have to keep going till she bleeds.”
​“Stop being such a drama queen.” I felt Georgie's fingers press into my still tender ass flesh. “Did you learn your lesson, Stephie?”

​“Yes.”

​“Looks like he's real dominant.” Georgie bent down so she could look me in the eye. “I know you like that.”

​My face burned as bright as my butt.

​“If you're finished would you please salve her butt.” John wasn't having any of this bull. “Unless you don't want her sitting for the next week.”

​“Have you thanked Daddy for making you be a good girl?”

​“Thank you, Daddy.” I wanted to choke on the words, but I knew the only way out was through.             

​“Salve. Now.” John snapped his fingers and pointed at my upturned ass.

​“Do your own aftercare.” Georgie tossed the tub of salve at John. “She's your girlfriend, not mine.”

​“I'll be fine. You don't …” I started to protest. Though I don't know if I was protecting John or me from more humiliation. I shut up when John's cream covered hand started working its way across my abused backside.

​“So what's this about you getting hard spanking your best friend?” Georgie's voice seemed further away. When I looked up she was seated on the other side of the room.

​“I got hard, sue me.” John added another dollop of the cold cream to my hot cheeks.

​“Hey, Stephie. Is your boyfriend's chubby still poking your pretty tum tum?”

​“yes”

​“What about you, John? Can you feel Stephie knock-knock-knocking on the pearly gates?”

​“We're both horny. What's your point?”

​“I hate to say I told you so, but I was fucking right all along. I knew you two would be like the perfect couple. All I had to do was get you to see beyond all that patriarchal bullshit that says boys can't love boys. Or be girly. Or mack on a girly boy.”

​“Do you get her off each time the cage comes off?” John was starting the third layer on cream.

​“No. Cummies are a privilege; she's mostly only ever let out for bath time. Supervised bath time.

​There I was. Laying half naked over the lap of my best friend while he and my crush talked about me like I wasn't there. Worse. Like I was a child. A pet. Someone they made the decisions for. Someone they controlled so casually it didn't matter if they spoke to me or not.

​Had either of them called me “he” since I walked down the stairs? Or used my real name? Even when he was soothing me after punishment John still treated me like a girl. Had we crossed the Rubicon? Would I ever be a man in either of their eyes again?

​Did I think of myself as male?

​“I'm assuming she gets wood during these baths.” John put the cap on the jar and started working the three layers of cream into my thirsty flesh.

​“Like you wouldn't believe.”

​“Doesn't she have to be soft to fit into that.” John's wrist rested on my ass as two of his meaty fingers tapped the chastity from behind.

​“Yep.”

​“If she doesn't cum whatcha do to shrink it?”

​“Bag of frozen peas.” Georgie laughed at my intense reaction. I don't think I'd ever eat peas again in my entire life. “Give it a few seconds and her mighty oak becomes a little baby dick.”

​“Get the peas. Bring the key.”

​“You're gonna need to get all the way off my back, dude. Who do you think you are coming into my home and ordering me around? And there is no way I'm letting you take sweet little Stephie's flower. Yet. You haven't even had your first frickin' date.”

​“We're not going to fuck. We're not going to blow each other. You're going to do what I say cause I told you to and cause you're getting wet from me bossing you around.”

​Georgie stared at him for several seconds biting her lower lip in thought. I knew she wasn't going to cave. She was too strong for that. My mind raced with all the things she'd try to do to get back at me. All the added griefs she could throw on me.

​She left quietly. She came back with a frozen bag of peas.

​“I'm moving her to the couch,” John said. “Move that pillow so she has something padding her butt.”

​“Yes, master.” Georgie stuck her tongue out, but she obeyed.

​It surprised me how easy John lifted me into the air. It couldn't have been easy, but he made it seem effortless. He didn't even grunt rising to his feet taking me with him.

​I winced when my butt hit the pillow, but it was ok. The salve was eating up most of the pain. John pulled my skirt up to my belly and my panties down to my ankles. He had Georgie show him how everything came apart after the lock clicked open. John took his time removing and putting me back in chastity bondage until he was confident he could do it whenever he wanted.

​When the cage was finally fully removed my dick did what we all knew it was going to do.

​“Well that ruins her girly charms,” Georgie said. “Want me to pea her down or do you wanna do the honors?”

​“She's not going back in the cage,” John said firmly.

​“You tried that already. Stephie just handed me everything back after you left.”

​“Not gonna happen this time.” John's confidence was intoxicating. If I didn't know any better I'd say it was him making me throb and not the weeks it'd been since my last cummie.

​“Some people can't handle freedom. Stephie's one of them.”

​John wiped the grease from his hand on my bunched up skirt before undoing his pants. I stared upwards not entirely sure I wasn't hallucinating as he pulled down first his pants and then his boxer briefs leaving him nude from waist to ankles.

​John was every bit as hard as me. There was just more of him.

​“Give me the peas.” John reached his hand towards Georgie. She mechanically handed them over.

​We both stood wordlessly as John covered his meaty hand with the frozen bag. He gasped when the cold hit his sensitive flesh. I pulled my thighs together in sympathy. I knew how bad it was to get that put on my junk.

​John shivered and breathed hard until the peas had done their work. He let them drop to the floor and started working the chastity belt over his shrunken member before it had time to come back to life.

​I hadn't realized I'd been holding my breath until the lock clicked.

​“I don't think Stephie's going to be giving this back to you anytime soon. Do you, Georgie?”              “Now what, dumb ass?” Georgie didn't sound happy.

​“Stephanie.” It was the first time John had called me that. “I don't understand it, but there's something between us. Maybe it's just the mutual horny talking. Maybe it's something else. I'd like to explore it with you if that's ok.”

​I nodded dumbly.

​“Not trying to shame you, but I am bigger than you. Stronger than you. Smarter than you.”

​“Hey!” My back rose at the last one.

​“Dude. You're wearing school girl drag, rocking heart-shaped pubes, and you sound girlier than a lesbian sorority. All because you wanted some pussy. I love you to pieces, but you are not the brightest bulb in the box.”

​“He's got a point, girlfriend.” Georgie nodded.

​“The point I was making,” John went on. “Is that I don't want or need to hold all the cards, Stephanie. You've had enough people ordering you around. Assuming they know what you want better than you do. You don't need another boss, but you sure as fuck need a friend.”

​“What's that got to do with you locking yourself up?” I asked.

​“If I kept the key, nothing.” John pulled up his pants. “But if we're going to explore this … mutual attraction, I'm not going to hold your orgasms over you. If we do anything I want to make sure it's not because you feel you have to. If we kiss it's cause you want to be kissed. If I hold you it's cause you want to be held. And if we make love it's cause you want to be loved.

​“I would love to take you to dinner Friday night, Stephanie.” John put the key to my … no, his chastity belt in my hand. He wrapped my unbelieving fingers around the cold metal. “Would you do me the honor of being my date?”
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​“Thanks for stepping in, Mike.” Jane extended a hand and gave me a firm shake. Why did bosses always have to do that? “This is Madge from HR. I asked her to sit in just in case.”

​“Just in case what?” I took the seat she offered. Her guest chair was better than my regular one.

​“You had any questions,” Madge offered. “Or concerns.”

​“And if you need a little one on one time with her … for whatever reason I can do a swing by the production office and give you some privacy.”

​“Have I done something wrong?” I crossed my legs, realized I'd done it girly, and tried to overcompensate awkwardly.

​“No, Mike. You haven't done anything wrong at all.” Jane put her hands palm down on her desk and took her seat behind it. “There has been a little disruption in your output lately, but nothing serious. Think of this as a friendly chat and not a visit to the principal's office.”

​Madge closed the door behind us. The sound of the office bustle outside was replaced by the heavy beat of my heart.

​“I don't meant to pry,” Jane was talking to me, but keeping an eye on Madge. “But I've been hearing some things from your co-workers that have me a little concerned.”

​“What kind of things?” I was so nervous the question came out in my girl voice. Shit!

​I could see the tension vanish from her face escaping through the smile that bloomed the second she heard my voice. The one Georgie had been drilling me in for weeks. The one I'd tried my damnedest to butch up whenever I had to come into the office. I thought I had up till now, but …

​“It's been a couple years since you were hired,” Madge said with an almost matronly smile. “Do you still have a copy of your employee handbook?”

​“I think so?”

​“Don't you worry, dear. I've brought a spare.” Madge handed me a thick binder.

​“Thank you.” I deepened my voice, but I wasn't fooling anyone.

​“It's a lot to take in, but it does cover everything the company expects from you and what you can expect from the company.”

​“Is there something I should read? Cause it really feels like you want to tell me something.”

​“Freudenstrasse has made a commitment to acceptance and diversity,” Jane said.

​“Yeah. I think I remember something about that.”

​“We want you to know that we as a company and as people respect and admire people of all sexual orientations and gender presentations.”

​“And will go out of our way to make sure any transition is a smooth one,” Madge added. “Should an employee. Or there partner chose to live their truth.”

​“I don't understand.” I looked back and forth between the two smiling ladies.

​“I probably shouldn't say anything, but your roommate has been in touch,” Jane said. “First with me, then I brought Madge here in on this. She's our go to person for trans rights.”

​holyshitsholyshitholyshit What had Georgie told them?

​“Relax, Mike.” Jane drew in a breath as she spoke. There was something calming about the way she did it. I found myself breathing in with her. “You're among friends.”

​“Would you be more comfortable with us calling you Stephanie?” Madge asked.

​“She … Georgie told you about that?”

​“What she told me made a lot of sense,” Madge said. “Given what I and your co-workers have seen over the past few weeks.”

​Of course it would. I'd done my best to hide the things Georgie had done to me, but there had been slip ups. I was pretty sure Cheryl had felt my bra straps through my shirt back before Georgie glued the forms on and I used the binder. And I was always catching myself using girly phrasing or mannerisms. Especially when I got nervous. Heck, I'd screwed up twice already since this interview started five minutes ago. How many other girl vibes was I giving off without even noticing?

​“What we're saying is that Stephanie is welcome to come into the office any time she wants,” Jane said.

​“And if she doesn't feel comfortable then Michael can always come back.”

​“I'd love to meet her. From what Georgie told me Stephanie sounds like a hell of a gal.” Jane looked back at Madge. “Am I allowed to say that? Hell?”

​“I didn't hear a thing.” Madge gave Jane a wink.

​“I don't … I don't think I have the kind of wardrobe I'd need to pull off five days a week in skirts and heels.” It was a backwards admission, but there was no point pretending I was butch manly man. “Not and look professional. Most of Steph's stuff is hand-me-downs and most of it … I wouldn't feel comfortable wearing outside the apartment let alone coming into work.”

​“Georgie was worried about that too.” Jane nodded sagely. “Fortunately for you there are programs  out there designed to help young professionals who lack the budget for office wear.”

​“They mostly focus on lower income hires, but they do work with trans people when possible.” Madge handed me a card. “They work off donations. Gently used clothes mostly gifted by people who used the service to get started.”

​“Paying it forward,” Jane added.

​“Exactly. Now some trans women have trouble finding anything in their sizes, but you're on the slender side. Mike is a little short for a man, but Stephanie? She's average height for a woman. Georgie gave us your measurements and I think you're gonna find everything you need.”

​“Except undies.” It was weird hearing my female boss even say the word undies. It was surreal knowing she was talking about mine. Especially since we were talking about lingerie. “I'm assuming you're all set for bras and panties? And hosiery?”

​“I think so.”

​I squirmed in my seat. All these women taking control of my life was having a predictable effect on me. Friday it would've been painfully dealt with by the chastity belt. But it was Monday and John had been locked in it for over a day. My cock was free to grow under this subtle feminine domination.

Thank goodness I tucked or I'd have to explain the tent in the front of my pants.

​“And you can always cheap your way through some Hanes Her Way briefs until you can afford some Vicky C's.” Jane had a twinkle in her eye.

​“Vicky C's?” I had no idea what she was talking about. Was this girl code?

​“Victoria's Secrets.”

​“Every girl deserves to pamper herself a little,” Madge said. “Assuming Stephanie is that kind of girl.”

​“Or do you prefer Steph? I heard you use it earlier.”

​“Either one is fine. I guess.” I sat there stunned looking at the card. Was I really going to go through with this? I should put my foot down now before it was too late. Before I was in heels in the office. “Or Stephie. If you'd like.”

​“Georgie says there's a special guy who calls you that,” Jane said.

​“John. He's my friend.”

​“Drop it, Jane. You're making the poor thing blush.”

​“Sorry, Steph. Why don't you take the rest of the day off, go round to the address on the card, get yourself sorted out, and we'll see you tomorrow. Sound like a plan?”

​“Yes, ma'am.”

​I looked down in my lap. I knew my erection wasn't showing. I mean I could feel the tip of the head pressing backwards into my cheeks. But that didn't stop me from feeling like I was showing. There I was in front of these two women prepared to come into the office as a woman and the thing I was most worried about was evidence of my manhood.

​God, my life is so fucked up.
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​“Someone's looking dapper. Is that a new haircut?”

​Georgie sounded excited. Of course she always sounded excited when it came to me and John. Her voice carried up the stairs to where I was cowering waiting for my date to arrive. I wanted to answer the door myself, but Georgie insisted I keep John waiting a bit.

​For some reason I still obeyed her.

​Mostly.

​“You're looking good, Georgie.”

​John sounded polite. Good. I'd asked him to play nice. I wanted things to go smooth and the last thing I needed was to start the night with my best friends sniping at each other. They were too damn good at it.

​“After a week in lockup I bet everybody's looking good to you, Johnny.”

​“Is Steph ready?” John didn't rise to the bait. I was kinda proud of him.

​“Good things come to those who wait. Not that you're gonna be coming any time soon.”

​“Cute.”

​“A little bird tells me you and Stephie have been texting up a storm. I'm assuming she's explained how things work around here. After that little stunt you pulled last week.”

​“I think so.”

​“Walk me through what you think.”

​“Steph's in charge of my penis; you're in charge of Steph. You're kinda like her dad. You set the ground rules; she decides when, and if, she goes all the way. That about right?”

​“Play your cards right and you can call me Daddy too.”

​“You want to keep on trying to pick a fight or are you gonna tell me your rules? I'm fine either way. Just want to manage my expectations.”

​“Stephie's a good girl. She's not putting out before the third date. If then. That means no sex. No hand jobs, blow jobs, tit jobs, foot jobs, or any other kinda job that involves your unlocked cock. If she decides to give you a little relief you'll do it in private. By which I mean you alone jerking it into the toilet while she waits outside the bathroom to lock you back up.”

​“Got it.”

​“Stephie's still getting used to the whole girl thing. I know you're gonna be a gentleman, but I need you to go the extra mile. Be gallant. Open doors for her. Pull out her chair. Loan her your jacket when it gets cold out. Treat her like a lady.”

​“I will. I promise.”

​“God, you are such a sweetie. I knew you two'd be perfect together.”

​“Anything else?”

​“This is your first date so we're gonna take things a little conservatively. Get her home by midnight. No booze. The clothes stay on. And those wandering hands better not wander under her skirt or there won't be a second date.”

​“Understood.”

​“STEPHIE! YOUR LOVE SLAVE'S HERE!”

​I checked my everything one last time in the hall mirror. More than a dozen things were wrong with the reflection, but ten of them were me being a shit ton girlier than a dude had any right to be.

​Could I really go through with this?

​“STEPHIE!”

​It'd barely been a week since the last time I came down these stairs to meet John. It felt the same; it felt completely different. This time I was dressed like a normal woman, not the fetish gear Georgie put me in to humiliate me and turn John on. This time I was on my way to a date, not a spanking. This time he was the one locked in chastity, unable to even get hard.

​ Why the fuck was I so nervous?

​Right, cause unlike last time this was all going down in public. And we'd both agreed to this. Once we stepped out that door we were on a date. If this worked out we'd be dating. John wouldn't be my friend anymore.

​He'd be my boyfriend.

​Georgie'd teased me about it so long, but walking down the stairs the word hit me. Boyfriend. Was I ready to go there? Was I ready to be anyone's girlfriend?

​“You look good.” Of course John brought roses.

​“Thank you.” Of course I was blushing redder than the petals.

​“Careful, Stephie. I think somebody's courting you.” Of course Georgie was being an ass. That's what she did best. At least when John was around.

​“You ready?” John smiled down at me. Even in heels he was taller.

​“Yeah, I … uh …” I wasn't sure if I should take the roses with me.

​“I'll put these in water.”

​Georgie took the flowers from me. I'd been holding them against my chest. I told myself it was to smell them; when they were gone I realized I'd been using them as a shield. Now there was nothing between me and John.

​“Come on.” John took my hand. I let him.

​It wasn't the first time I'd gone out of the house en femme this week, but it was the first time I was being pulled along by a man. The neighbors would have to be blind not to think I was his date. From the way he held my hand to the way I looked at him. From the little black dress and four inch heels I was navigating to the cologne John was wearing. He never wore it except on dates. I'd helped him get ready for enough of them to know that.

​Tonight I was John's date.

​John opened the passenger side door for me. I hated Georgie's training, but I was glad for the time I'd spent practicing getting into a car. This whole situation was weird enough without me flashing John a huge look at my panties.

​“You sure you want to eat in Jackson?” John asked when he got behind the wheel. “With traffic it'll be an hour before we're seated.”

​“Yeah. I'm still nervous about people I know seeing me.”

​“With me?” He smiled. “I'll try not to be insulted.”

​“No. You look great. It's just … You know.” I gestured from my shoulders to my ankles. “This. I'm still getting used to being a girl in public.”

​“How's work been? They give you a lot of trouble?”

​“Work's ok. At least they treat me ok. It's strange as hell getting compliments on my shoes or my blouse from women I used to fantasize about, but they're being nice. Kind.” The seat belt still felt weird between my boobs. “Is it me or are you a little more buff than normal? Or is it cause I'm way wussier than I was since the last time I saw you and you just look bulked up?”

​“I've spent a lot of time at the gym.”

​“You didn't say anything about it in our messages.”

​“I've been redirecting some energy lately.” John flipped the ignition and put it into gear. “A lot of energy.”

​“Everything ok?” I took a sidewards glance of his lap. His flat lifeless lap.

​“It sucks, but you already knew that.”

​“Yeah.”

​“How long did Georgie keep you locked up between … you know?”

​“Couple weeks. Sometimes more.” I pulled my necklace out from under the front of my dress. “I brought the key in case you … you know … wanna.”

​“I'm surprised Georgie let you keep that.” John turned into traffic.

​“She tried to take it. I used my safe word.”

​“Finally.”

​“You gave me the key, not her.”

​“But she's still the one calling the shots.”

​“Mostly.” I stared out the window watching the neighborhood slide behind us.

​“Not that I'm staring at the key or your chest or anything, but … are your boobs bigger?”

​“Georgie decided that since I was gonna present at work it was time to break out the b cups.”

​“They glued on too?”

​I nodded at the window. “You know how in all the movies and shows girls just collapse at home, kick off their heels, and bitch about boob jail? It's all true. I can't tell you how good it feels to let the girls out after a long day of whatever the hell I do.”

​“Do you like this?” John was focused on the road, not looking at me.

​“Being a girl or being controlled?”

​“Either. Both.”

​“Some of it.” I looked over at John. “I kinda like the clothes. Now that I'm out of chastity. Tucking's a bitch, but Helen's found this panty thing online that'll help. At least that's what she says. I hated the hair and makeup at first, but the more I do it the more it grows on me. It helps I'm getting better at it. The girls at the office say I look almost like a real woman.”

​“There's no 'almost' about it. You pass, Steph. And you pass pretty damn well.”

​“Thanks.”

​“Does she still tell you when you can get off?”

​“The only time I'm allowed to touch myself is when I'm going to the bathroom or in the shower. And only to take care of business.”

​“And you still obey? Even without the cock lock?”

​“Yeah.”

​“Why?”

​“I can't explain it, but there's something about getting ordered around that hits me hard. And being made to give up something so fundamental – it's like a drug. The more I obey the more intense it gets.”

​“So you haven't 'touched yourself' the wrong way since I freed you?”

​“I've been a good girl.” I smiled when John chuckled at that.

​“Did you like the spanking I gave you?”

​“yeah” I nodded.

​“So. If this experiment works you'd like a repeat?” John slowed down as the traffic got heavier.

​“Hell, yes!”

​“Who'd you rather top you, Georgie or me?”

​“I don't know.”

-----

​“They're all staring at me,” I whispered into John's ear.

​The restaurant was hopping by the time John pulled up. Even with reservations we had to wait several minutes for our booth to get bussed. The only place for us to wait was a small thickly crowded hallway. Half a dozen couples on their own dates and as many young families looking to get out of the house for the night all had nothing better to do than gawk at the dude in the dress.

​“Course they're staring.” John squeezed my hand. “You're the hottest woman in the place. I've counted eight Steph-inspired boners so far.”

​“You're sweet, dude.”

​“Don't believe me take a look for yourself.”

​“I am not staring at a bunch of strange men's crotches.”

​“Pretty sure there are a couple women dampening their drawers over the sight of you.”

​“Typical guy. It's our first date and you're already talking about watching me with another chick.”

​“Have you TRIED being a lesbian? Just saying.”

​“Thanks.”

​“What'd I do?”

​“For making me feel normal. And distracting me. And being a great friend. And date.” I pulled in closer to him. God it was cold out here and this dress didn't hold in the heat. “It should be weird being on a date with a guy, but it isn't. Not with you.”

​“Sweet talk me all you want. I ain't giving up my good stuff on the first date.”

​“I think we're gonna be a bit here. If you'd like I can loan you the key. I'm sure you can find an empty stall in the little boys' room and take care of your business before we get seated.”

​“Tempting as that is I'm saving myself for someone special.”

​“Serious?”

​“Serious.”
​“I'm kidding about the where. I figured we'd end up back at your place later and I could Netflix while you fap in the bedroom.”

​“I'm good.”

​“No, you're not. I know how bad things get when you've been in that thing a week.” I looked meaningfully at his crotch. “You have to be ready to rip that thing off.”

​“You're worth the wait.”

​The waitress called John's name before I had the chance to stumble through a reply. What did you say to something like that? Without sounding like a total idiot.

​I didn't say a word as we made our way to the booth. John let me in first. I flattened the back of my skirt with both hands the way Georgie had taught me and slid across the dark leather as far as I could go. John pulled in right beside me.

​God, he smelled good.

​“Can I get you anything to drink while you look over the menu?” The waitress was looking at John more than me. Was that a coincidence, a gender thing, or was little miss push-up bra eyeing my date?

​“Coffee and a glass of water for me. She'll have a Coke.” John was already looking at the menu. “And if we can get some bread. Extra butter please and thank you.”

​“Did you really just order for me?” I said after the waitress vanished.

​“You like Coke. You're going to love what I get you for your entree. And you're gonna die when you see what I give you for dessert.”

​“I had no idea my bestie was such a neanderthal. You do this for all the women you dated?”

​“Only you.”

​“So I'm special?”

​“You're the kind of girl who appreciates being controlled like that.” John closed his menu. “Also. I know you better than any woman I ever dated. Any OTHER woman.”

​“You have a point.” I closed my menu and handed it to him. “I bow to the inevitable.”

​“That's the smartest thing you've done since you slipped into your first pair of panties.” John put both our menus closer to the front of the booth, out of my reach. “Speaking of panties. You're going to go to the Women's Room and take them off. The toll for sitting back down is handing them over to me.”

​“Georgie said …”

​“You can obey Georgie or you can obey your date.”

​“Well … I do need to powder my nose.”

​“Does Georgie make you call it that?”

​“It's better than the other thing she makes me say.”

​“You did that so I can order you to tell me, didn't you.”

​“Maybe.” I looked down in my lap.

​“What's the other thing?”

​“Saying I have to make tinkles.”

​“It's amazing you can blush so deep with all the blood rushing to your … let me guess, Georgie makes you call it your clit, doesn't she?”

​I nodded unable to look him in the eye.

​“While you're making tinkles you can decide if you're going to obey me or Georgie. Be a good girl and pay the toll and I'll give you a very special surprise.”

​“Are you going to let me out?”

​“It'd be a whole lot friendlier if you went over my lap … No, I didn't meant it that way.”

​“A month ago I was playing video games at your place in sweats.”

​“A month ago you were Mike,” John corrected me. “I don't see Mike here, do you? Only the very lovely, very sweet, very submissive Stephie.”

​“You were calling me Steph earlier.”

​“Well I'm calling you Stephie now.”

​“You're seriously going to make me do this?”

​“It'll be a tight fit, but there's room.”

​“That's what she said.” I blushed worse as soon as I said it. “That was a reflex. I'm still not used to being the 'she' in these analogies. I'm just gonna … You sure you want me rubbing up against you like that? It's gotta be rough with that.”

​“You're worth it.”

​There was no way to slide my butt over his crotch and maintain my dignity. Thank god we had a relatively out of the way booth. I don't think anyone saw me swing my hips up and sit on John's lap. Our waitress looked our way as I started the long trek to the other side, but she turned away quick. She had to have seen us. She had to be purposefully ignoring the horny couple out on date night. God, she must think I'm a total slut.

​“Get back soon.” John gave my ass a pat to move me along.

​I wound my way through the crowded restaurant looking for the rest room. I really did have to pee even if I wasn't sure what I was going to do about my panties. How did we get here? I wished John had ordered me wine instead of soda. I needed something to take the edge off my nerves.

​I found the women's room.

​Crap!

​My experience with women's restrooms was limited. The restroom at Helen's salon. A couple fast food places Georgie had taken me to for test runs to see how well I passed. And the bathrooms at work. None of them were busy when I needed them. Always plenty of stalls to walk into and do my business.

​Here? The line wrapped went almost to the kitchen.

​I remember dates complaining about the lines, but I never imagined it'd be this bad. Was it a single-seater? I watched men saunter into their bathroom and walk out. I counted seven of them by the time I even made it to the door.

​I was glad I'd left before my bladder had reached critical mass. I'd have to remember that going forward. My days of casually walking into a public toilet, unzipping, and being out in a couple minutes were behind me. At least as long as I was Stephanie.

​Like I said, it wasn't the first time I stepped into a women's room, but this was different. Most of the other times I'd been the only one there. Now? I felt guilty. An intruder. And I didn't know why. It wasn't like I was seeing anything I couldn't anywhere else. No one was walking around topless. There wasn't a lesbian orgy going on by the sinks. The only nudity going on was behind closed doors. And it wasn't like I'd never seen a woman fixing her makeup.

​Crap! I should have brought my purse. That's what women did, didn't they? Especially if they were on dates and needed to look good for their men.

​An open stall saved me from obsessing about the obligations of womanhood.

​Lucky for me I was wearing stockings and a garter belt. All I had to do was pull my panties down, flip up my skirt, and sit. I'd spent so long in the chastity belt it didn't even occur to me I could stand to pee.

​I stared at my panties as I finished up. They were a fuller brief. Frankly, I needed something with a little more body to keep me tucked. But they weren't exactly granny panties either. They were black silk with tons of fine lace. If I saw a girl wearing them I'd be turned on.

​Could I really hand them over to John?

​I felt guilty sitting there debating while a dozen women waited outside doing their pee dance. I wiped quickly (Georgie insisted I always wipe like a girl, front to back, no matter what I was wearing) and sorted myself out as best I could. If I held my legs together all the way back to the table I shouldn't tent my dress.

​I palmed the panties and made my way to the sink. By the time I made it to the front of that line I was worried John might have already eaten. I put the wadded up lace on the edge of the sink and gave my hands a good wash. The woman checking her lipstick in the next sink over noticed and gave me a knowing smile.

​“Somebody's in for a little surprise,” she said.

​“Oh, god. You must think I'm a total slut.”

​“Actually I was wishing I'd done the same thing when I was in there.” She looked back to the full stalls. “You only live once.”

​“That's what they tell me.”

​“Good luck.” She finished and made her way back to her own date.

​My makeup looked fine. A little nervous sweat did a little damage, but not much. I hadn't drank anything yet so my lipstick wasn't too bad. If this place was this crowded later I'd probably be better off fixing it at the table with my compact.

​A tingle between my legs reminded me I had to keep them closed.

​There was something about my two best friends. One male, one female. Both dominating me. Both making me bend to their wills. Using my body as a battle ground they sought to control. There was something about that I found incredibly erotic. The clothes and the shaving, the hair and makeup. They added a layer of sensuality to the whole thing, but at its heart this was about giving up control.

​The thought of being on display was turning me on far more than I'd ever dreamed. Just thinking about John looking at me doing such an intimately female act as freshening my lipstick made my little clittie throb. Knowing that I could tease him. Knowing I would tease him. Made me feel wanted and powerful while still remaining soft and submissive.

​Was I a secret exhibitionist? Was it a part of my inner girl? A kink Stephie had, but Mike didn't know about?

​Our drinks and bread were waiting for me when I returned to the table.

​“I assume you ordered.”

​John nodded.

​“If I pay the toll will you be a gentleman and let me get in like a good girl?”

​“If you pay the toll.” John wore a shit eating grin.

​I held my wadded up panties in one hand. I tried to be discrete as I put them on the table by John's bread plate. He could have made it easy by putting his hand out, but he wanted to humiliate me. And I loved him for that.

​He pulled closer to the table. Close enough I couldn't slide over his lap even if I'd wanted to. He picked up the black silk panties I'd just removed. They started in a wadded up ball, but he fanned them out until it was impossible to mistake them for anything else.

​“They're still warm,” he said and laid them across the plate.

​“The waitress will see.” I looked around, certain she was walking over at that exact moment with our food.

​“That's the point.”

​“May I please sit down?” I didn't see the point in arguing with him. And part of me liked having other women think I was a slut.

​Wait? Did I just think “other women”?

​This day was getting weirder and weirder with no end in sight.

​John stood up and gestured theatrically at the seat. “My lady.”

​I accidentally let out a nervous giggle when he put his hand on my lower back to steer me towards the seat. I yelped when his hand slid under my dress and caressed my bare ass.

​“I thought Georgie said not to do that.”

​“She's not here and I sure as hell aren't going to tell her. Are you?”

​“No, sir.” I cast my eyes down demurely.

​“'Sir'? I like the sound of that.” John pulled his hand back. I thought he was just letting me sit, but he gave my exposed cheeks a quick smack before I was able to dive for cover in the booth.

​“Is that how you're gonna be all night?” I pulled myself in to my plate; John slid in beside me.

​“I'm just getting started.”

​“What did you order me?”

​“I ordered you to go tinkles and bring me back your unmentionables.”

​“I meant what you ordered me to eat. But now that you mention it I am kinda curious about that treat I was promised. If I was a good girl.”

​“You were a good girl.” John shrug/nodded.

​Instead of explaining what he was going to give me or actually, you know, giving me my treat John grabbed his butter knife.

​“If you're gonna give me sourdough as a treat I swear to Christ I will punch you … what are you doing?”

​“What's it look like?” John was buttering his palm and the pads of his fingers.

​“Forget something?”

​“No.”

​John pulled his buttered hand under the tablecloth. Next stop under my dress.

​“John!”

​“Yes, dear.”

​“That's your hand.”

​“I lubed it.”

​“It's on my …”

​“On your what, Stephie?”

​“my clit”

​“Obviously, this is your treat.” John slid his hand to the base of my shaft and gave me a firm squeeze. “But it's also an experiment.”

​“… 'speriment?”

​“If you and me are going to work I need to make sure I'm fine with ALL of you. The girly parts.” John moved his hand upwards towards the head. “And the not so girly ones.

​“I don't think there's gonna be any problem with me getting off in you. Your mouth … is fucking luscious. I can't wait to feel those lips wrapped around …” John stopped everything. I could tell by the way his body tensed he'd tried to get hard in chastity. I knew how he felt. “And I know that pussy of yours is tight.

​“But I'm not selfish. There are some times I'm a dick, but I'm never a total dick. I want to make sure my girl gets as much out of our relationship as I do. And if I can't ring her doorbell … Then she deserves better.”

​John built up to a steady pace. I could feel the butter melt on my shaft, drip down my balls, and become dew in my sculpted pubic fuzz.

​“How we doing over here? Food's just gonna be a minute, but I wanted to make sure you were ok.”

​John didn't stop tugging on me as the waitress's eyes wandered from our untouched drinks to my panties laid out on John's plate to the man obviously pleasuring his date under the table.

​“We can use some more butter, but I think we're good.” John looked me in the eye. “We are good, aren't we, honey?”

​“uh huh”

​“I'll get on that butter.”

​The waitress started to turn, but John stopped her.

​“Can you just …” John gestured towards the pantied plate with his other hand. “We won't be needing those. Can you … take them away?”

​I would have cum when the waitress picked up the plate, looked at me like I was a whore, and quietly walked away. I would have if John hadn't squeezed his hand tight around me. I couldn't have cum if I'd wanted to.

​I'm sure the couple in the next booth heard me moan. Couples in the next county could hear me moan.

​“I'm not letting you off that easy.” John let go of his grip and walked the tips of his fingers down to the base. “Now that I know I'm not going to freak out touching you down there I want to see how long I can make this last.”

​“Our food'll be here soon. She said. That's what the waitress said.” Words were tumbling out of my mouth. I wanted other things tumbling out of other places.

​“I asked for more butter.”

​“I don't … how … what do you …”

​“We both have a job to do to get through dinner,” John explained. “My job is to give you pleasure. And to make sure you don't go too far too fast.

​“Your job is to feed me.”

​“Feed you?”

​“My hand's going to be very very busy.”

​“All the way through dinner?” I didn't know if I could physically handle that.

​“I'll let you cream when we get dessert.” John twisted his grip as he slid his hand up. It was Hell, but I was in Heaven. “Of course if you go off early there'll be consequences.”

​“Consequences?” I was kinda impressed with myself getting out that many syllables while getting fapped under the table.

​“If your treat arrives too soon I'll pull you over my knee, flip up your skirt, and spank your fanny right here.”

​“You wouldn't dare.”

​“I'm sure the waitress would love to hear you call me Daddy.”

​“They'll arrest you.”

​“Both of us, probably. After our server tells them we were playing sex games under the table. And she seems like the kind of gal who really wants to get that kinda stuff off her chest. I wonder how many people in the kitchen have seen your panties by now.”

​“You're a dick.”

​“I thought you liked people being dicks to you.”

​“Maybe. Sometimes. Almost never.”

​“Don't even try to lie to me. Not when I'm holding your lie detector in the palm of my hand.” John ran his thumb over the tip of the head. “I felt how you throbbed when I talked about spanking you. The way you pushed into me just a little bit harder when I teased about the waitress passing your panties around out back. I bet you five bucks some dishwasher ended up with them. Ten that he's locked in a stall fapping to them right now. Twenty that the thought of it makes you moan.”

​I told myself the sound escaping my throat was not a moan.

​“Looks like you owe me $20.” John apparently didn't agree.

​I was about to tell him where to shove it when the waitress returned carrying our meals.

​“The dinner Cesar.” She put a huge salad down in front of me. Great. Just what I wanted. Lettuce.

​The “Sirloin, well done with baked potato” went right in front of John. Of course it did. Not only was I going to have to suffer through salad I was going to have to cut his steak.

​“Here's the extra butter you requested, sir.” The waitress somehow looked us both in the eyes when she said it, lowering her gaze towards my lap when she placed the butter between us. “And a little something compliments of the house.”

​I don't know if it was the exact same plate she'd taken away when she whisked my panties out of my life, but it looked like it. The neon pink thong was very definitely not the underwear that had left this table.

​“I'll get you some refills and let you enjoy those first few bites.” She grabbed John's empty glass. Mine still hadn't been touched. “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

​“Just a quick question.” John started stroking me again under the table. I would've killed him if I could still use my arms.

​“Yes, sir?”

​“Am I to assume that someone on staff donated those?” John nodded towards the pink thong.

​“Yes, sir. I did, sir.”

​“Won't that leave you a little … exposed?” John seemed bemused by this turn of events. I was going to have a heart attack or cum in his hand any second now. Probably both.

​“No, sir.” The waitress gave John her high-beam smile. Was she flirting with him? “I found a replacement pair.”

​“As nice as these?” John pointed his chin at the thong without taking his eyes off her face. If he wasn't still stroking me I'd have sword he'd forgotten I existed.

​“Much nicer.” She gazed down at the pink nylon then up at me. “Those are much cheaper. Pretty common.”

​I suddenly understood all those old movies where women screamed about scratching each other's eyes out. That little tramp was not only chatting up my man she was calling me a cheap whore to my face.

​“What's your name?” I asked hoping I sounded intimidating, but pretty sure I was coming off bitchy.

​“Gillian.”
​“Well listen here, Gillian …”

​John silenced me with a quick squeeze.

​“You're right, Stephie,” John said. “You really should thank Gillian for this thoughtful gesture.”

​He couldn't be serious.

​“Hurry up, sweetie.” John started slowly working his hand back and forth, up and down my turgid clit. “I'm sure Gillian has other people to see to.”

​“Th-tha-thank you, Gillian.” The more I spoke the faster John picked up the pace.

​“You're welcome, Stephie.” Gillian beamed down on me. She didn't know exactly what had happened, but it was obvious I'd been defeated. By John. By her. By the constant arousal leaking between my legs.

​“You'll wear those home.” John hadn't waited for Gillian to get out of earshot before giving me the order.

​“They're so small.”

​“That's the point of a thong. Small.” John hooked a finger under my balls and teased the sensitive flesh. “Pick them up.”

​“Oh my god, they're still warm.” I almost dropped them back on the plate, but I knew John wouldn't approve.

​“Are they wet?”

​“Soaked.”

​“Smell them.”

​I looked around the restaurant to see if anyone was looking. I didn't think so, but I was light years away from modesty. I held the pink nylon to my face and breathed deep.

​“Somebody likes what she's sniffing,” John teased. “Who do you think smells better. Her or me?”

​“You.”

​“That didn't take long.”

​“You smell really good tonight. Your cologne …”

​“It's the same cologne I wore when I hung out with Mike.”

​“I like the way you smell.” I looked him in the eye. “Do you … like me?”

​“I do. More than anyone else.” John might have been lying, but I wanted it to be the truth so bad I didn't care.

​Dinner took forever. John insisted I focus on him while he focused on me. I barely had a chance to stuff some lettuce down my throat while he ate every warm bite of his steak and potatoes.

​John could tell when I got close and kept me from going all the way. Most of the time that meant stopping or squeezing. Once he took an ice cube from his drink and flicked it over the head until I almost cried.

​John re-buttered his hand three times as we ate. He made me taste myself on him twice before applying a new layer. The other times he was the one tasting me.

​“I already ordered our dessert.” John informed me after Gillian had cleared the plates. She didn't mention anything about the missing thong stuffed down my purse.

​“Thank god,” I moaned. “I don't think I can last much longer. If I don't cum soon I'm gonna scream.”

​John waited until he saw Gillian walking towards the table before he picked up the pace again. He'd stroked his own every day since he was twelve. I know. I remember him telling me about it the next day. He knew his way around cock even if it was only his own. He treated mine as well as his own. Better.

​By the time Gillian made it to the table I was clutching its edge trying to limit the explosion to the eruption about to go off between my legs. John had both hands under the tablecloth. One working me; the other ready to collect my seed as it spurted out of me.

​It was a brownie sundae.

​With two spoons.

​He remembered.

​Gillian knew what was going on. What John was doing under the table. Making his girl cum. And I was his girl. I was too close to the edge to care who saw us. John. John wanted this to happen for some reason. So I did too.

​I bit my lip as the first electric wave pulsed out of me. I felt my white magma splatter back on me from where it hit John's hand. I threw my head back for the second and all but screamed for the third. If anyone heard me over the noise of the place they chalked it up to a drunk girl letting off steam.

​“How long was I gone?” I looked up into John's smiling face. Somewhen in all that I'd collapsed on his chest.

​“A few seconds. Maybe a minute.”

​“I've never … it's never been that good.” My body was jelly against his steel.

​“And you were so good holding out that long.” John took his hands from under the table wrapping the free one around my shoulder. “I am so proud of you. I don't think I'd have that much willpower.”
​I leaned my head against his chest. When I looked down I saw his other hand resting on the table between us.

​“That's not ice cream,” I said looking at the white goo puddled in his palm.

​“No.” He shook his head in emphasis.

​“Whatcha gonna do with that?”

​“What do you think I'm going to do with it?”

​“Make me eat it?”

​“Is that what you want? Or is that what you think I want you to say?”

​“I've read stuff. Stories and crap online. From guys, uh, girls like me. Their boyfriends or girlfriends make them eat it so they get a taste of the real thing.”

​“Feels pretty real to me.”

​“I mean a real man's cum.” I burrowed my face in his chest. “I'm not sure if I'm a girl or not, but I'm not a real man.”

​“Sounds like there's a lot of jerks on the internet.”

​“True dat.”

​“I'm not going to ask you to eat it.”

​“What are ya gonna do with it?” My mind raced to a dozen different humiliating scenarios. The most interesting of which involved me taking John out of chasity.

​“This.”

​John lifted his hand to his face and licked his palm clean.

​“Ok. I didn't see that coming,” I said. “Why?”

​“You taste good.” John licked his lips.

​“That's the butter. And you didn't answer my question.”

​“Like I said. This was an experiment. I needed to see if there was any part of you that weirded me out. Well, I just spent the last hour fondling the least girly part of your anatomy and had a great time doing it.”

​“The feeling's mutual.”

​“Even your cum didn't squick me out. I figured if there was one thing I couldn't do with you it'd be slurping you down. But I did and I'm not freaking out.”

​“I hope I'm half as calm as you are when I get my first taste of you.” The words slipped out before I thought about the implications. I'd come as close to promising him a blowjob as I could.

​And I was ok with that.

​“There is one thing that's bothering me.”

​“What?”

​“I've tasted your cum and we still haven't kissed.”

​“You're a total slut, dude.”

​I wrapped my hands behind his neck and pulled myself up to his mouth. I let him cross the final couple inches. Let him be the one to claim my lips. Ruin my lipstick. Make my knees turn to jelly.

​It was different kissing a man. His lips were harder than a woman's; his face rougher. His five o'clock shadow grazed my face. His tongue pressed against my lips. I let him in. He may have been the first of us to eat cum, but I was the first to be penetrated. I wanted more. I knew he and Georgie wouldn't let me.

​“I'm your slut, babe.” John leaned his forehead against mine when the kiss was over. “If you'll have me.”
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​“You're late.” Of course Georgie was waiting up for me when I walked through the door. “Give me five reasons why I shouldn't punish your butt, young lady.”

​I closed the door behind me, rested my back against it and slid down until my bare cheeks rested on the cool wood. No. That didn't make any sense. I was wearing a dress, wasn't I?

​“Earth to Stephanie.”

​Maybe it slid up? That happened, right?

​“Are you being silly or drunk?” Georgie leaned closer on her seat. Her eyes flashed wide and she almost fell out of her chair. “What happened to your panties?”

​“I've got 'em on.” I pulled my skirt down in front and reached around back to fix things. The floor was dirty and my butt was still clean.

​“They were black when you left this house and you know it.” Georgie covered the distance between us in a flash. She grabbed the hem of my skirt before I could pull my hands back around in front. “This is pink.”

​“Being a girl's complicated.”

​“Oh my god.” Georgie reached between my legs and grabbed my dress from the inside. I laughed out loud when she pulled me forward making me topple over ass over tit. “This is a thong. You don't even own a thong.”

​“I do now.”

​“Did you and John …”

​“No!” I rolled over on my side. “And I'm not drunk either. Just silly. Please don't punish me. I feel way too good right now.”

​“You're still a virgin? Honest?”

​“My cherry got popped a LONG time before I walked out the door with John.”

​“That's not the kind of virgin I'm talking about and you know it.”

​“John stayed locked all night. Cross my heart.” I made the familiar gesture over my new torso. “Wow. That feels so different with boobs.”

​“And the thong?”

​“I traded with a waitress.”

​“You expect me to believe that?”

​“You think John has neon pink thongs laying around his place?”

​“You went back to his place? Wearing butt floss? And you're telling me nothing happened?”

​“It's not like that.” I sat up. “We had a great time at dinner, but I ended up getting butter on my dress. I didn't want the stain to set and John's place was closer. I rinsed the stained parts in his sink and played video games till it dried. Honest.”

​“In your underwear? No, in a waitress's underwear?”

​“He loaned me a football jersey. The thing was so huge I had to push up the sleeves. The hem fell down farther than the dress.”

​“Did you make out?”

​“Yeah,” I admitted.

​“Did you like it?”

​“A lot.”

​“Told you he was Mr. Right.” Georgie smiled brightly. “I'm almost gonna feel bad punishing you.”

​“Do you have to?” I leaned back against the door.

​“You came home wearing another woman's underpants.”

​“At no time did you say I wasn't allowed to do that.”

​“There have to be consequences.” Georgie leaned back beside me.

​“I've had this uncomfortable piece of nylon wedged up my butt for the past three hours. There have most definitely been consequences.”

​“I thought you liked girls in thongs.”

​“I like my women like I like me – with a thong puddled on the floor. As soon as I'm in my room this thing is going in the trash.”

​“Na huh.” Georgie shook her head. “Those are now officially your punishment panties. You're sleeping in those things tonight and hand washing 'em in the morning.”

​“Do I gotta?”

​“Whine like that again and I'll get you a six pack of punishment panties. Then you'd have one for each day of the week. Ohh. I can make you sew the days of the week into them. Then John can bend you over and make sure you're wearing the right pair.”

​“I'll be a good girl. I'll sleep in the darn thong.”

​“Now for the rest of your punishment …”

​“Rest? How much do I gotta suffer for a little harmless fun with the waitstaff?”

​“You were still late. Or are you gonna try to argue day light saving time got revoked?”

​“We totally got home on time.”

​Georgie cleared her throat and looked meaningfully at the clock.

​“It was a long goodbye.”

​“Half an hour saying goodbye?”

​“It was the BEST goodbye.”

​“I bet.” Georgie wiggled her shoe half off her foot and back. “I suppose I could cancel your second date. Sounds like you'd hate that.”

​“I'll use my safe word if you do.” I crossed my arms over my chest. Well, not so much over my chest as under my breasts.

​“That's the second time you did that.”

​“Is it?”

​“Yeah. I'm kinda keeping count.” Georgie kept fiddling with her shoe. “I made you do a buttload of super embarrassing crap and I had to keep reminding you you had a way out. I even mention something that keeps you from your man and you're putting your foot down. High heel and all.”

​“It's different.”

​“No. No. I think it's adorable. You're all 'spank me, hurt me, treat me like dirt' until it comes to John. Then you're all mama bear protecting her cub.”

​“Cut it out.” I gave her a gentle push on the shoulder.

​“Her sweet sexy cub.”

​“You're not keeping us apart. No if ands or buts. I'll let you do anything to me, but I won't do that.”

​“Anything?”

​“I'm going to regret this, aren't I?”

​“A ha.”


10

​“You're taking away my boobs?”

​“Only for a little while.”

​“Why?”

​“Ah. I know what this is about. You're worried your man won't like you so much if he ever finds out you're president of the Itty Bitty Titty Committee.”

​I lay there on my bed wearing nothing but the dang thong. A couple months ago I'd have paid my eye teeth to be almost naked on my bed with Georgie, but now …? It was like we were two girlfriends trying on clothes in our room. Only instead of clothes it was boobs and I was the only one playing.

​“Isn't it a little soon for me to be going up a cup size?” The cool air actually felt nice against my bare skin as Georgie placed the rubber forms on either side of me on the bed. “And I'm not sure I want to be a C cup. I'm having enough trouble getting used to the B's.”

​“We don't get to chose how big we get, sister.” Georgie ran a warm washcloth over my shaved chest, washing away the last of the glue that had kept the forms in place. “But you are not getting bigger.”

​“Thank goodness.”

​“Not yet, anyway. Time will tell if the boob fairy pays you another visit.” Georgie wiped me dry. “How'd that thong work out for ya, by the way?”

​“Miserable,” I admitted. “It was so uncomfortable. Every time I got close to nodding off I moved a little and it wedged itself right up inside me.”

​“Now you know what girls have to put up with for beauty.”

​I rolled my eyes. “I'm gonna look silly walking around in a dress and no boobs. Are ya gonna make me be a boy again?”

​“'Make you'?” Georgie rummaged around through her bag for something.

​“I meant, are you going to let me be a boy again?”

​“I think you said what you wanted to say the first time. But don't worry. Your boobs are going to go right back where they belong. Your man won't see you without your girlish figure. No need to have a hissy fit. There we are.” Georgie pulled something out of her bag. Whatever they were they looked nasty. “Just what I was looking for.”

​“What are those?”

​“Nipple clamps.”

​“What are you gonna do with them?”

​“What d'ya think?”

​“Is this my punishment?”

​“Part of it.”

​“Part? Those things look nasty.”

​“That's the point. Don't worry. I'm not pulling some bitch domme crap on ya. I made sure to get ones that'll hurt a little, but not rip your nips off. I wore 'em myself to make sure they wouldn't be too bad.”

​“And you just had them laying around? Waiting for me to screw up?”

​“No. Not entirely.” Georgie straddled my chest and pinched my left nipple until it became pained and hard. “There's this … thing I was planning on doing with you. Only I thought it'd be a little too mean. Even with all the kinky stuff you like.”

​“What are you going to do to me?”

​“You've been doing great on your girly journey, but there's still a lot of stuff you don't understand about being a woman. Today we take care of that.”

​“The nipple clamps have hormones?”

​“You are such a ditz.” Georgie rolled her eyes. “No, I'm not putting you on hormones. We talked about that, sweetie – you're only going on girl-juice if you want to. You're not putting anything in your body without your full consent. That includes John's thing.”

​I let out a small moan when Georgie applied the first clamp.

​“How's that feel?”

​“Not good.” I squirmed a bit under her, but her weight wouldn't let me get too far. “But not super painful either.”

​“Good.” Georgie took the right form and started working the glue onto the back. “A girl's boobs should feel a little sore during her period, but not torture porn levels of hurt.”

​“Period? And you're seriously going to glue those on with the clamps in place?”

​“Helen says it'll be fine.” Georgie lined up the fake breast and pressed it against my chest. “And if you're not woman enough to handle your time of the month you can always Mary Poppins your way out of it.”

​“How is that … how will that work?”

​“Baby steps, Stephie. Let me focus or your girls are gonna be lopsided.”

​“You're not gonna give me an enema and stuff a tampon up my butt, are ya?” My mind was racing with possibilities. None of them good.
​“Ewww.” Georgie pulled a face at that. “I should wash your mouth out with soap for even saying that. No. I am not doing anything with enemas. Or tampons. The risk of toxic shock's bad enough in a real vag going through the real thing. I don't want to think of what you'd get if I … I can't even say it.”

​“Then how …”

​“Hush. Or you're going to look like Picasso drew your chest.”

​I lay there submissively as Georgie pressed down. She hummed to herself as the glue set. When she was satisfied it wasn't going to fall off she moved onto my other breast. I could still feel the light clamp under the rubber. I'd only been wearing the B cups a little while, but it didn't take a great imagination to guess how they'd interact with the clamps. Going down stairs was going to be interesting. Jogging was right out.

​“Don't move.” Georgie left my breasts alone, but experience had taught me they still needed time to dry before I could risk moving. “The next part is going to be a little new for you, but I need you to trust me. Can you do that?”

​“Yes.” I nodded.

​Despite the way reality had diverged from my fantasies I knew Georgie was still my friend. Even when she was being cruel it was out of kindness. Her attempt to throw my kinky side a bone. Giving me what she thought I wanted. And the way things had turned out it was hard to say I didn't want any of it. Even the girl parts.

​“This is going to look scary, but it's not that bad.” Georgie pulled a white plastic rectangle as tall as a brick and half as thick from her bag. There were switches and indicators on it. And five wires leading down to patches. “I know this looks like mad science, but it's a muscle stimulator. Got it on Amazon for $20. It's mostly used to massage away period cramps, but I did a little research and found there are guys who use it to give themselves cramps.”

​“That's …” my mind boggled at the thought.

​“Stupid. I know. I've dealt with them half my life. The idea someone would pay for the privilege is kinda insulting. I try to tell myself they're trying to get in touch with their feminine side. Walk a mile in our heels. All that happy crappy. But it still feels icky.”

​“But you're still gonna use it on me?”

​“You're different. You want them even less than I do. You're not getting off to the thought of being on the rag.” Georgie started undoing the leads. “And just so you know. I'm not making you do anything I'm not willing to do. I got this a couple weeks ago. It took a while to get the settings right, but I got it to come pretty close to what I feel when Aunt Flo comes a knockin'. I wore it for two days without any harm. You can wear it at least that long. Probably longer.”

​“I guess.”

​“I feel the same way about my period, sweetie. It's only natural.”
​“It doesn't feel very natural.” I looked down at my torso, past my glued on rubber breasts to where Georgie was already attaching the leads.

​“Sometimes nature needs a little help. That's why men invented makeup and boob jobs.”

​“What about the actual … you know … blood?”

​“For you it's gonna be ketchup.”

​“You're just gonna spurt a bottle of Heinz in my panties?”

​“No. You're going to wear pads. I've got three brands for you to try. By your second period I expect you to have a fave. I'm betting you're gonna end up a Kotex girl, but maybe you'll lean towards Always. That's the beautiful thing about womanhood. No two of us are alike.”

​“Wait. 'Second period.' How many am I gonna have?”

​“Once a month, every month, till menopause. You do the math.” Georgie finished attaching the leads. “And the ketchup will come in packets. The little plastic ones you get at fast food places. You'll start with … I'm thinking four packets. Wedged between your junk and the pad. When all of them break it's time to change pads. That ought to give you some idea what it's like being a woman during her time of the month.”

​“Don't you think this is a little extreme? I only walked through the door half an hour late.”

​“You're going to get a period app for your phone. I use Natural Cycles. They don't sell your data. But you can use whichever one you like. But you are going to track your period.”

​“Did you hear me?”

​“I did.” Georgie swung her leg off me and sat on the bed beside me. She took a deep breath before continuing. “I'm not an idiot. I don't know what you and John did. I believe you when you tell me he stayed locked, but there are a millions things you could've done that broke the rules I laid down for your date. I don't need to know which one, but I know you broke the rules.”

​“John gave me a hand job.” It was embarrassing to say the words, but it felt good getting it off my chest. I hated keeping things from Georgie.

​“Aww. Thinking of his girl first. I told you he'd make an awesome boyfriend.”

​“So how're we gonna date if I'm walking around with ketchup in my pants?”

​“Your period starts today. That'll give you all of Sunday to get used to it before going into work tomorrow. You'll be finished by the weekend. That's your next date, right? Friday night?”

​“Saturday.”

​“Even better. I'm not saying there will never come a time when your period gets in the way of your love life. Women have to navigate that stuff every month. But I think you're up for the challenge.”

​“Ok.”

​“Good girl. Now go get cleaned up while I find you your first pair of period panties. Don't forget to hand wash your punishment panties.”

​“Yes, mom,” I snarked as I made my way to the bathroom.
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​“You're looking pretty glum.” Jane rested her butt on the side of my desk. “What's the matter? Big date go south?”

​Maybe it was me, but Jane seemed way more friendly than she had before I started coming into the office as Stephanie. She was certainly more chatty.

​“You heard about that?”

​I tried to shift in my seat to look at her without disrupting the delicate balance in my panties. I'd already popped two ketchup packets and I was down to my last spare Kotex. I didn't want to get caught buying spares out of the women's room vending machine. There'd be too many awkward questions.

​“Helen mentioned you had a big date when I dropped by for a trim last week. It was John, wasn't it? I heard about you two.”

​Great. The woman in charge of my feminization was my boss's hairdresser. Did everything in my life have to be so interconnected?

​“The date … was pretty great,” I admitted. “I'm just feeling a little under the weather.”

​Please, oh please tell me no one had told her about my period. It was bad enough suffering in silence. It'd be infinitely worse if every woman in the damn world knew I was getting a visit from Aunt Flo.

​Ok. Robo-Aunt Flo.

​“Sorry to hear that, hun.” Jane didn't make a move to leave. “So where'd he take you?”

​“CJ Avery's.”

​“In Lebanon?” Georgie gave me a raised eyebrow.

​“Yeah. It's been forever since I went there.”

​“He meet you there or did you carpool?”

​“John drove.” Oh, crap. The stimulator was cycling through another round of cramps. It felt like someone had kicked my in the balls only the pain was five inches higher.

​“That's a long way to drive on a first date. Sounds real intimate.”

​“It was nice. Gave us time to talk.”

​“Talk about what?” Cybil turned a corner holding a stack of papers against her chest.

​“Steph had a big date this weekend.”
​“John?” Cybil's eyes lit up.

​Did everyone in the world know every detail of my love life? This was getting ridiculous.

​“Do you go to Helen's too?” I winced as another ketchup packet popped in my panties. God, I hope I wasn't leaking.

​“She's the best, isn't she?”

​“Look at what she did for Steph here. Not that there was anything wrong with you, dear. No offense.”

​“None taken, Jane.”

​“This was the first date, wasn't it?” Cybil took the other corner. “Best friends for years and you finally take things to the next level.”

​“That is so dang romantic, right?” Jane was my boss so it's not like I could tell her to go away. “They had dinner in Lebanon.”

​“That's a drive.”

​“They had a great conversation.” Jane gave a wink.

​“Knock knock.”

​Mary, our receptionist, was the only person I knew who said “knock knock” even when there wasn't a door. I heard her on the other side of the small crowd that blocked the corners of my desk, but I couldn't see her through the throng.

​When I heard Jane and Cybil oooh and aaah I knew I was in trouble.

​“Special delivery.” Mary dropped a huge bundle of color right in front of me.

​“Oh my goodness. They are beautiful.”
​“Is there a card? There's gotta be a card. What's it say?”

​“Flowers,” I said. It was starting to sink in. “These are flowers.”

​“You're having a worse day than I thought,” Jane said. “Of course they're flowers. Open the card. Not like we don't already know who sent them.”

​“No one's eve … I don't get flowers sent to me.” I fumbled for the card.

​“Me either.”Cybil leaned in closer trying to read the card over my shoulder.

​“There's a first time for everything.” Jane said.

​“You'll need a vase.” Mary was already leaving. “And some aspirin. I'll be right back.”

​​Thanking a wonderful woman for a wonderful night.

​​Counting the hours till I see you again.

​​​John

​“They from John?” Cybil was wearing a shit-eating/you-go-girl kinda grin.

​“yes”

​“These did not come from a grocery store.” Jane inspected the packaging. I was vaguely aware of the florist. I think it was upscale. Upscaler than anything I'd ever got a girl.

​“A man gets you these, he wants something.” Cybil nodded sagely.

​“He doesn't …”

​I started to protest, but gave up before I even finished the sentence. I held the flowers close to my face and inhaled. God, they smelled amazing. I wanted to dive inside them and roll around until I smelled just as good. Then I wanted John to be there, smelling me. Diving in. Getting my scent on him.

​It was then I felt the final packet break.

​“fuck”

​“What's wrong?” Jane looked concerned. Damn! Had I dropped that f-bomb out loud?

​“I just … I'll be right back.” I grabbed my purse and made a beeline for the bathroom.

​“Is she crying?” I heard Mary ask after I brushed past her.

​I was by the time I made it to the stall. I don't think anyone else saw the tears, but I was too focused on the small splinters of agony my sore nipples were stabbing into my chest to check the sinks on the way into the stall.

​“Jesus, why do there have to be so many layers.” I lifted the skirt carefully, lowered my hose, but waited till my butt was hovering over the toilet before pulling my panties down. And even then not all the way. I didn't want to leak on anything I was wearing out of there.

​Another wave of cramps hit. I didn't bother even trying to clean up the mess between my legs. I let the machine induced contractions crash against me bringing more tears to go with the pain. The red mess would still be there after they're over.

​“Hey, Steph,” Joan said from the other side of the door. “You ok in there?”

​“No.” There was no point trying to lie. Anything I said would have come out miserable.

​“You need to go home? I think you have PTO left. If not … I'll figure something out.”

​“I just … I just need a little time. Thank you.”

​There was no way I was leaving sick my first day with a period. Maybe it was the last remnants of my male pride, but I had to get through this day at least as good as a woman or I'd never look at myself the same way again.

​“That wasn't a 'I just want to be friends' bouquet, was it?”

​“no no no no. That was sweet. John's so … I don't deserve him. He's perfect. I'm the screwed up one. I'm just …”

​“Emotionally roller-coasting?”

​“Yeah.”

​“Take your time.” Jane stepped away from the door. “The work'll be there when you're finished.”
​“Thanks.”

​My underwear was as black as the pair I traded with the waitress a couple nights back, but these were cotton granny panties. After I cleared the pad and the mess out of the crotch I couldn't see any stains, but there was dampness in the gusset that wasn't sweat.

​I wasn't sure if Jane was still there. She'd walked away, but I hadn't heard the outer door open so she could've been at the mirror. Great. There wasn't anything else going on in the room and either my boss was about to hear some very suspect sounds coming out of my stall or I was going to waste time for nothing out of some paranoid sense that someone who may or may not be twelve feet away might or might not be able to tell I was changing my pad.

​The … feminine hygiene receptacle? Was that what they called it? Whatever it was it was metal, hinged, and closed. While all those things made sense it didn't make what I had to do any easier. I wadded it all in my left hand and very carefully lifted the lid with my right.

​I swear to god the hinge had to've been installed in the Reagan administration it was so rusty. If Jane were out there she had to know I'd opened it. Great. On top of cramps, sore nipples, gross crotch, and mood swings that were coming out of nowhere my boss now thought I was some kind of perv scrounging for used tampons.

​Without the panties I lost my tuck. I wiped myself off as best I could with dry toilet paper, but there was still a layer of sticky mess between my thighs and most of my flaccid penis. Back at the apartment I'd been able to wet some toilet paper in the sink and do a better job, but that wasn't an option here.

​I unzipped my purse and counted out the four replacement ketchup packets from the dozens Georgie had given me. I knew there was no way she could tell if I really followed her orders, but the need to obey was intense. Even if she wasn't my girlfriend.

​Just one more thing and I could flush, wash my hands, and go back out there and smell my pretty flowers until I had enough spoons to get back to work.

​“Shit.”

​“Stephanie?”

​Great. I was out of pads and Jane was still out there.

​“You sure you're ok?” Jane moved back near the door.

​“I don't wanna sound like a total bitch, but can you … leave? I'm gonna be fine, but I need a little space right now. Ok?”

​If she left I just might be able to make it to the vending machine before anyone else came in.

​Jane didn't say anything. Or walk away. I was struggling to come up with an excuse. Before I could say something stupid a well manicured hand popped up under the door holding exactly what I needed.

​It was Playtex, not Always. And a size up from what I'd been used to, but it was a pad.

​“I'm not asking any questions,” Jane said. “Just take it.”

​“Thanks.”
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​“You know there's an easy way of dealing with this.” John was trying to sound stern, but the concern came through in his voice. “You know who I'm talking about. 'Practically perfect in every way'.”

​“I'm not using my safe word to get out of period cramps.”

​I was laying on the sofa with my head on John's lap. He was gently stroking my hair with one hand while holding a hot water bottle against my pained abdomen. I don't know if it was doing much good, but the love and care he was showing me was helping me get through this in other ways.

​“Yeah, she's just gonna have to woman-up a few more days.” Georgie was sitting sideways on a chair more focused on her phone than us. “And the cramps aren't gonna be that bad all the time. I'm not a total dick.”

​“Do you have to be here?” John asked.

​“Apparently. I thought you two could control your hormones, but we both know somebody let his fingers take a walk up someone's skirt.” Georgie kept on texting. “If you'd played by the rules maybe I'd let Steph have a boy in her room, but you didn't so you get a chaperone.”

​“You could just turn that crap off.” John tensed under me. It felt good knowing he got that defensive about me.

​“I could, but what lesson is that gonna teach Stephie? Or you?” Georgie looked at us upside down over the armrest. “Trust me I've got better things to do than hang around making sure you two behave.”

​“It's ok,” I told John. “It hurts, but …”

​“But what?”

​“It kinda helps me feel more girly.”

​“And you're cool with that?”

​“Yeah.”

​“Are you trans?”

​“I'm comfortable.” I buried my head deep in John's lap. “Mostly.”

​“That's not what I asked.”

​“I don't know.” I took a deep breath. “I didn't think I was, but … I feel better when I'm a girl.”

​“And you're not just saying that cause you think that's what I want?”

​“No.”

​“Cause if you aren't I can try dating a guy. It's not like you were super-butch when you were Mike.”

​“You really know how to charm a girl, don't you, dickhead?”

​“I'm a regular Don Juan.” John flipped the hot water bottle. “But you're sure about being femme?”

​“Cross my tits and hope to die.” I made a vague gesture across my chest.

​“Ok. You're committed to this so I guess I'm committed to it too. You're in pain. Georgie's not turning down the dial. Is anything we're doing actually making things better?”

​“You being here.”

​“That's sweet. But I'm talking pain management, not emotional support.”

​“The hot water bottle helps. A little.”

​“What about that Midol you took earlier?” Georgie asked without looking up from her phone. “That kicking in yet?”

​“I think so? But it isn't doing much.” I shrugged as best I could laying on John's lap.

​“Alright, Georgie. Of all the people in the room you're the one with the most period experience,” John said. “What are some of the other things we can try to make the cramps less shitty?”

​“Exercise helps me.” Georgie perked up a little. “We could find Stephie a crappy pair of tights she  won't mind bleeding on and I can dig up a leotard to add to her wardrobe.”

​“Thinking about moving hurts.” I held my hand over my belly.

​“Keeping hydrated is super important.” Georgie deflated a bit. Did she really expect me to go full aerobics mode with electrodes attached to my tummy?

​“Anything a little more immediate?” John asked.

​“Cumming.”

​“Like orgasms?” It was my turn to perk up.

​“Yep. There's almost nothing that isn't better after a nice long cum. Cramps. Bad dates. Screwed up job interviews.”

​“You'd let me masturbate?” I actually lifted my head off John's lap.

​“Hell, no. You had your fun already.” Georgie shook her head. “You're not allowed to touch yourself unless it involves peeing, tucking, or changing your pad.”

​“What about me?” John asked.

​“You're the one who got Stephie in this mess in the first place.” Georgie pulled herself around and sat upright in the chair. “You think I'm just gonna let you rub the front of her panties till she fills her pad with something other than ketchup?”

​“That's not how I got her off the last time and you know it.”

​“I'm not letting you give her a hand job. Even if you do let me watch.”

​“Is that what gets you off? Watching?”

​“Maybe.”

​“It's the second time you've mentioned us putting on a show for you.” John tensed under me. “What was it the first time, watching Steph give me a hummer?”

​“That coulda been to make sure she went through with it. You remember how much she denied even liking boys. And now look at you two.”

​“I've got an offer.” John didn't sound happy.

​“What? Turn the cramps off and let you pop Steph's oral cherry in front of me? Dream on, John. You manned up enough to put that belt on; it's not coming off till after your third date. That's final. Besides, it's her orgasm that's gonna ease the pain, not yours.”

​“Turn the cramps off for the night and I'll give Steph oral.”

​“John?” I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

​“In front of you. If that sweetens the pot.”

​“I didn't think you liked guys.” Georgie was obviously thinking about it. I could see the wheels turning. “Your offer a little while ago notwithstanding.”

​“I don't. Steph's a girl. All girl all the time, thanks to you.”

​“She's got a dick.” Georgie leaned forward in her chair. “You wouldn't be eating her out; you'd be sucking on her knob.”

​“Maybe I like her dick.”

​“You do?” I looked up at John from his lap. This was all going over my head. Literally.

​“I love you, Steph.” John looked me in the eyes when he said it. “All of you.”

​“Oh my god.” Georgie clapped the tips of her fingers together rapidly. “Is that the first time you dropped the 'L' word? It is. Look at that expression on Stephie's little face. This is so … I should shut up. I'm ruining something special.”

​“John …” I wasn't sure what to say. My best friend had not only volunteered to blow me, he'd admitted it was because he loved me. Should I tell him I loved him back? Did I love him? Or was this all a part of my submissive side?

​“It's ok. You don't have to say anything.” John looked up from me to Georgie. “Do we have a deal?”

​“I wasn't going to, but then you went and hit me in the feels.” Georgie looked up like she was having second thoughts. “Tell you what. You give your special lady head. In front of me. And swallow. And I'll turn everything off for the night. She'll still 'bleed', but no cramps. Do a good job and I'll throttle things down a notch when everything comes back on in the morning.”

​“John, you don't have to …”

​“Don't make me order you to let me blow you. I will. You're miserable and I can do something about it.”

​“But …”

​“I'm not going to do anything to you that you don't consent to, but you're going to have to look me in the eyes and tell me you do not want me to do this. Can you do that? Honestly?”

​“no”

​“I'll get a towel.” Georgie was up and halfway to the bathroom before John lifted me from his lap.

​The hot water bottle got tossed aside as John took me by the hand and brought me to my feet. Despite the mess in my panties (two of my packs were broken and the third felt like it could go any second) and the pain still shooting through me from the attached wires I was feeling frisky.

​“Arms up,” John gently ordered and I obeyed without a second thought.

​He grabbed the hem of my very boring very cotton nightie and lifted it over my head. I felt bad letting him see me like this with me in my crap bra and period panties. On a list of firsts this didn't rate as high as going all the way, but John was still undressing me and I wanted to look nice for me man.

​My man?

​Now Georgie had got me thinking that way.

​Georgie came back beaming with a huge black bath towel. She spread it over the sofa and gave it a pat to indicate I should sit down. I started to lower myself onto the sofa, but John stopped me, wrapped his powerful hands around my trembling waist, and slowly lowered my panties to my knees. He reached between my legs and untucked me before I got any further.

​I took my seat naked except for my bra, the leads, and the machine massaging the cramps into me. John got to his knees fully clothed staring at my ketchup covered erection.

​“I swear to Christ if you make a hot dog joke I'ma slap you.” I tried to sell the half-ass joke with a smile, but I was too nervous to make my grin reach my eyes.

​“It was the furthest thing from my mind.” John carefully removed the pad from my panties before tossing them on the pile with my nightie.

​“Here ya go.” Georgie offered John the little covered wastebasket that lived by the toilet.

​“Thanks.” John pushed my messy pad through the flap.

​“That's where those go, by the way,” Georgie said to me. “In case you were wondering. Now you really are one of the girls. Just like me.”

​Georgie took her time walking the basket back to the bathroom.

​“You don't have to do this, dude,” I told John once she was out of earshot.

​“I kinda do.”

​“Did you really mean it? When you said you loved me?”

​“Yes.”

​I started to say something, but stopped when John kissed my inner leg above the knee.

​I let out a soft moan. Georgie must have heard me cause the next thing I knew she was scurrying back into the living room saying “Don't start without me.”

​“You gonna turn that off?” John nodded towards the massager. I almost swooned when he rested his cheek on my thigh.

​“Nope.” Georgie grunted a bit pulling the heavy chair into the middle of the room so she could get a better view. “My cramps don't get better until after I cum. So that's how Stephie's work too.”

​“I should clean up before you … do anything.” I started to get to my feet. “I'll just get a wash cloth and get this mess wiped off.”

​“That's my job.” John put his hand on my belly. “Sit your butt back down.”

​“Yes, daddy.” I let my butt fall back on the towel.

​“If you think being bratty's gonna get you outta this you've got another think coming.” John pulled his hand back letting it glide down my smooth shaven thigh.

​I wanted to stick my tongue out at him, but he kissed further up my leg and I forgot I even had a tongue. Or a mouth. Or a brain.

​“Holy crap!” Georgie was on the front of her seat leaning forward. “This is happening.”

​John ran a hand up both thighs all the way to the edge of my heart shaped pubic hair. He kissed the same spot on the opposite leg and pulled his hands down the way they came. The rough skin of his palms against my fresh shaved legs sent friction sparks along my whole body.

​I looked down at him kneeling before me in front of my spread legs. Even though he was in a position that screamed submission there was no doubt in my mind who had the power between us. He might be on his knees with me above him, he might be in chastity while I was sporting an erection, but there was no question that he was the one in charge. All he'd have to do was snap his fingers and I'd hand over the key and take his place.

​I wondered why he didn't until he started kissing his way slowly up my thighs.

​He took his time, alternating between each leg as his face grew closer to my center. He stopped on my inner left thigh with the top of his head pressing my stained and strained erection against my belly. I knew he could feel me throb against him, my aching need inches from his warm mouth.

​I closed my eyes and listened to heavy breathing. It wasn't until John had swiveled his chin to the towel and his lips to my balls that I realized I'd been holding my breath. I looked over at Georgie and saw the source of the strained heaving breaths. She wasn't trying to hide the hand down her sweatpants. There was no mistaking what she was doing or what she was doing it to.

​John kissed my balls and I didn't care what Georgie was doing. He flicked his tongue along the contours of my sack and I didn't care if every goddamn woman I'd ever met was ringed around me circle jerking to me.

​I flinched when a fresh cycle of cramps started up, but they didn't feel as bad as they had before. Had Georgie turned the power down or were the blow job endorphins making it easier to get through the pain.

​I better not get a cramp fetish out of this.

​John let my cock fall forward as he shifted his face. He gently held the shaft in one hand while he licked away the mess that had caked on it. I hadn't had a chance to give my crotch a real cleaning since my shower that morning; John was lapping up ketchup remnants that had been in my panties over twelve hours.

​John took his time cleaning me. When he was done with the shaft and balls he let his tongue wander through my pubic heart until the whole of my crotch was slick with his hot saliva. Despite my very male erection it made me feel even more feminine. More girly. My man was going down on me and I was gushing wet.

​I didn't go out of my way to see his prick when I was Mike, but there'd been times in the locker room or gym shower where I'd catch a glimpse of his full Monty. I never saw him hard, but what he had dangling limply between his legs put me to shame.

​When he wrapped his meaty hand around the shaft the head barely peeked out over the tops of his fingers. Looking down at it I could easily imagine it was my clit he was fondling. Caressing. Licking.

​I was aware of everything. Georgie's hoarse breathing. The wet lady fapping sound coming from her sweats. The leads contracting my abdomen trying to trick me into thinking a phantom uterus was contracting and shifting to shed another month's lining. I knew there was pain, but it was a distant almost theoretical thing. Like it was happening to another woman.

​John took the head between his lips and pushed his face forward. His hand retreated as his lips drew closer to the base. John didn't stop until he'd run out of penis.

​If I was bigger I'd be impressed by his oral skills, but I knew I wasn't large enough for what he was doing to qualify as deep throating. I might've been a handful or a mouthful, but that was about it. No one was going to choke on me.

​He shifted his tongue left and right under the most sensitive parts of the shaft before pulling his lips almost all the way back to the mushroom head.

​When I looked down at him he was already staring up at me. He looked … proud. Excited. Predatory. He met my gaze all the way back down my shaft. It was me who looked away first. Closed my eyes, lay back, and let my man go down on me.

​He built up a steady pace, but slowed whenever he felt me get too close. I'd have exploded after a couple minutes, but John must not have wanted that. I'd have thought he'd want this over as soon as possible, but he was milking it for all it was worth. Literally.

​I know Georgie got off before me. Maybe twice. With each flick of John's tongue I bit down on my lip a bit harder. With each pump of my shaft I dug my nails deeper into the couch. I was moaning. I was quivering. I was a boneless wreck when John picked up the pace, ran his fingers along the sensitive skin behind my balls, and made me cum with his mouth.

​He timed it so the first spurt erupted when my head was barely in his mouth. Instead of exploding down his throat the thick white cream landed against his tongue and the roof of his mouth. Pooling there waiting for the second through final gasps of the most intense orgasms I had ever had.

​John kept me in his mouth until I was a motionless puddle on the sofa. He opened his mouth for me. I saw my jizz. He gave Georgie the same show before swallowing it.

​“We're good,” John told Georgie. It wasn't a question.

​She nodded.

​“You have until I undue these leads to use the bathroom.” John was already starting to work the medical grade adhesives off my tummy. “I'm giving Steph a bath. It could take a while.”

​Georgie stumbled away. I don't know if she made it to her bedroom or the bath. It didn't matter. I was alone with John and I had never felt so alive. So happy.

​When he was done with the cramp machine John took off my bra. Both ended up in the pile of clothes on the floor.

​John carried me naked to the tub.
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​“You don't have to do this, ya know.”

​“You know you say that. A lot.”

​John and I were alone in the bathroom. He sat on the edge of the bath as the steaming water slowly filled the tub. I sat in his lap where he'd placed me after carrying me in here. I could feel the thick metal plate under his pants. I wanted to feel his lap without it.

​“You can let me down.”

​“You leave my lap when this tub's filled, not a second before, young lady.”

​“Why are you doing this?”

​“I don't know.” John sounded honest. “There's something about you lately that makes me want to do things for you. Maybe it's cause you seem so helpless.”

​“I'm not.” I wanted to be cross with him, but I could smell my cum on his breath. I still couldn't believe he'd done that.

​“Then why are you shoving ketchup packets down your pants?”

​“It's complicated.” I turned my face away from him, but it was a pointless gesture. I was still being held by him.

​“She told me she put nipple clamps on you before glueing your tits back on. Is that complicated too?”

​“Yeah.”

​“'Yeah' she put them on you or 'yeah' it's complicated?”

​“Both.”

​“It's not complicated. It's Georgie. You're still got a thing for her, don't you?”

​“Jealous?”

​“A little.”

​“Serious?” It didn't take much for me to turn back towards him. “I hadn't expected that.”

​“This whole relationship took me by surprise.” John turned off the tap. “I don't know if Georgie's some wunderkind matchmaker or got lucky. But whatever the case, here I am with all these feelings for you. And you're still asking 'how high' whenever Georgie asks you to jump.”

​“I follow your orders too.”

​“Ok, slave girl. Do my bidding and stick a toe in the water. It'd be a crime if I burned that cute butt.”

​“Yes, Daddy.” I stuck my tongue out, but obeyed. “It's perfect.”

​“Then I give you permission to get off my lap.”

​It wasn't as easy as it sounded. My butt and upper legs had fallen asleep in the awkward if intimate position. And I was stepping into hot water with a slick bottom. Lucky for me John was holding me as I got in or I might have taken a header and landed on my head.

​“Am I getting this right.” I eased myself into the hot water. “You want something more exclusive? You don't want me following anyone else's orders, but yours?”

​“When you bundle it that way it sounds weird, but … yeah. I want you all to myself.”

​“Are you proposing?” I was joking, but John gave me a serious look.

​“Not yet?”

​“Y…yet?” My voice went up three octaves.

​“We've only had two dates.” John picked up a loofa and lifted my left foot out of the water.

​“We've only had one date.” It was hard correcting him when he was running a wet sponge along my leg, but I held up one defiant finger. “One!”

​“Technically correct.” John moved on to the other leg. “We're on date two right now.”

​“This is not a date.”
​“You called me and asked if I could come over.”

​“That's called hanging out.”

​“I hung out with you a bajillion times before.” John started massaging the sole of my foot. “You wanna tell me how many of those hangouts ended with me blowing you?”
​“That's different.” I wiggled my toes as he worked away tension I didn't even know I had.

​“Exactly my point. Things are different now. You're my girl.”

​“So we're never gonna hang out again? It's all just dates?”

​“If it starts with a phone call and it ends with an orgasm, it's not hanging out.”

​“I'm still wrapping my head around that.” I closed my eyes and let the tension leave my body.

​“I thought that was my line.”

​“Cute.”

​“You needed it.” John worked his way up my leg to my still flaccid crotch. “I don't think I've ever seen you so miserable.”

​“Have you … Don't take this the wrong way, but have you ever … done that before?”

​“Not on the real thing.” John worked the sponge between my legs.

​“What's that supposed to mean?” Even though I'd just cum I was getting stiff again.

​“It means I practiced.” John waited till I was starting to squirm under him before moving his attentions up my body.

​“You knew you were gonna go down on me?” I managed to get out.

​“Eventually.” His hand danced on my belly.

​“Wha … what did you use? To practice?”

​“Hot dogs.” John teased a fingertip into my belly button. “Literal wieners. Though I'd never put ketchup on a real hot dog. That shit's weird.”

​“You can fit a whole hot dog in your mouth?”

​“No offense, Steph, but you don't exactly measure up to a hot dog.” John's face lit up. “Ooo. Did that get a reaction out of you? Do you like it when I put your penis down?”

​“no”

​“I don't know. You were kinda coming back to life before, but now …” John slid his hand back between my legs. “Let's see what happens when I call you dainty dick.”

​“You're teasing me.” But I throbbed against his hand.

​“Methinks the lady doth protest too much.” John slid a finger down and back, over the sensitive skin behind my balls, to the opening between my cheeks.

​“Na hah.” I shook my head and clamped my legs together before he could get any further. “You've got one more date before I even think about letting you inside.”

​“So you admit this is a date?” John didn't remove his hand, but he didn't try to push forward even though I was sure he was more than strong enough to overpower me.

​“What's in it for me?” I gave him my best vamp look.

​“Somebody's a greedy girl.” John pulled his hand upwards until his ring finger wrapped around the base of the head of my cock and his thumb pressed down over my pee-hole.

​“I was in penis prison FOREVER.” I opened my legs a bit now that John wasn't poking around where he shouldn't.

​“I know the feeling.”

​“You haven't even been locked up half as long as I was.”

​“Maybe I'll complain about it as much when I get closer to your record.”

​“I don't think I can wait that long. Just cause I'm sayin' no now doesn't mean I don't wanna say yes.”

​“That's good to hear, but I'm not getting you off a second time tonight.”
​“What?”

​“Don't give me that look, young lady. You know I went above and beyond the call of boyfriend duty tonight. Show me another dude who'd swallow dick for his girl.”
​“That is a sentence I never thought I'd hear.”

​“And don't think that gasm didn't come with a price tag.” John lifted his hand from my member and licked my precum off his thumb. “You're gonna earn that spurt, Stephie.”

​“I'm not unlicking … unlocking you.” God, where did that come from? Strike that I knew exactly where it came from; my head had been in the gutter about John a lot longer than I wanted to admit.

​“I didn't ask.” John did his best not to laugh at the flustered girly-boy squirming in the tub.

​“Then what do you want?”

​“I think you need some practice too. For our nest date.”
​“I'll add hotdogs to the shopping list.”

​“I'll pretend I didn't hear you insult my manhood like that.”

​“Ok, I'll spring for bratwurst.”

​“You know what I'm packing ain't gonna be found in the deli section.”

​“That has got to be the least sexy thing you coulda possibly said.” I crossed my hands over my chest. “See? It was so bad I'm taking boobs away. You can just sit there in your boob-free world wondering what the eff you did wrong to make boobs go away.”

​“You're going to find what you need at a boutique.” John grabbed the sponge and started working my belly again.

​“What?”

​“You are going to find one of those shops that sells sex toys to women.”
​“Like Jolly Jay's?”

​“That's a porn shop that sells dildos.” John shook his head. “I mean a place where soccer mom's go when they want something to spice things up in the bedroom. Or a little something to tide them over when soccer dad's away from home. You're gonna go there, explain to the lady behind the counter that you're looking for something to practice on until you decide to go all the way with your boyfriend. You're going to blush, gush about the hot dude you're seeing, and walk out of there with something you can use for homework.”
​“Homework? Is this more of that 'daddy' stuff? Cause I can totally drop it if it's bugging you.”

​“Your homework assignment is to spend AT LEAST one hour a night practicing with John Jr.”

​“What kind of practice?”

​“What kind do you think?”

​“I mean … mouth or butt?”

​“Mix it up until you're comfortable with both.”

​“You … deepthroated me. Do you expect me to … quid your pro quo?”

​“Correction. I deep mouthed you. Steph, that clitty of yours didn't come anywhere close to my throat. But yeah, I expect you to take me all in. Eventually. Don't worry. I won't expect you to a porn star performance right away. As long as I know you're trying.”


14

​“Glow in the dark penis straws?”

​The front room of Libida looked like a dozen other boring women's shops I'd been forced to be in over the course of my life. The clothing styles had changed, but it might as well have been the same place my mom dragged me to when I was six and she couldn't find a sitter.

​Racks of skirts, dresses, even women's suits lined the whole place. The fact that I could actually get something for myself now made it a little more interesting, but let's face it. I came here looking for cock and cardigans weren't going to cut it.

​But that was only the front room.

​I wouldn't have noticed the flap leading to the upper level if Helen wasn't with me. When she found out about John's orders she jumped at the chance to take me. She was the one who'd been here before. She was the one who insisted I wear my new miniskirt. She was the one who drove.

​Even if I wanted to leave I was stuck on the other side of town with no way back wearing a skirt that barely covered my panties. At least my period had ended this morning.

​“I prefer the pink ones. They're bendable.” Helen grabbed a sample and showed it to me.

​“This wasn't what I was expecting.” The display towered over me filled from ankle level to over my head with what had to be ever conceivable way to make cocks corny. “I thought there'd be … ya know … dildos. Not …” I picked up a pecker shaped water gun and pointed it at her.

​“Hey!” Helen waggled a finger at me. “The days of you spraying me with your thing are long over. Put the pecker down, precious.”

​“Like you ever let me spray you with anything.” Did that box really say it had a six foot inflatable penis inside? “But seriously, this can't be it.

​“Ohh! A mojito flavored man candy sucker.” Helen flashed me the plastic wrapped package. “Do you think John'll be ok with you getting little buzzed practicing? It's not as big as his, but it's got you beat.”

​I blushed at the naked insult to what was left of my manhood. I felt a tingle in my tuck at the humiliating put down. Why did I have to get off on this kinda crap? “John is gonna be P.O.ed if I don't get a practice thingie. A real one.”

​“Don't get your panties in a bunch. The good stuff's out back this is just the party stuff. You know for bachelorette parties and crap like that.”

​“Ok, I can see the penis lollipops, popsicle molds, pecker cookie cutters, and the Willy Wonka level of obscene candy, but pecker candles? Isn't that burning your bridge before you get where you wanna be. And that pinata? Oww.” I squeezed my legs together and winced and the thought.

​“Pecker confetti! We are so getting this. And this temporary penis tattoo. I've got a tramp stamp idea that you are gonna HATE.”

​“I'm not having a penis tramp stamp.”

​“I find your lack of pluralization disturbing.” Helen grabbed three more. “I'm talking penisES.”

​“Can we just get what we need and get out of here?”

​“Just let me grab some pecker confetti. And this penis bath bomb. Gotta get you smelling pretty for your big night.”

​“Helen, please.”

​“Mac Aweenie and Cheese Pasta Dinner?!”Helen grabbed five boxes and added them to the pile. “Do you have any idea what this is?”
​“Macaroni and cheese shaped like dick?”

​“I'm filming you making this. And eating it. And rubbing your cute little tummy in post Mac Aweenie bliss.”

​“Can we get going?”

​“There are words for girls like you. The ones who can't wait to get their vitamin D. Tell me what you are and we can get you all the cock you need.”

​“Do I have to?”

​“Does the thought of telling me get you all excited in your panties?” Helen knew me better than I wanted her to. Why couldn't she have been this dominant when we were dating? Of course I never told her about this side of me back in the day.

​“yes” I looked around to make sure no one else could here what I was about to say.

​“Then tell me what you are, girlfriend.”

​“I'm a slut.”

​“What kind of slut?”

​“I'm a cock slut.” God, I needed some alone time. “There. I said it. Are you happy now?”

​“Ecstatic. Come on, slow poke. Let's find you a new pal.”

​Around the corner was the racks of lingerie I'd expected at a place like this. It was weird being in a

place like this as a woman. I looked at rows of bras, thongs, shape wear, and bits of frills and lace I didn't recognize. On the one hand I wanted to see the items modeled for me by the porn stars of my dreams. On the other I wanted to be the porn star.

​I mean model. I was still feeling my way around femininity, but I was pretty sure I was a one man kinda woman.

​“We'll take a look through here before we head out, but I gotta put this stuff down before I drop peckers all over the place. The merch you're looking for is over here. Just don't get between me and the counter. I gotta dump and dump fast.”

​Helen made a beeline for the counter. I made it there a little slower, but still quick. The faster I got out of there the faster I could put this behind me.

​Of course there was a pretty saleswoman back there smiling at the big commission walking her way. She looked to be about five years older than me and very well put together. The kind of woman I'd fantasized about almost as much as Georgie.

​The full weight of what I was about to do slammed into me in that moment. Was I really going to walk up to that smart dressed woman and tell her I had to have cock so bad I needed a dildo? A piece of thick heavy rubber or silicone to tide me over till I was ready to take my man in my mouth; until my man was ready to fuck me?

​And why the hell was I going along with all this?

​My penis straining against the tuck was all the answer I needed or received. I briefly wondered what direction my life might've gone if sexual humiliations like that hadn't been my thing. Or if Georgie'd been willing to be my mistress and lover. Or I'd been a lawyer.

​“Looks like you two ladies are planning for a big night.” The saleswoman's eyes twinkled as she watched Helen drop her pile of penis props on the counter; the older woman had a warm smile. “You girls getting ready for a bachelorette party? Who's the lucky girl?”

​“It's nothing like …”

​“She is,” Helen didn't think twice about interrupting and contradicting me. I wondered if she had any idea how much it turned me on. Probably. I'd been her pet project for Georgie long enough she had to know. Or maybe she'd become a huge dick since we stopped dating. “Effectively. I mean she's not getting married, but she's finally decided to go all the way with a guy and me and her friends want to make it memorable. Even more memorable.”

​“That's not what we talked about and you know it, Helen.” I shot daggers at Helen with my gaze.

​“Plans change.” Helen shrugged.

​“There's no reason to be embarrassed, miss …” The saleslady offered her hand to shake.

​“Stephanie.” I shook her hand. “Steph.”

​“I'm Gladys.”
​“You don't look like a Gladys.” The words slipped out of my mouth before I could stop them.

​“Thanks. I get that a lot.” She held my gaze and gave me more of that amazing smile. “Now maybe you can tell me what you're looking for.”

​“I'm …” the words started to flow out my mouth only to reach a dam when they hit my teeth. “I don't … I need …”

​“Cock.” Helen tilted her head at me. “Stephie needs cock bad.”

​Now that I was a girl too I had no problem shooting Helen a quick pissed off punch to the shoulder. She mimed an “oww”, but I don't think she really noticed it.

​“Are you looking for something special to wear your first night with … I'm sorry, I didn't catch your fella's name.”

​“John,” I squeaked. “His name is John.”

​“Are you looking for something to impress John?”

​I hadn't been when I walked in, but now that the thought had been planted I had to nod yes. “And I want to be … ready. For him. When the time comes.”

​“She means when John cums.”

​“You two must be very special friends to be doing this together.” Gladys looked back and forth between us.

​“Steph and I used to date. Before I started seeing John.”

​“She isn't anymore. We're not looking at a three way.” I held up my hands like that'd ward off the thought of me and my ex double teaming my man.

​“Yeah, that was forever ago.”

​“So you're looking for some bridal lingerie and some toys to make things go smoothly your first time. I think we can help you with that, Steph.” Gladys turned to Helen. “Maybe you could browse through our lingerie selection while I walk your friend through her options.”

​“You are so locking yourself in your room when we get you back home,” Helen whispered as she slid by me on the way to the wedding night lingerie.

​“She's one complex carbohydrate, isn't she?” Gladys said once Helen was out of earshot.

​“You can say that again.”

​“You're very pretty.”

​That caught me by surprise. “Thank you.”

​“How long have you been on HRT?” Gladys leaned in conspirator close. “Six months? A year?”

​“HRT?”

​“Looks like I've gone and put my foot in things, haven't I? We get a lot of trans women in here and I … well I guess my high school English teacher was right. When you assume you make an ass out of u and me.”
​“You know I'm … not a girl?” Despite my nerves I hadn't had any problems passing up to now. Not that I knew about.

​“If you identify as a woman, you're a woman. And a very pretty one at that. If I didn't know so many trans ladies I wouldn't have been able to tell. The only reason I even brought it up was for toys. Some work better depending on where they go. And the anatomy they're going into.”

​“What's HRV?”

​“HRT. Hormone replacement therapy. Your skin's so radiant I just assumed that you'd been on hormones. I wish I had your complexion.”

​“Thanks.” I gave her a little nervous smile back. “I think of myself as a girl when I'm dressed and I'm pretty much always dressed nowadays. I don't know if I'm trans. I've never touched hormones. This is all me. And Helen. She's got a big mouth sometimes, but she's amazing with makeup. She could probably make The Rock look girly.”

​“Take a compliment when you get one, girl.”

​“Ok. Thank you.”

​“Wanna tell me what you want before your beautician friend with the big mouth finishes browsing through our line of virginal thongs?”

​“My boyf … John. John told me to get something to practice on.”

​“Practice on your …” Gladys pointed at her open mouth. “Or …” She pointed behind her and low.

​I just felt like I was going to fall into the ground.

​“It's ok. I've been working here for eight years and I've heard it all. Nothing human is alien to me.”

​“John's pretty big. He wants me to have something that's I guess close to him.”

​“You've seen his penis?” Gladys didn't sound judgmental.

​“Yeah. We've been friends since summer camp and we went to gym together for years between school and the Y. I wasn't a girl then. That's … that happened pretty recently.” I felt myself relaxing around her. She was very good at this. “And he wants me to deep throat him. When I'm ready. He ordered me to get a dildo to practice my oral skills. It's gotta be able to get cleaned real good. I think John'd split me in two if he tried to get inside me now. I want to loosen things up a bit if ya know what I mean.”

​“I do.” Gladys placed a dildo on the counter. It looked huge, but it was perfectly smooth and purple. It was obvious what it was, but there was zero chance of mistaking it for the real thing. “Would it be easier for you to use something like this? Or would you prefer something a little more realistic? Feel free to pick it up if you like.”

​It weighed a million pounds. It was rigid and bendable at the same time. I held it up close to my face turned to the side so it wouldn't look like I was about to go down on it. It was so beautiful I couldn't imagine sticking it inside myself. Especially down there.

​“Is that close to the right size?” Gladys asked. I wasn't looking at her. “We have bigger if you need it.”

​“He's a little bigger.” My face was burning. “And a lot thicker. I think.”

​“Alright.” Gladys rummaged around the display case and under it until she found what she was looking for. This one didn't look anywhere near as fake, but it was beautiful. “How about this?”

​“That's perfect.” I picked it up resting the fake veins across the palm of my hand. “That's John.”

​“If you're more comfortable with the other style I can check out back to see if there's one in that size. Whichever one you're more comfortable with.”

​“The purple one feels safer.” I side-eyed the smaller dildo on the counter. “But this one feels … right. Does that make sense?”

​“It does.” Gladys grabbed the box it came in. “This is one of our medical grade silicone models. You can wash it with water and unscented soap. If you want to transition a bit quicker between orifices you might want to consider condoms for anal penetration. We've got a care and cleaning guide pamphlet I'll put in the box.”

​“Thank you.”
​“There is one more thing I think may be helpful. And we just might have enough time to talk about it before Helen makes it back.”
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​“I want you to look at something and I want you to be honest with me.”

​“If you're gonna ask if your butt looks big in that dress I am openly going to mock you.”

​“I wasn't, but now you've made me paranoid.”

​John paused the game and dropped his controller on the coffee table. “You have my undivided attention. And your butt looks perfect.”

​“Thanks.” I put my controller down too.

​“Whatcha want?”

​“Do you promise not to call me crazy if I tell ya something that might sound a little crazy?”

​“You've got this woman thing down.” John shook his head, but was smiling.

​“Stop being a dick.” I gave him a playful smack on the chest with the back of my hand. “I need you to focus.”

​“This is my focus face.” John opened his eyes wide, but not too wide, and aimed his gaze right into my soul. It took all my willpower not to slide into his arms on the couch.

​“I think someone's been slipping me hormones.”

​“Is that a euphemism?”

​“I'm serious. I look way too good.”

​“There we disagree.”

​“I am getting way too girly way too fast. Not without some prescription help.”
​“I'm not gonna call that crazy, BUT I'm gonna need something more than your pretty face to convince me.”
​“Ok. So I went to the soccer mom sex toy warehouse and the lady behind the counter, Gladys, says I look like I've been on girl-juice for months maybe even a year. And she sees trans women ALL the time. So she knows what she's talking about.”

​“So you bought the dildo?”

​“Yes.” I didn't roll my eyes, but I did raise them to the ceiling.

​“Have you been practicing for our date?”

​“Yes.”

​“How's it going?”

​“It's a work in progress. But that's beside the point. If what Gladys says is true someone's been trying to feminize me months before Georgie decided to make me your girl.”

​“And by someone you mean Georgie.”
​“Maybe.”
​“There are no maybes about it. Your list of suspects begins and ends with the woman who …” John started to count things off on his fingers as he went … “has access to you. Doesn't want anything to do with you sexually. Is kinda fucked in the head. Sorry, I know you like her, but the woman's got issues.”

​“That's … fair,” I admitted. The woman had jilled off to John giving me head. Plus all the other shit that led to John giving me head.

​“Do you feel like you're on estrogen?”

​“I feel like I'm swimming in the stuff. But what if that's all power of suggestion bullshit making me think what I want to think.”

​“Have you seen a doctor?”

​“I wanted to talk to you first.” I put my hand on his.

​“That's sweet, but if you honestly think someone's been doing something like that to ya, you shouldn't worry about me. I'm more worried about your health than anything else.”

​“I'd feel better if there was something more concrete to go on.”

​“Wouldn't your breasts start to grow if you'd been on hormones that long?”

​“You'd think. They sure as hell itch like crazy.”

​“That could be cause you've got those fake boobs glued on. When's the last time you took the girls off?”

​“After my period, so not long ago. Georgie took them off to get the clamps off.”

​“How'd they look?”

​“Like they hated me with a fiery undying passion for what I let happen to them.”

​“But not any bigger?”

​“Maybe. They seemed pretty swollen, but I thought that made sense. They'd been through a lot between the clamps and having a couple pounds of rubber glued to em 24/7. Georgie didn't say anything when she washed me down and glued them back.”

​“That doesn't mean shit. If you're being doped and if she was the one doping you she'd be the last person to point out any changes.” John pulled me towards him. I let him rest my head on his chest. “Is there anything else you've noticed?”

​“My skin and hair seem a whole lot girlier.”

​“Isn't Helen putting you through girl boot camp?”

​“Yeah, but I'm also feeling super emotional. Rollercoaster ups and downs. I cry at fucking commercials, dude. You have any idea how fucked up that is?”

​“Here.” John pulled up his phone. “Let's do a little before and after and see if we spot anything.”

​He flipped through all the social media he had looking for pictures of me going back a year right up to that memorable Applebee's meetup. The last we both could be sure he'd seen me without any of Helen's help. He found pictures indoors and out. Natural lighting and not. Casual, dressed up, and without my shirt at the beach or pool.

​“Holy crap.” John rested his free hand on my belly when he said it. “I think you're right. I know right and this isn't right.”

​John flipped from a trip to Florida we'd taken last Spring and shot of me at the local lake about a week before Applebee's. I knew it was me in both pictures, but it was hard reconciling the two images. The me from Florida looked butcher than I remembered being. Not bulky or over-muscled, but a lot thicker and toned than the me at the lake. And the skin! I looked rough all over with my face stubbly in the first; I was close to glowing in the second. My features were softer. My hair … looked more lustrous. Silkier. Shinier even though the sun was more intense in Florida.

​“I'm taking you to a doctor.” John was already on his feet and pulling me to mine.

​“What doctor?” I tried to take my hand from his, but he was too strong. Too determined. “It's 8 o'clock on a Wednesday. Going to the ER will get me nothing but a huge bill and MAYBE a referral.”
​“There's urgent care.”

​“Even less useful.” Realizing there was no point fighting I pulled myself closer to him. “I'll call my doctor's office tomorrow and make an appointment. Promise.” I crossed my heart with my other hand.

​“If you don't I will punish you.” John looked at me so damn seriously. God, he was so worried. “And I'm not talking the fun prelude to an orgasm kinda punishment. I mean something you're gonna really hate. Like taking away your electronics.”

​“You can't be serious.”

​“Don't test me.”

​“That's … that's the kinda shit you do to little kids. Teenagers. I'm a grown-ass woman.” I almost said man, but managed to get it out right.
​“That's as may be, but you're also submissive as hell, in need of someone to tell her what to do, and, most importantly, my girl. And I am not going to let you waffle your way into not getting this checked out ASAP. There's a reason those drugs are given under doctor's supervision. They can cause irreversible organ damage if the dose is wrong or they're given for too long. If Georgie did dump this crap in your coffee she's playing Russian roulette with your life.”
​“I understand. I'll do it. First thing.”

​“Good girl.” John gave me a quick kiss and let me sit back on the couch.

​“How do you know about hormone side effects?” I asked picking up my controller. We were still in the middle of a game.

​“I've done some reading.” John didn't look at me as he took his own controller.

​“Why?”

​“Cause someone I love may or may not be going through hormone replacement therapy and I want to know what to expect.”

​“Do you want me on hormones?”

​“I want you to be happy. I want you to do what you want. Not gonna lie, I'm into telling you what to do. Being all dominant dick. But there's some things I can't tell ya to do. Anything that involves permanent change to your body counts.”

​“This is the third time I've come over to play games since the 14th.” I curled up against him. John wrapped an arm around me.

​“Anything special about the 14th?”

​“That's when my period ended.” I lay my head on his chest. “I was kinda hoping we'd have that third date before aunt Flo swung back through town.”
​“Ahhh.”

​“Don't you want another date?” I fondled the key hanging from a chain around my neck. “I could still use a little practice, but I figured you'd be … motivated to squeeze me into your schedule.”

​“Translation: I've got my cock locked and am horny as hell and you are drooling to have me make you into a woman.”

​“I thought you said no permanent changes.”

​“You know what I mean.”

​“Yeah. And the longer you make me wait the more insulted I'm gonna get. A girl's gotta have her self respect ya know.”

​“I can't even begin to tell you how much I want you.”

​“You could order me to unlock you. Preemptively call this our third date. I could be in your bed in under a minute. Just say the word.”

​“There's a word I read one. I think it's Middle Eastern. It means the time it takes between wanting something and reaching for it. You deserve a man strong enough to wait.”

​“I also deserve a man who'll take my needs into account.”

​“Haven't I already given you a hand job? And a blow job? You need me to bend over the sofa so you can have the trifecta?”

​“You'd do that for me, wouldn't you?”

​“Maybe. You'll have to ask to find out.”
​“No.” I cuddled closer into him. “That's something I don't want to do to my boyfriend. I've given it a lot of thought. If anyone is gonna take it in the butt it's me. Maybe down the road I'll be cool pegging you, but for now I need you to set our third date.”

​“I've got a cousin getting married next week. I was gonna skip, but I've got an invitation that includes a plus one. You could be my plus one. Chicks love weddings, don't they?”

​“I don't have a dress.”

​“Like I have a suit.”

​“Don't even get started on that, dude. You can show up in khakis and a button down shirt and no one's gonna bat an eye. A girl shows up in the girl equivalent and she gets bitch-rumored the whole wedding.”
​“You're becoming quiet the expert, aren't you?”

​“Believe it or not it's come up in a lot of the TV shows I watch with Georgie.”

​“We have a week; I'll help you find something pretty.”

​“No.”

​“No, I'm not gonna find you something pretty, or no, we're not going?”

​“Both.” I looked up at him a little defiantly. “If you ask me nicely, like a gentleman I may consent to be your date. If I do I will find my own dress. You have shit taste in girl's clothes, dude.”

​“But awesome taste in women.” John leaned down and gave me a peck on the nose.              “But you're right.”

​John took a moment to compose himself.

​“Stephanie, my love, would you do me the great honor of escorting me to my cousin's wedding next week?”

​“I don't know. That's awful short notice.”

​“You are seriously going to make me drag this out?”

​“I am so worth it.”

​“Ok, you've got me there.”
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​“You can't be serious.” I folded my arms over my chest. It still felt weird not feeling the weight of the forms after wearing them so long. Not that there wasn't some weight.

​“It's adorable.” Jane looked like she was about to ask the dress out on a date she was drooling so bad for it.

​“Isn't it?” Helen held the dress up to me again like I'd suddenly warm to the idea of wearing it.

​“This is humiliating.” I couldn't bring myself to look at it. I was a bit scared it'd hypnotize me the way it had the cis women. “I can't wear that on a date with John. Even to a wedding.”

​“Is it too small?” Jame looked from it to me and back. “I'm sure we can let it out. It can't be that far off.”

​“She's actually a size smaller than me.” Helen giggled. “Little bitch.”

​“That's not the point.” I made the mistake of looking down at it again. It really was gorgeous. Just the way I remembered it.

​“Steph, sweetie. I know you're new to presenting femme, but I need to let you in on a little secret. A girl secret.” Jane pressed the sleeve closer to my shoulder. “When you have less than five days before a big date, need an awesome dress, and you stylist offers you to borrow hers, you do not look a gift horse in the mouth. Especially that horse looks as fabulous as this.

​“That's not the point.” I was too embarrassed to say what the point was.

​“Then what is?” Of course Jane had to ask the obvious question.

​“Ignore her.” Helen put the dress back on the padded hanger. “She's got her panties in a twist cause I wore the same dress for her.”

​“On a date?” Jane's eyes lit up.

​“You bet.”

​“When? Where? How?” Jane was looking excitedly back and forth between us.

​“Helen's parents had this big to do for their 30th. I rented a tux …”

​“And I bought that.” Helen smiled as she looked it over. “Ow! I think I still have the shoes. Give me a sec. I had them dyed special.”

​“So tell me, Steph. Did Mickey get lucky?”

​“He totally did.” Helen was on her knees at the bottom of her closet rooting through the shoes and assorted clothes that had collected over them over the months since the last time I helped organize her space. Back when we were still dating. “Twice.”

​“Was he any good?”

​“I'm standing right here.”

​“Not bad.” Helen tossed a leather boot I'd never seen before behind her. “He wasn't as big as John. Or as good using what he had. But his heart was in the right place and he tried so dang hard. But her tongue … ahhh … He may've only been an ok boyfriend, but she'd've made an awesome lesbian.”

​“Too bad you're not into girls anymore.” Jane gave me a look like she was thinking about what team she wanted to play on. I'm pretty sure HR would kill her if they ever found out.

​“I still am,” I insisted.

​“Bit of a moot point.” Helen ta-dahed herself to her feet holding the matching shoes. “You and John are this close to sealing the deal. And I know you. You aren't the kinda girl who's gonna cheat on her man.”

​“Maybe John'll want a threesome down the line?” Jane had a naughty twinkle in her eye.

​“Are you guessing or volunteering?” Helen flipped me around casually and started unbuttoning the blouse from the back.

​“Hey!” I protested. “Did I say I was gonna try it on. And I can't be undressed around my boss. I don't think it's legal.”

​“The only crime would be not trying it on.” Helen was already pushing the blouse forward off my shoulders. Jane could get a clear look at my bra.

​“And we're all girls here,” Jane said. “One of us just has more penis than the others. You do still have a penis, don't you?” Jane eyed the flat front of my panties. “Actually, forget I said anything. Doing the change room thing's probably ok with HR, but asking about your junk is right out. I'm almost positive.”

​“It's still there.” It was humiliating to answer, but letting her assume I was dickless was somehow worse. “I'm getting pretty good at tucking.”

​“You went back to the smaller forms.” Helen noticed my smaller bust when she spun me back around. “Was that your idea or Georgie's?”

​“My doctor's,” I said. “She kinda insisted I take em off.”

​“They're small, but they bounce too good to be tissue paper.” Helen gave my boobs an appreciative stare before poking the left one with the tip of her finger. “Whatcha got in there?”

​“Me.” I pulled back putting my hands over my breasts in a protective gesture.

​“You have tits?” Jane clearly didn't care about the HR implications.

​“Kinda. A little.” I didn't want to say anymore.

​“How is that possible?” Helen held the dress open for me to step in.

​“That's what I want to know.” I still wasn't sure about wearing the damn dress, but anything to cover my chest more than the bra was sounding better by the second. “She ran blood work, but it'll be weeks before she gets the results back.”

​“By then your rack could be ginormous.” Jane sidled up behind me and started buttoning everything up.

​“John like 'em big.” Helen smoothed things out in the front being careful not to go for my boobs again. “I know. Big surprise.”

​“It's a little loose on ya, but it's not bad.” Jane walked around me. “A little work and you'll look like you were poured into this.”

​Helen led me to the full length mirror. I hated to admit it, but they were right. Even a little large the dress was gorgeous. Sleeveless and slinky falling just above my knees. The shoes had been dyed an identical shade of dark red.

​“Whatcha think?” Helen asked.

​“That the fact I know this color's Deep Cranberry means I'm way over my head.”

​“Be serious.”

​“Ok, you're right,” I admitted. “It's perfect.”

​“Told ya so.”

​“But isn't it too much? For a wedding, I mean.” I turned to the side to see my silhouette. “Isn't there some rule? Showing up the bride or something.”

​“You've barely grown tits and you already think you're gonna upstage the bride on her big day?” Somewhere our HR person was having a heart attack at Jane's comments. “I'd say that takes balls, girlfriend, but … well, maybe it does.”

​“I don't mean like that,” I protested. My eyes went straight to my bust when Jane dropped the t-word. God! Were those A cups really mine? And was I freaking out cause they were mine? Or cause they weren't bigger?

​“It's ok.” Helen put her hands on my shoulders. “That rule's for bright red. Something flashy that draws attention away from the bride. Even Martha Stewart says this shade's ok. You wanna tell Martha Stewart she's fulla shit?”

​“I guess not.”

​“And you've got the perfect lingerie to go with it.” Helen spun me around and gave me a hand mirror to see the back. Was it me, or was my ass getting girly as well?

​“Yeah.” I tried to picture myself in my special undies.

​“I know this is a little weird for ya, wearing something I wore for you, but think about it from my point of view. I dated John too. How do you think it makes me feel when I think about him seeing you in my old dress? We could walk up to him wearing the same thing and you'd still be the one he whisks off into the sunset.”

​“No, he wouldn't.” I blushed. The idea wasn't a bad one.

​“And modest too,” Jane added.

​“If I wasn't a saint I'd scratch some bitch's eyes out.” Helen took out her measuring tape. “Instead of making her even more perfect.”
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​“You look incredible.”

​John was behind the wheel on his way to the wedding. In all the years I'd known him I'd never caught him driving any less than ten miles over the speed limit unless a cop was riding his bumper. Today he was going 40 in a 55 zone.

​“You're just saying that to distract me from the fact you're trying to make us late, aren't you?”

​“The only thing I'm guilty of is wanting a little more alone time with my girl before things get crazy.” John cocked his head towards me and flashed a winning smile. “You know. Before the I do's and the whole consummating our relationship thing.”

​“You're pretty sure of yourself.” I melted a little when John called me his girl, but there was some small part of me that … rebelled? No, that isn't the right word and I was too excited to play dictionary. I wanted to play. I wanted to make him say more nice things about me. “Maybe you shouldn't count your girls until they're laid.”

​“Says the woman who begged for the third date.”

​“I wouldn't say I begged. Maybe I … encouraged you a little. But that doesn't mean I can't back out. And don't think I won't.

​“The only backing out that's gonna happen tonight is me.” John paused a beat to let that sit. “Before I plow forward.”

​“Stop it.” Was there a bit of a squeal to my voice? “You're being gross.”

​“And you love it.”

​“Maybe.” I curled up a little in the passenger seat.

​“But I'm serious, you look stunning. Is that really all you under that dress?”

​“I'm only barely an A-cup. Helen and Georgie got into a fight about whether I was big enough to graduate from training bras. Again.”

​“Your breasts aren't the only parts I meant.” John cast his eyes down to my hips and made a gesture with his head like he was trying to spy my butt through the carseat.

​“That's me too. Plus a little help from some Spanx.”

​“What's your doctor have to say about all this?” John's tone was more serious.

​“Still not much.” I fidgeted in my seat. “My weight's down. A lot since my last visit. And the breast development's consistent with someone on girl hormones. Someone who's transitioning. Or a tween girl.”

​“She took tests.” It wasn't a question.

​“Some. It's not her field, but bloodwork's been sent out. She's already set me up with a referral to an endocrinologist once everything gets back.”

​“Could this be happening naturally?”

​“Maybe. But it'd be a huge coincidence. From what she's read those conditions are pretty rare and usually manifest earlier. If I was going about my normal life in high school and started growing boobs it'd be one thing.”

​“Starting in your late twenties. After your friend decides you need to be girlified …” John let the thought trail off to its obvious conclusion.

​“If someone's feeding me girl juice the test will find out,” I said.

​“Will they be able to tell if you're being overdosed?” John gave me a serious look. “My gal's health means a lot more to me than her bust line.”

​“That's the second time you've called me yours in one car ride. I'm gonna think you have intentions.”

​“If that's girl code for a hard-on, no. My crotch bling's keeping me from giving you the salute you deserve.”

​“Be a good boy and maybe I'll let Mr. Pokey come out to play.”

​“Can we please come up with a better name for my penis? One that doesn't sound like he's the last clown out of the little car?”

​“Dumbo?” I snaked a hand between John's lap.

​“So I fly by flapping my balls?”

​“The man in the iron mask?” I tickled the edge of the steel cage.

​“Kinda want to drop that aspect of things. If it's all the same to you.”

​“I know the feeling. Believe me, I know.”

​“You doing anything to protect yourself?”

​“Are you asking if I brought condoms?” I rested my palm over the hard smooth metal between his legs. I could feel his heat escaping, but that was the only thing getting out of there. Until I unlocked everything. “Cause you're the guy in this relationship. Rubbers are your responsibility.”

​“Of course I got condoms.” John would've rolled his eyes if his attention wasn't already split between the road and my hand. “Ribbed. Lubed. Got everything possible to make it better for you short of a vibe in the tip.”

​“Would it be weird if I asked you not to wear one?” I bit my lower lip a little when I asked.

​“Maybe? It depends.”

​“Ok. It's obvious you're not gonna knock me up. And I know you're clean. I did some snooping through that pile of crap on your kitchen table when I got bored waiting for you to finish your hard drive. I saw the test results.”

​“Remind me to change my passwords.” John chuckled. “But serious, why do you want to go bare back? If this is just to make it better for me you can skip it. Trust me. After having my man parts under lock and key so long I'm gonna need something to keep from shooting off the second I touch you.”

​“That's a little part of it. I want it to be great for both of us.” I pulled my hand back, suddenly shy and nervous. “But most of all I want to … this is embarrassing … I want to feel your jizz inside me.”

​“Sorry. Didn't hear that last part. Could you say it again? Louder.”

​John said it with a straight neutral face. I honestly couldn't tell if he was doing this to mess with me or if he legitimately couldn't hear me. I sure as hell hadn't yelled out the last part, but he'd have to be deaf not to have heard it.

​Wouldn't he?

​“I don't like asking things twice, Stephie.” John's voice had strong Daddy energy this time. I still wasn't sure if this was a game, but I didn't mind if it was.

​“I said,” I said in an exaggerated tone. “I want to feel your jizz in me.”

​“Why?”

​“It's embarrassing.”

​“You said that already.”

​“It still is.”

​“Will it be any easier to explain things at our table? I think we're sitting with my Uncle Rick and his family. I'm sure Aunt Edna would LOVE to know why you want to feel my jizz in you.”

​“You would not dare.”
​“Try me.”

​“You do and John Henry is never seeing the light of day again. I'll … I'll throw away the key.”

​“No you won't.”

​“Try me.”

​“Then you'll never feel my jizz in you. I know you're a masochist, but are you that into hurting yourself?” John gave me a shit eating grin. “And I kinda like you calling my penis John Henry.”

​“Ok. Ok. Ok.” I buried my face in my chest. “If you have to know. I want to feel you leak out of me after we're done. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

​“That's kinda … hot, actually.”

​“I sorta kinda have this fantasy. It's morning. I have to go to work. Maybe it's a big day and I have to give a huge presentation in front of the whole unit. I get all gussied up. New suit. New shoes. Even the lingerie was bought special. I get my makeup so perfect I almost don't want to kiss you goodbye for fear of ruining it.

​“And you know all of this. Know that today is the day that makes or breaks my career. And you decide you have to have me. Five minutes before I absolutely have to be out the door. You push me over the arm of the sofa, flip up my skirt, pull my panties to the side, and fuck me like a slut. Hard and fast until you fill me with your seed.

​“I don't have time to change. Or douche. Not even enough time to stick a pad in my panties. You send me out the door with barely enough time to pull everything decent again.

​“On the train ride in I feel my panties getting wet and it makes me feel even more like a woman. I think I'll be able to run to the Ladies Room once I make it to the office, but Jane is there and hustles me off to the meeting before I have the chance to clean up the mess you left in me. Drops of you start squishing past my panties. Down my thighs. Over my stockings. The faster I run to the meeting the more of you drips out of me. I leave a little trail between the front door and the meeting.

​“And then I stand there in front of everybody giving my presentation. The exec I need to impress is a woman. An older lady. Attractive. Worldly. As I feel your cum drip-drip-dripping out of my used body I wonder if she's ever been made to feel this way. Has her man mounted her before a big day? Has he left his mark on her? In her?”

​“Jesus Christ.” John pulled over onto the shoulder. “I want you to unlock me now.”
​“no”

​“What do you mean, 'no'?”

​“You gave me control of your penis and I have no intentions on letting you have it back until I am ready for it.” I paused dramatically before ending with “Daddy”.

​“You can't tell me you don't want it now.”

​“I am not letting our first time be in the backseat of your old Tracer. Or the front. I am lightyears from high school and you are gonna treat me like a lady.”

​“Ladies don't have fantasies like that. Or get their men hot and bothered over them and leave them hanging.”

​“You'd be surprised what ladies do, John.”

​“Unlock me now or I promise I will send you off to work every morning for the next month dripping with my baby batter oozing out your panties. No. Screw that. Unlock me now or I confiscate your panties. You can go commando with my slime dripping down your thighs.”

​“Promises. Promises.” I patted his cheek with the tips of my fingers. “Save that energy for tonight. But right now the lock stays on. You can come out to play later.”

​“You really are a woman, aren't you?” John smiled, but he didn't seem happy. Not pissed, but not happy either.

​“I guess I am.”

​“Let's get this back on track.” John signaled before pulling back into traffic. “When I asked about protection I meant are you doing anything to keep Georgie from doping you.”

​“As much as I can.” I watched the scenery pick up speed. “The doctor didn't find any signs of needle marks. I think she thought I was being paranoid, but I asked her to check anyway.”

​“She's not jabbing ya. That leaves food and drink.”

​“I don't touch anything in the kitchen anymore. Georgie sometimes offered to make me tea or coffee, but she stopped asking after I kept shooting her down.”

​“Feel any butcher?”

​“No. And I thought the whole point of this was for me to be your woman.”

​“I think at this point we both know that you don't need to be girly for me to love you.” John's smile was realer this time. “Not that it doesn't help.”

​“Thank you.”

​“We're here.” When we turned the corner the country club came into view. “You ready for this?”

​“As much as I'll ever be.”

​“If it gets too much just say the word and we are out of here.”

​“Actually, this might be the ideal third date.” I checked my makeup one last time in my compact as we pulled up the drive. “This is one of the few situations I can be 100% sure all eyes are looking at someone else. Most of the time I don't have to worry about passing.”

​“You don't have to worry about passing. No matter how many people are gawking at you.”

​“Are you calling me a pussy, dude?”

​“If the cock fits, slide it on in.”

​“You are so gross.” But I smiled when I said it.

​“That's why you love me.” John pulled over into a parking space. It was pretty far from the door. We weren't late, but only just. “Now give me a kiss for luck, put that compact away, and be prepared to show everyone I have the best girl ever.”


18

​I'd been to dozens of weddings, but never as a girl.

​My priorities were different back then. When I was male. God, it seems weird thinking of myself as a woman. Or maybe it feels weird that I wasn't always this way.

​Back when I was butch I approached each wedding the same way. Another chance to get laid. I knew how women reacted to these things. The pomp. The romance. The promise of forever love in a fairytale setting with the perfect dress and man. I knew women would be willing to settle for less for one night. I didn't mind if that “less” happened to be me.

​It never worked out. The closest I got to getting laid was going down on a half-drunk bridesmaid three years ago. She passed out before I finished giving her head. I wound up getting her back to her friends before anyone did anything bad to her. I'm sure they smelled her pussy on my breath.

​Being a woman at a wedding was a whole new world. Being a woman who knew she was getting laid afterwards didn't hurt matters. Where before I'd spend hours scoping out the warm female bodies now I was looking at dresses and place settings and bunting and the thousand and one decisions the bride had made for her big day.

​Everything was amazing. The cake. The music. Even the bridesmaids' dresses were stunning. I caught myself taking picture after picture not only to preserve the beauty of the moment, but to remind myself to look things up later after things quieted down.

​John was a perfect gentleman the whole time and that just made me love him more. Which made me want him more. But I promised myself we wouldn't do anything until after the reception.

​“They aren't tossing the bouquet?” I must have sounded disappointed.

​“It's a little old fashioned, don't ya think?” John put his hand on my shoulder.

​“I think it's romantic.” I looked up at him over my shoulder. “Downright sweet.”

​“Like you?” John leaned down and boop-kissed the tip of my nose.

​“You're just saying that cause you want me.”

​“So.” John pulled me into him. My shoulders rested on his chest. “Taking notes for your big day?”

​“Bit premature, don't ya think?”

​“Says the woman who's been snapping pictures like she's a spy behind enemy lines. You got any memory left on your phone?”

​“Plenty. I store on the cloud, thank-you-very-much, sir.”

​“You up for a dance?”

​“Maybe?”

​John must have felt me tense under him. “What's wrong?”

​“No one's paying me much attention out here, but once I get out there …” I nodded towards the floor. “There's no hiding.”

​“Who says you need to?”

​“Cause there's a little voice inside my head telling me everyone's gonna know I've got a dick the second I walk out there.”

​“I don't see anyone wearing x-ray specs.” John took my hand and pulled me towards the dance floor. “No one's gonna be able to tell.”

​“You're just saying that cause …”

​“I'm not.” John was still pulling me forward when he stepped back into me for a kiss. “Now are you going to show me a good time or do I have to take you over my knee?”

​“You wouldn't dare.” But I gave him a huge smile.

​“I'm a desperate man, Stephie. There's no telling what I'm willing to do to get what I want.”

​“Yes, Daddy.” I felt tingles all over me as I let John lead. First to the dance floor, then in the dance.

​I'd delayed us long enough the upbeat number that had started when John first grabbed me was coming to an end. By the time we reached the middle of the floor the DJ had already moved on to the next song. As the last beats of “Shut Up And Dance With Me” echoed through the hall a string of very familiar piano notes washed over us.

​“Crazy?” I tried to looked pained, but I was smiling too hard to pull it off. “Our first dance is not gonna be to Patsy Cline. I'm putting my foot down.”

​“Put it down all ya like.” John took me in his arms. “Just don't step on my toes.”

​“You're gonna make me dance to this? Serious?” I followed John's lead. It should've felt weird, but it was natural. Good.

​“Shut up and dance with me.”

​I wanted to say something smartass about that being the last song, but the way John was looking at me? I couldn't be snarky with that much love staring me down the face. The feeling got so intense I leaned in closer and rested my head on his chest as he maneuvered me around the floor.

​On some level I could hear the song that was old when my grandma heard it playing soft and mournful as I swayed with John to the simple beat. But mostly I heard John's heart beat against my cheek.

​“You're blushing.” John looked down at me after the song had ended. He had to curl his chin in close to his chest to see my face.

​“No I'm not … Shut up.” But I could feel the heat on my face. It only got hotter when I buried my face in his chest. God, he was a furnace.

​“I guess we have a song now.”

​I wrapped my hands around John's neck. He rested his on the small of my back. Another song started up, but I couldn't hear it over his heart and heat. We swayed there forever and it was beautiful and perfect and wonderful.

​It was quiet when we finally stopped.

​“What's wrong?” I'd held my face against John so long I had to squint in the light.

​“Nothing.” John's eyes were wide as he stared down at me. “Absolutely nothing.”

​“Then why've we stopped?”

​“Cause that was the last dance.”

​“Noooo. That can't be.” I lay my cheek back against his heart. “We only just got started.”

​“Two hours ago.”

​“Why are you lying? That was like five minutes. Stop lying.” I lowered my hands until they were resting on his shoulders.

​John held his Fitbit up to my face. “That's lying too,” I said. “You're a bad man making Fitbit lie.”

​“You're holding me awful tight for a bad man.”

​“What else am I gonna do with ya?”

​“Are you ready?”

​“Yes.” I flip my head until it's my brow resting on his chest and nod lightly. “I feel drunk.”

​“You had a Sprite. Three hours ago.”

​“Then I guess I feel good.”

​John took my hand and led me off the dance floor. We must've collected our things. I had my bag when we stepped into the cool night air, but I don't remember going back to the table to fetch it.

​My date must've seen me shivering in the cold. He draped his jacket over my shoulders before I had time to protest. It held his heat and his scent. It dwarfed me. Just a few months ago it would've been weird wearing John's coat like that. Male pride would have made me slide my arms in the sleeves even if it did make me look like a little kid playing in his dad's clothes.

​Now the thought of wearing it seemed weird. It was a man's jacket. I wasn't a man. That person existed in once-upon-a-time-land. He was Cinderella before the slipper. The ugly duckling. I'm the swan.

​Maybe I'd wear it for him afterwards. Only the jacket.

​“That'd be hot.”

​“What?” John asked.

​“Talking to myself.” I shook my head to sober up a bit. “Sorry.”

​I didn't know we were at the car until my heels sunk in a bit into the soft ground John parked on. My man saw me stumble and offered me his hand. He somehow managed to hold me and open my door without it being awkward or clumsy.

​We didn't say anything as John pulled out of the lot. The moon was bright enough to bring back a hint of blue to the night sky. I rolled down the window and let the wind sweep through my long hair. My left hand in John's; my right resting on my chest just above the new feminine flesh that was sprouting there.

​The key was there. Between my hand and my heart. The key John had given me forever ago. He must've been so desperate. God knows I'd been and I'd never gone half as long as he had without some release. If it were me I'd be a pile of aching need. John? John smiled and held himself as casually as any man who hadn't had his manhood caged for almost a month.

​“You made a wrong turn,” I said over my shoulder as I stared out at the moon. “Not that I'm complaining. It's amazing out tonight.”

​“I'm on track.”

​“Your place is back that way.” I pointed. “Mine's … there?” I waved. “I don't know anyone who lives this way. I don't think.”

​“No, but the hotel's over yonder.”

​“Hotel? What hotel?”

​“This is our first night together. Where did you think I was going to take you?”

​“Your place?”

​“You've been there hundreds of times; what's special about that?”

​“My place?”

​“When I finally make love to you I want to only be thinking about you. If we were at your place I'd be wondering if your perv roommate was listening through the walls while jilling herself off.”

​“Which hotel are we going to?”

​John dropped the name of the fanciest hotel in the county.

​“That's pretty special.”

​“So are you.” John put his hand on my cheek. “I want tonight to be more than just the sex. I want it to be memorable for all the right reasons.”

​I kissed his hand and let him drive me to our future.
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​The Belvedere was everything I thought it'd be. The place even smelled fancy when John pulled me through the lobby.

​It was the sort of place where the man behind the desk looked down at you when you checked in without luggage. Looked at you like they knew exactly what you were and what you were doing there. That even though I was dressed up nice and on the arm of a a respectable man I was nothing but a slut in need of a good deep fucking. My small evening bag wasn't fooling anyone.

​I blushed when he gave John the key. I could feel his eyes on me all the way to the elevator. I knew he was staring at my ass so I swayed my hips like the whore he thought I was.

​This was real. I was about to go all the way with my best friend.

​John kissed me before the elevator doors closed. I buried my face in his chest when kissed down my neck until I couldn't stand the pleasure any more. I looked up in time to see the security camera shift position, following us as John pushed me up against the opposite wall. Someone was watching us.

​And I wanted to put on a show.

​The door dinged open before we could do anything else.

​“Here.” John handed me the electronic room key.

​“Ok?” I had no idea why he'd done that. As it was I had to let go of his hand to juggle it and my clutch. At least he was being a gentleman and carrying my overnight bag. “You want me to go to the room while you … get ice? Do they even have ice machines here? I figured they'd bring you ice if you called.”

​“You're going to have to get the door for me. My hands are full.”

​“No, they aren't. Why are you lying again?”

​“Not lying. Psychic.”

​I was about to ask him what the hell he meant by that when he lunged at me. For a split second my mind raced back to when we used to play football. We only played flag, but he always found some excuse to tackle me instead.

​Only this time instead of jeans, sneakers, and a football jersey I was wearing a nice dress, heels I couldn't run in, and a bra that kept my modest boobs from bouncing too bad when I did move.

​I let out an undignified yelp when instead of knocking me flat on my butt John put one arm behind my knees, the other behind my back, and lifted me up in the air like a bride on her honeymoon night.

​“Don't you think you're going a little overboard?” I asked.

​“Overboard's in the eye of the beholder.”

​John carried me over the threshold. I wondered if the groom we'd just left would do the same to the real bride that night. I didn't think he would. The thought of it made me feel special. Loved. Wanted. For more than just what was between my legs.

​“You need to put me down now,” I said once we were behind closed doors.

​“Why?”

​“I need to freshen up before you ravish me.”

​“You look pretty fresh to me.” John kissed me while giving my butt a playful squeeze.

​“It'll be better if you let me.” I rested my forehead on his as I spoke.

​“As you wish.”

​I never knew why girls got so emotional hearing that Princess Bride quote. Hearing it coming from John as he lowered me to the bed … now it all made sense. To have that kind of strength. That power. That bullheaded masculinity. To have all that directed however I wanted. It made me want John more.

​“Why don't you get undressed while I freshen up,” I told him as I slid into the en suite.

​“Don't take too long.” John had already ripped off his tie.

​I closed the door by leaning on it. My legs were already melting under me. How was I going to go through with this?

​I took a couple calming breaths and looked at myself in the mirror. There was some damage to the lipstick and blush from John's kisses, but it wasn't bad. I debated wiping it all off and going in to greet him wearing nothing but a smile. But it'd be a waste of the lingerie and if I was going to do up my body the least I could do was touch up my makeup.

​It took me three tries to get it right. My hands trembled in nervous anticipation. Not the ideal way to get your lipstick right.

​I kicked myself for doing the makeup first. Helen had taught me to deal with clothes first, makeup second. I risked getting some on my dress when I slipped it off. And that wouldn't be good for the dress or my timetable.

​I contorted myself enough I somehow managed to strip without ruining either Helen's dress or my face. I hung it over the door thinking I'd have to give it a good ironing in the morning or look like a complete tramp walking out in last night's outfit.

​Maybe being a tramp wouldn't be so bad.

​I checked myself naked in the mirror while I held the douche. That's what Georgie wanted me calling it even though it was a regular enema. She told me girls douche to get themselves clean for their men. I was a girl. I wanted to be clean for John.

​I had no idea what John saw in me. My body wasn't anything special. If I saw me I'd look twice, but I wasn't hot enough to fantasize about. My breasts are little baby things barely bigger than a training bra. My hips flare a little more than they had a year ago, but they were barely feminine. I longed for the kind of voluptuous figure I'd fantasized about when I was still a man. A real man. That's the kind of woman John deserved.

​I douched twice more until I was as clean as I could be then lubed myself before pulling up the bridal lingerie I had so carefully picked out. With my best tuck I looked more fuckable. The bra and the cut of the underwear enhanced the few curves I had.

​I checked my makeup one last time and spritzed a little perfume on my pulse points. I made sure I had the key to his chastity and sent up one final prayer before walking back into the room.

​The lights were off in most of the room when I stepped out of the bath. The few lamps that were working were turned towards me putting me on display as I trembled nervously towards the bed.

​“Stop.” John's voice came from the darkness as I made my way out of the light. “I want to get a better look at you. Turn around. Slowly. I want to enjoy this.”

​I felt my heartbeat thunder in my ears as I stopped into the room and slowly turned around. I came to a full stop when my back was to him. I was shivering as I imagined his eyes wandering over my backside.

​“Bend over,” John ordered. “At the waist. Show me what I'm about to get myself into.”

​“Yes, sir.”

​I felt myself throb in my panties as I submitted verbally and physically. I wrapped my hands around my ankles as I presented my upturned ass to my best friend. The man who was about to pop my cherry; take my girl virginity.

​“Are you lubed?” John asked.

​“Yes, sir.”

​“You're already halfway to the ground. Make it easy on yourself and get all the way on your knees. Keep your ass pointed at me till I give you permission to crawl to me.”

​“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

​The words came out hot and breathy. Was I really doing this? Was I willing to give myself so intimately to another man? My best friend? It wasn't too late. All I had to do was crawl back into the bathroom, get dressed, and head home. John wouldn't be happy, but he wouldn't lift a finger to hurt me. No. I'd have to ask him to hurt me. Beg him. I remembered my time over his knee and throbbed a bit more into the lace covering my crotch.

​“Do you want me, Stephie?”

​Could he read my mind? Did he know I was having second thoughts so close to the big moment.

​“I want you so bad, baby.” The truth fell out of my mouth faster than the lies buzzing through my head. “I want your cock. I want to suck it. I want it buried deep inside me. I want you to make me.”

​“Make you?”

​“Yes, sir.” I closed my eyes and lifted my ass higher towards him.

​“Crawl to me,” John growled from the darkness. “Keep your eyes down and your mouth shut.”

​I was trembling as I moved towards John. The lights were turned so I couldn't see him until after I got out of the spotlight they'd formed around me. Even then I could only make out a vague manly shape in the gloom on the couch.

​My eyes adjusted as I slowly crawled towards him. I was keeping my eyes down, honest, but I could make out he was naked and splayed. His cock would be at face level if it weren't still wrapped in steel.

​“Closer, Stephie. I don't want you stopping till your nose touches metal.”

​I blushed at the implications. Blushed, but kept slowly working my way forward until my slender shoulders brushed his powerful thighs. The metal was warm against my nose; hot against my cheek as I turned my face into it.

​“Can you feel me through that, Steph? Feel me throb and beat through the cage?”

​“Yes.”

​“Unlock me, Stephanie.”

​I started to pull my face away, but John rested his heavy hand on the back of my head keeping my face pressed hard into his crotch. I breathed in the scent of hard metal and a penis that wanted to match.

​The key was on a necklace around my neck. I needed to use both hands to take it off. With John holding me in place I had to rest my weight on my cheek on his crotch. It took three times before I finally got the clasp undone. The key fell faster than I thought leaving me to fumble around the floor blind, feeling for the slim metal.

​The hole was somewhere under my face. I tried to pull away to see , but the strong hand wouldn't let me up.

​“I can't find the hole.” John's crotch muffled my words.

​“That's my job.” John chuckled. “You're not coming up for air until that cage is off my dick. Use your imagination finding the lock. Or your tongue.”

​Why would I need my imagination to find my tongue?

​Oh.

​I'm an idiot.

​John gave me enough slack to stick my tongue out and lick the cage. It was slippery and slick. Not as sensitive as my fingers, but better than my cheek. I swear I licked that damn thing ten times before my tongue ran across something that might have been the hole I was looking for.

​I left my tongue there unwilling to lose my place and have to start over again. I hand was trembling as I fumbled the key to my tongue and the hole under it.

​It didn't go in.

​“You better have the right key, Steph.” John wrapped his fingers in my hair. “If you screwed up I'm gonna take you over my knee. You'll be sitting tender for a week.

​“Course if you brought the right one you'll be sitting tender for a month.”

​I took the key all the way out and turned it all the way around. It went in just as smooth as the first time. Only this time it turned. I felt the click reverberate from my nose to my toes. This was real. This was happening.

​John held me against him with one hand while the other undid the straps. He had to lift his hips forward to get it loose, pushing himself even further into my face. He used his curled fist in my hair to keep me in place when he sat back down. When he let me go I fell forward into his freed penis.

​“How do I smell, Stephie?” John let his hands rest lightly on my slender shoulders. “I've been horny as fuck for over a month with all those juices just stewing away down there I must be pretty ripe.”

​“You smell … intense.” I closed my eyes and breathed him in.

​“I'll let you crawl back into the bathroom and get a washcloth if you want. I'll let you wash me off before I put it inside you. If you want. Or I can let you do me dirty. What you wanna be, little girl? Are you a clean girl or a dirty girl?”

​My chin was resting on his balls with my right cheek laying on his inner thigh and his erection running around my left. My nose was buried deep in his hot damp pubic hair. I couldn't be any closer to him without him being in me.

​“I want to be dirty.” I didn't care what I was saying. I just wanted to feel the thick shaft pulse and throb against me. Feel the thick vein engorging against me.

​“You want me to make you dirty, dirty girl?”

​“Please.”

​“You sound like you want it.”

​“I do.”

​“But I want to be clean before I make love to you our first time.”

​“I understand.” I started to pull away. “I'll get the washrag.”

​“No.” John held me down by the shoulder. “Clean me with your mouth.”

​“All of you?”

​“Want to use your safe word?”

​“I'm good.”

​“Just clean my junk for now. If you finish me off with your tongue I'll last longer the second time, but that's your call. I figure I've got enough spunk in me to go three rounds tonight easy. You can have them any way you want. And more in the morning.”

​John took his hands off my shoulders, but I felt the weight of his need just as heavy. I knew he wanted me in every way he could take me. Knew he wanted me to submit all my holes to his slick hot need. If he'd ordered me I'd have done it, but there would always be doubt. Reminding me of my safe word. Letting me know he'd honor it. That gave me the freedom to give myself completely to him knowing it was my choice.

​If I felt guilty it'd be my own fault.

​I started with the balls. Kissing them. Licking them. Sucking them into my mouth singly then together until they were slick with my spit and my mouth was salted with the sweat that had dried there in their long captivity.

​I kissed my way up the underside of the shaft and flicked my tongue under the ridge of the head. I remember how it felt when John took my own member between his lips. After what he'd put up with over the past month I wanted John to feel every bit as good as I did.

​The sleek muscle felt familiar and alien at the same time. I'd held my own countless times, but always at arms' length. This was literally in my face and at least two inches longer than the model I practiced on.

​I swirled my tongue around the tip. John let out a moan that did wonders for my ego, but drove home my situation in a way that should have been obvious, but hadn't been until it was staring me in the face.

​I was about to become a cocksucker.

​And that was something I would never stop being. Once I'd taken him in my mouth I would spend the rest my life being a cocksucker. Maybe not his cocksucker, but a cocksucker nevertheless.

​“I want to suck your cock.” I rested my forehead on his belly and spoke to his dick like a microphone. “But I want you to be a little rough with me. I don't know why; I just do.”

​“Tap my knee three times if you want to safe word out of this. Tell me you understand.”

​“Tap three times. I understand.” I demonstrated on his knee. “Now please, make me your cocksucker.”

​John wrapped both hands around the back of my head and pulled me forward slowly. I wrapped my lips around my teeth and felt his head push into me. I tasted a bit of slick salt on my tongue when it made contact. I knew what it was. The same salt slime was spotting my panties.

​He treated his cock like it was a mountain and I its climber. He pulled me forward until the first three inches were past my gums then held me there giving me time to acclimate.

​“Relax, Steph,” John cooed above me. “It's just like the one you've been practicing on. No bigger. Breathe. When you've taken as much as you think you can put your hand on my knee. I'll play rough, but I won't go past that point. Promise.”

​I nodded my head around his dick.

​I wanted to take it all. I wanted to bury my nose in his short hairs again, only this time filled with his meat. I wanted to feel his spit wet balls slap against my chin as I deep throated him like a three dollar whore.

​There were still three inches left of John when I put my hand on his knee. I'm sure I'd gotten more of the dildo down, but this was different. Even if all the dimensions were the same, even if it weighed the same, it wasn't the same thing having a real penis in your mouth.

​“Good girl. Good girl.” John's words should have humiliated me. Should have been condescending. But I felt proud. Beautiful and good for taking as much of my man into me as I could.

​John held me there until I wished he'd fuck my throat. Even then he took his time pulling out then pushing back in, using my hair to move me instead of his hips. His fingers held me firm, but not hurting me. Too much. If I wanted a little pain I could pretend to fight, but I was more focused on giving him pleasure than any need for sensation I might have.

​The dildo had prepared me for the physical action, but a real cock was so much more. The smell. The taste. The feel of something alive inside my mouth about to convulse inside me. About to spew a load of sperm and semen down my virgin throat. That's something no amount of practice could prepare your for. Not with anything rubber or plastic.

​“Good girl.” I didn't need to be Sherlock Holmes to know why John's breath was quick and ragged. “I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum so goddamn hard. You got to the count of five to take it on the face down the throat.”

​This was it. I was a cocksucker, was I ready to be John's cum guzzler?

​“One.”

​The heat was already building in his balls.

​“Two.”

​He left my head where it was and started thrusting his hips. Now he really was fucking my face.

​“Three.”

​John let go of my hair. His hands dropped to his side.

​“Four.”

​I could taste the first full drops.

​“Five.”

​I wanted more. I wanted it all.

​I started to choke on the first spurts. Even knowing it was coming I wasn't ready for the sudden geyser of semen that erupted from John. I closed my tongue around the back of my throat before I lost control and did something stupid like choke to death or bite my man.

​He thrust into me more then an dozen times before his penis stopped pumping. I bobbed my head over him a dozen times more until I was sure I'd wrung every drop of cum and every iota of orgasm out of his deflating member.

​John pulled me up his naked body into a deep kiss. I was sure he tasted himself on my breath. Lapped his seed out of me with his probing tongue.

​“That was amazing,” John said when the kiss was over.

​I didn't know how to respond so I just lay my head on his chest. His heart was thundering hard and fast against my ear.

​“Was that really your first time with a real … with a man?”

​“Yes.”

​“Serious.”

​“You're my first. Everything.”

​“Assuming I can get it up again.”

​“You better. I didn't shave my legs for oral.”

​“I don't think that's going to be much of a problem. Be a good girl and get that washrag we were talking about. Freshen me up before we go any further.”

​“Should I brush my teeth while I'm at it?”

​“You want to get the taste of me out of your mouth that bad?”

​“No. But you're gonna taste it too. Each time we kiss.”

​“Hasn't bothered me yet.” John pulled me in for another deep soul kiss. “See? But if you don't like the taste, brush away.”

​John gave my ass a playful slap as I got up and bolted for the bathroom. I giggled like a schoolgirl as I swayed my hips for him. My curves may just be coming in, but I was gonna use them as for all I was worth.

​I grabbed two hand towels and soaked the smaller one in the hottest water my hands could stand. I wrapped the complimentary soap in it and headed back to the action.

​I didn't brush my teeth.

​John had moved to the bed by the time I came back. He'd rearranged lamps so I could see him spread out in the center, his legs spread open, his penis already twitching back to life.

​“Somebody call for maid service?” I curtsied as best I could with both hands full and half naked.

​“You look gorgeous.”

​“Flattery will get you … haven't we had this conversation already?”

​“Maybe. You're still beautiful.”

​“Will you still say that when I'm washing your spent cock?”

​“Only one way to find out.”

​“In for a penny …”

​I crawled between his legs and started working the wet rag through the already matting hair. I got everything wet from taint to tip before going back over everything with soap. I wasn't satisfied with the first two passes so I went back to the bathroom and rinsed the rag clean.

​Three more passes and John's crotch was squeaky clean.

​“That, my dear sir, is a very clean penis.” I admired my work. “You could eat off that thing.”

​“One of us already has.”

​“Cute.”

​I wiped him dry with the extra towel. He wasn't all the way hard again, but he was at more than half mast when I hopped off the bed to put soap and rags away.

​“You ready for round two, big boy?” For the second time that night I stood outside the bathroom letting my lover lust after my lingerie and the all too real flesh it covered.

​I expected him to lay there until I worked my way back between his legs. I expected I'd have to fluff my man some more before he was ready to mount me. God, even thinking about the word was enough to make me wet … hard … whatever. The thought of being taken. Penetrated. Used. By a man who'd gone from friend to lover. That was a powerful thought.

​So powerful I was caught off guard when John rushed me. It wasn't an attack. Not an assault. He came at me fast and hard and naked. He put his hands on the back of my head and pulled me into a deep soul kiss. His tongue entered me. I'm sure he tasted his own cock and cum lingering in my mouth. He hardened as he held me close. The tip burrowed furiously into my lace clad tummy.

​“So this is what it's like to be ravished,” I said when the kiss broke and my brain was finally capable of forming words.

​“Is that what you want?” John kissed my neck as he questioned me. “For me to ravish you?”

​I couldn't answer with language. I had to nod my consent.

​John barely made a sound as he lifted me off the ground. I thought he was going to carry me, in both arms like a bride to the bed, but he slung me over his powerful back like a caveman carrying home a fresh caught slave girl. I kicked my legs playfully against his front while my face stared at his lower back.

​I stopped kicking when he gave me a sharp smack on my bottom. It didn't hurt. Much. But it got my attention.

​John tossed me into the crater of bedding and pillows he'd left behind when he captured me. His musk still lingered in the sheets I was crumpled on.

​“What do you want, Stephanie?” John knelt between my legs forcing me to spread my thighs. His hands rested on my hips.

​“Fuck me,” I moaned.

​“Is that all?” His hands slid down to the waistband of my panties.

​“Make me yours.”

​“How bad do you want it?” He was breathing hard. That wasn't the only hard thing about him.

​“With all my everything.”
​“More than these pretty panties?” John balled his hands into fists around the waistband. That material stretched, but hadn't torn yet.

​“It's ok if you rip them,” I said.

​“I wasn't asking for permission.” He snapped the silk without a second thought then snapped it again and again until I was laying on soft smooth rags. “If I want to rip your panties I will. If I want to tear off your bra, it'll get torn. If I decide you don't deserve clothes again I will march you out of this hotel naked carrying the torn rags of the clothing you are no longer allowed to wear, you will smile and thank me.”

​“Thank you.” My submissive need flared with each word that came out of my man's mouth. Each scenario he pained only made me want him more. Want him inside me. Deep.

​John left my stockings on and tossed the rags that were my panties across the room. My bra soon followed. He was a little rough pulling it over my head instead of unclasping it, but it was still wearable. I'd still be able to walk out of the hotel tomorrow with a shred of dignity intact.

​That disappointed me a little.

​John took my left tit in his mouth and all disappointment faded. He sucked hard and nibbled gently until I felt every motion of his mouth not only on breast and nipple, but on my own shaft and head. He may not have known it, but he was giving me a blow job every bit as intense as the one I'd given him.

​His mouth moved to my right breast, but a strong hand made sure the left wouldn't feel lonely. He kneaded my little boob like bread dough. I wanted it to rise. I wanted to have tits we could both be proud of.

​John tongue was replaced by his other hand as he kissed his way up to my lips. Thick hairy legs pulled themselves closer to me until the backs of his powerful thighs pressed into the bottom of my slim shaved ones. I couldn't tell if I was spreading for him or if John was spreading me. All I knew was I wanted this more than anything ever.

​The last part of me that could be considered male flopped down between my spread legs. I was worried it'd get in the way of my entrance. Worried it'd slow John down. Delay my deflowering. I reached down for my penis, but John's hand was lightning flashing from my tit to smack my fingers away.

​“That's my job,” he growled into my ear. “My woman just has to lay back and enjoy the ride.”

​His muscular hand danced over my aching pole. Not enough to get me off even though I was so damn close, but enough to show he wasn't scared of touching me anywhere. He lay my boyclit flat against my tummy, held it in place with his own, while he lined the head of his manhood against my entrance. Something slick spread between us. At first I was terrified I'd peed the bed out of excitement, but it was too cool and viscous to be pee. It took my fevered brain a moment to realize John had squirted lube between us.

​John looked me in the eye before he entered me for the first time. He saw every expression, every reaction, flicker across my face as he took my virginity. As he penetrated me. As he finally made me his woman.

​“It's ok. It's ok. It's ok.” John took things slow at first. Calming me. Soothing me when he saw any discomfort in my eyes. He'd known me for years. He knew me better than anyone. He could tell when he was overwhelming me and when I needed him to push forward.

​It hurt at first. A lot. At least it felt like he was tearing me apart. But I was so damn wet and so damn needy the pain slowly morphed into something else. First pressure then something a little better than neutral.

​“Oh, my God.” I could feel the mushroom head finally push past the tight ring of my sphincter.

​“You ok?” John stopped pushing forward, but didn't retreat either. Thank god. I don't think I was ready for him to cross that threshold again so soon.

​“Yeah. Yeah.” My breathing was heavy. “You're just … you're in.”

​“I've been in for a while now.” John smirked down at me.

​“You know what I mean, doofus.”

​“How's it feel?”

​“Good … ish.” Heat rose to my face as I admitted the truth. “It's still weird, but I'm past the painful weird and the weird weird parts. I'm still not used to feeling full back there, but I'm getting used to it.”

​“How about when I do this?” John edged his hips forward, forcing himself another inch deeper inside me.

​“Shit!” I moaned. “No! Don't stop! That feels … ahhhh”

​“Looks like someone discovered the prostate. Or should I call it your g-spot?”

​“I don't give a fuck what you call it, that's amazeballs.”

​“You sure?” John teased. “I could always …”

​John started to slowly pull back, but I clamped my thighs tight around him and bucked myself forward until his head was once more butting the pleasure button I'd just discovered inside my own body.

​“Looks like someone's getting into this.”

​“Stop teasing me.” I looked John straight in the eye. “You know I want this. Please don't be a dick about it.”

​“I'm sorry.” John bent down and kissed first my lips and then each engorged nipple.

​I closed my eyes and let the sensation wash over me. John lifted his face from my chest and wrapped his hands around my waist. Now that he was in it was just a matter of finding the right tempo. Another inch forward made me gasp before he started working himself in and out.

​It's impossible to describe being fucked like that. My whole life had been telling me that sex was me putting my thing in a hole until I exploded inside. This was completely wrong, but felt amazingly right. Every thrust of John's hips slammed him against my new pleasure spot. A spot that was simultaneously its own unique part of my body and a previously undiscovered internal piece of the manhood I'd been carrying around the rest of my life. John touched it with the tip of his head and I felt it in the dripping shaft trapped between our bellies.

​“Jesus Christ!” My fingers clawed into the sheets as John rocked me on his dick. No, that wasn't right. This was love making. Hard and steady and raw, but it was love making. I opened my eyes and saw the love and passion beaming down on me from my man. My friend. John.

​I lost track of the thrusts he made. The count of strokes his manhood was getting from my sugar walls. Every inch of me claimed as his powerful cock worked its way in and out. Every bit of tension that built between us until it was becoming too much for either of us.

​“I'm close,” John grunted as he pushed deep inside me.

​“me too” My voice was so soft I wasn't even sure I heard it.

​“I don't have to cum inside you … if you're not ready for that.”

​“I want you to. Please.”

​John didn't say anything else. I was a little amazed he'd been able to say so much given how worked up he'd become. I know I wouldn't be so thoughtful or verbal if I'd been the one penetrating him.

​He didn't time it perfectly, but it was close. Closer than I could've hoped for my first time. He worked me hard and fast until the heat growing from his crotch felt like it was going to burn my bottom cheeks. Until I felt the tension come to a head. Till he made one last deep thrust into me and erupted.

​I swear I could feel his seed splatter and paint my insides. More and more of his white hog magma blasted from his shaft as he worked my ass for all the pleasure he could mine.

​It wasn't until he was halfway finished when my own tension became too much. Before the first jets of my geyser shot off between our hot sweaty bodies. I tried to writhe under him, but it was too late. His own desperate need was pushing him down on top of me with a force my fragile girly body couldn't resist.

​John started before me, but finished after. It was a strong cum. A man's orgasm. One that planted his seed in me. Mine only left me wet and sated. I could feel my mess slowly cooling between us just as easily as I could feel John's seed working its way through me.

​John's spent cock was still inside me when he kissed me goodnight. Before I knew it one hundred and ninety pounds of taut male muscle was snoring on top of me.


20

​It should have been uncomfortable laying there trapped under John. It should have felt confining. Claustrophobic. But it didn't. It was wonderful.

​“I'm right where I belong,” I said to no one in particular.

​The vague urge to pee came and went. Thank, god. There was no chance in hell I was getting John off me to go to the bathroom. Not until he'd had a good few hours to sleep it off. By all rights I should've joined him. Technically my orgasm was just as male as his had been. The same post-cum chemicals were pumping their way through my veins. A hundred thousand years of evolution were urging me to go to sleep, but my heart was beating too fast to slip off that easy.

​“I really did it.” I ran my fingers along John's back. His skin was soft, but the muscles beneath were still hard even in sleep. “I'm his woman. John's girl.”

​What did that mean?

​What would happen when we woke up tomorrow? How would we react to tonight when we had to clean up in the morning? Would he be disgusted with the semen I left puddled between us? Would he still think of me as a girl? A woman?

​“You're being an idiot,” I told myself. I said it half a dozen times before evolution finally beat out the adrenaline.

-----

​I was woken by the sound of lightly clanging metal and whispered conversations.

​The only light in the room was either filtered through the thick drapes or pouring out the corner of the mostly closed bathroom door. I managed to make out a vaguely John-like shape pushing a cart from the freshly shut front door.

​“morning” I said.

​“Sleeping beauty's awake at last.” John stopped the cart on my side of the bed. “I didn't think I was ever gonna get you up.”

​“Look who's talking, Mr. Pass-Out-Inside-You-Man.” I pulled the sheet away from me and tried to get a closer look at the cart. “Is that breakfast?”

​“Yup.”

​“I need to clean up first.”

​“Do you?”
​“Of course I …” When I ran my hand over my belly I didn't find a trace of last night's passion. I did find I was wearing the granny panties I'd stashed in my purse for the trip home. “Am I wearing a pad?”

​“You were leaking pretty bad after I pulled out.” John poured a cup of coffee the way I liked and passed it over. “I figured you'd wake up after I started the sponge bath, but …”

​“Thanks.” I wasn't sure if I was thanking him for the cleanup, the fuck, or the coffee. Probably all three.

​“How you doing?” John sat down beside me wearing nothing but pajama bottoms, holding his own cup of wakeup fuel.

​“Great.” I took in a deep breath and let out the truth. “Last night was one of the best I ever had.”

​“I am a pretty amazing lay.”

​“I'm talking about the night, numb nuts. The whole night.”

​“I know.” John snaked his free hand into mine. “It was special for me too.”

​“Gotta admit it is a little weird sitting here with your spooge dripping into my panties.”

​“Weird 'never want to go there again' or weird 'I could get used to this?'”

​“I could get used to this.” I leaned into his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around me.

​“I got your favorites. Sausage patties. Hash browns. Rye toast.” John pulled the lids off the plates. “I was gonna surprise you with breakfast in bed, but someone chose the least perfect time to wake up.”

​“What happens now?” I grabbed a piece of sausage and snapped it between my teeth.

​“Check outs not for another three hours.” John checked his phone for the time. “I say we enjoy our breakfast, go for round two, and have a pleasant trip home. I should be ready for round three, by the time we make it back to the apartment.”

​“I mean beyond round three.”

​“Four?”

​“Asshole.” I smiled as I slammed him with a pillow.

​“You're talking about our big future? Capital 'F' Future.”

​“Yeah.”

​“I've decided to marry you.”

​“Oh. And when were you going to let me in on that little secret?”

​“Before the honeymoon.”

​“Anything else?”

​“I figure in about a year we look into adoption.” John rested his coffee on the cart and lay back on the bed. “I know you've always talked about being a parent one day. I mean, you're not gonna be a dad, but I think you'll make a hell of a mom.”

​“You're serious.”

​“Absolutely.”

​“About the whole thing?”

​“Marriage included?”

​“Especially the marriage part.”

​“Are you proposing to me?”

​“I guess I am.”

​“On our third fucking date?” I stood up and started pacing.

​“I knew I wanted you since before the first.”

​“And this is how you're … I can't believe this is how you're proposing. Do you have …”

​“Calm down, Stephanie.” John was holding my hand. I almost had a heart attack when I saw he was on one knee.

​“This is … this is not happening.”

​“Stephanie.” John sounded so sweet. So sincere. “I don't know many things, but I know I love you. When you were a dude I loved you like a brother. Since you've become Stephie I love you even more. I can't imagine going through this crappy world without you by my side. I know this isn't perfect. I know this isn't the way girls expect their proposals, but what I'm feeling isn't going to change.

​“Stephanie. Will you marry me?”

​“Of course I'm going to marry you,” I finally got out. “But this … this is too fast. Do you even have a ring?”

​“Not yet.”

​“And we're not telling the kids you proposed like this. In a hotel, the morning after our first time. With your goo dripping outta me.”

​“How do you want me to propose?” John got to his feet. He towered over me, but that was ok.

​“I don't know. Romantic. And with a ring. But not too expensive. I'd feel like a dick if I made you spend a ton of money on that. And not so fast. Give it some time.”

​“How much time?”

​“Three more dates?” I smiled up at him. “It worked out great the last time.”

​“Who's wearing the chastity cage till then?”

​“Who said anyone had to wear the chastity thing?”

​“You did bring up tradition. And I did wear that uncomfortable piece of metal to help motivate me into the best sex you ever had.”

​“So I'm supposed to wear it to motivate me into being the best wife ever?”

​“Something like that.”

​“I don't suppose that means we're going back on the celibacy train.”
​“Fuck no.”

​“Do I get one last cum before you lock me up?”

​“What do you think?”
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