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    I was at a college bar, and a cute girl came up to me with a pack of raffle tickets. “LGBT raffle to raise money for LGBT rights,” she chirped as she flashed a gorgeous smile. “Like to buy a ticket? The winner gets a week-long vacation at a very special resort—airfare, food and drinks, and a generous spending allowance are all included.” She handed me the pack to look at. She pointed to the date of the trip. “That’s when it is, so you can plan ahead.”  
 
    I’d seen her around here and there before and had always wanted to meet her. We caught ourselves looking at each other time and time again. Finally, we got the chance to meet. I smiled at her and said, “Hmm, it’s in two weeks. I have plenty of vacation, and I could take the time off. I sure could use a break.” I looked at the ticket, then at her. “Sure, always happy to help the LGBT community. Heck, maybe I’ll get a nice vacation too.” I dug out my wallet. “How much are they?”  
 
    “A buck a piece, or six for $5, or thirty for $20.”  
 
    “Where’s the resort?”  
 
    “A nice warm place away from the snow. You’ll love it.”  
 
    “Okay.” I looked in my wallet and gave her $60.  
 
    Her eyes lit up. “Wow! Thanks. Now we just need to fill out the stubs with your phone number. Mind if I sit down?”  
 
    “Not at all.”  
 
    She slid her skirt under her and crossed her legs in their sheer stockings and high-heeled boots, then handed me a pen and a pack of tickets. “I can help if you tell me your phone number.”  
 
    I told her, and we both started filling out the stubs and tearing off the tickets. “What’s your name?” I asked her.  
 
    “Billie.”  
 
    “Really? Billie?”  
 
    “Well, I was born William, but Billie fits me better, don’t you think?” She motioned to her chest. These were added of course, along with some other padding, and I still have my little buddy in my panties. Best of both worlds!” She looked at me, her bright eyes smiling. My eyes flitted across her pretty face, made-up eyes, painted lips. She was gorgeous.  
 
    “Wow. Definitely fits you better than William. You’re way too pretty to be a William.”  
 
    “I always thought so too. That’s why I’m here with these for you now.” She stopped filling out stubs for a second and looked closely at me while I wrote. “You could turn out pretty nice, too, I mean... if you wanted to get fem. You’re very handsome in a non-masculine way. Not tall or big. Not much facial hair. Your voice would even fit well. I hope I don’t offend you by saying that.”  
 
    I laughed. “Me get fem? No way. I mean, I’m not offended. But you really think I’d be pretty?”  
 
    She nodded quickly while she filled out stubs. “Absolutely.”  
 
    “That’s interesting.” She looked great en femme... especially for a William. It was hard to believe she had something extra under her skirt.  
 
    She slapped the pen on the bar. “There. All done.” She dug in her purse, took out a rubber band, wrapped it around all my stubs, and put them in her purse. She did the same with the tickets and handed them to me. I slid them into my pocket.  
 
    She zipped her purse. “Well, nice talking with you... uh...”  
 
    “Jamie.” I put my hand out to her and she shook it.  
 
    “Nice to meet you, Jamie. See? You even have a good name to be fem. Much nicer than William. Anyway, you don’t need to be present to win the raffle, and don’t worry if you lose the tickets. We’ll call you if you win. Mark your calendar in case you do win. I wish you luck.”  
 
    “Great. Thanks. Good luck selling! Hope to see you again some time.”  
 
    She slid off the barstool, adjusted her miniskirt, and tugged her coat down. She slung her purse over her shoulder, wrapped a thick scarf around her neck and let it flow behind her. She ran her long, painted nails through her hair as she tossed it to the side. “Yeah, that would be nice. I’d stay and have a drink with you, but I really have to get going.”  
 
    “I understand. I’d ask for your number, but you already have mine, so I’ll leave it up to you to contact me if you want. I’d be interested in learning more about you.”  
 
    She put her hand on my shoulder, looked deep into my eyes, smiled and said, “Okay, I’ll text you or call you sometime, and maybe we can have dinner and drinks. We can talk about you finding your fem side, maybe. I could help you. I think you’d love the result.”  
 
    “Hmm. We’ll see.”  
 
    “I really hope you win.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    She looked around the bar and moved across it out of my sight. She was lovely. I never met a girl so put together and pretty. She was bubbly and warm. But she wasn’t a she, really. Or was she? She seemed more a she than most other women I’d met, and those women never made me feel this way. Was I an idiot, though? I wasn’t gay. If we had a relationship, would I be able to have sex with her? How would we have sex? Could I have a girlfriend with that between her legs?  
 
    I’d always been for gays and lesbians and transgenders and the whole community, but I never imagined I might fall in love with a girl like her. I ordered another beer and a pizza and people-watched, thinking about what I’d do if she contacted me again. My heart raced.  
 
    She wanted to see me en femme too. Could I? Probably. I used to do it from time to time as a kid. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be able to wear women’s clothing, heels, and all that. I wondered how it would feel. Would I look like a trucker in a skirt, or would I look good? Would someone beat me up? What if I liked it? Then what? Would I stay that way?  
 
    It was too much to think about right then, but I couldn’t stop thinking about her... or her offer. 
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    I thought about Billie every day. She never called. I was stupid for not getting her number, but if she wanted to see me, she’d have called. She had plenty of courage just from being who she became, so I knew it wasn’t fear keeping her from calling. She must not have been all that interested in me—just like regular women.  
 
    I was eating Chinese at home when my cell rang with a number not in my contacts. Rather than letting it go to voice mail as I usually did, I picked up the call. “Hello?”  
 
    “Hi, Jamie! This is Billie. You won, sweetie! Woohoo!!”  
 
    “Wow! That’s incredible.” I picked up the stack of tickets off the table and read the date for the trip. “Yikes! It’s tomorrow.”  
 
    “Yes, it is. All ready to go?”  
 
    “Well, I have to pack and let my boss know I won and that I’ll be gone next week. I told him about it already, and he said it would be fine. Other than that, I’m ready to escape the snow.”  
 
    “Super! I’ll be picking you up in the morning.”  
 
    “You will? That’s great. So you’re giving me a ride to the airport?”  
 
    “A ride to the airport, and I’m going with you. I’ll be your escort on the trip, remember?”  
 
    “I didn’t realize that was part of it.” I looked at the ticket. It didn’t say that.  
 
    “I’m sorry. How could I have forgotten to tell you? Is it okay?”  
 
    “Okay? It’s fantastic! Let me take you to dinner tonight.” I looked at my Chinese on the plate.  
 
    “I can’t. I have so much to do to get ready, but thanks for the offer. We’ll have plenty of time to be together at the resort if you want my company, okay?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure. I understand. Gosh, I’ll have to see if I have any warm-weather clothes around. I don’t wear them often here. Don’t really need them in the summers.”  
 
    “Don’t worry. With the generous spending allowance, you can buy appropriate clothes there that’ll suit you much better. All you have to do is get dressed normally in the morning, and I’ll pick you up and we go. I’ll need your address.”  
 
    “I’ll text it to you. I have your number now.”  
 
    “Right. I’ll have your plane ticket and our reservations. I’ll see you at seven a.m., okay?”  
 
    “Sounds great.”  
 
    “I’m so excited we’ll finally be able to be together ag—I, uh...Together with you. I can’t wait. Bye.”  
 
    She hung up. 
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    She picked me up in the morning looking like a million bucks. She wore a long black, cashmere overcoat and a black pinstriped skirt-suit with high heels and sheer suntan stockings. She looked like a powerful woman executive. “Hi, Jamie!” She was standing at the front door, beaming. I let her in and closed the door.  
 
    She flashed a gorgeous smile framed by her painted lips. I wanted to kiss them. She leaned toward me; her hand went to my shoulder and her neck came forward. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Hi.”  
 
    “Hi,” she said. “Good morning.”  
 
    “Yes... it... is! I’ll just be a minute. Need to use the bathroom before we go?”  
 
    “Nope. All set.”  
 
    I ran off and went to the bathroom, then took my backpack with a few things in it, and we left.  
 
    She opened the door of her Audi R8 for me, and I slid onto the leather seat. She closed my door and went around to her side and got in. “Nice car,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, thanks.”  
 
    “And you look so professional and powerful today. Do you dress that way all the time?”  
 
    “Not all the time. I am a lawyer, though, so it helps in the courtroom to look this way. I fight cases for LGBT causes. I like to travel like this too. People give you more respect for some reason.”  
 
    “Nice.”  
 
    I watched as her legs move across the pedals in her heels and how she rested her long, painted nails on her silky thigh while she drove and chatted. She was sexy as hell.  
 
    We talked and soon arrived at the airport. Before I knew it, we were landing at the resort. We both napped on the plane, her sweet-smelling head resting on mine as we dozed. I was taken by her, but still wasn’t sure how a relationship like ours would work. Well, at least I had a whole week with her at a nice resort where we could both relax and get to know each other.  
 
    We took a filled shuttle to the resort with guys and girls in their twenties like we were, all happy and laughing and chatting. We sat holding hands and people-watching. At the resort, they checked us in.  
 
    Billie whispered to me, “I thought I’d save some money and share a room with you if that’s okay, Jamie.”  
 
    “Oh yeah. That’s fine.”  
 
    I was given a map of the place, and the desk attendant circled a spot on it and showed me how to get there. “So this is your first stop. You have twenty minutes to get there.” He turned to Billie. “You’ll be able to see him in about two hours.”  
 
    “Right,” Billie said. “I’m going to our room and put my things away, Jamie. I’ll see you after you’ve had your introduction to the place. I’ve been here before, so I don’t need it.” She placed her hand on my shoulder. “Will you be okay?”  
 
    “Oh yeah. Fine. I’ll call you when I’m done, and we can meet up.”  
 
    Her eyes were bright with excitement. “Perfect. I can’t wait to see you.” She kissed me on the lips. “I’ll take your backpack to the room.” She picked it up, slung it on her shoulder and took off, wheeling her suitcase behind her, her heels clicking across the floor.  
 
    I looked at the map and found my bearings. I walked into a room with a line of guys waiting at a window. Each of them was given a pill and swallowed it. When I got to the window, I asked, “What’s with the pill?”  
 
    “It’s to relax you so you can start your time here properly. Enjoy!” She handed it to me with a small bottle of water. What the heck. I slugged it down and went through the door. There were rows and rows of psychiatrists’ couches, and all the guys were lying down on them to wait. I did the same. 
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    I felt relaxed and opened my eyes. A woman was sitting beside me and handed me a bottle of water. “Here ya go, princess. Now drink it all up. It’ll make you feel better and bring you back to normal so you aren’t feeling groggy.  
 
    I took it from her and slugged it down. It tasted great. I was thirsty. I handed the empty bottle back and smiled at her. Then I noticed my hands. They had been given a manicure with long fake nails, and the nails were painted a bright metallic pink. I gasped. “Uh... huh...” I stared at them.  
 
    “Yes, didn’t they do a nice job? They match your toes too.”  
 
    I looked down at my toes. My feet were in strappy high heels and the nail-polish glinted from under the sheer suntan stockings I wore. I saw my chest heave with my heavy breathing. I had cleavage and large breasts in my flowered V-neck minidress. I felt them.  
 
    “Yes, quite enticing, aren’t they? They’re very thin, shaped balloons of sorts that were slid under your skin through a tiny incision and filled with a gel. Don’t worry, it’s safe, and if you want them gone after, it takes only a little while to have it all removed. Your hips, butt, cheeks and lips all have been done. Oh, and your nipples will be more sensitive because they do this thing to them that makes them larger and feel nice like a woman’s do. Well, even nicer than a woman’s because they stimulate the nerves doing that, and when they’re touched or sucked... mmm. You look wonderful. Are you ready to stand up?”  
 
    I slid my hand on my silky thigh. I was hard in my panties and looked down where it hid, but the flared hem of the dress didn’t allow it to show. I stood in my heels and found my balance while she held my arm to support me. I looked in the mirrored wall and could see the new me. I was gorgeous. I ran a hand over my hips and butt. I ran my nails though my styled and highlighted hair. I took a deep breath.  
 
    “I know. It can be a shock at first. Take your time.” She placed a purse on the chaise and said, “Your phone and things are in the purse along with some perfume and lipstick to get you started.”  
 
    I walked a few steps in each direction and came back. “I’m good... I guess.”  
 
    I picked up the purse and looked inside. My phone was in it. “Okay, so how do I get out of here?”  
 
    “Right through that door. You’ll find signs for you to go wherever you want. Enjoy, Jamie! Have a great week, girl.” She turned and left. I walked to the wall and looked at myself more closely. My hair had been cut and styled and highlighted, beautifully framing my face. I had two dangling earrings in each earlobe. My cheeks were plumped as were my painted lips. My eyebrows were arched and thinned, and I was wearing makeup, eyeshadow, and lipstick. I stared into my eyes. It was still me in there. I could see my soul inside and it was me, but it felt much better housed in a gorgeous, feminine, sexy, me.  
 
    I should have been pissed, having had all of this done to me without my consent, but I was thrilled. My heart pounded beneath my breasts as I clicked in my heels, taking tiny strides, my hips swaying, my breasts jiggling, my sensitive nipples being excited against the fabric of the dress. I was hard as a rock in my panties.  
 
    I walked out the door. There were tons of women like me walking around, all wearing the same flowered dress,. It looked like some kind of horror film about the Stepford Wives, but they were all gorgeous and smiling and loving every bit of it.  
 
    This was going to be quite the experience. Ready or not, here I come... and I sure did want to. It was incredibly arousing. Did all women feel this sexy? 
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    All the girls wearing the same dress I wore moved about, and I searched for Billie. I pulled out my phone and called her. She picked it right up and said, “Hi! All ready? I’ll be right there. I’m close.” She hung up. I put the phone back in my purse and looked around. She came running over in her heels, wearing a bikini bathing-suit with a sheer coat over it. Her breasts bounced as she ran to me. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she kissed me on the lips. She leaned back and took me in. “I was lying by the pool. You’re so perfect. I knew you would be. How do you feel?”  
 
    I took a deep breath and gazed into her beautiful eyes. “Well, I should be mad at you because... I had no idea I’d be turned into this... but... it’s incredible.”  
 
    “See? And it’s reversible too. Before we leave you can either have your implants filled further and go from a C to a D, because the skin will have stretched more, or you can have all of it deflated and removed. Even the piercings are reversible, because if you don’t wear earrings, they’ll close up. The hair can go to a men’s style. So, was I so mean?” Her hand ran through my hair. She stood back and looked me up and down. Held my hand and had me turn around. She patted my bottom. “Nice ass, sweetie.” She laughed. “Now we need to eat, shop, and get you some clothes, and then we can relax and immerse ourselves in this place. Okay?”  
 
    “Okay. I’m starving.”  
 
    We went onto the patio in the sunshine and fresh seventy-five-degree air scented with salt water and flowers. The breeze up my dress felt so sensual and somehow deliciously vulnerable—a feeling I’d never experienced. Not unsafe vulnerable but readily available.  
 
    We ordered lunch and some iced teas. I looked around the patio and asked Billie, “So, I take it all the girls in dresses like mine have just been though what I’ve been through?”  
 
    Billie nodded and smiled. “Amazing, isn’t it? See how happy they all are?” I sipped my water, watching them sitting with their legs crossed, bouncing a foot in their sheer suntan stockings, just like I was. They flipped their hair and sipped from glasses with their painted lips and painted, long-nailed fingers, holding their glasses with their pinkies out.  
 
    “It seems they all fell right into the feminine role. I’d never know they were guys a little while ago.”  
 
    “Well, didn’t you fall right into it? I mean, there isn’t a trace of masculinity left in you. You’re lovely and feminine now.”  
 
    I flipped my hair and smiled. “I guess I am. So strange.” I laughed and unconsciously caressed my stockinged leg with my hand, looking at Billie. “So you did this, too, huh?”  
 
    “Yup. And never went back. What do you think you’ll do?”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Gosh, this is so heavenly but... it isn’t my real life.”  
 
    “It could be. Not being on vacation at a resort forever, but the feminine part could be.”  
 
    “I don’t think so. I mean... I’m not gay.”  
 
    Her hand rested on mine on the table, and she leaned in toward me and looked into my eyes. “Why are you trying to label and compartmentalize things? You could still have a relationship with a woman, or with a woman like me, or with a man. Why are you letting society determine who you fall in love with or how you present yourself?”  
 
    I gazed into her gorgeous eyes. She was right. Why should I let the tribal lemming masses decide what or who I am? I nodded. “I know. I guess it’s just conditioning... paradigms.” I squeezed her hand. “Be patient with me, okay? I’ll do my best to see if this is really for me.”  
 
    Our food came, and we set about eating. I watched Billie—she was so wonderful, positive, pretty, successful, and fun to be with. Maybe my being this way would bring us closer, and I’d become more accepting of her having the same thing I have under my skirt. Why not?  
 
    I looked around at the other girls like me. Some were with men, or what looked like men. Some were with women, or what looked like women. All of them were having a good time. Why shouldn’t I at least do that?  
 
    I took a deep breath, feeling my breasts heave on my chest. I sniffed the fresh air and the perfume on my wrist. I slid my hand on my silky stockinged thigh and savored my buttery Maine lobster on the crisply toasted hot-dog roll. The world was full of sensations filling me with pleasure. I had awoken my senses and I couldn’t wait to go shopping with Billie for some new and exciting clothes to wear on this sexy, sensuous, and shapely body.
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    Billie and I went back to the room, and she changed into a skirt and blouse for shopping, and we walked through the retail area of the resort. I relished trying on everything, finding such a variety of things in fabrics and colors I never could have worn before, on a body I only dreamt of dating. It all emphasized my finest qualities, and I couldn’t resist buying plenty—shoes, dresses, undies, jewelry, perfume.  
 
    “Billie, I thought I had a shopping allowance for this. How come you keep putting it on your credit card?”  
 
    “Uh...I get reimbursed.”  
 
    “That’s odd. Why wouldn’t they just give me a limit or reimburse me? You shouldn’t have to go through the trouble afterward.”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders and pulled a dress off the rack. “Look at this one.” She held it against me, then against herself. “Sexy, huh? Let’s try it on.”  
 
    We each ended up buying that dress. At the cash register, I asked, “So, Billie, why are you paying? I mean, it doesn’t make sense to me.”  
 
    “Don’t worry your pretty head about it, Jamie. It’s how I set it up.” She kissed me on the lips gently and smiled at me as she ran a hand over my hair. “Just enjoy.”  
 
    We finished shopping all the stores and dragged our purchases back to our suite. We hung them up and put things in the drawers. I put the dress I wanted for the evening on the bed along with the underthings, jewelry, and shoes. I couldn’t believe this was happening.  
 
    Billie laid her things out for later, too, and then she stood by me and put her arm around my shoulders, pulling me to her. “Mmm, you’ll look so hot in that outfit. I can’t wait to see you in it.”  
 
    I turned to her and wrapped my arms around her neck. “I can’t wait to put it all on either. You’ll look stunning in yours.” I gave her a peck on the lips. She grabbed my head with one hand and pressed her lips to mine, giving me a deep kiss. I throbbed in my panties; our breasts pressed against each other. My hand slid down to her bottom and squeezed it, and she did the same to me. The illusion that she was a woman was shattered as she pressed her hardness against me, and I felt her arousal. My brain screamed, I am kissing a guy!  
 
    I broke the kiss and turned from her to the clothes on the bed. I nervously rearranged them and said, “I think I need a drink.”  
 
    “Something wrong, sweetie?”  
 
    “No, nothing’s wrong. Just so much to experience all at once.”  
 
    “I see. You’ll get used to it. It’s just a change. I’ll mix us a couple of drinks. We can have them on the balcony, then get ready for dinner. Okay?”  
 
    “Yeah, that sounds nice.” I followed her into the kitchen and watched her mix our drinks. Why did I feel I shouldn’t be in love with her? Just because she wasn’t my idea of a normal woman? Seated at the island, I crossed my legs and felt my silky stockings slip against one another. I crossed my arms, and my breasts rubbed against them. Who was I kidding? I was just like her now. I was the same kind of a girl with something special under her dress. Why would I feel weird being close with her?  
 
    She was obviously aroused when we kissed, and I sure was too... at least I was before my stupid thoughts leapt in when I felt her hardness for me.  
 
    She handed me my drink. “You sure you’re okay?”  
 
    “Yeah. Just drinking in how beautiful you are.”  
 
    She beamed at me and handed me the martini glass. She clinked mine gently. “To my beautiful girlfriend, Jamie. May she process all the roadblocks on her new path and walk proudly and surely ahead.”  
 
    I smiled a flat-lipped smile, clinked and sipped. “Mmm, this should help a bit.” I looked at my long, glossy, metallic pink nails, my fingers gently holding the stem, my pinky out. Billie took me by the hand, and we clicked across the tile to the balcony and took a seat on a wicker loveseat together. Her hand rested on my thigh.  
 
    “I didn’t think you’d be having such a hard time, honey. I’m sorry. For me, it was like finding myself. For you, it’s like you’re torn.”  
 
    “A little.”  
 
    “Be patient. I’ll be. I know you’ll give up those old beliefs and love the new you. It’ll help for you when we do more in public, like dinner and dancing, and you get to chat with men as your allure forces them to chase after you.”  
 
    “Oh god no. Please. Men?”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Okay. Say it’s just us. Can you get past the fact that I have something under my skirt? I sensed your shock when I pressed mine against you. Yours was hard too. I was just showing you how sexy you are.”  
 
    “I know, but uh...”  
 
    She slid her hand on my leg and whispered in my ear, her breath warm and sweet. “Tonight we’ll take care of those fears and misbeliefs of yours. Once you see how good it feels to please a man, you’ll break all those silly paradigms.”  
 
    “Please a man? Oh god no. Please, Billie.”  
 
    “Jamie, you said you were so taken with me. I am what I am, and you are what you are. But look at yourself now. You’re not a male by any measure other than one appendage, and that’s the smallest part. Not that it’s small but...” She laughed. “Trust me, Jamie.”  
 
    She dug in her purse and took out two pills. She handed one to me. “Here.”  
 
    I took it, and she swallowed hers down, saying, “Go ahead. Take it.”  
 
    “What is it?”  
 
    “Something to help us get into the evening more. You’ll see. It works fast. You have to trust me.”  
 
    She looked deep into my eyes.  
 
    The last time I took a pill, I was turned into a woman. Oh well. She was the girl I wanted more than any I’d ever been with. I had to trust her. I took a deep breath, popped the pill in my mouth, and slugged my martini down. 
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    We showered separately. The shower was an experience unto itself. My new body, with its curves, and sensitive nipples, made it a pleasure to soap up and feel the water. I had to force myself to leave the shower lest I spurt from the titillation. After I had done my hair and Billie helped me with my makeup, we went in to dress together.  
 
    I could tell what the pill was for. Billie was hard as a rock, and it flailed around before her when she took her towel off. Mine was the same, and the pill may have contributed to my shower experience. She came over and wrapped her soft hand around it and stroked it. “Nice, huh? It’ll be that way all night. If you have to pee, you’ll have to consciously think of something like baseball and press it down.” She kissed me on the lips and took my hand, trying to place it on her flagpole.  
 
    I took my hand away as if it had gotten burnt. “Uh, gosh. I’m so sorry, Billie.”  
 
    “It’s okay. Let’s dress.”  
 
    She sat on the bed and put a garter belt on, then slid silky sheer stockings up her legs and attached them to the belt. I copied what she did. Next, she slid up crotchless panties that framed her package and nested it in a surrounding of lace, making it take on a feminine appearance.  
 
    I did the same. It looked incredibly erotic to look past my breasts and see it there. I looked at Billie. She smiled at the look on my face and said, “Don’t look so shocked. Do I scare you?”  
 
    “Uh, no... no, no... it’s just so erotic. The blend of masculine and feminine like this.” I waved my hands over my body.  
 
    “Good.” She sat, slid her heels on, and strapped them. I did the same. We both slid our halter-top minidresses on. The silky fabric stimulated my nipples as it slid past them, leaving them hard beneath it and revealing little bumps through the fabric.  
 
    The flared hem of the minidress covered our arousal. She took me by the hand to the mirror, and we admired ourselves. “See? It doesn’t even show. Feel nice?”  
 
    I nodded quickly. “Oh god, yes. My tip is being caressed by the lining, and my whole body feels like my rod does. My nipples are so sensitive and feel soo good. I’ve never been this aroused before.”  
 
    “Good. That’ll loosen up your paradigms a bit.” She packed her purse, and I did the same, putting perfume and lipstick and my things in it. We slung them over our shoulders, and she took my hand. “Ready, girl? Today was your birthday, and tonight we celebrate by you doing the things women love to do. At least one thing. Tonight, you suck a man off.”  
 
    I covered my mouth and gasped. “Oh god!” My shaft unintentionally throbbed and bounced under my dress, making the tip rub the lining. I thought to myself, I am going to suck a man off, then saw an image of it, and again I spontaneously throbbed and leapt beneath my dress. The thought of someone being so aroused and excited by me, even a man, made me even hornier. My heart was pounding in my chest; my face was flushed. I was terribly frightened but horny as hell from just the thought of it.
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    We had a sumptuous dinner, sitting close, caressing each other’s legs under the table. Billie grasped my hardness through the silky dress and stroked it. By the end of the dinner, I was beside myself with arousal. It was as if I was out of body, looking at myself and feeling all the sensations somehow. I was someone else.  
 
    “That was a great meal, wasn’t it? I loved the wine pairings.” didn’t you?” Billie asked as we walked leisurely, her arm wrapped in mine, our heels clicking on the tile, my breasts jiggling and rubbing my nipples, hips swaying making my tip rub under the dress. My garter belt pulling on the stockings making them slide on my legs. I was a walking bundle of sensual energy.  
 
    “It was a fabulous meal,” I replied. “This place is a great resort. I’m so happy I won the raffle.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    We entered a thumping nightclub and went to the bathroom to pee. That was a challenge, but we both accomplished it after a time, and my rod soon grew extremely engorged again. We fluffed our hair, put on fresh lipstick, and sprayed on perfume.  
 
    We found a booth toward the back, away from the dance floor, and took a seat together. We ordered drinks. I already had a mild buzz from dinner and was feeling pretty relaxed. We watched the crowd—no one would guess all those girls who were earlier wearing the same dress as me were like me. I saw two of them kissing in a booth, their hands under the table and arms moving as they caressed each other.  
 
    Others were with men in various displays of closeness and togetherness, looking very much taken by each other.  
 
    Our drinks arrived. We toasted and Billie said, “To you finding a new favorite and very gratifying indulgence tonight.” She winked.  
 
    I rolled my eyes, throbbed in my panties with the thought of it again, and sipped my martini. I put the glass down, and my hand fell to Billie’s thigh. I said, “Do you think those are the girls like me that I saw today?”  
 
    “Many of them. Others are like me, and some were born as girls, I’m sure.”  
 
    I nodded and sipped. Shortly, two young, handsome men came by our booth. “Hello, ladies. Mind if we join you for a drink?”  
 
    I shook my head no, and my face flushed. Billie stood and moved out of the booth, motioning for him to sit by me. “Please. Sit by Jamie.” She moved to the other side and slid into the booth, inviting the other to join her by patting the seat and saying, “We’d love to have drinks with you two handsome men. It’s Jamie’s birthday today, and she needs to celebrate by having a man join her.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes and tried to make myself tiny against the wall of the booth. I felt that my face was flushed. My heart raced. He slid close and told me his name as his eyes flitted over my face. I told him mine and shook his hand loosely.  
 
    His hand slid onto my thigh and slid slowly and sensually on it. “Your legs are so silky.”  
 
    “Thanks. They’re, uh, they’re Italian.”  
 
    “Italian legs?”  
 
    I laughed nervously. “No. The stockings.”  
 
    I wanted to stop him caressing them but couldn’t bring myself to. His big hand was soft, and he squeezed my thigh as he slid his hand up and down. It felt too good; I couldn’t stop him. I had my engorged ever-hard tucked between my thighs with my legs crossed.  
 
    I looked to Billie, and she was cuddled close to the other guy. Her hand was moving in his lap as she kissed him gently on the lips, then smiled at him and whispered in his ear. Both her hands went under the table for a moment, and then she sipped her drink again. Her other arm appeared to be stroking him under the table. His face showed his pleasure, and he leaned in and whispered to her.  
 
    She turned to check on me and motioned with her head that I should do the same to the guy next to me. I looked at his handsome face. He almost begged for it—he took my hand and placed it on his pants, on his hardness, and pressed my palm on it. “You arouse me, Jamie.”  
 
    “Uh, why, thank you.” I couldn’t resist squeezing it and feeling the size and firmness of it. I rubbed it with my palm. 
 
    He removed my hand, unzipped his pants, and took out his whole package. He took my hand and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. He held my hand closed around it and stroked himself that way. It was hard and shaved and hairless. “Your hand is so soft and warm.”  
 
    He let my hand go, but I couldn’t let go. I loved how hard he was for me. How thick and firm it was for me. How much he liked what I was doing. I stroked it slowly.  
 
    He smiled broadly. “Mmm, that’s very nice. Thank you for honoring me.” He pressed his hips up into my clenched hand in little thrusts. He looked around. He turned back to me and spoke in my ear. “Your lips are so full and luscious. I can’t imagine what they would feel like wrapped around it, if you’d give me that great an honor.  
 
    I was throbbing between my legs and getting more aroused the more he grew aroused by me and feeling the compliments he was giving me. This shouldn’t be happening, but it was. It felt so natural. My heart pounded in my chest with excitement, and I looked around. Billie was sliding under the long tablecloth to the floor, and she caught my eye and waved me to come under.  
 
    The guy next to me breathed in my ear. “Please? You don’t have to swallow if you don’t want to. I just want to feel your beautiful lips wrapped around it.” He pressed his hand, trying to get it between my legs and under my dress. I squeezed my legs tight. I couldn’t let him go there. I had to do something.  
 
    I looked over at the guy Billie was sucking, his face glowing, a smile on it. He winked at me, his hands under the table. I imagined me doing it to the thing I had in my hand and how he would react. He pressed his hand more aggressively between my legs, and a couple of fingers made their way in.  
 
    I had to stop him. I slid beneath the table, taking a large linen napkin with me. In the dimness I could see Billie’s head bobbing up and down between her guy’s legs and his hands resting on her head.  
 
    I turned and slid between my guy’s legs and knelt on the napkin. I reached for it and wrapped both hands around it, then moved close so the tip was by my lips. I watched myself stroke him and smelled his cologne as a drop oozed from the thick tip. I flicked the salty drip off with my tongue, and it gave him a shudder. I did it again and again, and he shook each time, then pressed my head onto his shaft.  
 
    I squeezed my lips around it and ran my tongue over the velvety shaft. He let out a moan and pressed his hips upward a little and squeezed my head gently. He was loving it, and it made me more impassioned. I was throbbing under my dress, the tip rubbing with each throb. I became enthralled with giving him pleasure and became fervent about it, working his gorgeous shaft and tugging and rolling on his shaved globes while using my tongue and mouth to coax him on.  
 
    Then I realized where this was headed—soon he’d be flooding my mouth. I could try to pop off, but then where would it go except my hair, and face, and on my dress? I knew I didn’t want that. I smelled his sweet cologne; one hand pumped his silky rod, and the other rolled his balls around in it. The more I thought about him flooding me as my tongue raced around his shaft and my head bobbed on it and my lips squeezed it tight, the more I wanted to feel and taste it in my mouth. Taste it as it pulsed and shot all his pent-up passion for me into my mouth. I needed it. I needed his demonstration of my allure and his desire for me. I was hungry for it and had to have it immediately.  
 
    It wasn’t but a second, and his hands squeezed my head tight. He held my head still, and I felt a flood gush through my fist and shoot across my tongue. I swallowed as quickly as I could and readied myself for the next one, and after it shot, I ran my tongue around the tip. His body shuddered, and he moaned and shot again and again. I shuddered and involuntarily shot my own spurts beneath my dress. My body shook, and I hit my head on the table, fortunately guarded by his thick hand.  
 
    When we were both done, I made my way back up to my seat and smiled, my face blushing and hot as I looked down at the table and grabbed my drink. I turned my eyes away and looked at the floor while I sipped my cocktail, crossing my legs and tucking myself into the wetness of the dress lining. What had I done?  
 
    I sipped the drink, and his hand ran over my shoulders. “Are you okay? You didn’t have to swallow, but it was wonderful.”  
 
    “Uh, thanks. It was. Sorry. Just have to compose myself. It was quite exciting.”  
 
    He flashed a big smile. “Good. I thought so too.”  
 
    Billie stood, and her guy got up and gave her a kiss on the lips, saying, “Well, Billie. It was great seeing you again. Maybe we should hook up again this week sometime.”  
 
    Billie glanced at me quickly, looking shocked, and then said to him, “Uh, yeah, we’ll see.” She gave him a peck on the cheek. His buddy slid out of the booth and said goodbye to me, and they both left, hand in hand.  
 
    “What the hell happened there?” I asked as I moved around to Billie’s side of the booth and sat beside her.  
 
    “What? They’re gay. Gay guys hold hands sometimes.”  
 
    “What? Gay?”  
 
    “Yes. Gay. Just a label. No big deal.”  
 
    “But they thought we were girls.”  
 
    She shook her head. “I’ve known them for a while.”  
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “So you set this up?”  
 
    She grinned and nodded. “So? It worked, didn’t it?” She slid her hand under my dress and felt the wetness. “I think it did work from the way you wet your dress. Electrifying, wasn’t it?”  
 
    I nodded sheepishly. She took my hand, slid it under her dress and placed it on her wet, limp shaft. “I love doing that, too, and sometimes I can’t stop from finishing myself when they finish. See, you can touch one and suck one and actually immerse yourself in the pleasure of it. That’s good, right?”  
 
    I nodded. I didn’t know what to feel at the moment. My eyes roamed Billie’s gorgeous face as she waited patiently for me to talk. Her hand caressed my leg lovingly, and her other hand fixed my hair, then she kissed my cheek. “I love you, Jamie.” 
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    We were quiet on the walk back. In our suite, Billie stroked my hair and gazed into my eyes. “Are you okay, honey?”  
 
    “Yeah. Fine. Was just a lot to experience today. I’m tired.”  
 
    “Okay, sweetie. Let’s go to bed.”  
 
    We slid out of our dresses and heels and fell into bed. Billie wrapped her arms around me from behind and draped a silky, stockinged leg over mine, and we fell fast asleep.  
 
    I woke in the morning to Billie’s head between my legs and my shaft in her mouth as I humped into her face. I opened my eyes, and her hard rod was before me. I quickly took it into my mouth, and we began a synchronous dance on each other’s hard shafts.  
 
    It wasn’t but a few seconds and we both came into each other’s mouths. When our bodies had stopped jerking and we finished humping each other’s faces, we slid head to head and embraced, our breasts pressing against each other as we mingled our come in our mouths.  
 
    I leaned back on the pillow, my head to the side to look at her. She was lovely, gazing into my eyes and stroking my hair. “I love you, Jamie.”  
 
    “I think I love you too, Billie. I can’t believe us together. It’s so wonderful. You’ve already shown me so much about myself and about what I’ve been missing. I owe you.”  
 
    “You owe me nothing. I merely helped let out what was inside you. You still have a ways to go, though, so just give me your trust, okay?”  
 
    I kissed her lips. “Okay. I’m starving.”  
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    We put an order in for room service to deliver French toast, eggs and bacon, and we had coffee on the balcony while we waited.  
 
    “So, Jamie. I take it you’re over your reservations about the new you and your sexuality?” She held my hand and gazed into my eyes as she sipped her steaming cup.  
 
    I gazed off into the distance and sipped. “Yes and no. There’s still a little bugger in the back of my brain that’s giving me a hard time. Especially after my libido is sated and that portion of the experience leaves.”  
 
    “Do you feel that way now?”  
 
    “A little.”  
 
    “But how else do you feel?”  
 
    “Hmm...” I crossed my legs, looked at my painted toenails and fingernails, looked at my heaving breasts. “Pretty? Sexy? Feminine?”  
 
    “And is that good?”  
 
    “Yes and no. The bugger says not good, you’re being an idiot.”  
 
    “Okay then. I have a plan for today. They have a support meeting for you girls today. It’s meant to help get the buggers from your brains and enjoy the week better so you can truly see what it’s like as the new you.”  
 
    “Really? That might be helpful.”  
 
    “It is. I went to it when I was first here. Believe it or not, my brain was playing some games with me too back then. The meeting’s in a large room with a couple of psychologists leading the discussion.”  
 
    Our doorbell rang. I wrapped my robe tight, cinched the belt, and walked in my heels to the door.  
 
    “Hi, room service.” A cute young man flashed a big smile as he rolled a cart into the room.  
 
    “Wait, let me get my purse.”  
 
    “No, ma’am. No tipping here. It’s all included.” He smiled and stood there with his arms behind his back. His eyes roamed my face and body. He was very cute.  
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad. It doesn’t feel right somehow. And you’re so nice.”  
 
    Billie came up behind me and placed her hand on my shoulder while she checked him out. He was doing the same to her, and I watched his crotch as it raised a little tent, then went back down. Gosh, he was so cute.  
 
    Billie whispered in my ear, “He’s so darn cute, and he likes us.”  
 
    I nodded. He was still standing there, smiling and waiting. He must have known he might get something as a tip. A non-monetary tip. I was still satisfied from our wake-up treat and not aroused. I wanted to make him feel good, but then again, I was hesitant because I’d be acting gay again.  
 
    Billie said, “Well, thanks so much. We better get eating before it gets cold.” She shook his hand.  
 
    “Yes, for sure. Enjoy, ladies.” He turned and left.  
 
    We rolled the cart to the table and unloaded it, then sat and ate. I said, “I thought you might have given that cutie a BJ.”  
 
    “I thought about it, but you satisfied me well this morning, and I just wasn’t as thrilled about it as he seemed to be. Did you want to?”  
 
    “I thought he should have gotten some kind of tip, and I know he’d have loved that, but I was too satisfied to bother, and it felt like I’d be acting gay again.”  
 
    “Well, those thoughts and beliefs of yours will be fixed by the end of the day. Let’s eat and shower, and I want you to use the attachment in there to clean that pretty ass out too. You want to be clean to be able to have something in there. Like me making love to you. Or one of the boys from last night even... Mmm... From experience, I know they’re very good at it.”  
 
    My eyes popped wide open, and my hand covered my mouth. “Have a man in there? Eww.”  
 
    “Honey, you need to grow up and be a big girl now. Eat and let’s get ready.” She looked at the clock. “It starts in an hour and a half.” 
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    I showered and did as she asked. I felt incredibly clean and fresh, and once again, I thoroughly enjoyed washing my body. I did my hair and makeup and put on some sheer suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out a little so I wouldn’t have to take them down to pee. I put on a new black pinstripe business suit like Billie had worn when we arrived and was going to wear today.  
 
    I admired myself in the mirror as I put on my jewelry and sprayed on perfume. I was definitely more powerful and interesting to look at than I ever had been when I presented as a man. It just felt right.  
 
    Billie stood next to me and looked at us in the mirror. She placed her hand on my shoulder and said, “We make a powerful-looking team, don’t we? You look fabulous.”  
 
    “Thanks. I feel fabulous too.”  
 
    “Good.” She slung her purse on her shoulder and looked at her watch. “We better get going.”  
 
    We left hand in hand and made our way to the discussion group, our heels clicking, my breasts tugging, hips swaying, and a big smile on my face. I felt soo good, and I wasn’t aroused even a bit.  
 
    We approached the double doors of the meeting room. I turned to Billie and kissed her on the lips. “Thanks for doing this for me. I’m so glad I won that raffle. I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too. C’mon, princess.” She opened the door and we entered. The room was half filled, and there were large note pads and pens, water pitchers and glasses on the tables. Pastry, fruit, and other snacks were laid out on a buffet table at the side of the room. Billie walked us past the snacks, and we each took a protein bar. Then she led us to the front of the room, where we took seats in front of the podium on the stage.  
 
    I looked around the room. It had what appeared to be women and men. One would never know if some or many of the women were like Billie and me, or whether some of those presenting as men might have previously been women. The room continued to fill as I dated and titled my notepad; it was a habit from business meetings and college days. Being an engineer, I’d formed patterns of behavior that stay would stay with me for life. I thought about that and my current situation. Would I be able to shake my old self off?  
 
    Two women ascended the stage and went to the podium. “Hello, ladies and gentlemen. We’re so happy you’re here for whatever reason. We’re here to help you thoroughly enjoy your week and explore your inner selves. I’m Dr. Joyce Sisters, and this is Dr. Brian Mentor. Please get snacks or drinks, and we’ll begin in a moment.  
 
    A few people moved about, and then when they settled, Dr. Sisters began. “You may be here because you’ve always felt more feminine than the man you were or more masculine than the woman you were. Most of you have made the former transition—male to female. You may also be here at the behest of your significant other, whether you are gay or heterosexual. Others of you are here just to explore new territory and gain insight into another way of living. In any case, feel free to ask questions at any point.”  
 
    She looked around the room. Dr. Mentor said, “How many of you are hearing little voices in your brains saying this is wrong?”  
 
    About half the hands went up.  
 
    “How many of you are feeling as if you’ve finally found your real skin?”  
 
    Most of the hands went up.  
 
    “So it appears you may feel just swell in your new self but have issues with other aspects, such as your sexuality bugaboo. If you’re a male-to-female, you may look at yourself in the mirror and feel it’s all wrong, even though you feel like this is your real skin. You may have desires now that feel wrong.” I nodded, as did others. “Why?”  
 
    “Maybe because there’s a piece of anatomy that isn’t supposed to be on a feminine form.” He picked up some scissors and snipped the air. “Well, just chop it off.”  
 
    A gasp came from the crowd. Dr. Sisters laughed and said, “That’s a normal reaction. Actually, only nine tenths of a percent of transgender male to females actually get vaginoplasty. So don’t let that thing get in your way or think you need to remove it, okay, girls?”  
 
    A lot of deep sighs and chuckles ensued.  
 
    Doctor Sisters continued, “I never had mine removed, and I’ll be darned if I’d ever lose my favorite buddy.” She laughed again. “So back to the issue. Why do you feel you’re doing something wrong in the recesses of your brain?”  
 
    The two of them then launched into a PowerPoint presentation with statistics, discussing societal control structures like religions and the military and society as tribal and communal structures, how we’re raised in a tribe, and so on. Then they showed the effect of the internet and forming of other societal structures and the impact on the new freedoms and ways of living and how much alternative lifestyles have grown.  
 
    By the end of that, my bugger got much quieter and stopped questioning. Then Dr. Sisters and Dr. Mentor went into the sexual aspects—sensuality, making love in a new way, giving pleasure to others regardless of their gender, and the joy one receives. Heads nodded in the room, and people clapped from time to time. Paradigms were being shattered; new ways of seeing and being were being shored up and solidified.  
 
    People asked questions, shared their feelings, answered the doctors’ questions openly. By the end of the meeting, my bugger was dead, and I felt renewed and refreshed. Confident in the new me. A lot of the attendees went to shake the doctors’ hands, but the line became so long that Billie and I just left.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said to Billie. “That helped. My bugger is dead. I love you and I love me, and that’s all that needs to be in my head.” 
 
    She kissed my lips lightly and ran a hand over my hair. “That’s my girl. I always knew you’d be good for this.”  
 
    “Always?”  
 
    Her face flushed. She took my hand and started us walking. “Let’s walk and talk. Yes, almost always. My birth name is William.”  
 
    “I know. You told me before.”  
 
    “Think, Jamie—William. Go back in time to one of your earliest best friends. We parted ways when I was fourteen.”  
 
    “William!? Oh my god. You’re my old best friend William?”  
 
    “That’s me!”  
 
    “Wow. What are the odds of you happening to be living around me and selling raffle tickets?”  
 
    “Oh, come now. The odds of that just happening are pretty darn slim, sweetie.”  
 
    I glanced at her. She squeezed my hand. “I tracked you down after college and moved there. I watched you for a while to be sure it was really you, and I felt the same thing for you as when I was little. That’s probably why you were so attracted to me too. We were different from the other boys, and when you had to move, I was lost without you. I missed you forever. Then when I had the resources and I had gone through the change myself, I said to myself, I’m finding Jamie. He’ll want what I want, and we’ll be together forever.”  
 
    “Wow. I remember us hiding and playing with my sister’s dolls.”  
 
    “Yup. And dressing up in her clothes together? That was so much fun! I knew you’d love this.”  
 
    I stopped and turned to face her. I looked deep into her eyes, remembering the William that had been there. “Wow. Well, thank you so much. I’m so happy I won the raffle.”  
 
    She grinned. “Uh, it was a raffle with only one person in it. You.”  
 
    “What? You paid for all this?”  
 
    “Printed the fake tickets and never sold any but to you. Why not?”  
 
    “God, now I really feel like I owe you.”  
 
    “Don’t. Just become the girl you were always meant to be with me. Now let’s start really enjoying who and what we are.” She dug in her purse and produced two pills like the ones we took before. “Want one with lunch?” She grinned. 
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    We ate lunch on the patio in our business suits, our coats on the backs of our chairs, basking in the perfect seventy-five degrees. I couldn’t believe I had found my best friend, or she had found me, that is. And to give me such a gift. I was ecstatic.  
 
    After lunch, she placed the pill next to my glass. I took it, and she took hers, and we had our coffees. By the time we finished, I was hard as a rock in my tight panties, and my skin was tingling all over. The tight skirt of my suit made it impossible to stand and not have it show like a sausage pointed toward my belly.  
 
    “Billie, we can’t stand up now after that pill. Mine shows like I’m packing a sausage down there.”  
 
    “Not to worry, honey. It’s accepted here. It’s who you are, and no one will think less of you. Many will think it looks quite nice. Others won’t even notice. I take it you hadn’t noticed girls like us looking like that?”  
 
    “Not really.”  
 
    “Look around. There.” She motioned with her head. A woman with one twice my size was wearing a bikini bathing suit and sheer cover.  
 
    “Wow. She looks hot.”  
 
    “See? Let’s go.”  
 
    Billie stood up; her hard-on showed magnificently through her skirt. We slung our purses over our shoulder and left. The walk was interesting. Some people noticed and some didn’t. The ones who did only smiled, nodded, or gave a thumbs-up and winked at us. Nothing bad at all.  
 
    “Billie, you were right. Too bad the real world isn’t like this yet.”  
 
    “I know. Someday, maybe. Of course, it would never be appropriate at work, but it may be fine in nightclubs and similar places at some point. No different than a revealing dress on a woman or showing nipple bumps, right?”  
 
    “I guess.”  
 
    “So, my dear, are you ready for me to make love to you?”  
 
    “I am, but I’m scared it’ll hurt.”  
 
    “I have something to make it easier. Let’s go back to the room and get ready for dinner, and I can help you feel better about making love to me tonight.”  
 
    I wanted to embrace her and feel connected to her like that and to have her connect to me like that. My body tingled with the thought as the pill did its job, my breasts jiggled with each mincing step in my high heels, my hips swayed, and my perfume wafted to my nose. I held my head high, smiled, and said hi to the passersby. I was in heaven. Soon, I’d be taken even higher. 
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    Back at our suite, we showered together, being careful to not stimulate each other too much and waste the build-up. We sucked each other’s nipples and soaped our bodies. We washed each other’s hair. When we were done, we did our hair and makeup side by side, opting for a dramatic nighttime look. We looked like two exotic creatures built for nothing but pleasure. At that point, we sure were.  
 
    When we were done, Billie embraced me. We kissed deeply, then she took us into the bedroom. “I bought us matching dresses some time ago in anticipation of this evening so we could both be proud of what we are and show the world. Well, this resort world at least.” She went into the closet and came out with two minidresses in white with glittering silver threads through the fabric, stretchy and clingy, with low-cut tops. She held one up for me.  
 
    “We’ll fit our hips into those?”  
 
    “Damn right. Boobs, too, with no bras. We’re just wearing these dresses and lace-top, thigh-high stockings and white strappy five-inch stilettos. It’ll be more revealing than being naked, yet we’ll almost be naked. No panties either. Stockings, heels, and the dresses.”  
 
    “Wow. I can’t wait to see you in it.”  
 
    “Likewise.” She grinned and threw it at me. I went into the dresser and found sheer suntan lace-top, thigh-highs. My heart pounded as I sat on the bed and dressed, strapped my new white heels on. I stood and went to the full-length mirror, put on my jewelry and sprayed perfume all over.  
 
    Billie was dressed next to me, putting in her earrings. “Nice dress, huh, baby?”  
 
    My eyes roamed over both of us, our hardness showing even the shape of the head beneath the clingy fabric. The crinkles smoothed out over our hardness, held against our bellies. Our nipples were equally prominent and felt like they had their own wonderful nerve endings, being constantly stimulated with each movement.  
 
    I laughed. “Are you sure this is okay? I mean... it’s really over the top.”  
 
    “Honey, I’ve worn this dress here before. You’ll see. It’s a real conversation starter. Good conversations. There’s no one here to pass judgement on us. Just other open-minded, cognitive, truth-seeking people.”  
 
    “Okay with the people then. But what about all the intruders we’ll have? I just want to be with you tonight.”  
 
    “Don’t worry. We’ll have a nice dinner and go to the club and meet some nice people, and then we can come back to our suite.” She kissed my lips lightly. “I want to socialize you more before we leave here. You need it. Trust me, you’ll love it. Okay?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    We sprayed perfume all over us and loaded our purses; then Billie dug something out of her suitcase. “I’ll be right back. I have to get these out of the package and wash them.” She went into the bathroom.  
 
    I admired myself in the mirror, played with my hair, sniffed the perfume on my wrist. Then Billie appeared behind me again. She took my hand and led me to the bed. “Lie on your belly and lift your butt.”  
 
    I did. I felt a slick, soft thing as it made its way between my cheeks and pressed against my hole. “Hey!”  
 
    “It’s okay. Just relax and it’ll go right in.”  
 
    I relaxed and felt it stretch me out and then get sucked in. Then it swelled up inside—I heard her pumping it up with a bulb, and then she lowered my dress. “Stand up and walk.”  
 
    I walked around, feeling that thing inside of me. It wasn’t unpleasant. Then it began to vibrate quietly in pulses and surges. I grabbed the dresser as a shock went into me. “Huh, uh...” 
 
    “Good?”  
 
    “Too much.”  
 
    It diminished and I stood straight and looked at her as she adjusted the device using her phone. She smiled at me. “Good now?”  
 
    “Uh, a little more maybe.”  
 
    “I’ll set it where mine’s set.” She played with her phone. It nearly shook me when it went off, but it felt incredible. “God, yes, right there. Won’t need any more pills.”  
 
    “The pills are still working anyway, and they’ll last all night, honey. Can you walk without spurting anything?”  
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be fine. This is wild. I never would have guessed something in my butt could feel so good.”  
 
    “Wait until you have something real in it, sweetie.” She took my hand, and we were off for a night of parading ourselves proudly and confidently. 
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    We strutted through the place, enjoying the happy and impressed people as they acknowledged us on our way to the French restaurant, both of us literally on the edge of our sensual peak.  
 
    “That parade we made was fun, actually,” I said as the maître d' led us to our table facing the golf course.  
 
    “See?” Billie said. “Always listen to your best friend.”  
 
    We sat together at a corner, our legs touching and our hands resting on each other’s thighs while we perused the menu. My cheeks even tingled from all the stimulation I was getting. I sipped my martini, the taste incredible, as if my taste buds had multiplied. I could smell the kitchen, the flowers on the table, and our perfumes. Looking at the golf course, I had never seen grass so green or fifty-yard markers so red.  
 
    “What’s happening to me, Billie? My senses seem so acute.”  
 
    She nodded and squeezed my hand. “It’s what happens when it all comes together. It’s what humans feel when the serotonin and all the feel-good chemicals are flowing, driven by the sensations of our clothing and everything else. The plug and the pill help, but we don’t need them to get here. I’m glad you’re feeling it, though, so you know this is how humans are meant to be when they’re fully alive and well and happy.” She kissed my lips lightly. “I need oysters.”  
 
    We dinned and indulged in the best food of my life, enjoying each other and catching up on what we had both been doing all those years. Espressos and absinthe drips with dark chocolate torts were our desserts, bringing us to the perfect level of a slight buzz with lots of energy and alertness.  
 
    “What a perfect meal, Billie. Thank you for all of this.”  
 
    “You’re welcome, my love.” She kissed my lips. “Ready to dance and drink and be social?”  
 
    “If we must.”  
 
    “We must.”  
 
    We paraded once more through the place to the club. We didn’t go deep into it but sat at the beginning of the bar, choosing a couple of stools with seats open around them. We ordered drinks and swiveled our seats to be able to people-watch, our legs crossed, bouncing a foot, the tops of our lace-top thigh-highs just peeking from under the hems of our dresses. I rested my hand on my very hard self on my abdomen and pressed on it with my palm as we chatted.  
 
    “This is incredible, Billie.”  
 
    “Good. I’d hoped you’d say that.”  
 
    People came and went as we sat and watched them. A few girls had gathered at a high-top and were doing shots and having fun in their cute and sexy clothing. I wondered if they were like us or not. I motioned at them with my head and asked Billie, “What do you think those girls are?”  
 
    “Hmm, hard to say. Let’s stretch a bit.” She took my hand and slid off the barstool. I stood and we both stretched our arms up, and I waited for her. “All better?”  
 
    She looked at the girls, but they hadn’t noticed us. “Let’s go dance.”  
 
    We took our purses and went to the dance floor, passing by them and making our way through the guys and girls in the club. We danced to a few songs and went back to our seats.  
 
    I sipped my drink and we swiveled our seats back around to watch the people.  
 
    The group of girls and some others were all approaching us, smiling. The first girl said to us, “Wow, you girls are hot tonight. We love the boldness of your dresses.”  
 
    “Thanks!” Billie said. “Maybe you should try a dress like this.”  
 
    She looked us both up and down. “I never thought of it, but you know, now that I have boobs and hips, I really should. Why not, right? Especially here. Oh, heck, why not?”  
 
    She looked around and then slid her hand under her dress and adjusted her panties, then put her dress back down. Her package was now prominent in her tight clubbing dress. She adjusted it so it stood vertically and began to grow before us. “God, that does feel so much better. Does it look okay?”  
 
    I placed my hand on it and rubbed it. “It’s getting bigger by the moment and looks lovely.” I took my hand away and smiled. “I’m Jamie, and this is my love, Billie.  
 
    The other girls around us did the same, and soon, all of them were revealing their sensual nature and exotic beauty. We all chatted and drank together—hugging and kissing and acting like sorority sisters. We had a ball with them and danced and drank and sat together, caressing and being flirty.  
 
    Billie and I were nothing if not totally social that evening. We even exchanged phone numbers multiple times, and we all put a TG tag before the names, so we could easily find each other in our contacts.  
 
    By midnight, Billie and I were lounging on a couch together, chatting and sipping drinks with the gay guys we had sucked off the other night. They ended up being quite nice, much more than just boy toys to suck.  
 
    We had a ball and then said our goodbyes, and Billie kept to her word. “A good night, Jamie?”  
 
    “It was great. I feel so much more normal and alive now. I mean, I have no reservations about who or what I am anymore. No more bugger in my head.” I looped my arm through hers as we walked, and I held her bicep. “I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too.” We walked like that back to our suite, our heels clicking, all the sensations running through me reminding me what a sensual and incredible being I was. I felt beautiful, confident, alive.  
 
    Billie opened our door, held it as I entered it, and she closed it. We embraced and kissed. 
 
    She asked, “Are you ready? Do you have the energy?”  
 
    I nodded and took her by the hand to the bedroom. 
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    Satin sheets, silky legs slip and slide upon the bed.  
 
    Hardnesses brush, breasts crush, lips lock, tongues dance, legs glide, hands squeeze.  
 
    Breath in draughts, kiss turns to gasp, dresses lift, thighs pinned, a shaft prods, hips beg upward, a gate opens, lover enters, spine electric, column buried, bodies fuse. 
 
    “Oh god, Jamie. You feel so good.”  
 
    Thrust follows thrust like a parade. Eyes lock in love.  
 
    Thighs locked back. One shaft flails. One shaft nails.  
 
    Squeeze her breasts, pinch her nips.  
 
    Eyes enter my soul. Words sing from my angel, “…waited way too long.”  
 
    “My angel. Faster. Harder. Drill me.”  
 
    High-speed rail. Passion in gear. Bites her lip.  
 
    Toes pointed in heels above, swing and sway. The bed cries out a play-by-play. My breasts tug and reel away.  
 
    Angel grunts. Angel rams.  
 
    Angel whimpers. Angel slams.  
 
    Angel squeaks. Angel jams.  
 
    Impaled by a goddess.  
 
    She winces and whimpers. 
 
    Rapid and fervent thrusts.  
 
    “Oh! 
 
    God! 
 
    This. 
 
    Is. 
 
    How. 
 
    Life. 
 
    Should. 
 
    Be!” 
 
    “HUH!”  
 
    China-deep. Eyes locked. Bodies shake. Spear swells. Shoved deep. Spear swells. Whimpers, shudders, squeaks.  
 
    I whimper. My body spasms.  
 
    Pearl strings fly...belly...stockings...face.  
 
    Heavenly look on the angel’s face. Squeeze her nipps. 
 
    A shuddering gush, in deep.  
 
    Angel falls, breasts on mine. Kisses fall all over.  
 
    Stroke her hair. 
 
    Sniff her fragrance. 
 
    Whisper to the angel, “That was heavenly. I love you soo much.”  
 
    I squeeze her tight to me, crush our breasts together, our nipples send a last ripple of joy into us.  
 
    I pull her hips to me tight, drawing her into me and joining us as one...one last moment before it withers.  
 
    We kiss. We shrink. Hearts slow. Breathing rests. Bodies melt. Souls merge. Heaven falls upon us. 
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    I woke in the morning, my eyes opening to the sweet, sweet girl lying next to me, her hair beautifully mussed, her eyeliner slightly smudged, her lips full and half painted. She was the most beautiful person I’d ever known and the most enticing woman I’d ever met.  
 
    I slid slowly from the bed, careful not to wake her. I showered quickly and slipped on a skirt and top with some sandals. I went into the little kitchenette and made us a pot of coffee and some toast and butter. I poured two of the little boxes of cereal into bowls and placed them on the table with the milk. I wanted Billie to get some food into her right away so she’d feel good sooner, rather than having to wait for room service or go out to breakfast right away.  
 
    I went into the bedroom, sat down in the chair, and watched her sleep. She was an angel. My angel now. Forever. I had given up my limiting paradigms and beliefs, and she’d made this possible for us. We still had a good amount of the week left to enjoy, and I was ready to give her all the joy I could.  
 
    She stirred and rolled over, facing me. Her eyes were closed. She took a deep breath and stretched. I sat on the bed. Her eyes opened, and I kissed her cheek. “Good morning, my love. Will you marry me?”  
 
    Her eyes went wide. She sprang up and hugged me and kissed me all over my face. “God, yes. Oh god, yes!” We hugged and kissed. “This is so great!”  
 
    “It is. My best friend is going to be my wife, and I’m going to be hers.” 
 
    She smiled and stretched again, then pulled me to her and kissed my lips. “Mmm, what a great morning.”  
 
    “I’ll say. So, I made coffee, toast, and cereal if you want to eat right away. You must be hungry, with all the energy you expelled last night making love to me. It was heavenly.”  
 
    “It was! Thank you. I am starving.” She leapt from bed, wrapped a short satin robe around her, slipped on some sandals, and ran into the kitchen. We sat and ate.  
 
    I asked, “So what do you want to do the rest of the week?”  
 
    She gazed up and to the right. “Hmm, not sure. Maybe just relax with my best girlfriend and wife-to-be? Do you want a wedding?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Let’s stew on it for a while, okay?  
 
    “Okay. No rush. Let’s see, this week. I’m quite satisfied sexually right now. You really took it all out of me last night.” She winked.  
 
    “I know. I felt you swelling and pumping it into me. It was heaven. I’m immensely satisfied too.”  
 
    “Good. Then maybe you can see what it’ll be like for you on a regular day when you’re not all horned up. You can feel how it feels to be a girl in your new body without the drive of sex.”  
 
    “That sounds lovely. I treasured just showering and getting ready this morning. I feel so pretty and so comfortable in my skin. Let’s go shopping for clothes for work for after the vacation. I could use some jeans to fit these hips and more casual, less revealing clothes too. That might be fun.”  
 
    “Sounds good. I love to shop now. I’m sure you do too. So you decided to stay as a woman after this?”  
 
    “I think so. Enjoying being a non-sexual girl for a while will seal the deal, but I’m pretty sure I love how I feel and look now much more than before.”  
 
    So do you think you’ll go up to a D-cup? That’s the size I went to, by the way. They’re still nice and firm too. She opened her robe, then lifted and dropped her breasts. “See? Still don’t need to wear a bra if I don’t want to. They just feel a bit more powerful than the C’s. But the Cs look really nice on you, too, and it’s easier to find tops and dresses to fit the C’s. Your choice.”  
 
    I looked down at my breasts and squeezed them. “These are really nice, but like you say, I think the D’s would feel more powerful and might be even sexier. I like yours. I’ll see when the time comes. Maybe the shopping will alert me to what I want to do. Right now, I want the D’s.”  
 
    “Either way, you’ll be no less gorgeous than you are now. So, then on the other days, maybe we can catch a movie, go for a walk in the woods, sit by the pool... stuff like that. Just relax a little and enjoy being together.”  
 
    “That sounds so maaarvelous, darling.” I laughed. 
 
    So that’s exactly what we did. I was enthralled with shopping and found plenty of clothes for work and more casual clothes. I loved wearing them and just being a girl. I felt so much better about my self-image. We had our nails redone, hung out, and really relaxed. Then the day before the last day, Billie said, “Well, girl, the party is almost over. Should we plan something for our last night? Maybe get some people together for a party? Maybe some of those girls we met, who gave us their numbers? Maybe invite the gay guys?”  
 
    I crossed my silky, stockinged legs in my flowered minidress and bounced a high-heeled foot, remembering the gay guys and the girls like us. We had such fun with them that night! I throbbed in my panties and began to get hard. “Hmm, that sounds enticing. I wouldn’t mind having those guys around, or the girls, or both, even. Have you ever been made love to while sucking someone? That sounds hot.”  
 
    “It does, doesn’t it? No, unfortunately, I’ve never had the opportunity. I suppose I could have, but I never pursued it. I think I’ve been more sexual around you than I’ve been before. I mean, I’ve had sex with people but not as a goal or primary objective. It was in relationships. Something wild like that could be fun. You wouldn’t get jealous seeing me with others?”  
 
    “I don’t think so. Would you?”  
 
    “No, I’d like to see you being made love to and going wild. It’s not something we’d be doing all the time when we’re working again. If you agree, honey, I say let’s try it.”  
 
    “Okay. Wow. Sounds wild. I want to dress special for it. Could we get away with even more revealing clothing than those tight white dresses we wore?”  
 
    “I don’t see why not. It’s not like this is a family resort.” 
 
    A huge grin grew on my face. My hand covered my mouth, and my eyes lit up. “Oh my god, this is going to be so much fun!” I re-crossed my legs and trapped my hard-on between my thighs. “God. I’m so hot thinking about it. Let’s go shopping for outfits!”  
 
    “You go, girl!” 
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    We found the perfect outfits and were really going to strut our stuff. That night we primped and prepped and made ourselves into total seductresses.  
 
    We wore sheer black-lace body stockings with built-in sheer sheaths for the packages between our legs. We tied black ribbons under and around our globes to hold them tight and up, and then we put a bow under the shaft above the globes. We wrapped it all up with black lace garters, and our favorite little pill kept it all tight and rigid so our hard shafts led the way, wagging as we walked. Black PVC corsets with shelves for our breasts and sheer black coats down to the thighs, belted at the waist, completed the outfit. All of it sat atop five-and-a-half-inch, strappy, fetishy stilettos.  
 
    “Ready for the coup de gras?” Billie asked, smiling wide eyed as she held up two butt plugs with furry little puffs that resembled rabbits’ tails.  
 
    “Oh yeah.” I took mine and lubed it up then pushed it past the gate, stretching me, and let it suck into my butt. The black rabbit-tail puff now nested between my butt cheeks. I looked in the mirror, turning my ass to see it, and wagged my butt. “It’s so cute! Feels nice too.”  
 
    She admired hers and tugged on it a little. “Nice. Quite secure, too, but it’ll come out easy enough when it’s time, and we’ll already be lubed up. Sitting on the puff will shove it deeper and will feel good. Perfect.”  
 
    The collars we wore spelled out “SLUT” in gemstones on leather to be sure there was no misunderstanding as to our objectives for the evening. I felt the part. 
 
    We sprayed perfume all over our bodies, slung our purses on our shoulders, and headed out into the resort. The heels were so high, we walked as if we were in hobble skirts in order to not fall. I felt deliciously vulnerable; our hips swayed, our breasts bounced, and our dicks swung.  
 
    We walked hand in hand, flashing smiles to all the applauding, smiling, and whistling passersby. Into the club we went and took seats at the bar. We ordered martinis, and our guys and girls all appeared around us.  
 
    “Thanks for inviting us, girls!” one of the gay guys said.  
 
    His partner said, “Wow, you girls are hung and hard tonight! Love the decorations. Makes those big things look so feminine wrapped in lace like that.”  
 
    “Thanks!” I said as I throbbed in the air, poking out from my crossed legs. One of our girlfriends came over and wrapped her long-nailed hand around my shaft in its sheer sheath and said, “This is nice. So silky. It’s like stockings for your most sensitive part. I have to get a pair of these. It won’t even be in the way if you want to use it.” She bent down and took it into her mouth, bobbed her head on it a few times, and flicked her tongue on it. She popped off with a slurp. “Mmm, doesn’t interfere a bit. How you been, girl?”  
 
    The other girls were just as happy to see us, and we all drank, chatted, caressed, rubbed, jerked, and sucked each other right at the bar, gaining more followers and attention as the night wore on. We all moved into the lounge, to more comfortable seating in the conversation pit. Billie sucked one of the girls. I stroked Billie slowly until she finished her off. Then I took a turn on another girl with Billie stroking me.  
 
    After a time, it was obvious we weren’t going to be able to last much longer, and Billie said, “So are you ready for one in your mouth and one in your bottom, girl? I can’t wait anymore.”  
 
    “God, yes.”  
 
    Part of the conversation pit was a padded coffee table that could be used for seating or drinks. We made our way there, and Billie said to the girls sitting on it, “Excuse us, ladies, but we need to borrow the table for a little while. Mind if we do? You can be first.”  
 
    They were quick to get up and allow us to use it. We both knelt on it and removed our puffy rabbit tails. Billie and I waved them over and wagged our butts in the air. “Come use us, girls,” she said.  
 
    The two girls lifted their minidresses, pulled aside their panties and shoved themselves into us, making us gasp. Soon, girls were in front of us, lifting their skirts and shoving themselves into our mouths. 
 
    I breathed in the perfume of the girl penetrating my face. I’d had enough to drink to numb myself a little so I wouldn’t come too fast. The one in back of me dug her nails in, gripping my hips while she pounded herself quickly into me like a humping rabbit. The one in my face held my head as I went crazy on her silky shaft with my tongue, and she thrusted as fast. It was absolutely divine. I glanced at Billie in the same position, obviously enjoying it as much as I was.  
 
    My mouth was feeling as sensitive as my butt, and it gave me almost as much pleasure having her in there. My skin tingled and my breasts hung from my chest, each swing making the fabric rub my nipples and sending more pleasure through me. I looked up at the beautiful face of the girl I sucked, and she looked lovingly down at me, watching herself slide in and out of my mouth.  
 
    I watched her face as she approached the point of no return; she squeezed my head tight, and her shaft swelled in my mouth, sending her passion into me. I swallowed greedily and didn’t miss a drop. The hands on my hips clenched me tight while she shoved deep and hard, making me gag a bit on the one in my mouth. I felt her shaft pumping her fluids into me as she moaned and whimpered, then almost collapsed on my back. 
 
    She withdrew and another took her place, and another took the place of the one in my face. This went on until Billie and I lost track of how many there had been. I was in a dreamlike state of utter bliss, right on the edge of finishing.  
 
    The next thing I knew, when there was no one in my face or my bottom, I was lifted and put on my back. I looked over to Billie, and one of the gay guys had done the same to her. We lay side by side, looking at each other.  
 
    We held hands as the guys pressed our thighs back, our heels in the air above our heads, and slid their thick, long shafts into us. Billie rolled her eyes, and I gasped as they started to drive their battering rams into us. I began to ooze from my tip with each thrust. I squeezed Billie’s hand and looked around. There were several girls with their skirts lifted, jerking themselves as they watched us being pummeled.  
 
    One of them held Billie’s face gently and aimed for her. She opened her mouth and strings of pearly white shot into her hair, on her face, breasts, and mouth. I felt a warm splat hit my face and turned to have it shoot into my mouth and then onto my breasts. The guy inside me was grunting and shoving. My body and breasts were shaking, and my shaft was flailing in front of me.  
 
    He began to go faster and harder and made grunting sounds as his face contorted. More pearly streams from the girls shot onto Billie and me as he and his buddy both came inside us, making us both shake, shudder, and shoot all over.  
 
    When they were done, we looked around and there was no one left. Just the two of us. The guys blew us a kiss and left. Billie and I sat up, and I put my arm around her. “Wow. That was crazy.”  
 
    She laughed. “God, yes. I’ll be sore for a week.” She looked at me and wiped some pearls from my eyebrows. “You’ve gotten a lot of compliments, girl.”  
 
    I laughed. “You too, Billie. You should see yourself.”  
 
    “Yeah. I’m sure. Well that was a good finish to the trip, right? Don’t think we’ll beat that one, ever.”  
 
    I kissed a dry spot on her cheek. “Nope. Maybe we should buy some raffle tickets for another trip like this sometime. You know, when we need a break from married life?”  
 
    She laughed. “I did keep the tickets. Do you have the stubs? We could have a drawing once a month until we hit a winner.”  
 
    “I have the stubs. I love you, my best friend, lover, and girlfriend. I love you soo much.”  
 
    “I love you too, Jamie, my wife-to-be. I knew we’d get here eventually. I just knew it.”  
 
    “We should have started sooner. We wasted so much time.”  
 
    “But we have so much left, and now, we can live it the way we were always meant to. Well. Really, really well.”  
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 
 
    Barb and Thom 
 
    For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 
    Amazon: 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
 
    There’s also a website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 
 
    http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com  
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