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I wasn’t sure if I was going to stay in school or not, so I didn’t renew my lease. But when I got a scholarship for a full ride, that changed things. I needed a place to live. My lease would be up in a week. I was desperate.

I wasn’t the most masculine of guys, so I didn’t want to be a roommate with other guys because I wouldn’t fit in and I’d just get picked on like I invariably did.

I went through the campus bulletin boards, the Facebook pages, the apartment listings, all to no avail. So, I figured I’d just hit the bricks and wander around the neighborhoods close to campus and maybe I’d see a sign up for rent or a roommate wanted sign.

I dried my hair and tied it up a ponytail with a strip of leather. I used some light eyeliner and mascara to make my eyes pop, put in my black, stud earrings, three in each ear, wore my bootcut, girl’s jeans and girl’s two-and-a-half-inch-heeled boots that looked like guys boots (I needed the heel for the height it gave me), a black button-down collar shirt, and headed to the streets.

It was a great summer day for a walk, and the air was sweet with fresh cut grass. The houses on the first street were all big old Victorians. They were gorgeous old houses. Most were decent looking, some beat up with beer cans on the porch railings. Those would definitely be out because a bunch of sloppy guys would live in them. That’s the last thing a neat freak like me needed to room with.

I strolled up and down the streets. Saw a couple of room for rent signs, but with obvious reasons not to try them. Then, as I walked down the heaved and crooked, wide-slate sidewalks on the brick-paved street with well-kept houses and lawns, I saw a group of girls hanging out on the front porch—some on the porch swing, some sitting on the railing, their gorgeous asses in short shorts, hanging deliciously off the rail. There was one in the corner that was sitting with her legs crossed on the railing leaning back against the upright. She was gorgeous. There wasn’t a sign up but so what if they didn’t have a room? It was a chance to meet some hot chicks and I might actually get lucky.

I grinned and waved at the girl watching me walk down the street. She waved back. “Hi! You’re cute!”

I laughed and continued to the front porch. I ran up the steps. “Hi. Thanks for the compliment. My name’s Cameron.” I leaned against the support column by the step and crossed my foot. All the girls were hot. Gorgeous.

“Hi Cameron. I know a Cameron who we call Cami. Does anyone ever call you Cami?”

“My mom. My dad. Occasionally others. I like Cam.”

“Can I call you Cami?”

I chuckled. “You can call me anything you want! Just call me.”

She laughed and slid off the wide railing, presenting her hand. “I’m Jess. Nice to meet you, Cami.”

Her hand was soft and had long painted nails. “Nice to meet you. You don’t know any place decent that needs a roommate or is for rent, do you? I wasn’t gonna stay this year, but I ended up getting a full ride and now I need a place in a week.”

Her wavy, honey colored hair shined as she squinted, holding her hand in front of her eyes to shade them and talk to me. The tiny crop top she wore revealed luscious, firm breasts. Her painted lips were full, her skin impeccable and silken, her eyes luminous green.

“A week? That’s perfect. We just posted a listing before you stepped onto the porch. A roommate just left us because she found a perfect job sooner than she thought. We were afraid we wouldn't find anyone to take her room, because everyone’s leases are done and anyone who needs a place is already all set. Full ride, eh? Nice. Congrats. You must be smart.”

My face blushed. “Thanks. Yeah, full ride. I have to be careful with rent, though, or I’ll need to get a job.”

“What were you paying?”

“1200. It tapped my savings out. If I could get just a room for like 500, it would be perfect. I’d have plenty of money left over.”

“Janine was paying 400. Is that good? We all pay different amounts to make it work for us. Some can afford more than others and we wanted to be together. We all get along really well.”

“If I could, that would be fantastic!”

Jess moved over to the other girls and talked to them. “Okay ladies. We have a great potential roommate to pick up the slack left by Jess if we want him. Any thoughts?” I stepped up behind her. “I’m Cameron. Questions about me?”

They introduced themselves, and they all looked at me as if I was under a microscope. I could feel their eyes.

Astrid, the cute redhead with all the freckles, and again, green eyes, raised her long nailed hand and tilted her head. “I like your mascara and eyeliner. It really makes your eyes pop. You’re very… uh… handsome is the word I guess.”

“Thanks.”

Aja, the darker skinned one with very curly hair shaved on one side, pretty dark eyes and pouty painted lips raised a finger and pointed her long painted nail at me and said, “Your earrings are cool too and I like that you have the balls to wear women’s boots to make you taller.”

My heart pounded. I never would have guessed anyone would know I wore women’s boots. At least they didn’t notice my jeans.

Freya, the tall one with long blond hair tied back, shaved on each side with pale silver-blue eyes looking like a Viking shield maiden, said authoritarily, “Turn around”

I did and tried to be relaxed, kicking my hip out as I stood there; under the magnifying glass.

Freya nodded. “Thought so. I have those jeans. Good choice—fit well over boots and stretch to fit perfectly. They’re good on you even though you don’t have the hips I do.”

Cassie, the fifth girl who was somewhere in between in height and weight and was really shapely in her shorts and wedge heels, her multicolor, shag hairdo framing her round face with smiling cheekbones, stood from the swing and moved toward me, her breasts jiggling. Her lips were in a grinning smile. “Full scholarship, so you’re not dumb. Took you a while to get it though, so you had to work hard. You’re not afraid of hard work.” She sniffed my hair. Raised my arm and sniffed under it. She dropped my arm to my side and lifted my hands to inspect them. “You’re meticulously neat, hate leaving dishes in the sink or lint on the carpet, you shower daily in the morning and shave your body smooth. Am I right?”

“Wow. How did you know all of that?”

“That’s why you didn’t go for the vacancies down the street from where you came from, because those guys are pigs and you’re a neat freak. That’s good, not bad. I approve. It’ll be worth it getting a roomie that fits in with us and we don’t have to train... too much.” She laughed.

Jess put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed it. “So, all in agreement? We have a new roomie?”

They all applauded, stood and surrounded me, giving me a hug and welcoming me. It was the first time I ever felt so liked. I might end up with a wife after living with these ladies.
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Jess took my arm. “What do you say we all go to Cami’s and get his things and move him in? It’ll be done in no time if we all help and then we can go shopping.”

All the girls stood. Astrid said, “I’ll go get some bags and boxes.”

Aja said, “I’ll get the cleaning supplies.”

Cassie said, “I’ll take the vacuum.”

“Whoa, ladies! I can do it myself. No need. It’s furnished mostly, so I don’t need to move the bed or sofa and stuff.”

Jess hugged my arm and looked into my eyes. “Nonsense. It’ll take you all day to get it empty and clean and it needs to be clean to save your deposit. We have nothing important to do except to help our new roomie and you’ll have your deposit back. Give me the address and I’ll text it to everyone.”

I gave her my phone number and texted the address, and she texted them all. I added their names to my contacts and Freya drove her club-cab pickup truck with Cassie and Astrid in the back, holding the vacuum and cleaning supplies. Aja hopped in front with Astrid and Jess, and I hopped in the tight club cab.

Jess looked at me and patted my thigh. “Isn’t this great? I have to believe that sometimes things happen exactly how they’re supposed to. You found a rental you can afford. We filled the spot we needed to fill and we’re all happy about who we’re going to live with. That is, if you’re happy to live with us.”

I chortled. “Happy? I’m delirious. Not living with slobs and living with gorgeous smart women at a price that keeps me from working? What could be better? I’ll have the entire summer off to do as I want and live the life of Riley... whatever that means. I’m buying dinner tonight for my new roomies.”

“Sounds great! We can all go dancing!”

Freya pulled into my apartments, and we took the elevator up to my one-bedroom flat. I opened the door, and they all rushed in like it was a time challenge. They made my head spin. Freja started boxing my pictures and wall hangings. Cassie ran into the bathroom and started cleaning. Aja was boxing in the kitchen, and Jess ran into my bedroom.

I walked around, trying to find something to do, and moved into the bedroom. Shit! Jessie was neatly folding my panties and stacking them on the dresser. “Jessie!”

“Oh, don’t worry. I won’t let them get dirty. They’re all such pretty panties. It makes sense you’d wear them instead of boring tightie-whities. Why don’t you do the closet? There’s some twine in the box for tying the hangers together.”

I left her to the dresser and started on the closet. At least she didn’t make a big deal about the panties. Seems these girls were pretty open-minded. I had struck gold with them.

It wasn’t an hour, and we packed everything in the truck and the apartment was spit polished. Windows, floors, walls. I’d get my whole deposit back. I had to take them to dinner tonight. They saved me a ton.

We drove the short distance back to my new home, and everyone carried stuff to my new room. My new room. It was definitely feminine. I stood there holding the box with my dresser things, my jaw hanging. Jess appeared at my side. “I know. Janine was a really girly girl. She asked the landlord permission to wallpaper if she bought it. That’s how the cream-colored, flowered walls came to be. She also painted the trim and the dresser to match the pinks and blues in the paper. Well done, but very feminine.”

The king-size bed had a bedspread with a pink background with white-lace overlay and pink satin flowered pillow shams. “I assume the sheets are pink?”

Jess nodded. “She said she washed them. Couldn’t take much with her because she was flying, and it didn’t pay.”

I nodded. “Hey, what the heck? It is pretty. Better than a dump.”

“Right. Very right.” Jess took the dresser box from me, dropped it on the dresser, and started to put it away. I walked into the closet with my shirts and pants on the hangers and hung them up and untied them. It was a size-able closet and there were still clothes in it. “Uh… she left clothes, too.”

Jess came in. “Yup. She left her party clothes and shoes. It looks like the less conservative stuff. She’s gonna have a professional job and so that’s what got left.” She held a dress out and considered it. “Some girl will love it. You have enough room, right?” She looked me up and down and glanced at the dress again, then back at me. She came over and held it against me. “Hmm. I think you two are the same size.” She looked at the floor and there were some boots with a four-inch wedge heel. “Hey, you could wear these. What size women’s shoe are you?”

“Uh, that heel might be too obvious.”

“What size?” She was going through the high heels looking at the sizes.

“Uh... I’m an eight women’s boot.”

“Bingo! I knew it. I thought you were her size when I saw you. What… are you five-foot-six?”

I nodded. “Five-five.”

“Twenty-eight inch waist?”

I nodded.

“We’re almost the same size. I’m a size smaller than you. I might get away with some of her clingier stuff, but you’d fit it all.”

“Jessie!”

“Oh, hush. Don’t worry. I’m not making you do anything you don’t want to.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. I nearly melted. “I just think you’d be cute and really sexy. Let’s finish unloading and have some iced tea out back. You need a tour.”

The truck was empty. We took a tour. I didn’t know where the other girls went. Jess led me through the other bedrooms. Hers was next to mine. All were neat and orderly and well decorated. The parlor had a fireplace and some time period furnishings. In the large dining room, there was an old sideboard with stacked cabinets and a large dining table and an old, but clean, chandelier above it. It was an impressive house.

We walked into the backyard where there was a stone paved patio and a garden, the seats in the shade of the huge, fragrant lilac bushes. The other girls sat at a big round table eating. Freya looked up. “Come eat. Tuna sandwiches Cassie made on Wonder Bread with potato chips and pickles fermented by Aja. Fresh iced jasmine tea with lemon.”

I took a seat, and Jess sat next to me. “Wow. Do you girls always have such coordinated efforts?”

Jess nodded as she put a diagonally sliced four ways sandwich on my plate. “We do. It’s going to be hard not living together after we graduate. Janine, we won’t miss as much, but she was okay. She just wasn’t as into the family aspects like we are.”

Cassie poured me an iced tea and squeezed a lemon into it for me. “We eat well. The Wonder Bread isn’t good for you, but it makes a perfect tuna sandwich. We eat together all three meals if you like to join us. You can take a turn preparing meals or not. Janine chose not to. It’s up to you. We chip in for food and usually have money left over to throw a party.”

We chatted and ate in the storybook setting. There was a new family in my life. They took me under their wings. I definitely had to take them to a nice dinner, no matter what it cost. I had to show them my gratitude.

When there was a break in the conversation, I spoke up. “Ladies, I want to thank you all for the warm welcome and help you’ve given me today. And for allowing me to enter your family and become a part of it. It’s flattering to be a part of such a together group in this age and time. I’d like to show my appreciation by taking you all to a fancy restaurant for some fine dining and then drinks and dancing. I’ll pay for an Uber too.”

Freya shook her head. “Nonsense. We aren’t poor. We’ll let you buy drinks after dancing, but we’ll split dinner. Right, girls?”

All the girls nodded and said right.

“But I want to treat you. You saved me a ton today by keeping my deposit money and on my rent from now on.”

Aja said, “There will be time. You don’t even have your deposit back yet, right?”

“Nope. It’ll probably be a month.”

“Okay then.”

“What else can I do to show my appreciation?” I looked around the table.

Jess was grinning. She looked around the table as she spoke. “Well, we should have a sort of initiation to the club. We need to break down any walls to get closer. Something that would bond us and you so we can live without fears or reservations about anything. Something special to make you a part of our girl’s club as a roomie.” She grinned and looked at the other girls. They all nodded.

Aja spoke. “Definitely! A must.”

Cassie said, “I think it’s a great idea.”

Cute little Astrid’s eyes roamed my face while she beamed. She sipped her tea, her bright green eyes over the top of the glass. “A true Cami tonight. Reveal the inner Cami. Yes!”

Freya nodded. “A rite of passage into our family.”

Jess held my hand and looked deeply into my eyes. “Do you want to be a part of our family? You said you were thankful to be a part.”

“I do. That's right... I mean... I already feel a part of it.”

“Good. then it’s settled. You’ll have your rite of passage tonight. That’s how you’ll thank us. We’ll all get decked out and go to some fine dining and clubbing after and you can buy drinks at the club. You have to get decked out, too.”

“Of course. I have some dress clothes.”

“Not to worry.” Jess gave me a peck on the cheek and looked at the others with all of them wearing naughty grins that turned to beaming smiles. They all hooted and held up their iced teas. Jess said, “To Cami, being one of us girls!”

“What!?”

Jess put her hand on mine, leaned in, and stared into my eyes. “Fully feminized, of course. You’ll present yourself as a woman. We’ll help you.”

My jaw dropped. In a way, it was a dream come true, but in another way it was petrifying.

“What’s the matter, princess? Are you afraid? You don’t have to do it. It’s totally voluntary, but if you don’t, you’ll miss out on a lot.”

“Uh...”

Freya harrumphed. “Come now, Cami. You wear mascara and eyeliner, girl’s jeans and boots, panties. You have a voice suitable to go with a feminine presentation. You’re already a femboy. Your body is perfect for a feminine presentation, short, not muscular, a much better body for a girl than my tall frame. It would be natural for you. I’m amazed you haven’t done it before.”

I nodded. “I know. It seems I should. But I’m a guy and it’s not right and I’m not into guys and cross-dressing is supposed to be addictive. That’s why I’ve always been afraid to. A femboy is acceptable now.”

Jess grasped my hand and squeezed it. “It’s okay to be afraid. And they’re right about being addicting. Why wouldn’t it be? Fantastically sensual, pretty, a new appearance, lots of outfit options, a new walk, power, sensuality. Most things men could never have. I’m sure it will probably addict you once you try it because you’ll be perfect, honey.”

I looked around at them all, waiting. “It’s an addiction, though.”

Aja spoke up, “A possible addiction without harm and only causes good. You drink alcohol, right?”

“In moderation. Sometime I get carried away though. I can’t see getting addicted to it when it causes such hangovers.”

“Well, you can be. Smoking? Drugs? Carbohydrates, sugar, caffeine. All addict-able, but all with bad consequences if one is addicted. If you get addicted to being a girl after the first time, then what will it hurt? Your pride that you were fooling yourself that you were a man?”

I shrugged. “I guess... maybe.”

Astrid spoke, “I’ll bet you’re taken by the way girls present themselves, what they wear, how they move and act. I’ll bet you view at them as special and envy them.”

“I do. I mean, I am a guy and girls attract me.”

“Exactly. Wait till you see how attractive you are as a girl.”

“Then men will want me.”

“And that’ll be your proof, your compliment. Then you’ll sense a power in you like you never knew. You’ll be desirable well beyond what you are now.”

“And then they’ll kill me when they know I’m a fake.”

“Not all of them. Ha! Probably not most of them today. You’ll have more satisfaction with men than you ever did with women because they’ll be so taken with you. You’ll love the attention.”

“But I’m not gay.”

Cassie laughed. “You can still have women as well. And gay is just a label. Another way society has to categorize and classify and judge. We’re all human and prone to loving each other when given the chance. Just relax and experience this for what it is. An opening to a new world, a new life, another way to live more fully. Of course, like we said, you don’t have to do it. It’s totally voluntary, but if you do, we’re here as your family to support you. Oh yeah, and it’s a way for you to thank us.”

I looked at all of them waiting for me. What was I waiting for? I always dreamed of being a girl. How stupid and uncourageous could a man be?

Freya said, “Courage. As Shakespeare said, ‘Boldness be my friend.’”

“Okay. I’ll do it. You’re all convincing me I should have done this long ago. Now I’ll know for sure. Thanks for being so nice to me.”

Jess wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a deep tongue filled kiss. “That a girl!”
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We finished lunch with all the girls chatting excitedly, sometimes whispering, but they were all happy. Whatever. I was still nervous, but I’d do anything to be a part of this group even if they made me wear a donkey suit to go out. We all chipped in cleaning up lunch and finished in no time.

Freya put the pitcher up on the top shelf and said, “I can drive if someone wants to ride in back or we can all fit in Cassie’s SUV.”

Jess spoke up. “I need to take Cami to someplace you weren’t going to so we can get other things besides the party things. You girls go without us and we’ll meet back here.”

Jess took me by the hand, up to my bedroom, and shut the door. She started to unbutton my shirt. “Such delicate skin. So smooth and soft and hairless. It’s good you shave it all.” Her hands roamed my chest as she looked into my eyes. Wow! She was making a pass at me already.

I helped her unbutton it and took it off, hung it on the chair. I turned back, and she was gone. She was digging in Janine’s things in the dresser. She came over holding a pink lace bra out. “Hold your arms out.”

I did. She slid the straps over my arms and moved around back to clasp the hooks of the band. “It’s perfect. You’re her size alright. Her boob size would fit your torso well, too.”

“What are you doing, Jessie?”

“You heard what your thanks to us is. You’re becoming part of this family of girls, so tonight you have to prove you can be. Tonight we’ll go out with you as part of the family of girls. I need you to wear this bra so we can get proper gel inserts to fill the cups and give you cleavage. You can’t wear a V-neck or halter top without them. Well, I suppose you could, but... this will be much better.” She gave me a peck on the lips and moved over to my shirt. She tossed it to me. “Better put that on to leave the house. Let’s go.” She held the door open.
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Jess drove us to the mall, and we walked through to the Victoria’s Secret shop. She led me by the hand to the back and found a salesgirl. “Hi! We need a bra fitting with some gel breast forms. Cami here needs them for an event tonight. She’s going to a special party.”

The girl studied me and grinned. “A special party. How nice. You must be thrilled, Cami. Follow me.”

She started to look at bras. Jessie said, “She’s wearing the right size bra already. We just need the right size forms.”

“Oh good. That’s easy then.” She walked to a stack of drawers and considered me. She unbuttoned my shirt to my belly and felt the cup size. “Hmm...” Into the drawer she dove, took out a form, and stuffed it in my bra, then adjusted my flesh under it. She peeked in my shirt. “Too small. Can go bigger.”

She got the next size and tried it. She tried the second one of the pair. She adjusted them, held my shirt open, and looked at Jess. “Good?”

Jess nodded and squeezed my boobs. She adjusted the cleavage. “They won’t slip out, will they?”

“Oh no. There’s a stickiness to the back that’s permanent. Even sweaty, they’ll stay where she puts them.”

“We’ll take them.” Jess turned to me. “Right, princess? Do you like them? I think any larger you’d need a bigger cup bra and then they’d be too big for your torso. I think this is perfect. You’ll be proud of those puppies.”

I nodded nervously and looked round the store to see if anyone saw us. “They’re fine.”

Jess took them out of my bra and gave them to the saleslady. We’ll take them. She boxed them in their boxes and took them to the counter. Jess patted the boxes. “Oh, we’ll need some pantyhose and stockings too, please. Suntan, and black. Very sheer and three pairs of each.”

The salesgirl ran off. “Three pairs of three colors? Are those for you?”

“No, silly for you. Janine left some tights but not dressy ones, and stockings don’t last forever.”

“Cash or charge?”

Jess looked at me. I took out my wallet and gave her my Visa card. We left.

“Jess, that was so weird. Thanks for not making me wear them out of the store.”

She took my hand. “You’d look odd right now. Later they’ll be perfect. And see? This is still way cheaper than paying for dinner for all of us. And soon, you’ll be a part of the family.” She snuggled my arm around her as we walked through the mall. We stopped at a cheap jewelry store and Jess picked out earrings and necklaces and bracelets for me. She tossed in a bottle of pink colored, highly fragrant perfume. “This is all for one night?”

“You need to have them just in case you want to dress like the rest of the family regularly. You’ll see.”

She led me out to the car, holding my hand tight, and telling me how pretty I’ll be and how she couldn’t wait to see me that way. She told me how sexy I’ll be and how good I’ll feel. I was hard in my pants, thinking of us both being dressed sexy together. She was worth whatever I needed to do. I loved her excitement over this.

I couldn’t wait to stuff my cock in her. I was sure I was getting closer by the minute.
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Jess drove, a smile on her face. “So Cami. Your clothes we moved surprised me.”

“Oh, the panties. I just—”

“No. They didn’t surprise me a bit. It was the lack of the rest of a woman’s clothes that did. So, didn’t you ever dress as a girl?”

“Honestly. No. I like the panties because they’re silky and sensual and don’t show lines under my jeans.”

She shook her head. “Wow. I had you pegged wrong. Sorry. I hope I didn’t hurt your feelings.”

“Not at all. I still consider this a small price to pay to be with you and your family. You girls are great. It’ll be weird for sure. I’ll be nervous as hell.”

“Nothin’ a few drinks and some lovin’ won’t fix.” She squeezed my hand and glanced at me, flashing me a smile. “The other girls will love you for doing it, too. You’ll have a ball too. You’ll see...”

She rambled on about how good it will be. How it will empower me. How sexy I’ll feel and look. How I’ll fall in love with the nuances of being feminine and pretty. It was as if she knew someone else that had done this.

I looked out the window as she rambled and I just tried to relax and get my head around what was happening. I was being feminized by a group of girls that I’ll be living with. Will I end up being their maid? Their slave? What evil thing did they have in mind for me? What if they took pictures? Fuck! Nah, they didn’t seem the type to be so mean. It was just an initiation. A little fun for them and a rite of passage for me into their group. Simple.
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Back at home, the other girls hadn’t returned yet. We climbed the stairs to my room and Jess unpacked my new breast forms and placed them on the bed.

She took my hand, led me into the closet, and tried one dress after the other, holding them up in front of me. “Hmm, too snug. You’d have to tuck. Too casual. I want you decked out. Ah, I remember Janine wearing this. It’s perfect.”

She held it against me. “The fluffy crinoline under the skirt will give you hips and you won’t show your specialness at all, even when it’s rock hard, which I bet will be all the time.” She giggled.

She found a crop top that matched it, took them both to the bed, and laid them out. “Shoes.” She led me back in the closet and found a pair of strappy black patent, five-inch-heel stilettos. She checked the size. “Yup. Perfect. Janine left the ones you can’t walk in all day in favor of work shoes, but these will be great to make you vulnerable and sensual with a shortened stride, and make your hips sway when you walk.” She placed them on the bed.

She opened a package of sheer suntan pantyhose and cut out a piece of the crotch with scissors. “So you don’t have to sit to pee and can keep it free and available.” She folded them neatly on the bed.

She moved to the dresser and picked out a black lace bra and black lace panties and arranged them on the bed. “Okay, I think we’re good for now.” She came over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and gazed into my eyes. I melted. I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a deep kiss. She cradled my head in her one hand and rubbed my crotch. “Mmm, nice. You’re ready.”

I thought to myself, I sure was. Maybe I’d stuff it in her before we dressed.

She broke the kiss and looked at her watch. “Okay, go rinse off and leave your hair damp and I’ll do the same, then come back to help you with your hair and makeup.” She gave me a peck on the cheek and left.

I stripped and showered, touching up any stubble on my legs or anywhere else. I washed my hair and conditioned it. After I dried off, I applied a sweet, lightweight body lotion, Janine left behind, all over me, then tied a towel around me under my arms.

Jess came back in wearing a pink satin robe down to her knees and a pair of slip-on, moderately heeled mules, her hair in a towel. She examined my hair. “I think we’ll curl it and put it in an updo with curls draped off the back and sides.” She heated a curling iron while she dried my hair with a round brush, then made the curls using the iron and some hair product. When she was done, it gave me a cute, very girlish demeanor.

She assessed her work. “Good. Sit on the toilet.”

I sat, and she dug out a pink metallic nail polish from the drawer and a matching set of long fake nails. She painted my toenails, giving them two coats and had me stand in front of the mirror. She unpacked fresh makeup and eyeshadow and showed me what to do on herself then me. First, fresh eyeliner drawing my eyes back. Mascara next, eyeshadow, contouring and blush. Twenty-four hour lipstick painted my lips larger and into a cupid’s bow.

Staring at my reflection, I was as pretty and adorable, not to mention as sexy, a girl as I had ever seen. I throbbed under my towel, hard as a rock, just seeing my face in the mirror.

“See? See how pretty you are? See how much more you are now?”

I nodded, dumbfounded.

“Sit on the toilet again.”

I did, and she applied the pre-painted long fake nails to my fingers one by one. My hands thinned out and looked dainty and feminine. I throbbed in my panties some more as I admired them glinting in the light.

“Nice, huh? You’ll love the feminine way you’ll have to use your fingers once you’re used to them. Careful you don’t poke them through your stockings when you put those on. Now go get dressed. I’ll do the same.”

I stepped into the bedroom and sat on the bed. I guided the sheer silky pantyhose up my legs, relishing the sensation, and pulled my hard package out of the cutout, then slid the silky lace panties up and tucked my hardness against my belly.

I picked up the black lace bra and oriented it, then clasped the hooks in front and rotated it back, then slipped into the straps and adjusted it. I tucked cool, heavy, gel breast forms into their cups and tugged my flesh up under them like the girl in the store did and created my cleavage. It was very convincing.

My pantied cock throbbed below as I held the black dress with patterned beading on it and slipped it up my legs. I stood and raised it, then put my arms through the straps and zipped the back up, then readjusted my cleavage. The bodice hugged my belly and kept it looking firm and small above the flare of the crinoline skirt. My breasts heaved from the V-neck, revealing luscious cleavage. I slid on the short-sleeved crop-top then sat down.

The strappy, black patent shoes looked dangerously high, but fit perfectly and when I stood, they threw off my center of gravity a little along with the weight of my breasts, but I found my balance. I walked tentatively back and forth until I could move quickly in tiny strides, my hips swaying, my breasts jiggling and tugging on my chest. I ran to the full-length mirror.

My heart pounded in my chest. I was something. I moved to the dresser and changed out of my studs for long, dangling, fake diamond strands and put on a matching necklace that rested in my cleavage, drawing the eye to them. Bracelets and rings completed the effect, and I found a fake diamond hairpiece shaped like a butterfly that I put in my hair.

I sprayed my new perfume under my dress, over my hair and arms, and on my legs. The scent filled me with femininity and sensuality. Pulsing in my panties, I filled the black and blingy purse and slung it on my shoulder. Slipping a long nailed thumb in the purse strap, I stood before the full-length mirror.

The girl in the mirror was gorgeous. I couldn't stop throbbing in my panties. I rubbed it from the front of my dress as my eyes roamed the dress, my legs, shoulders, arms, hands and nails, breasts, hair, face. It was overwhelming as I paused there, rubbing my hardness through the fluffy dress. My breath became choppy as I pressed and slid my hand on it. I whimpered. I was on the edge and ready to mess my panties... No, dying to mess my panties as I peered at the pretty girl in the mirror.

A hand fell on my shoulder, and I jumped to the moon. “Oh, my god. You scared me.”

I turned to Jess as she giggled and held me at arm’s length, taking me in. Her eyes were made up and dramatically, her lips filled out and shapely, her hair up and done like mine. She smelled like a dream. “I saw you rubbing your hard-on with the dress like an adolescent looking at porn. That was so cute. You think you’re pretty hot, don’t you?”

“Uh... my god, yes. And it’s all so...so...”

“Sexy... right? See? Isn’t it more fun to be a girl?”

“Oh god, Jess. This is incredible.” I placed my hand over my cleavage gently. “My heart in gonna beat a hole in my chest.”

“Of course. This is very special for you. Your very first time becoming a gorgeous lady. You deserve a drink before we go.” She kissed me gingerly on the lips, took my hand, and turned to leave the room. Jess wore a snug clubbing dress, her hips wagging as she walked in her five-inch heels in front of me, as our tiny steps clicked their way down the hall. Then we held the rail and cautiously navigated the stairway down.

The rest of the girls were in the parlor, standing by the bar with drinks and a pitcher of martinis. As soon as they saw me, they clattered in their high heels across the hardwood floor in a flurry of compliments and affectionate touches and kisses. I was like a princess. They all kissed my cheek and took me in. Freya spoke, “I think I can say for all of us how proud we are of you. You did it, Cami. Now, how is it for you?”

I rolled my eyes and held my hands out with bent wrists and gave a little squeal. “Incredible!”

They all laughed, and Aja poured and delivered martinis to us. She raised her glass. “To our new girl. May she be forevermore.”

We all raised our glasses and sipped. I moved to the bar between Jess and Astrid. We chatted and sipped. Freya tapped her glass with her stainless olive skewer. “Ladies! So you know. Reservations at L’amore at six. I called Heather since she works there Fridays and Saturdays and she found us a private booth in the corner by the fireplace by telling the regulars, who she hates because they send everything back and tip really poorly, that their table broke. Of course, they wouldn’t take a different one and so we have it. So take good care of Heather when she serves us.”

The group chittered with joy. Freja waved her hand again, her long frame looking statuesque and graceful in her super high heels and high slit black gown. “Uber black will arrive at five-forty-five, which gives us another twenty minutes before we leave. Drink up, ladies.”

I couldn’t believe how well all these girls worked together, making life so good and with such a lack of chaos. Jess rubbed my shoulder with her hand as we leaned on the bar. “Ready for a wonderful evening, honey?” She pecked my cheek, then sipped her martini.

“Very. This is wonderful. Thank you for pushing this with me.”

“No, thank you. I love the new you even more than the old you, which, by the way, I liked very, very much.”

I kissed her cheek. My cock throbbed in my panties. Jess’s eyes opened wide. “Oh my! I forgot. Maybe you did it already, but I chose that dress for more than how good it looks on you. I selected it because you can be free under it and that’ll be such a pretty sensation for you as it dances in that silky fluff.”

“Free?”

Jess reached down, lifted the hem of my dress with one hand and with the other, pulled my panties under my globes, then she let the hem drop. Wrapping the soft crinoline around my shaft, she wrapped her fingers loosely around it and stroked it. “Free. No one can see it under all this fluff. Isn’t that a pretty sensation?”

I nodded. She looked into my eyes smiling as she stroked me. She’d want me to fuck her soon. I knew it. The fluff and her subtle stroking was incredible. Those pretty sensations ran through my whole body as my fluff wrapped cock begged to fuck her. “God yes. Very pretty indeed.” We sipped our drinks while she nonchalantly stroked me beneath the bar and I fell under hers and my feminization’s spell completely. I was now her girl.
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The Uber ride was fun and quick, all of us smelling and feeling sweet and sexy. We exited and entered L’amore. The Maitre’d greeted us with smiles and welcomes, then led us across the thick carpeting in the quiet, romantic restaurant to our booth. It was perfect.

We all slid into the booth; a bumping, sliding, silky, stockinged legged, high heeled, boobed, long nailed, perfumed and bejeweled family of femininity until we settled, comfortably snuggled together, our legs touching and sliding beneath the table. Jessie’s hand quickly wrapped my cock loosely in my dress and stroked it slowly and gently while we perused the drink menu. I glided my hand on her leg, trying to get between her crossed legs, to no avail. I whispered to her. “Let me do something nice for you.”

She whispered back. “This is your night. You’re already making doing something nice for me by being yourself.” She pecked my lips. “I think I’d like the green-eyed goddess.” She laughed.

“That’s you alright. I’ll get one too.”

We all ordered drinks. Astrid to my other side slid her hand on my leg as she looked deeply into my eyes. The emerald green of her dress, which was just like mine, but in green, lit her eyes up. “Enjoying being a girl, Cami?” She seized my hand and glided my palm on her crossed leg. “It’s so much more sensual, don’t you think?”

I didn’t know what to do. I turned to Jess to see if she had seen. Jess smiled, released me from her stroking grip and said, “It’s all good, sweetie. Astrid is your sister and mine. Enjoy!” She picked up my hand and guided it under Astrid’s fluffy dress while Astrid let Jessie’s hand and mine between them. Astrid’s eyes were on mine when Jessie’s hand made my fingers touch Astrid’s... cock! Oh, my god. My eyes burst wide. I never would have guessed. I dropped it like a hot potato.

Astrid laughed. Jess scoffed. “Be nice, Cami. That was very rude of you. Now put your hand back there and apologize to Astrid.” I wrapped my fingers around her warm, hard shaft and stroked it slowly. It made my heart race. “I’m sorry Astrid. I didn’t know you weren’t a girl.”

Astrid looked around. Her eyebrows knotted. “What? I most certainly am a girl. Just like you are most certainly a girl.”

“No! I didn’t mean it that way. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. Please!”

Astrid smiled and looked at Jess. “What do you think, Jess? Should I forgive Cami?”

Jess looked up and to the right, her long-nailed finger on pursed painted lips. “Hmm. I think she needs to prove she’s sorry and isn’t grossed out by you. I think she needs to...”

Heather came over and we ordered our drinks after they introduced me to Heather and made it known I was ... special under my dress.

Heather left, and Jess and Astrid leaned into me. Jess said, “To make up for the insult Cami gave Astrid, first, during appetizers,  Cami should stroke you through your dress and you do her. Then, when we order dinner, Cami should get under the table and take your specialness into her mouth and make you feel pretty until she swallows your compliment. Is that acceptable, Astrid?”

She nodded and grinned.

Jess nodded and smiled at me and motioned with her hand to begin. I wrapped Astrid’s cock in her fluffy dress and she wrapped mine in mine and we both stroked each other while Jess caressed my stockinged leg and sipped her drink.

My heart rate slowed as I came to love what I was doing to Astrid, as much as what Astrid was doing to me. Soon, I became a little too passionate about stroking Astrid. She squeezed my cock tight, stopped stroking, and said, “Slow down, princess. You’re supposed to drink my passion, not squirt it all over.”

She continued to delight me with her hand as I slowed down and took a deep breath. I was to suck her cock in a little while. I couldn’t have imagined it, couldn’t have imagined jerking a cock other than mine, but right now, I loved what I was doing and this beautiful woman next to me, well; I had to apologize to her, and that was my penance. I wanted to make her happy. I needed to.

Jess kissed my neck. “Everything okay now, little girl?” She glided her hand over and squeezed Astrid’s grip on my cock and smiled at her, then looked inquisitively at me, tilting her head.

I nodded and grinned. “Fantastic.”

She chortled. “Hey, Astrid! Guess what, Mikey likes it!” They giggled.

Astrid squeezed my cock, slid her palm on my stockinged thigh and said, “She’s learning it’s always more fun to give than to receive. Unless, of course, she’s receiving a nice voluminous compliment down her throat from the person she gave pleasure to.”

Astrid looked into my eyes. “I bet by now you can’t wait for that, huh Cami, girl.”

I nodded, grinning. “You’re very right. Let me do it now.”

“Follow the plan. Follow the plan, miss.” She kissed me deeply on my lips.

I was thoroughly confused. Jessie seemed to have given me over to Astrid. Not that I didn’t like Astrid, but what did that mean? Did it mean anything? I was uncertain, but I now knew, dressed as I was, as pretty seeming as I was, as hard as my cock was in Astrid’s hand wrapped in my fluffy dress lining... with her wonderful cock in my hand, I was feeling pretty damn good about being a girl.


8

The appetizers were fabulous. West coast oysters, a chilled shellfish plate, and a bit of on-the-house caviar. All the while, I was drinking a white Bordeaux while my sexy little Astrid and I made each other feel pretty and Jess fed me and caressed my stockinged legs. I was so ready for what was to come... Astrid.

“How were the appetizers, ladies?” Heather asked as she cleared the plates. “Ready for your main courses? I can put them in when you’re ready. It’ll only take about fifteen minutes, so if you want to wait a little, I’ll wait.”

She stood smiling at all of us. Jess said, “I think we’re ready. Fifteen minutes will be more than enough time. Right Astrid?”

She laughed. “Oh, yeah.”

Jess laughed. “Can you first give us another linen napkin?”

“Sure. I understand.” She took one from her tray and handed it to me. “Here you go Cami. Don’t want to get your knees dirty from the carpet. Swallow well, Astrid gushes a lot of passion from that little body of hers.” She smiled and left.

I shook my head. “Nice. She knows.”

“She’s a good friend. She knows us all very well.”

I looked around at the others. They were all relaxed, smiling, and waiting. Freya motioned with her head. “Get to it, girl. Astrid’s waiting.”

I slid under the table, placed the linen napkin for my knees and knelt on it. Astrid guided her cock and my head together and I took it all into my mouth. It was heavenly. My cock was throbbing incessantly in the fluff of my dress. I bobbed my face on the silky, hairless, sweet smelling shaft, ran my tongue around the tip and the shaft. Tugged and rolled her silky globes in my palm. I was fervent.

Astrid patted my head and whispered under the table. “That is so lovely. You’re a very talented girl. It won’t be long.”

She humped up into my face, squeezing my head tighter. I pulled off and let it bob in the air in front of me. A drop emerged from the tip and slid down the shaft.

Astrid whispered. “Hey! I was ready.”

I whispered back up at her. “I know. We have fifteen minutes and I want it to last. This is too good to just consume. It’s to dine on.”

She laughed. I had her hold the table cloth up so I could see her and she tucked it under her plate. I could peek out from under the table up at her. That made it ever more arousing to me to see her beautiful eyes and face as she reacted to my ministrations, her hand caressing my hair.

While I immersed myself in its glory, its beauty, the power I took from it that filled my being and ran through my body like an electric current, I rolled her glorious globes in my hand, squeezed my puckered lips on her shaft, ran my tongue in circles around her shaft and flicked the tip, making her shudder as I bobbed on it. I gave her a steady, fervent routine, and I planned on holding her off another time until I saw the endearing expression of bliss and love on her face, and in her eyes, while she gazed lovingly down at me.

Her hand clenched my head tight, and her hips lifted slightly in little thrusts. She rolled her eyes and her head rolled on her shoulder, then her eyes focused intensely on mine. She bit her lip. Her shaft pulsed and swelled and jerked in my mouth while it spewed huge amounts of come through my lips and across my tongue, my eyes locked on hers.

I swallowed her passion eagerly while my cock flailed out of control and erupted in the silky fluff under my dress. My head clunked the table and my legs shuddered. I concentrated on gulping gush after gush while my rigid rod leapt and jerked in the fluff, making my thighs and dress wet with my passion from what I had done.

When she finished feeding me, I gently licked her clean, sorry for it to have ended. I slid back up between her and Jess and they both put their arms around me and kissed my cheeks. Astrid whispered. “You were heavenly. An angel. Thank you for such a wonderful experience.”

I turned to her and kissed her deeply, sharing what was still residual from her. My eyes were watery as I pulled back from her. I wiped them with the back of a finger, careful not to mess my eye makeup. “No...no...thank you Astrid. That was wonderful for me. You’re right. It is better to do that than to receive it. I’m honored.” She kissed my forehead.

Jess slid a napkin on my leg, wiping the wetness. She felt the crinoline and wiped that too. “I see you enjoyed it as much as Astrid. Good girl! I knew you had it in you if you just let go for a bit. I’m so proud of you. It was good, right?”

“It was incredible. You girls were right. I’m addicted to all of this.” 
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We split the bill, which wasn’t as bad as I thought it might be due to the complimentary items Heather gave us. The Uber arrived, and we were off to drinks and dancing.

The music pounded a sexual beat that we quickly minced our way in our high heels to the dance floor to immerse ourselves in. I never danced so well. Or at least I thought I did. The ultra high heels made my body move entirely differently and the dress swishing against my thighs, my breasts jiggling on my chest, not to mention my free willy dancing in the silky fluff of the dress. All of it seemed to make dancing all that more sensual and fun.

We were all dancing together, and of course, guys noticed us. It wasn’t long before we were all dancing with guys, their hands on our waists, bumping into us, sneaking a quick touch of our boobs. It was flattering I was getting so much attention. If I ever danced with a bunch of guys on the dance floor, there would never be a bunch of girls that cut in with us. We’d just be shunned.

It gave me an impression of power over the guys I never had with girls before. The music switched to a slow song and the tall, neat, boyish and good-looking guy I was dancing with, raised his eyebrows and held out his arms then mouthed a please? He put his hands together like he prayed.

I laughed and put my arms out. What the heck. We danced close, his palm on my barely covered bottom, pulling me against him so he could impress me with his hard cock against my leg. His shoulder was fragrant with a crisp, clean cologne. His hand ran up and down my spine, sending a ripple of pleasure into me. He leaned his head down and nuzzled my neck, his sweet breath warm on it, then his tongue ran circles on it.

My cock leapt uncontrollably in its fluff as he seduced me with his dance. He’d poke his leg from time to time against the fluff, but I was sure he didn’t notice it. When the song ended, he pulled back and thanked me.

“Thanks so much. Can I offer you a break from dancing and a drink?”

I looked around for the other girls. They were moving toward the tables together with guys. “Sure. Let’s follow my girlfriends.”

I led him by the hand, following the group out to the patio bar, where it was quieter. The fresh cool breeze blew across my stockinged legs and up under my dress, cool and refreshing on my  still hard cock, flailing freely in the silky fluff as we walked.

We all lined up at the bar. My dance partner said, “I’m Jim.” He held his hand out to me. Drink?”

“Sure. Thanks. Dirty martini.” I took his hand gently in my fingers. “Hi Jim. I’m Cami.” While he ordered our drinks, I looked around to see the others. “I’m here with this group of girls. We all live together.”

“Nice.” He checked them all out. Must be fun to live together.

“I just moved in with them. I think it’ll be great. They’re like family already.”

Our drinks arrived. I took mine by the stem and held it out to him gingerly to keep from spilling. “Cheers.”

He gently touched the edge of my glass with his, and we sipped. I loved the sexy and feminine display of my long, glistening pink fingernails while my fingers held the delicate stem. Fingers and nails that would look like a porn star’s wrapped around a nice, thick, long cock.

Jim looked around. “Hey, there’s some seating over there by the fire-pit. Wanna go there?”

I looked at the other girls. They were all invested in the attention they were getting while they stood at the bar. My legs were sore from dancing. “Sure. I could use getting off my feet.”

He took my other hand, led us to the open sofa, and we sat down. I crossed my leg, trapping my cock in the fluff between my thighs then put my feet on the edge of the fire-pit. “Oh god. This was a good idea, Jim. Thanks.”

“You needed it, huh?”

“Not used to wearing such high heels and dancing so much.” I watched him watching me. His eyes were bright and cute, a smile lingered on his face when he wasn’t talking. His eyes flitted about my legs, breasts, face. I looked down to allow him the freedom of not having to look into my eyes and be able to ogle my breasts and legs. My eyes were drawn to his hard cock pressing angrily against his pants and I watched it get even harder and bigger for me as he took me in. I loved making him aroused. I caressed my leg sensually with my long painted nails while he watched me, teasing him more.

His hand slid to my leg and glided on my thigh. “Your legs are so silky and sexy. Mind me touching them like this? I can massage them if you want.” He squeezed his big hands around my legs and slid them down and back.

“Oh god, that feels so great. Thanks.”

He did the full length of one leg, then slid a finger under the arch of my foot and massaged it, then he did the other leg and foot. I watched his throbbing cock in his pants. It was getting enormous. I stared at it, twitching for me.

He leaned in to my ear and whispered, “See it dancing for you? You can touch it if you want, Cami. I won’t mind.”

I giggled. Guys are so easy. This was so much easier than hitting on girls and getting rejected. I looked around and it was quiet; no one to see that would care. Jess was across the way at another fire-pit with the other girls and a few guys. She saw me and gave me a thumbs up. I gave her one back.

Jim’s hands roamed higher up my legs to under my dress and his fingers pressed between my thighs, getting dangerously close to my cock. I put one hand to block his while I rubbed his cock through his pants with my palm, watching my pretty painted nails glint in the night against it. I was a girl now. A girl giving a cute guy some fun while he dotted over me. Wow!

I looked over at the girls. Freya was leaning down over a guy, her head bobbing under his coat. Aja was in a similar situation, but her guy’s legs wrapped around her back while she knelt in front of him, her head bobbing above his crotch. Cassie was straddling a guy on his lap, her dress barely covering her ass while she ground her bottom on him and kissed him. Astrid was facing forward, sitting on a guy’s lap, his hands around her hips while she looked out and waved to me. She lifted herself up and down a few times and rolled her head on her shoulders, tossing her hair around, then threw me a kiss. Jessie was facing away from me, her guy’s coat covering Jessie’s bottom while she lifted and fell onto his cock while she kissed him.

Seems like they were entertained. Jim tried to grab my hand and pull it from blocking my legs. I pushed his hand away and slid to the ground, taking the side pillow with me. I knelt on it and he wrapped his legs around my back and moved to the edge of the sofa. He helped me get his huge, shaved cock and balls out of his pants. I wrapped both hands around it and admired it as I stroked it in the dim light of the moon.

I moved my lips toward it, my mouth open, and I looked into his bright eyes. I flicked my tongue over the tip, making him shudder and call out. “Oh, yeah Cami. Please.”

I took all of that thick, silky shaft that I could into my fully open mouth while watching his face. wrapping my lips around it tightly, I squeezed the silky pole with them as I stroked the lower portion of it with my hand and rolled his shaved balls in my palm. I set a pattern into motion of running my tongue around his shaft and tip while bobbing my face on it and stroking the bottom half and rolling and tugging his balls.

His eyes rolled back and his head rolled on his shoulders. His hands clenched my skull as his hips rose to fuck my face. I pulled myself off and let it bob up and down in the air. A drop oozed from the tip. His body slumped. “Oh man. Why’d you stop?”

I let it bob freely in the air for a few moments, watching it and I said, “A girl wants her pleasure to last, right?” I started stroking his gleaming cock again.

I smiled a sincere smile up at him. I wanted it to last. Being in control of another person’s pleasure like this was something I never experienced, and it was fantastic. I brought him to the edge several times until I couldn’t take it anymore. My cock was leaping and jerking in the fluff of my dress uncontrollably by then. I set my mind on reaping my reward.

I worked it with fervor. I was so intense, fast, and passionate about my duty, that he squeezed my head tight, shoved his cock into my face as far as my hand would allow, and his cock swelled in my hand and began pulsing and jerking, sending its gushes through my fist, and across my tongue, which I swallowed like someone lost in the desert that just found water.

It fed me to my soul. His spewing passion for me rushed through my torso and limbs, my cock jerking in my dress, spewing come over my stockings and into the crinoline for the second time that night. I struggled to keep from shuddering while I watched his face, his hands clenching my skull tight, and sucked out the last drops of his passionate release for me.

I was proud and sexy, being so highly desired and attractive. I sucked his balls, rolling them in my mouth, looking up at him and then I cleaned his gorgeous cock slowly with my tongue, looking it over from time to time to admire it and plant kisses on it while he caressed my hair and leaned down to kiss my head and face.

I heard applause and turned around. All the girls and their guys surrounded us and were smiling and clapping. “Nice job, Cami! You’re one hell of a woman now,” Freya said cheerily. “Good Job!”

Jess said, “I see you met Jim.”

I carefully got up, keeping my dress pressed down and watching for any signs of my come on me. I sat and wiped myself with the crinoline, smearing it around to dry and hoping no one would notice. Jim wrapped his arm around me and tugged me to him. His fragrance filled my nostrils as he peppered my face with kisses.

I looked at Jess. “I sure did.”

She came over to me, leaned down, and kissed my forehead. “That’s great, because these guys will be at our party tomorrow, too.”
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I had pulled the covers back, flopped on the bed, and climbed in fully clothed. My legs were slipping on the satin sheets as I woke up. I stretched, then my hands drifted to my breasts, delighting in their wonderful fullness. My cock was rock hard in the fluff.

I wrapped the fluff around it loosely and jerked it slowly, remembering last night. The sensation built and I couldn’t help needing to get my rocks off, so I sped up and heard myself whimper, jerking it fervently and slipping my stockinged legs in their high heels on the silky satin sheets. I slid my satin covered pillow between my limbs and humped into it like an adolescent. I whimpered and squealed as I got deliciously closer to coming violently into the pillow.

“Good morning, little girl!” I opened my eyes and Jess was lying next to me, naked. My dream had come true and with perfect timing. I’d finally get my dick in her.

I rolled over to get between her legs. She spread them, her crotch shaved smooth, her glistening folds moist and calling to me to stuff it in. I consumed her with my eyes, her firm breasts with hard nipples, her pretty face and shining hair. My cock leapt in victory, knowing what was about to happen to it next.

Moving closer, I held my begging cock as it oozed. It wouldn’t last long, I’d probably barely get it in and then….but… so what? I needed it so badly. I scooted on the bed, pushing her legs wider as I neared my port. I was about to touch it to it, to press it into that snug, wet haven. Before I got it in, I might come!

She unraveled herself and slid away and off the bed and leapt to her feet, giggling. “Almost! Soon missy. Soon. First, you have to shower. Eww.”

I collapsed on the bed, face down. I mumbled into the pillow. “You’re right Jess. Of course. What was I thinking!? Not showered, bad morning breath. I’ll go right now.” Dejected, and deflated, I slid to the edge of the bed and stripped.

“And while you’re in there. I want you to poop and clean out your bottom with the attachment in there.”

“What!?”

“You heard me. If you want me, you’ll do it.” She stood with her hip out, squeezing and fondling her breasts, an evil grin on her angelic face. “If you want this, that’s what you’ll do. Do you need to eat first?”

“I usually do.” I measured myself. “Yeah. I won’t be able to go unless I eat. Coffee too.”

“Okay then. Let’s go eat.”

She put on a robe from my closet, slid into some mules, and we went downstairs. They were all there in morning garb, congratulating me on my first night as a girl. We all ate, cleaned up the kitchen and I showered and did as instructed while Jess showered, then met me in my bathroom when I was done. I had just finished drying my hair and using the curling iron on it. “I need to get a styling, don’t you think, Jess?”

“You could use it. It would be easier to keep a more feminine appearance. We can go after you’re ready. Now. Let me get you ready.”

She knelt before me and took my limp cock in her mouth and sucked it, looking up at me. It was hard in a second. She brought me to the edge and stopped, then took out a packet. “Turn around for a second and bend over and hold your ankles.”

“What!?”

“You heard me, young lady.”

I did it and felt something wet and cold slip between my ass cheeks, then press on my anus. “Hey!”

“Shush. Jerk yourself while I do this while thinking about fucking me, but don’t come yet.”

I stayed bent over and jerked it, imagining her and me together. The cold, wet thing pressed against my anus. “Okay, Cami. Press back and make it go in.”

I did. Over and over. Each time a little more, then suddenly it dove in deep and I gasped. I heard a repeated hissing sound, and it swelled in me, getting thicker and longer. Then it started vibrating, sending ripples of pleasure into me. I had to stop jerking, or I’d come.

I stood up, my cock leaping. “Holy shit!”

“Right. Isn’t that nice?” I nodded.

She showed me her phone. “Download this app.”

I padded out to the bedroom, the plug deep, swollen and wriggling in me. I unplugged my phone, downloaded it, and followed the instructions. The pattern that I found was incredible, and I set the intensity of it. I put my phone down, grinning at Jess.

Jess kissed my lips. “This is to get you ready for tonight. You’re getting laid, young lady!”

My eyes popped open. “I... uh... I...”

“Get dressed and we can get your hair done. Go, princess!” She slapped my bottom.
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I wore some wedge heels, sheer suntan pantyhose with a piece cut out, snug pink panties and a bra, denim mini, pink V-neck, short-sleeved sweater, bracelets, necklace, dangle earrings and perfume, and put my hair up in a high ponytail. As I looked in the full-length mirror, I felt like a million bucks. I loaded my purse and slung it over my shoulder. I stared at myself as the swollen plug sent ripples of sensation into me, my cock hard in my snug panties.

Jessie came in wearing a pair of wedge heels, short shorts, and a tank top revealing her cleavage, looking like the definition of adorable. She came over and carefully gave me a peck on the lips so as not to mess our lipstick. “You’re very cute, Cami.”

“Thanks. You’re adorable. Like a little doll. So petite.”

“Thanks. Ready to find a new hairstyle? I think I could use one too.” She looked over my hair. “I wouldn’t cut it too short, but enough to let your curls lift. I think you’d look good with a layering and lifting to make it fluffy so you could just fluff it when you dry it. Maybe some highlights too? I want something shorter and sassier for myself. Let’s go.”

She led us out, and we said goodbye to the rest of the family. I drove my car, loving the feel of having heels and stockings on and the cool leather against my thighs. It was as if I driving was even something entertaining now.

The plug in me delivered another little shudder of pleasure. The more aware I was of it, the more intrigued I was by how good something in there could be. Would something real with a person attached to it, while they reacted to being in me, be even better, knowing how good it was for them, and I was the source of their pleasure? My cock leapt in the tight panties uncontrollably. I wanted a real one in me as much as I enjoyed sucking them now.

It was a bright sunny day, and we put the top down to enjoy it. At the salon, a girl took us through a hairstyle book as we talked about the different styles and how our hair would work with them. In a few minutes, we had both picked out our fresh cuts.

I watched in the mirror as we were both transformed side by side. In the past, all I wanted was to have my ends trimmed so I could remain male looking and still have a somewhat feminine look with ponytails when I wanted to, but now, it would always be a feminine look, not be able to be put in a ponytail, and my excitement grew with each snip.

Jessie’s hair was being layered and snipped into points. She chatted away with the stylist as her face glowed with her usual vibrant luminance.

With my haircutting done, she dried it and then showed me how she’d highlight it. I’d have a bit of red, blond, and light brown, giving it more texture and depth. Next, foils wrapped, and she applied smelly stuff with a brush and Jessie was having the same thing done. We sat there reading women’s magazines while the girls took a break as it timed out.

When it was all done, they rinsed, washed, and conditioned it with sweet smelling products, then applied a little balm and dried us. It was incredible what it did for our looks.

Jessie was now cute as a button with her sassy look, and I now had bouncy curls that framed my face and forehead as the stylist put a pink flower in it for the last touch. I looked like a young, sweet, innocent girl of maybe seventeen years old. Jess was a hot one, and I was the adorable one. I never had so much fun in my entire life.

I was giddy as we paid for our services and walked out the door hand in hand. The plug made me walk more seductively, my hips swaying, and forcing it to make me feel it more and want more. I shook my head and fluffed my hair, knocking the flower out, which I picked up and put in my purse. “Oh my god, Jess. This look makes me feel so girly and cute. I don’t even have to dress like a girl for people to think I was one.” I giggled. “Not that I’d pretend to be a man anymore, mind you. I absolutely adore it. And yours is so spunky and sassy. Very hot! It reveals your pretty face and long neck so much more. Thank you for taking us there.”

She stopped us walking and gave me a peck on the lips. “I’m so happy you’re happy. I love our cuts too. You look adorable and girlie. We’ll have to theme your outfit to that for the party if you want. That’d be fun for you being an adorable girl, won’t it?”

I nodded excitedly and rolled my eyes. “I want a bow in my hair. A pink bow.” My cock throbbed, thinking of it.

“Okay.”

“And a pink dress if there is one.”

“There is. Janine was into pink, and she was into the girly look too. We’ll go home and lay out your clothes and we can go out if we’re missing anything. Okay?”

“Okay. Let’s get lunch first. I’m starving. Maybe a grilled cheese and some tomato soup like when I was little.” I laughed.
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We ate lunch, and I had my comfort food, and wriggled on my plug. Back at the house, the rest of the family was finishing cleaning up the place and setting things out. Aja was polishing the furniture, Freya was washing the floors on hands and knees, Astrid was vacuuming. I felt bad not being there to help.

I went over to Aja. “What can I do? Anything left to be done?”

She looked up at me and her face burst into a smile. “Oh, my god! Don’t you look adorable!” She gave me a hug. “No one will mistake you for a man ever again.”

She laughed and turned to Jessie. “Wow! Now you scream sexy! Hot... intense. Like they say, dynamite comes in small packages. That’s you, baby.” She gave Jess a kiss on the cheek.

Jess said, “Thanks. So, anything left to do?”

Aja looked around. “Nope. You know how fast we get the house done. Cleaning and stuff is done and I’m gonna to put out the bowls on the tables and Astrid’s gonna make the food trays to put out later. You girls go and plan out Cami’s...how would I say it... debutante outfit. It is her first time coming out totally as a girl, right?” She looked at me, smiling and running her fingers through my curls. “So perfectly innocent and girlish!”

“Debutante ball. I guess that’s accurate. Thanks Aja.”

Jess took me by the hand and we climbed upstairs.

Jess and I went into the bedroom, and she stood by the bed.

“Come here, Cami. Take the other side.” She held the bedspread. “I want to change the sheets to the black satin ones.”

“Why?”

“So they’re clean. This is the main room for couples because it has the king-size bed. We’ve had four couples use it at once, but three is perfect.”

“But... all those people in my bed? It’s my bed.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll be in it too.” She winked at me.

We stripped and changed the bed, sprayed perfume on the sheets, dusted the furniture and cleaned up the bathroom. When we were done, Jessie led me into the closet to pick out my outfit.

She went over to the pinks and slid them back and forth.

I reached out for one. “This one. Oh my god, yes. This one.”

I held it out in front of me and touched the fabrics, looking it up and down. “It’s so cute. Sexy too. Such a revealing neckline and short hem.” It had sheer, baby-pink, puffy chiffon cap sleeves and a snug V-neck with white lace ruffles trimming tall he edges of the baby-pink, chiffon overlay. The skirt of it flared out with layers of sheer baby-pink chiffon with pink bows attached here and there on the layered outer layers. “It cries cute and adorable! I have to see if it fits.”

Jessie laughed. “You... Are... So... cute. Janine loved this dress. She had a bunch of accessories for it too that you’ll love. It was her coming out party dress too.”

“Janine was like me?”

“Very much so. We were lovers. I’ll miss her. It’ll be so nice to have you wearing this. She wore it the first time she had a man and the first time she had me. Now it’s your turn.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. The plug shot off in me again. I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a deep kiss. “I want you, Jess. I want you so badly.” I slid my hand under her dress and pushed my cock against her leg. “Oh god, Jess.”

She pushed me back and giggled. “I see your libido is doing fine. I almost forgot about your plug. Has that been nice?”

I nodded sheepishly as I stood uneasily, trying to control my desires. “It... I want a real one now.”

“Good girl. The plug has had the effect I wanted for you.”

“But I want you so badly, too.”

I wanted to stick my dick in her and shoot a load into her right then. Just stuff her and dump it in. How should I say that? Hmm.

“I need to make love to you now. Please!?” I heard my little girl in me whine.

“Soon. Soon you’ll have the best of both worlds, Cami. Now let’s get all your things together and you can deplug and shower and I’ll help you get ready.”

“Do I have to take it out?”

“You want to be ready, right?”

I did. I nodded sheepishly. My face blushing at the thought of it. My heart pounded in my chest. I stared into her eyes as she waited. I needed to come, and come right then. I could just give it a few wanks and I’d spurt violently. That would do it. It would be so quick, she couldn’t stop me. I was so close to sticking it in her earlier and she stopped me. She wouldn’t let me do it now. I should just jerk it off in a couple of strokes. My hand tried to move under my skirt and I stopped it with my other hand and shifted from foot to foot uneasily.

“Are you okay, Cami?” Her angelic face looked concerned as she brushed my cheek with the back of her hand affectionately.

Soon. I told myself soon I’d have my dick in her filling her with come. She had said soon. “Uh...yes. Soon I will be.”

She gave me a peck on the lips. “Good girl.”
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I removed the plug, showered with cold water to start and after I composed myself I loofa’d my body. I washed and conditioned my hair. After I dried off, I slid a sweet, silky body lotion all over me, then dried my hair in the mirror, fluffing it up and loosening the curls to bounce freely.

I did my makeup, even using a foundation to lighten my skin tone a bit and make my skin flawless and youthful as a little girl. Contouring applied to make my cheeks pop and my nose tiny and I did my eyeliner, thinned and drew in raised eyebrows, and added mascara, making my lashes long and large. Opening the eyeshadow selection, I chose pinks and a maroon for the dark sections. Pink blush gave my cheeks roundness and plumpness. A twenty-four-hour, bright pink lipstick shaped a cupid’s bow and made my lips full and luscious. I stared at my image in the mirror. It was like some kind of doll. My hardness grew beneath my towel. I had created my vision of my ideal girlfriend when I was young.

I played with my hair and a curling iron, further emphasizing the curls and framing my face with all the highlighted colors, giving it all texture and vibrancy. When I shook my head, it all bounced.

Jess came in all ready for the evening. My jaw dropped when I saw what she wore. She stood next to me, looking at me in the mirror. “Like my outfit, huh? But look at you! Wow! You sure got the girlie look right. It’s perfect. Everyone will be amazed.” She kissed my cheek. “Are you ready to dress? They’ll be arriving soon and as the girl of honor tonight, you should be downstairs to greet them.”

I nodded and she led me to the bed where she had spread out my outfit. “Sit, young lady.” I sat, and she handed me a pink lace garter belt, which I wrapped around me and fastened. She opened a pair of sheer, white, lace-top stockings and handed them to me. I rolled one up on my long-nailed fingers carefully and slid it up my leg, the sheerness sending ripples of loveliness through my legs. I fastened it to the garter belt with the four clips and did the other leg.

Jess handed me the crotchless pink ruffled panties, and I slid them on, my hardness bounding in the nest of it all. Jess fastened the bra around me and I slid into the straps and added my gel breast forms and made my cleavage. She held the dress for me to step into and I held her shoulder for balance as the slippery fabric rode up my legs and over my bottom. She helped me get my arms through the puffy cap sleeves and zipped the back for me. I sat and Jess slid on my fetishy high, baby pink stilettos with pink bows around the ankles and a pink flower by the toes where my pink toe nails glimmered from under the sheer white stockings.

I stood, moved over to the dresser, and put on my jewelry. There were long fingerless pink stretch lace gloves that slid up to past my elbow. A matching pink choker went around my neck with a pink bow at my throat. Matching pink bows clipped into my hair on either side.

I admired myself in the full-length mirror. Jess grinned next to me. I ended up getting stuck looking at her. Her tiny petite body was dressed in tiny, super high stilettos, sheer black thigh-high stockings and garter belt, sheer black ruffled, crotchless panties, a sheer black corset with a shelf bra and her breasts out with her hard nipples in silver nooses attached to a chain that wrapped around her neck. A sheer blouse covered her arms and down to her butt with a belt at her waist. She wore a whip on her right hip and her hair was gelled and spiked. She wore a leather collar that said, “Fuck Me Cami.”

I covered my mouth. “Oh, my god! How did you do that? Is it true?”

She laughed. “Finally saw my collar, huh? Yes, it’s true. I want you. The letters can be changed, so I made it for you tonight.” She touched her whip. “I won’t have to use this to get you to obey, will I?”

I laughed. “God no.”

She knelt down on the floor. “Now let’s see if I can find it.” Jess lifted the hem of the dress, feeling around in the fabric. “There it is.” She put one hand under the dress and grabbed my entire package in her tiny hand and with the other hand she moved the fabric to stuff my package through a hole through all the layers and pop it on top so it showed in front of the dress. It looked like it was stitched onto the front.

She grinned up at me and dove onto it, sucking it and looking up into my eyes. I grabbed her skull tight and humped into that gorgeous face furiously. Finally, I’d come today. I was dying for it. It looked so incredible seeing my cock fucking Jessie’s pretty face, her eyes wide open as if in shock. The sensations built… so darn close. Squeezed her head, whimpered, and stuffed it into her pretty face. Her eyes went super wide, her mouth opened all the way. Jess pulled off it quickly and gave me a dirty look. “Not yet, young lady! We need to dress it up a little and I just wanted it fully hard.”

She took a rubbery clear thing from her purse and stretched it out to go over my globes and shaft, then poked the shaft through another section of it and let it compress on it, making it all hard and standing up. Reaching in her purse again, she took out some pink satin fabric with white lace trim and two attached ribbons and she slid the satin sheath over my shaft, then tucked my balls into it and tied the two ribbons over and around securing it. She stood back and looked at it. “There, isn’t it girlish? Janine wore this too. I think it makes it so blatantly feminine, entirely non-masculine, and totally ... in... sig... ni... fi... cant... don’t you?”

I stared down at my cock and balls, looking like she said, feminine and plastered to the front of this frilly dress. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. This outfit, my cock dressed in its own finery on display, my hair, makeup, it all spoke volumes of who I now was. I was never a man, not even close. I posed, crossing my feet and pointing my toe and holding my bent wrist next to my face, and made my lips into a pucker. My cock leapt and fell on the front of the dress uncontrollably, over and over and over, knowing the innocent young girl I was now.

Jess chortled. “Seems you like it, huh? Do you think you’d like to fuck you?”

“Oh god yes. I’m so darn cute and sexy. So innocent, so feminine.”

“Uh, huh! You sure are sweetie pie.” She kissed my cheek and grabbed my cock and squeezed it. “Now let’s go downstairs and show everyone what a good girl you can be.”
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Jessie wrapped the leather of the whip’s wrist strap around my femininely decorated package, wagging on the front of my dress with each step, and led me by it to where the girls were by the bar having drinks.

Freya wore black leather chaps open in front with leather crotchless panties, revealing her sizable rock hard shaft and a leather shelf bra that lifted her breasts and hard nipples up. She wore a leather choker as she stood in thigh-high open-toe leather, stiletto boots. Her hair was shaved on the sides and the long hair on top pulled tightly on her head.

Aja wore a body clinging, black-lace body suit with a shelf bra underneath, her nipples and large breasts showing nicely. A short, sheer, black skirt hung from her hips and covered her bottom. Her plump, shapely body teetered on strappy black patent stilettos.

Cassie, a bit more shapely even than Aja, wore a corseted black dress, her breasts trying to be free of the top, her waist cinched above her full hips and bottom as she stood sipping her martini, standing in knee high stiletto boots.

The last vision I took in was that of Astrid. Her red hair was fluffed over her shoulders, her bright green eyes alive on her freckled face. She wore an emerald green dress with a corseted waist that allowed her breasts and nipples to be free where her necklace draped between them. The skirt of the dress was cut out in an arch in front and back, revealing her crotchless panties and her rigid cock in sheer green lace sheath panties. It jerked from time to time while she stood talking and nonchalantly jerking Freya’s handsome cock.

They all turned as my heels clicked in minced steps and Jessie unbridled my cock from her whip lead. As I made my way to them, my dressed up cock jerked and flailed in front of me, my breasts heaved and jiggled on my chest, and I wore a smile glued on my face ear to ear with my excitement. I ran in tiny steps to them.

They all cheered and applauded me and kissed my cheek, and Freya poured me a drink. The bar had snack food and bowls of rubbers of every size and color. This was to be one hell of a night. Freya handed me a little bowl with pills in it. “Take two and swallow them down, honey. They’ll keep you rock hard and keep you from coming early. Anyone with a dick takes them. I have.”

I took two and shot them down.

We talked and sipped and everyone gave my decorated cock a few strokes and caresses and ran their hands through my new hair. I felt like a princess.

Freya looked at her watch. “Ten minutes. They’ll all be here. Some are out there already, but I don’t let them in until it’s time. Is everyone ready?” She looked around. They nodded.

Her eyes met mine, and then flicked to Jess. “Did you tell her what the new girl usually does to greet everyone?”

Jessie’s hand covered her mouth and her eyes burst wide. “Oh shit. I didn’t.” She turned to me. “Uh... uh... Janine wanted it so badly, she offered herself as a type of handshake to everyone until anyone that wanted to had at least a couple of minutes with her.” She laughed. “There was a line to take advantage of her.”

“Oh...so like...did she kneel and suck them? I think that might be fun, actually.”

“Uh... She kinda did. Her butt was in the air as she knelt down. She sucked some of them and she get fucked. There. I said it. Kind of a service. Get them off before they take their pills and stay ready and hard.”

I searched them all, wondering what to do. It sounded... crazy. I couldn’t imagine it. I stared at Jess.

She shrugged her shoulders. “You don’t have to, princess. It’s just what Janine did, and it was a big hit. She loved it. They all loved it. It was a real coming out for her. She had never done either before. Now you’ve sucked already so it wouldn’t be as big a deal. It’s up to you, little lady.”

I looked down at my package on display. It was telling me to do it by bobbing up and down incessantly. I took the pill, and I was rock hard and if it kept me from coming, I might enjoy all of it for a good long while. “Let me think about it. After they come in, I’ll decide.”

“Okay. If you decide, just set yourself up with some pillows and things and they’ll get the idea.”

“And you. What about you? You said soon.”

“Of course. Soon... If you’re a good girl tonight.” She gave me a peck on the lips and rubbed her crotch with a couple of fingers as she smiled at me. “You are going to be a good girl tonight for everyone, right princess?”

I nodded. A good girl. I poured another drink, ate some snacks, and couldn’t stop thinking about it. I was afraid, nervous, tense, my heart raced. I wanted Jessie. I wanted real ones in me. I was afraid of it. Afraid of being overwhelmed and wanting to stop and nobody stopping and just using me and me being the good girl and taking it.

Freya opened the door, and the guys streamed in. They were all handsome, cute, boyish, manly.... a nice assortment of attractive guys, for sure. But could I give myself up to them? Could I let them use me?

But who would use who? I’d be the one that would have the pleasure of giving them so much pleasure. It would make me proud, confident, and powerful to be desired so much. My ego needed that kind of reinforcement of my feminine allure. And I was feeling very feminine right then. I’d use the men to make me potent and powerful by confirming my feminine allure and desirability. I’d harvest their passion for me from them and consume it and feed my soul. I slugged down my martini.
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Looking around the room, I saw two hassocks and slid them together. I climbed on them and put my butt in the air, lifted the hem of my dress over my butt and held my head high with a smile on my face. Freya saw me and came over. She got everyone’s attention. “This is our new roomie, Cami. She wanted to introduce herself to everyone that would like to come over to her and partake of her feminine assets. Please use the things provided in the bowls to make use of her before taking your pills.”

Freya adjusted the hem of my dress in the back so it would stay up above my bottom. She came around front and kissed my forehead. “Are you sure, young lady?”

I nodded. She kissed my lips, stood then held her cock in front of my face and I dove onto it. Hands landed on my bottom and a thick wet rod pressed between my cheeks. I pressed back against it and pushed myself onto it, gasping around Freya’s cock as it slid in. The hands squeezed my bottom and held it tight while he thrusted deep and fast into me, making me shake and have to hang onto the cock in my mouth in order to suck it.

I fell into a trance of sorts, where my body was flooded with energy and electric currents from the cock in my mouth to the one in my ass. I helped by pushing back onto it and used my tongue, lips and hand to work the one in front. One after another, I’d reap the rewards of my feminine allure from swallowing the released passion or making the cock jerk and pulse in my bottom as they grunted and squeezed my hips.

My back became sore, and I rolled onto my back, taking them in that way. That was even better, as I could see the look on their faces like when I sucked a cock and I’d work them up and make them give it to me. My cock in its finery flailed in the air, but as much as it seemed it would come any second, it didn’t. It just stayed hard, and I just stayed super horny and on the edge, enjoying every moment of every penetration of my body. Small cocks, big cocks, thick cocks, thin cocks. They were all super hard and full of desire for me. Each release I stole from them filled me with pride and energy.

Then, as I thought for sure I’d come—the last huge one in my bottom rammed it in up to my throat and came pulsing in me, the thick one in my wide open mouth came and I swallowed it all up. They were done. I looked around. There was no line. They were all done as I laid there on my back, waiting.

Disappointed, I rolled off the hassocks and stood up. I made my way to the bar and Freya poured me a drink. I drank it down, and she poured me another. Jessie was on the couch with a big black guy fucking her, her high heels over his shoulders. Her body shuddered as she came on his cock. Astrid was fucking Cassie. Aja was riding a guy on the couch. Freya walked over to Astrid and Cassie and slid her cock into Cassie’s bottom so she could have a DP.

What was I doing? How many guys had fucked me and had I sucked off and I still didn’t get to come. What was next? What could top this? What kind of roomies did I have? I decided even though I had swallowed lots of proteins; I was starving and clicked off to find the food trays.

I took a tray of oysters and crab claws from the fridge and put them on the table in the kitchen. I sat and chowed down, sipping my martini between. While I ate, I thought.

What about Jess? I initially thought I’d have her as my girlfriend. My world was so different now than it was a few days ago. Did I want a girlfriend? A boyfriend? Any committed relationship? What was I? I knew I was a girl. I always had been a more of a girl than a guy and now I was a girlie girl. But there was so much sex these last days I wondered what it would be like just to be a girl without the sex. Would I still be a girl then? I was confused and rested my head on my arms.
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A hand went through my hair. “Hey sweetie. Are you okay?”

I lifted my head off my arms.

Jessie kissed my forehead. “Are you okay, princess?”

I nodded. “Yeah, just disappointed and resting. After all that, I didn’t come. I should have come. I wanted to come. You stopped me twice today and now it never happened. Now I’m tired and unsatisfied.”

“Aww. It takes some time for the pills to wear off and allow your release.” She looked at her watch. “You might be ready now. Wanna go to bed? I think we’ll have it all to ourselves if you want to go to bed with me. Everyone stayed downstairs this time, and I think they're all done.”

I nodded. She held the chair as I got to my feet, stretched my arms out. She slid under an arm and wrapped her arm around me, helping me. We went to my bedroom.

Jess pulled the bedspread back and folded the sheets down. I slid onto the bed. Jess slid next to me and snuggled against me. Her hand roamed to my decorated shaft and grasped it. She stroked it gently. She undid the ribbons and took the coverings off.

She lay next to me, pulled her legs back and spread them. She smiled lovingly at me. “Come here, princess. Make love to me.”

I slid between her legs, still hard and horny as ever. I watched it as I slipped it into her tight, wet, and warm haven. My cock was in heaven. She pulled her legs back and grabbed my bottom to pull me in. “Fuck me, Cami. Fuck me hard and fast, little girl.”

I did, looking into her eyes, her breasts jiggling on her chest, her head moving in rhythm with my thrusts. I pressed her thighs to the bed to hold her fast and her feet in their heels flailed by her head.

“Oh my god, Cami. That’s it. You’re fabulous. Come with me, baby.”

Her eyes rolled in her head and she locked eyes with me as her body shuddered and shook. She squealed a little squeal as she came furiously. Then she stopped, and she looked lovingly at me and stroked my hair. “That was wonderful. Did you finish?”

I rolled my eyes and thrusted furiously a few more times, feeling it right on the edge, oozing from it but not getting the finishing relief. I collapsed on her and pulled it out.

She stroked my hair. “Good girl. Was it nice?”

“It was. I didn’t finish, though. It won’t happen. Must be the pill.”

“Aww, I’m sorry, honey. Keep going if you want. I’ll stay for you.”

“I’m bushed. I have to sleep.”

I cuddled against her and rested my head on her shoulder. She caressed my hair and kissed my head. “Rest sweet princess. Rest.”
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I woke in the morning with a start and sat upright. Jess sat in the chair in a corner of the room, her one leg bouncing over the other in sheer suntan stockings, her breasts revealing their cleavage in her short, flowered minidress. She looked like a ray of sunshine. “Hey Cami! Good morning.” She came over to me and rested on the edge of the bed. She gave me a peck on the cheek and reached to the front of my dress, feeling around in the fabric. “I see your morning wood is here. Maybe we should get rid of that because you never did last night.” She smiled into my eyes as she stroked it.

Finally! I’d stick it in her and release my passion into her! I nodded and coaxed her by the shoulders to get her onto the bed.

“Oh no, sweetie. I’m all showered and ready to go out for breakfast.” She handed me the pink satin sheath with the white lace ruffles that was lying on the bed from the night before, “Here. Feminize it again. Make it pretty.” 

I slid it over my hard cock and tied the pink ribbons over and under my cock and balls. I slipped it through the hole in the front of the dress again, looking down at it all; insignificant, feminized, and pretty once more. A symbol of what I was, displayed on the front of my girly, frilly dress.

She took my hand and put it on it. “Just enjoy it and let it go. Get the monkey off your back. Jerk that pretty thing until it squirts all that pent up passion.

I stroked my decorated cock and looked into her eyes. I was approaching the edge, sensations building sweetly, feeling who I was now. 

“Quickly now. Faster. Make it spurt as fast as you can, princess. Know who and what you are. Remember all the pleasure you gave last night, young lady. All the passionate releases given to you because of who you are.”

I jerked it fervently, looking into her gorgeous eyes. Remembering, feeling who and what I was. My legs slid against each other in their silky stockings. My breasts heaved on my chest. My breathing was choppy as I climbed the precipice further. I let out a whimper.

I looked down at it and jerked it between my thumb and forefinger, my pinky out and long nails gleaming. It was cute and pretty and feminine like me. Suddenly I squealed and came profusely, my high heels kicking on their own while the gushes flooded through my fist and I watched it spasming in between my fingers.

“Good girl! Now you’re ready for the day. Go clean up and get dressed. I’ll meet you downstairs and we can go out for food.”
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I stripped and stuffed all the frilly stuff into the hamper then hopped into the shower. The warm water was calming and relaxing as I lathered my hair and body and shaved the little stubble there was. My mind was empty as I brushed my teeth, dried my hair, and did my eyeliner and mascara. I applied some lip-gloss and when I was done, I faced my new hair and demeanor.

I was obviously a girl. Did I want that? I stared at my flat hairless chest then looked back to my face. Who was I?

I drifted into the closet and slid the clothes back and forth, looking for something to grab me. I settled on my old jeans, a short sleeve, V-neck sweater, and my old boots. I took the clothes into the bedroom and put them on the bed. I dug through the dresser and found some tight panties I could tuck myself into and found a matching bra.

I slid into the panties and tucked my now relieved and limp dick so nothing showed. I put the bra on, loaded my breast forms into them, adjusted my cleavage, and put on the sweater. I slipped on my boots, went to the dresser, and put on my jewelry. I sprayed some perfume on and went to the full-length mirror.

I was me. A more feminine version of me, but I recognized myself in my old jeans and boots. Yeah, I had boobs, and that was okay. I had a pretty hairstyle, and that was okay. I slung a purse on my shoulder and put my things in then checked myself one more time in the mirror.

I was me. Whatever that was. Whoever that was. I knew it was me.

Downstairs, Jess waited for me, sitting on the couch playing with her phone, looking as adorable as ever. She heard me clomping across the floor in my boots and looked up. “Hey roomie! Ready?” She stood.

“Yup. As ready as ever.”

She took my hand and looked me up and down. “Your old jeans, huh? Feeing sentimental? Feeling like you should go back?”

“No. Not really feeling anything. Which is okay. Feeling sexy all the time is overwhelming. I almost didn’t put on a bra and my forms but.... I think I’d feel... I don’t know. They feel normal to wear. They make me feel more.... Like what I am inside I guess.”

She gazed lovingly into my eyes. “You’re struggling a little, huh?”

“Not a struggle. Just... Just being me... I guess. Am I okay?”

Her eyes were bright and alive. “Absolutely you’re okay. Remember that you can be whatever you want to be. Half a girl, all boy, frilly girlie girl... whatever you feel, you can be. And if you feel good being whatever that is, then you’ll be the best you can be.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek. “And you’ll be our roomie for as long as you want. Sound good?”

I took her pretty face in and kissed her lightly on the lips then gave her a hug, our breasts crushing into one another.

“I love you, Jessie.”

“I love you too Cameron, Cam, or Cami.”


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, in Kindle, paperback and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

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