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Imposter

I was in the last year of college. I had a problem. I was a crossdresser and was lost as to what to do about it. I loved being feminine and pretty, but didn’t have anyone to talk to about it or know what to do about it. I was about to enter the big adult world and had this horrific secret that had me wonder what was real and who or what I was. My imposter syndrome from that and about me being capable of doing the job of an engineer all filled me with grief. I decided I needed help, but didn’t know where to go.

A text came in on my phone. It was from Taylor. “Still on for drinks and dinner at the Hambone?” Emojis followed the text: a champagne bottle opening, a horn of plenty, and a big grinning smiley face.

I stared at it, still lost in my misery. My best friend asked me a question, and I was drawing a blank. I sat there with my silky, shaved, and lotioned legs curled under me in my short, pink satin robe and fuzzy slippers. I wasn’t in the mood for socializing, but this was Taylor, and we were supposed to figure out what to do over break together. I couldn't just leave him to be alone tonight. Being an engineering student with no available time, he had no more friends than I did. He had no girlfriend, and everyone he knew from classes was the same. All of us engineering students were the same way ⏤ no time for socializing. He was counting on me to join him, let off some steam, relax after the semester, and plan for our time off.

I texted back. “You bet! Can’t wait. See you soon.”

He replied. “An hour? Five minutes?”

The engineer. Prompt, precise, and always on a schedule.

“Uh… give me half an hour. See you then.”

His reply. “Woo hoo!” And a GIF with dancing girls and sent with confetti.

It gave me a chuckle. Taylor was always happy. He’d cheer me up tonight.

I leapt up from the couch and ran into the bedroom. I took clothes from the closet and tossed them on the bed. I stepped over to the dresser and got fresh underwear. I ran into the bathroom, brushed my teeth, washed my face, put on a light coat of mascara and lip-gloss, and put in silver stud earrings, two in each ear. Tied my hair back in a ponytail and went into the bedroom.

I sat on the bed, took off my robe and panties, and slid the pair of silky, sensually sheer pantyhose bit by bit up my legs, enjoying the sensual, delicate, feminine sensation it gave me. Like always, I had cut the pantyhose gusset out for my package so I wouldn’t have to take them down to pee. I slid a fresh pair of silky stretchy pink panty briefs over the pantyhose and tucked my package into them.

Next was a matching bra, but with no padding or breast forms so as not to be too obvious. It was my typical underdressing when trying to imitate a guy. The hug of the bra and straps gave me a sense of security. Over that, I put on a girl’s plaid flannel shirt that fit me well, better than the really baggy men’s versions, yet didn't reveal my bra beneath it. I slid into a pair of girl’s black, bootcut jeans that fit me snugly and even lifted and made my butt shapelier, again much better than flat-assed, baggy men’s jeans. I zipped the short zipper and belted them.

I stood and picked up a brown pair of three-inch-chunky-heeled women’s ankle boots that could have been men’s as drab as they were, slid them on, and zipped them up.

I grabbed a woman’s winter coat resembling a guy's and put my phone and things into my pockets. I placed my money clip/credit card wallet into my minimal front right pocket. I should have used a man-bag, but it always made me appear more like a girl when I used one. It was bad enough having people not know what I was, but having them think I was a guy acting like a girl or a butch girl was even more annoying. Why couldn’t I just be who I wanted to be? I only did that when I was alone and in hiding at home. That was why I didn’t have any roommates. I’d never be able to be me. Fuck! When would I ever be me?!

I took a deep breath and calmed myself. I would see my best friend, whom I’d known since grade school. My friend who always made me feel good and happy. My best friend who gave me the confidence to do things I never would have, like becoming an engineer.

Before the full-length mirror, I stood at five-foot-seven now with my three-inch heels…Almost a normal height for a guy. I smiled as I thought of Taylor. I adjusted my ponytail and turned to and fro, checking that my heels didn't show, my bra was hidden, and I didn't look too much like a girl. I nodded at myself in the mirror. “Good enough, you imposter. Now go have fun!” I sprayed on some men’s cologne, checked my watch, and left.


Hiding in Plain Sight

Snowflakes the size of nickels floated as the sunset shot a beam of light through a break in the clouds. It was warm on my face as my heels clicked and crunched the salted sidewalk, mounds of snow heaped to the sides as cars carefully rolled down the unplowed street.

I walked briskly and with purpose, as I liked to do. It made me think I was accomplishing and moving forward. The scent of my cologne was overpowered by that fresh air’s off-the-line bedsheet smell that filled my nostrils, the frigid air threatening to freeze them. I breathed deeply and took in the wonder and the beauty of winter. How could anyone hate the winter? It was an affront to nature to do so. They must be so caught up in their issues they miss it or people just can’t see beauty in what they fear.

Though I walked briskly, my heart seemed still and calm. I needed to do more of this; being in beauty and sucking it in with all my senses. It was like I was lifted to a higher plane of being. It was almost as good as dressing fully as a pretty feminine girl. Perhaps I could replace my propensity for femininity with things like this instead. Perhaps this could cure me of my aberrative behavior.

I burst through the door of the Hambone, the bell on it ringing my arrival. I stood tall, head up and shoulders back, my bra helping me to feel more feminine while I tried to look masculine. I walked to the bar, where Taylor beamed at me from a barstool. He stood to greet me, his baggy jeans and baggy flannel shirt accenting the short stature and geeky nature, but contrasting the gorgeously featured guy he was.

His arms flew out as he looked up at my eyes, put both hands on my shoulders, and gave me an arms-length hug of my shoulders. “Why do you always have to be taller than me?” He laughed, patted my back, and held my chair as if I were his girlfriend. If anything, Taylor was always a gentleman… to everyone. He held doors for men, too. He was raised well.

He stood there smiling and waiting for me to sit. “Hey, shorty, maybe you should get a boot with a heel. It wouldn’t kill you.”

“But I know their girl’s boots. Someone would find out.”

“So what if they did? Besides, no one has found mine out yet.”

He shrugged and patted the back of the chair as he held it for me, still smiling ear to ear, his beautiful, bright green eyes flitting my face.

I looked around, hoping no one saw him holding my chair as if I was a girl. I put my hand on his shoulder and whispered. “Stop with the chair. You’re making me look like a girl.” I pushed his hand off it.

“Sorry. Just trying to help.”

We were a pair, alright. It seemed as if we were born to be friends. Taylor was lighthearted and happy; I needed someone like that to keep my dark emotions from ruling me.

I sat and swiveled my chair to face the bar. Taylor waved over a beer from the bartender for me. We clinked the frosty mugs. Taylor said, “To our last winter break!” We clinked again and sipped. He tossed his back, then looked at me, my beer, and back at me.

I shrugged and tossed mine back, chugging it down and clunking it on the bar in a forced display of manliness, and we slid them to the edge for a refill. He patted my back. “That’s it. Relax. You’re always like a wound spring.”

I knew he didn’t notice my bra straps through my thick winter coat, so I didn’t worry he’d clocked me. I unzipped it and slid it off to leave my flannel shirt. I checked the buttons quickly and looked down, and there was no evidence. I hated this hiding game. I crossed my legs tightly under the bar and unconsciously bounced a foot. “So, how do you think the semester ended for you?”

He shrugged, and our beers arrived. We grabbed them. “Uh… probably passed. Fluids and Thermo were a bitch. But I think I passed.”

“Hey! Cs get degrees. We’ll never use those classes in real life, anyway.”

“Right. How about you?”

“I think I might have failed statistics. It was an extra credit anyway, so I don't care. It’s a pimple on the ass of life. I’ve got much bigger stuff to worry about.”

“Right. Who cares about statistics? Let the bean counters and analysts do that stuff. We’ll still graduate, and each of us will make ninety grand a year or more to start. Can’t sweat the small stuff.” He laughed. “Ninety freakin’ grand. Wow! Can’t believe we both got job offers from the same place, too.”

“I know. Awesome. I can’t wait. Plus, they’re an open-minded company that respects LGBTQ stuff and has groups for it and all that liberal niceness. Should be a cool culture.”

Taylor shrugged. “I guess. Not that it matters for a couple of normal dudes like us, huh?”

I shrugged and knew my face flushed. What did he mean by that? Was he asking me a question? Being sarcastic? I grabbed the menu from sitting between the napkin and straw holders and looked at it as I thought about how to talk to Taylor about my issues. I needed to share my aberration with someone. He was my best and only option. But would he freak out? Would he still have me as a friend? Do people stay friends with someone who lies every day? Someone who masquerades around as someone else? Someone who has a mental problem?

Taylor nudged my arm. “Hungry, buddy? Wanna start with some hot pretzels?”

I stared at the menu. “Carbs might make me sleepy since I haven’t been getting enough sleep lately. How about some oysters? They get them fresh daily.”

“Yeah, sure. Whatever you want. I’m buying anyway.”

“No way. We’re splitting.”

“Who has more money right now? I’m on a family ticket, and my dad keeps my checking account full. You can pay after we both get jobs, okay? Save it for more high-heeled boots. Probably won’t be a problem wearing them to work at that place.”

I poked him in the ribs with my elbow. “Stop it.”

“Sorry.” He laughed and raised his hand to the bartender. He came over. “Two dozen oysters, please. Plain with stuff on the side.”

He sat back and sipped his beer, observing me. It was as if I was under a microscope. I moved my seat back, recrossed my legs, and sat back, looking at him, looking at me. His pretty green eyes were only a distraction from his long, wavy, blonde-kissed-auburn Viking hair tucked in a ponytail down the back of his plaid flannel shirt. His eyes flitted my face. I should say something about our new workplace and try to open that door and see if I have the balls to walk through it.

He shook himself, smiled, and then sipped his beer. “Sorry. Lost in thought.”

“Me too.”

“Penny, for your thoughts, buddy. Out with it.”

“Just thinking about our new workplace. What it’s gonna be like. We’ll be in the adult world there.”

“Right. Money, challenge, new friends, workmates…performance reviews, missed deadlines, idiot bosses. Scary. That what you're thinking?”

I shrugged and sipped my beer. “Just hope I fit in.”

“You’ll be fine. All engineers are a bit different from the regular Joe. They expect that. We’ll do well. You’ll see.” He squeezed my shoulder. His hand landed right over my bra strap. “Relax, clock spring.” He let go.

“Right.” I needed to capitalize on this and open the door. I needed to tell him the freak I was. The imposter I am—the imposter I want to be. Oh god, here I go. “Uh… I need to get something off my shoulders.”

“Out with it. Spit it out. Patuey!” He held his hand out in front of my mouth, a big smile across his face.

I laughed and pushed his hand away. “I’m not a child with a piece of gum I need to get rid of.”

“It could be as easy as that. Spit it out. I’ll take care of it for you. You know I will. You’re my buddy.” He leaned back and watched me. My eyes began to well up. I played with my beer, looking down at it. I stroked it with my thumb and forefinger, then realized it looked like I was jerking it off and stopped. “I’m different than you think I am. I’m an imposter.”

“Ah, shit. We all have imposter syndrome as engineers. We’re never confident we’re ready to do the job. It’s okay, though. Experience is how we learn. It's being able to learn that counts. That’s why they hire us. We know how to learn difficult things and have the drive to. That’s why they pay us so much. They don’t hire us as experts like you might be thinking. They hire learners to solve problems others can’t. We can solve any problem.”

“Can we? Then why can’t I solve mine?”

He looked surprised. “Didn’t know you had one. Spit it out.” He laughed and held his hand out again. I batted it away.

“I do.” I looked around and then back at him. “I’m a freak.”

He smirked. “No more than others. No more than me.”

“Yes, more than you. You’re a normal geek, and I’m not.”

“Why are you different than me? Your high heel boots and a little mascara to make your eyes pop? Or that light lip gloss or better-fitting jeans and tops? You look nice and are nice. It works on you.”

“Thanks. But isn’t it a bit feminine? I mean…I like to wear more feminine things.”

“Yeah. Cause they fit you better. So what? You look good that way.”

“Really? You think I’m handsome this way?”

He shrugged, and his face flushed. He sipped his beer. He looked back at me like a sad puppy. He didn’t know what to say.

“See? Not handsome… huh!”

He shrugged. “It’s not bad though. I mean. So what? You’re more than handsome. You’re awesome.”

“Thanks. You’re prejudiced.”

Our oysters arrived, and we both sniffed them and dug in. I slid the delectable into my mouth, crushed the cool, gushy, flavorful tidbit against the roof of my mouth, savored it with my eyes closed, swishing it around, and then swallowed. “Mmm, oh god, what a gift.”

“Yup. Like you are, I’d be lost without you. You need to feel better about yourself, or you’ll get sick. It’s not good hearing you like this. Tell me what’s up.”

I lifted another oyster and held it before my mouth. I looked around and whispered to him, my voice choppy and cracking and slightly whining like a little girl. “It’s all up. I’m graduating. I’m a guy. I like feminine things. It’s a conflict. I should have been born a girl. I’m an imposter and aberration, a freak. There. I said it.” I slid the oyster back, and it seemed I had swallowed every bit of my pride, but it didn’t taste bad. I didn’t gag on it and the relief was palpable. I had said it. It was done. I was proud of myself.

Taylor chortled and patted my back. “Awesome. You spit that out. That tiny little problem is gone now. Relax.”

“Relax? It’s not gone, and it’s not tiny and little.”

“What is the first thing we do in engineering when solving a problem?”

“Define it. Then, define it again. Then again. Then solve it.”

“Right. Aim, aim, aim, then shoot.”

“Right.”

“And what is the quickest solution to a problem? What is it called?”

“Occam’s razor. Simplifying the problem to its essence and the simplest solution is usually the best. Remove complexity.”

“Correct again. See? You’re an engineer, too. So you already defined the problem now. You did it in its simplest terms, and so the solution is obvious.”

“It is?”

“Of course. And we’re taking care of it tomorrow. You’ll submit to your natural self. So relax and let’s make a plan for the rest of the break and make tomorrow night at a fine dining restaurant is part of it.”

He rubbed my leg beneath the bar. “I’m so glad you’ve finally realized this. It makes my life so much better, and it will yours too.” He squeezed my leg, gazing into my eyes.


Occam’s Razor

“Taylor! How is dinner at a fine restaurant going to solve my problem?”

“Dinner is the reward.”

“For what?”

“Okay. Let’s talk about your supposed problem in more detail. You say you like to be feminine, so what does that mean? Break it down for me.”

I looked around. I took his hand and placed it on my shoulder. “Rub my shoulder. Tell me what’s there.”

He did as he looked into my eyes. He squinted. “Uh…” He examined it some more and used his fingers to move it around. “Uh, it’s a strap of some sort. So you’re wearing a tank top underneath? So what?”

I rolled my eyes, looked around, unbuttoned two buttons of my shirt, and revealed my pink lace bra to him.

His hand covered his mouth, and his eyes popped.

“Wow. It’s pretty.” He grinned.

“See? A freak. See? I knew you’d think I was weird.”

“No, no, no.” His hand landed on my shoulder again and rubbed it to comfort me. “It’s cool! I like it.”

“You do?”

“Of course. You like being feminine, and bras are feminine—especially pretty pink lace ones like that. So tell me. Why is this a problem?”

“I wear one every day. And pantyhose and panties.” I put his hand on my jeans. “There are sheer pantyhose under these.”

“So? That’s hot.” He moved the fabric of my jeans around, trying to feel the pantyhose beneath them. “Silky how the fabric of the jeans slide on them. I bet you’d look sexy in them. Does it feel nice? Does it help you feel more feminine? Pretty?” He rubbed my leg up and down from my knee, almost to my crotch, making me crazy. It sent ripples of pleasure into me. I throbbed in my panties. Oh god.

My face flushed. I looked around. “Stop that, or they’ll think we’re queer or that I’m a girl.” I moved his hand off my leg.

“But that’s just it, Avery. You’re a girl. A girl with a pee-pee. So what? There are lots of girls with pee-pees. You need to be that girl. You need to accept who you are and submit to it. It’s always hard to submit, but sometimes it’s for the best. That’s your problem. You’re hiding it every day, all day, all night.”

I shrugged. “Not all the time. Sometimes, I dress fully as a girl, and then I’m in heaven.”

“Then just do it. Stop trying to be a guy.”

“But I am a guy.”

“Only by one physical attribute. So what if you can't make babies? Lots of girls can’t. You’re very much a girl but hiding as a guy. Stop hiding. Stop being an imposter.”

“Easy for you to say. Why not try it sometime? It’s frightening. Presenting as a girl but being a guy is horrifying. I never went out that way.”

“Any more frightening than taking an engineering curriculum that you think you’re gonna fail every class?”

“True, but. I got used to that after the first year.”

“Exactly! You’ll get used to being a girl even faster. It’s your nature. Once you submit it, it’ll be a breeze. I wish I could define myself that clearly and simply. I’m just a boring, mundane geek. I’m not masculine. I’m not handsome like masculinely handsome. I’m just a wimpy geek. A short, fucking good-looking boy with interesting features.” Taylor looked down and sipped his beer, his eyes blinking rapidly. It was as if he was having doubts about who he was, too. I could tell he was hurting.

I rubbed his shoulders. “You’re an incredible geek.”

He looked at me like a sad puppy. “I know. It sucks. I’ll never have a chick.”

“I never knew you felt this way. You’re always so happy.”

“That’s what I do. My dad taught me if you don’t feel happy, stop it and fake it until you are. I do that every day of my life.”

“What would make it better?” I rubbed his shoulders, my head down, trying to see his face. “Hey. Tell me.”

He looked up. His eyes flitted my face. “Maybe if you were my girlfriend. That would make it better.”

“But I’m a guy.”

“So am I. But you're definitely a girl, and you know it and know how to be one. I’m just a boring guy. See!? I knew no girl like you would go for a geek like me.”

I sat back in my chair and crossed my legs. I looked around the bar at the couples together. It looked so inviting how they touched, chatted, and smiled at each other lovingly. I’d love to have a girl. Would I like to have a guy? Taylor, as a boyfriend? But what the hell was I?

Taylor’s hand slid on my leg and squeezed it beneath the bar. “Hey. Sorry. Didn’t mean to dump my problems on you. We’re talking about you here. So,… gonna start being the girl you are tomorrow? Please? I didn't mean anything by asking you to be my girlfriend. We don't have to go that far. I only want you to be happy.”

“I’m afraid.”

“Good. Now we have a barrier to work on. What can help you overcome that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. You always helped me. You did it when I was afraid to get my driver’s license, and we did it together. You did it with me when I was scared to sign up for engineering, and we did it together. Hey! That’s the answer.” I popped my eyes wide open and grinned a huge grin. My eyes ran over his face and hair. “You’d be instantly taller.” I laughed.

“Avery!”

“C’mon. Please? I have all the stuff. We’re the same size. I could help with your makeup and all. We could go to dinner tomorrow night as two girls.”

He rolled his eyes and looked around. He sipped his beer. “Shit!”

“What? You’ll make a very sexy, hot girl. Instead of, like you just said, a short, fucking good-looking boy with interesting features.”

“But I’m a guy.”

“You’re using my excuse, and that didn’t fly for me. Why should it for you? Bad answer. If you do it for me, I’ll do it for you. I’ll start being a girl full-time all the time.”

His eyes lit up. “Then my best friend will be my girlfriend. Yes!”

I laughed. “No. Your best friend will be a girl, and so will you. I won’t do it without you doing it. Deal?”

He looked me over, grinning. His hand touched my hair. “You should get a girl's haircut.”

“Probably.”

“Good.” He took my hand off the bar and looked at it. “And have your nails done.”

I took my hand away and looked around. “Probably.”

He nodded. “Cool. Do you have makeup and stuff? Boobs for the bra?”

“Uh-huh. Enough for both of us.”

“Wait a minute.”

“Nah nah. You have to do it with me, or I won't do it, and I’ll stay miserable for the rest of my life. Okay?”

His hand went to his hair. “A girl’s haircut and nails for me, too?”

“Nails can come off. A haircut can be changed. It’s just a little remodeling. The bones of the house don’t change.”

“True.”

He waved the bartender over.

The bartender was looking at us weirdly.

“Yes, you two?”

“Two shots of tequila, please.”

His eyes looked at us curiously as if to try to figure out if I was a girl or something. Fuck it. I would be soon.

Taylor turned to me and took a deep breath. “It’ll be worth it to remodel you and make you happy. I’ll need your help, though. Lots.”

“You got it, princess. You got it.”

“I’m not a princess. I’m a guy.”

“Right. As much of one as I am.” I laughed. “You won’t be tomorrow!” I giggled.

We ate, finished our oysters, had some manly pickled ham hocks, and had a nice manly beer buzz before Taylor started looking on his phone for a spa and salon to complete our remodeling. When he saw everything they did there, he insisted on signing me up for more than a haircut, manicure, and pedicure.

“If I do it, you have to do it, Taylor. So, tell me. Do you remove your body hair?”

“What!?” He laughed. “No way. Do you?”

I do. I wax regularly. You should wax, too, and I should also do a full wax. It’s been a while and it’ll be nice to have someone else do it for me. Sign us up for full waxings with Brazils.”

“Ouch! Won’t that hurt?”

“Only the quick rips when it's ripped, but you’ll love how it is afterward. Do it, or it’s all off. You can’t do this with body hair. Show me what a man you are… if you think you ever could be a boy-friend..” I laughed.

“That was cruel. Effective argument and cruel. Okay.” He took a deep breath and then looked at his phone as he read the description. “Uh, they recommend a dip after in a skin-soothing bath with herbs and a floral scent. Let's do that too to lessen the pain.”

“Agreed. Sounds lovely.”

Taylor scrolled. “They recommend a rub down and massage after with a scented lotion that dries silky and protects the skin.”

“For sure. You’re buying. Do it.”

“Wow. If a girl does that to me, I might come from that.”

I laughed. “Me too. I’m sure it happens. They are a multigender service, so I’m sure some guys and maybe girls like us had accidents. I hope I’m not one of them. I’m tingling all over already. We’ll have to think about baseball. Do you think they touch it down there?”

“Hey! Girls like us? Remember, this is temporary for me. I’m a guy.”

“Oh… excuuuuse me. Didn’t mean to insult you by labeling you as someone like me.”

“Sorry. You know I didn’t mean it like that. Stop.”

“Okay. Hmm… Can’t help but wonder if they touch it down there.”

Taylor shrugged. “Hmm. Maybe, maybe not. Guess we’ll see for ourselves.”


Taylor and Avery Remodeling

Taylor walked me home and then went to his place. I put on a lovely chemise and fell fast asleep. When my alarm went off, I burst into action, vibrant and excited about the day ahead. I downed a quick breakfast and did my morning routine.

I’d come out of the salon looking like a girl, so I figured I could look like more of one than I usually did on the way there, too. We were also getting makeovers, so I didn't mess with makeup and just used my gel breast forms in my bra to create some cleavage in my V-neck sweater. I could hide them under my coat until I was there.

Girl’s jeans, boots, and a bit of perfume. I was so excited. And to top it off, Taylor was doing it with me. I couldn’t wait to see her remodeling and how she reacted. I was giddy as I drove to Taylor’s.

I picked Taylor up at his house and drove to the salon. The first items on the list were our haircuts and styles, long fake nails, and pedicures. We watched each other as we were taken through the process. I had layers put in my blonde curls, which made them frame my face and rest daintily and bouncily on my shoulders. It was lovely—very feminine.

The girl doing Taylor was so excited about his blonde-kissed auburn hair, so she brought it out even more by layering and shaping it around her face. I never knew how pretty Taylor was. She was incredible. I got a hard-on just looking at her. She seemed intrigued by all this because her face revealed wonder rather than fright or embarrassment. Maybe she was like me inside and needed a little push—someone to do it with her. I never would have guessed the way she always tried to be manly. She must have been hiding all the time, too, and didn’t even know it.

Our significantly long fake nails were challenging, but their glossy gel finish matched our tiny painted toenails and made our feet and hands so pretty. After that, I couldn’t help but use my hands differently. The motions of my fingers and hands became incredibly feminine as Taylor and I played with our phones, clicking our nails on the screens while waiting for our subsequent treatment.

A whole body wax was next, including a Brazil wax. I had never done a Brazil and instead had just shaved there. It was surprisingly not too bad with the desensitizer they put on. Somehow the girl masterfully worked around my dick and globes, and I didn’t even get hard because it was still a bit painful. I was somewhat embarrassed at how small my shrunken thingy was, but it didn’t matter in the scheme of things. It was worth it.

We took the post-wax bath side by side, slipping into the tub modestly and dropping our towels at the right time. “Oh my god, Taylor. Isn’t this wonderful? My skin is settling down now as if it’s been reborn. Thank you for doing this. How are you?”

“Incredible. This has been enlightening. I’m loving every minute. I love my hair!” She flipped her hair around, shaking her head with a big smile. “Can’t wait to have the makeover done.”

They brought us some canapes to snack on and some jasmine tea to sip while we soaked. I was so happy we were doing all of this and even happier that Taylor was enjoying it, too. Now I knew she’d understand why I was the way I was.

Next was the massage with the silky lotion. The guy doing it was cute, and the lotion and his touch were so stimulating I was hard as a rock before he had me flip onto my back. It stood bobbing in the air as he did the front of my legs, coming dangerously close to all of my package. His sweet, boyish voice asked, “Is it nice, Avery?”

“Incredibly so.” I laughed nervously. “I might have an accident. I hope not.” My rod jumped and jerked in the air and oozed from the tip.

He laughed. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s happened many times before. We have plenty of towels, so don't worry or be embarrassed if it does. We consider it a compliment to our skills. Do you want me to smooth the lotion down there for you, or should you do that yourself? As silky and slick as it makes the skin, I think you’d want it on that, too, so it can be as smooth and lovely as the rest of you.”

“Uh… oh god. Let me think about baseball while you do my chest and arms, and if it stops jumping around, then we’ll see. Okay?”

He laughed sweetly. “Sure.”

He massaged my chest and arms, and I closed my eyes. My body was in some kind of heaven as I watched a ball game in my mind. No result. Still bobbing. I remembered my last test and went through the problems again. Anxiousness filled me. My heart raced, and my blood pressure increased as an almost panic began—my usual test reactions. Bobbing stopped, and shrinkage began.

“Wow. It must have been an engaging baseball game, Taylor. It’s disappearing. Ready for me to lotion it up?”

“Sure. Go for it. It’s safe now.”

And did he ever. He stretched it, tugged it, and rolled my globes around, tugging them and smoothing it all into the skin. I never thought a guy playing with my stuff would be so good or get me so aroused. I unconsciously began to hump it up into his heavily lotioned fist. My breathing got choppy. I whimpered.

“That’s it, Avery. Spread the lotion around it well. Get it good and stretched out. If you want to, it’s okay to let it go, girl. I’m ready.”

His hand loosened just a bit, and the palm of his other hand was cupped under the tip and I sat up and tugged them both away. “Sorry. I want to savor it and have it last. Thanks though. You‘re sweet. And I loved you calling me girl. Thanks.”

“No problem. You’re all girl, from what I can tell.” He wrapped a warm towel around me so I could sit up and stand. I wrapped it under my arms and slid into the slippers. My legs were almost weak. I held the table.

“Are you okay? A lot of people need some time to adjust after. Take your time. Sit back down if you want. I can get you some lotion to take home, too. While I do, you can reapply some of it anywhere you want to make another coat. It’ll last longer and be silkier.”

“Okay.”

He handed me the bottle, and I filled my palm. He left the room, and I massaged my thighs with lotion. Then my nipples. I refilled my palm, took it to my package, grabbed it all, and tugged, rubbed, and stroked. I sat there, the towel open, my eyes closed, leaning back on my left hand while I watched my long-nailed fingers stroke and massage. My breath was choppy, and I whimpered quietly as I let myself fill with that pretty, vibrating, electric energy and kept myself on the edge. When I couldn’t take it anymore, I opened my eyes and let it bob freely in the cool air. My face flushed. I was caught.

My masseuse was quietly waiting there, smiling at me. “Sorry, I didn't want to disturb you. You were sooo pretty doing that. I hope you didn't mind me taking the opportunity to absorb your beauty in the moment.”

I took a deep breath. “My fault. Thank you for the compliments, though, Alex. You make me feel so pretty.”

“You’re quite welcome, miss. Now I can leave and let you relax, or we can finish. You have the room for another ten minutes, or you can get dressed.”

I looked at the clock on the wall. “We should be going. We still have stops to do before our dinner date, and we have makeovers. Is Taylor finished?”

“Yes, she’s all dressed and being made over.”

I slid off the table and held the towel under my arms around my chest as Alex led me back to my clothes.

The girl took me into the chair for my makeover. I was good at makeup, but she was something else. I learned about contouring, eyeshadow techniques, the twenty-four-hour lipstick they sold, and making lips inviting. It only took twenty minutes, but what a difference. I asked for an evening look, and it turned out so seductive I throbbed in my panties, looking at my face. I was one hot young lady.

Taylor was beaming as I exited the changing room. She stood from her seat, ran over to me, and hugged me. “You look fabulous, girl! Thank you for doing this.”

“I can’t believe what I learned getting my makeover! All of it. I feel so pretty now. Thank you! It was incredible. And you look stunningly gorgeous, girl! ”

“Thanks, I guess. I learned a lot, too, and can’t wait to use it.” She laughed and looked at her watch. She was self-conscious as hell. It was understandable. She thought she was a guy before this. “So you say you have everything we need?”

“Kinda. How fancy is this restaurant? Like to spend more money? I’d love to see you in a really nice dress. Something fancy and sexy.”

“Uh…I’d love to see you in one.”

“What are you going to do? Wear a suit? You’ll need one too. You’d be clownish in a suit now.”

“True. Okay.”

“I know a place that has them, and I’ve never actually bought one there because I was a guy, but now we can try them on even.”

“Let’s do it.”


Princess Making

We were both giddy as we brought our stuff into my house. We decided to get dressed together. Plus, Taylor would need regular girl clothes for tomorrow.

“Why not stay here, Taylor? It would be easier all around.”

She looked uneasy. “Uh…”

“I have a bed in the spare room.”

Her uneasiness changed to a disappointed look. “Uh, that sounds doable. I mean…. Right. Of course.”

“Good. Let’s get dressed. I’ll show you the details.”

I dug through my dresser drawers and set us both up with lovely, sexy underthings, gel breast forms, sheer hosiery, jewelry, handbags, and everything we needed. I laid the clothes out side by side on the bed.

“Okay. You can strip and put your things in a pile on the chair.”

I sat down, removed my boots, and undressed while Taylor did the same. I had never seen Taylor naked, which was awkward for us both. We were silent.

I took the black-lace bra from the bed. “Put it on this way. Turn the clasps to the front, clasp them, then turn them around back. Tuck the forms in and adjust your cleavage.

We both did. Her cleavage was better than mine.

I picked up the matching garter belt, and she did the same. “Same thing. Clasp in front and turn to the back.”

She did. Her cock was growing, as was mine. She tried to hide it.

“Don’t worry, Taylor. That response is only natural. Women’s clothes can be very sensual and erotic. Now roll the stockings on your fingertips, and be careful with your nails. The stockings are very delicate. Then…” I showed her how to slip the ultra sheer suntan stockings on. “And glide them up, tugging them securely and attach them to the garter belt.”

She did. Now her cock was bobbing in the air. It was a good bit larger than mine, and I had trouble removing my eyes from it. I had to comment. “Wow! Taylor. Yours is very nice. It’s getting so big and looks so Lovely.”

“Thanks.” She nervously glanced at my bobbing rod. “Yours is uh…very… cute and appropriately ladylike.”

I snickered. “Thank you, sweetie.”

Next are the panties. We both grabbed the satin, black, ruffled panties and slid them on, tugging our packages out of the hole in front, which lifted it all and framed it in a luxurious nest of black satin. I was grinning. Taylor looked stupified. “Crotchless?”

“Why not? I always wanted to do this in public. We have dresses that won’t let it show anyway. May as well enjoy the freedom. Beats tighty whities, doesn't it?”

“Holy shit. This is gonna be scary and very weird.”

Don’t say that until you have your dress on. Now slip it on, and we can help each other zip them and adjust the corset ribbons in the back.”

We slid into our matching, layered skirted, black chiffon minidresses and got the zippers up, then I adjusted the corset back to cinch her waist tightly and tied it. I turned her around and checked her. “Lovely. Just adjust your cleavage by lifting the flesh behind the gel form.” I adjusted her bra straps tighter, and she maximized her cleavage. I covered the bra straps with the dress straps and held the bolero jacket for her. She slid it on and then helped me with my dress and coat.

“Sit and put on your shoes.” We slid into the dainty, five-inch-heel, strappy, black-patent stilettos, wrapped the ankle straps around, and fastened them. “Now stand up carefully. It will seem weird at first. Don’t try to put all your weight on the heel. Find your balance. Hold my shoulder until you do.”

We stood together with her hands holding my shoulders. I looked into her pretty eyes as she wobbled until she could stand straight. “Okay. I got it. How am I gonna walk in these?”

“Piece of cake. It’ll be natural in minutes. You’ll see. It will fill you with sexiness. Now, take tiny steps. Not long strides like a guy. The high heel won’t let you anyway, and it would be goofy. Go to the mirror and back a few times.”

Taylor let go of my shoulders slowly and then took her first step, then another, and then walked. She held her arms out for balance, her wrists bent daintily. “Nice hand action. Very feminine.” At first, she was a little wobbly, but after a few steps, she was walking well. “Now, let your hips follow your steps as you walk. It should feel natural. When you step, place one foot in front of the other in line.”

She practiced, and soon, her hips swayed the flared hem of her dress, and her cleavage jiggled with each step. She held her head high, neck straight. She beamed. “Wow! This is incredible. It’s so sexy. It makes me seem so delicate and feminine. It’s as if I’m totally a girl.” She laughed and covered her mouth, still walking back and forth. “And god, being free under this soft, silky, fluffy lining is like having it in a cloud. It’s incredible, and it caresses it with each step, and the tip gets rubbed deliciously. Now I see why the crotchless panties. She looked in the full-length mirror, posed in different ways, and pressed on the front of the dress. “Rock hard, free to lift and bob  and rub and titillate, and no one will ever know either.” She grabbed it through the fabric and rubbed it. “Oh god, this is nice. I feel so incredibly pretty, Avery!”

“See? Good. I'm glad you like it. Jewelry, perfume, purses, winter coats, and then we have to leave.”

We swapped out our stud earrings for dangly ones and put on our rings, bracelets, necklaces, ankle bracelets, and perfumes, each of us using a different scent to enjoy it on each other. We stood before the full-length mirror together, playing with our hair and double-checking our lipstick and dresses and each little detail.

“What do you think, Taylor? Like being a girl?”

She raised her eyebrows, looking at herself in the mirror. “I sure am hot. Hot enough for me to get hard looking at me, and the clothes are incredible. I love my hair and makeup. I love the jewelry and perfume. I guess you could say I love the entertainment. I'm not sure I’m gonna love to be a girl after having to walk any distance in these shoes or go out in the cold with only gossamer thin stockings on my legs, or maybe have guys ogle me, or grab my ass, or treat me like a piece of meat.”

“We’ll see. I never went public before, either but thanks to you I’m not so afraid anymore. Who knows? It may be nice. Maybe we’ll have doors and chairs held for us, and guys will smile and be nice. We might feel like princesses. Dressed as we are now, and looking how we do, I feel like we’re princesses.”

I stood before her and gave her a quick peck on the lips. “Thank you for doing this for me, Taylor. It was courageous of you. Now hold my hand and tell me it’s gonna be okay.”

“It’s gonna be okay.” She kissed me on the lips; her tongue slid in between my lips, which then parted and let it in. We kissed deeply for a quick moment. “Oh my. Sorry.”

“Me too. Let’s go.”


A First Date With My Best Friend

We called an Uber because we knew we’d need some stiff drinks for our first time in public the way we were. Taylor insisted on an Uber black to keep with the level of indulgence we were undertaking and the degree of fine attire we wore.

She sat huddled beside me in the back, holding my arm with both of hers and grinning. “My god, Avery. You should have told me what to expect. I’ve never been so sensual and sexy and pretty feeling in my life.”

“I know, huh? Me neither, actually. The new hairdo, makeup, dress, and all have raised it all to a new level. Not to mention the waxing and bath and massage with that lotion. My skin is so sensual I can feel every silky thing I’m wearing.” I laughed. “And the crotchless panties are a wonderful contributor.”

She laughed. “For sure. Was your masseuse a girl?”

“Nope. A guy. Was yours?”

“A guy.”

“Bummer, huh?”

“Not really. He was cute and did well. It was oddly arousing.” She laughed.

“Did you have a happy ending?” I giggled.

“Nope, held it off. Oddly, I could have. By a guy, no less. It was weird. He called me girl and everything. I believed I was one by then. I could have released my passion by him or by me, but I didn't want to lose the edge. It was so exquisitely nice. I was so sensual everywhere. You? Did your guy make you spurt?”

“He could have, too. I wanted it. I wanted it so badly, but like you said, I wanted to savor it and save it.” I gazed longingly into Taylor’s lovely, made-up eyes. She was more girl than I ever could have dreamed of. My best friend as a girl was a million times better than as a guy. My hand drifted into her lap and found her hardness, and wrapped the dress around it as her hand did the same to me. We moved our lips closer. I could smell her incredible perfume as my other hand went to move a stray hair from her pretty face. Her breathing became choppy. “Oh god, Avery.”

I pulled my hand away.

She pulled hers away. She shakily said in a quiet little girl's voice, “Sorry.” She was flustered and arranged her minidress about her thighs and adjusted her cleavage. “I’m so sorry. I couldn't help it.”

I hurriedly adjusted my dress and flattened the hem on my thighs. “Me either. My mistake. I started it. I’ll be good.”

“Right. Okay. Yeah. We need to be good. Of course, we do. Huh.”

The driver dropped us off at the front of the restaurant. He held the door, standing tall in his black suit and hat. “Ladies, I can be reached on my phone if you’d rather have that option, and I can take you girls clubbing or whatever. If you call me, I'll go offline for you two as soon as I finish my fair. It usually gets slower later, so I’ll make you a deal, and if you call, I’m yours for one fifty for the entire night. Then, you don’t have to worry about waiting or maybe not getting an Uber if it’s late. My name is Randall.”

Taylor took his card and put it in her purse. “That sounds wonderful, Randall. Let’s do it. We’ll call you when we’re done here, okay?”

The icy breeze blew some of Randall's very nice cologne our way while it also swept under the hem of my minidress and blew on my throbbing shaft. I took in his handsomeness and his perfect, beaming smile. “Yes, thank you, Randall,” I said in my now very girly voice.

In minced steps, we clicked our way down the salted walk, the cold air caressing my legs and fluffing my hair, and a man inside opened the door for us. “Welcome, ladies! Quick, get in where it’s warm.”

We stepped carefully in tiny steps, holding our coats closed around us tightly. He held his hands out for our coats, smiling at us. We unslung our purses, and he helped us take our coats off and laid them across his arm. “Don’t you ladies look stunning? Special occasion?” He looked back and forth between us, waiting for an answer.

My mouth was agape. What was it? It was unique, but what would it be called? A coming out? Becoming girls? First time cross-dressed in public? Our first date?

Taylor to the rescue. “Yes, you might say so. We’re celebrating our newfound fortune in life.”

“How wonderful. We are here to help you do so in any way we can. Life should always be celebrated. Especially when it’s of such lovely young ladies like you two.” He looked at his reservations. “You’re the only ones at this time, so you must be Taylor and Avery. Correct?”

Taylor nodded and smiled as she adjusted her purse on her shoulder.

I smiled. “Yes. That’s us.”

“Right this way, ladies. My name is Gerald. Don’t hesitate to ask for anything from me. Your server will be Leonard. Likewise with him. We will do our best to meet any requests to enhance your experience this evening.” He looked at us both as he held menus in his arms. He nodded. “Right this way.”

He led us through the large restaurant. The carpet was thick and quiet, and the tables were covered in linen, silver, and crystal. The fire blazed in the corner where we were headed. We were seated in a booth at the side of the fire with a view of it. The arrangement made our table almost entirely private. The tablecloth also went down to nearly the seat, which would conceal any accidental flashes from beneath our minidresses—a candle burned on the table.

Gerald motioned with his arm for us to slide in. Taylor went first, slipping her hands under the hem of her dress and moving across the leather seat. I followed. She stopped at the second of two place settings in the middle of the round booth. I slid in next to her until I reached my setting, which oddly placed me intimately close to her, and our thighs pressed each other. Gerald nodded. “Leonard will be over momentarily.”

While placing our purses on the seat, Leonard poured ice water into the stemmed crystal glasses. “My name is Leonard.” He handed us open drink menus. Would you like some time to decide on a drink?”

My eyes and Taylor’s raced through the menu. We need it now. My heart was pounding. “Uh…wait, please… it’ll only be a moment, Leonard,” I said.

“May I make a recommendation?”

Taylor nodded and put the menu down. “Certainly.”

Gerald told me this was a celebration of new fortune for you both. Being two stunning ladies on a mission to celebrate new fortune, you may want the first drink to be what you call a quick start. Something to get the celebration going. We have a martini the ladies all love. It looks pretty and ladylike but packs a potent dose of pleasure…not to mention it tastes incredible. I do warn you, though, it can be addicting.”

I looked up into Leonard’s big, bright eyes. “What is it? It sounds wonderful.”

“It’s called a Lady’s Passion. We also have a Men’s Passion with the same ingredients but leaving out the grenadine, which adds some color. It’s top-shelf Tequila, Saint Germaine, lime, mint, the herbs of damiana, ginkgo, maca, goat weed, and a bit of grenadine. It affects people's pleasure in more than one way. An excellent choice if you’d like to inspire or enhance more sensual and physical activities than food and drink later this evening.” He stood straight and smiled as his eyes flitted back and forth between us.

I couldn’t help it. “Hell yeah, Leonard! Why the heck not? Bring it on. Wire us girls up. We’re partying!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

Leonard bolted.

Taylor slid her hand on my silky thigh beneath the tablecloth. “Avery. I’m not sure that was a good idea. I mean, we’re trying not to get into sex… right? Those were all libido enhancers and… I mean, we’re two guys dressed as girls. We’d end up⏤”

“Shush!… This won’t do. We need to face this, too. We keep beating around it, torturing ourselves. This paradigm has to be broken now.” I grasped her hand under the table and looked into her lovely eyes. I glided her hand up my silky stockinged thigh. I slid it back and forth. “I like this, do you?”

“Yes. Very much.”

I glided my hand under her dress and grasped her warm, hard, thick rod in the fluffy, silky lining. She gasped, her eyes wide with fear or shock. I stroked it ever so gently, still locking eyes with her. Her eyes flitted about nervously for a bit, then in surrender, landed on mine, looking like a puppy. I asked, “Do you like this?”

She nodded nervously and bit her lip. She looked around.

I used my other hand, took her hand, and placed it under my dress on my hardness, and I wrapped her fingers around it, squeezed it gently, and stroked my cockette with her soft, silky hand. “Do you enjoy doing this, Taylor?”

She nodded quickly, looking around.

With that settled, we have many things we can do for one another. Let’s drink those herbal libido enhancers and immerse ourselves in pleasure. Heck, we’re two girls out for a night of fun. Right?”

“Uh… Right.”

I let her hand go, yet she continued to stroke me, and we gazed into each other’s eyes. 
Out of my peripheral vision, I saw Leonard was on his way back with our drinks on a tray. We both readjusted our minidresses and looked proper as he delivered them. “I’ll leave the menus. You can take all the time you want. Let the drinks do their job and embrace their magic. I’ll check in later.”

We grasped the ultra-thin stem of the martini glass carefully with our painted and gleaming-long-nailed fingertips delicately. Slowly and carefully, we touched the rims of the glasses to toast. I smiled at Taylor. “To many more wonderful times as best friends.”

Taylor nodded. “To wonderful times as best friends.”

We each moved the drinks to our lips, touching them lightly to the edge and sipping. “Mmm, powerful and sexy. Like us.” I winked.

We relaxed, holding our drinks, sipping, and looking around. I crossed and recrossed my legs beneath the table, luxuriating in the sensation of my legs passing each other below.

Taylor pressed one hand between her legs while the other held her drink, sipped it, and smiled. “This being a girl thing is quite wonderful. Thank you for encouraging me to do this to get you to do it. Now I know how nice it is to be feminine and why you want to do it. I could see how you’ve been torturing yourself.”

“See? I knew you’d enjoy it. Thank you for doing it, too. I wouldn’t have otherwise. It seems to work quite well for both of us. I’m gaining confidence. You’re enjoying it immensely. We’ve finally touched each other in a more intimate way. We’ll become closer.”

“It is working. I can see it in you, too, and how happy you are this way. Not to mention how well it suits you. I can’t wait to be a guy again, have you on my arm, and play my proper role. If you let me.”

“Why would you do that, silly?”

“Well, I was hoping you’d be my girlfriend. Someone needs to play the guy role.”

I rolled my eyes. “For what? This suits you better. You look so very much better than you did masquerading as a geeky guy. You can be my girlfriend this way. We’re already doing things and touching each other in ways we never would have. What makes you think I need you to be a man?” I glided my hand on her stockinged thigh and gazed into her eyes. She was having doubts and fears. I could see it. “Maybe this was too much too soon, but it suits you, princess. It does. You’re as much a girl as I am.”

“Exactly. We’re both imposters.”

“Here we go. Your turn now to be an imposter, huh?” I laughed. “You were trying to get to my root cause to solve my imposter syndrome. You did it! And now I know I can freely go out as a girl all the time. But now, somehow, you think you’re still a man?” I scoffed, grimaced at her, lifted my drink, and downed it.


Damage Control

We ordered another drink. The energy had shifted. We poked at some appetizers and smiled flat-lipped smiles at each other.

I caressed her stockinged leg and slid my hand under her dress to find her limp in the nest of crotchless-ruffled-panty. I glided my hand back to her leg and ran my fingernails lightly over her stockinged thigh. “I’m so sorry. I’ve hurt your ego.”

She nodded, her eyes watery.

“I’m sorry. Truly. I never would want to hurt you, Taylor. To tell you the truth. You’ve always been my grounding. My light in the darkness. My courage and support. I feel terrible to have hurt you so. You’ve been my saving grace.”

“It’s okay. I’ll get over it.”

“Will you? What is the root cause of this terrible wounding?”

She shrugged. “What you said! You said I was masquerading as a man. I am a man.”

“Okay. Good. We’re getting somewhere. You think you’re a man.”

“I am one. I just happen to be dressed like a girl. I was man enough to do this for you.”

“True. But do only men have a claim on courage?”

“Well…no…of course not.”

“Okay then. The fact you did this for me has nothing to do with you being a man then. Right? Why don’t you think you’re a girl with courage who saved her best friend from a life of hell? Because you have a dick?”

She shrugged. “Seems what the legal definition is.”

“So I should be a man too, then. Maybe we should return to what we were and play our proper roles like we were. Would that be better? I can do it for you.”

“You would? I don’t want you to. You fit better playing a girl than a guy. It would make you crazy. This is who you are. You glow like this. I’d love for you to be my girlfriend.”

I nodded. “Yes. Then why can’t you see that I’d love for you to be mine? You glow like this, too. Please? Put aside this notion that because you have a dick, you need to act and dress in ways that don’t suit you. This suits you.” My eyes were pleading with her.

She sniffed. Sipped her drink. Looked at me.

“How did you feel today and tonight until this? You loved the experience of being a girl. You love how you look and feel. Right?”

“Was I being a girl, or is it just a fetish for the clothes and all?”

“Hmm. Some people would call it a fetish, for sure. But how do you think a regular girl…one without a dick feels in these sensual clothes, all silky and made up, feeling oh so pretty with high heels making her take tiny delicate steps, which once again, make her feel so feminine? Do you think women just dress that way for men, or do you think it helps them feel sexy? Do you think they’d feel sexy this way, or does it only feel sexy for guys, and so it must be a fetish?”

“Well, I know my sister and mom always loved to dress sexy and pretty, to go on dates or to a fancy dinner or a party. I’d say it was more than just for the guys. People do things that make them feel good before they think of others. It’s how it is.”

“Right. I’ll bet women feel the same things that we feel when we dress this way. I bet they feel sexy. I bet they get hard, too.”

She nodded. “Could very well be. Makes sense.”

“So it isn’t a fetish unless a guy does it then, or is it a fetish for women, too?”

“Right. True. Okay. So it’s natural to feel sexy, confident, and powerful from being feminine and pretty.”

“Of course. Why do you think so much makeup is sold? Nails are done. Hair is styled and highlighted. Shapers are worn. Bikinis are made?”

She nodded. “But…but…”

“I know. They don’t have dicks. You have a dick. Chop it off.”

“What!?”

“May as well. If that’s the only thing preventing you from enjoying life, presenting as who you really are. You know this is far better for you. You said you felt confident and powerful. Sexy too. How often have you ever actually felt sexy?”

“Not very often. Rarely felt confident or powerful, either.”

“How many guys can pull off something like this and become the girl of their dreams? Do they scoff and make fun of it because they can’t? Probably one reason besides tribalness.”

“True. People frequently want to diminish what others have to make them feel better. Making the other person smaller makes them bigger in their minds.”

“Right. And they’ve convinced you that guys don’t wear girls’ clothes and act like girls. That’s the tribe talking. Did you have to put on a happy face when you started seeing what you could become? Were you faking it all?”

“Nope. I was having a ball.”

“Right. So. What do you say we continue to enjoy this, at least until you decide to mistakingly masquerade as a man again? Do it for me. Put that paradigm aside and give yourself the space and time to experience this longer and more fully. Just give it a week of our break from school. Okay? Enjoy what women enjoy, and don’t feel like you’re a freak like I did. Do it for a week.”

“A week? Okay. I think I can do it. It would be a shame to waste all my effort and money to get here. I really don’t think it’s just a fetish now, either. It’s much more than something that simple. It’s deeper.”

“Exactly. And let’s be two girlfriends who are best friends and maybe much more… rather than girls that are friends or a couple playing roles assigned by birth. If we did that, we’d never be together. We’d never be as close. In your mind, we couldn’t.”

“Okay.” She faked a smile. “My happy face is on. Let’s let the drinks work like they should. You’re right. I’m overreacting too early.”

“Right.” I raised my glass with one hand and slid my other hand on her leg to her limpness, wrapped my fingers around it, and tugged it gently. “To getting to know each other and ourselves better. Much better.”

She gazed lovingly into my eyes. “To getting to know each other.”

“And ourselves? That means you knowing yourself better, too.”

“To knowing myself, too. Right.” She gave me a shaky, flat-lipped smile. She clinked and sipped. I could feel her growing as I kneaded her meat.


Girl Talk

From that point on, Taylor was my Taylor… plus some. She was happy, making jokes and talking about how we don’t know what we don’t know and how epiphanies come out of the blue. It was a positive, productive, enjoyable exchange between two very intelligent, engineering-trained women.

All the while we chatted, we made the other feel nice. We played and touched, caressed, and slid our silky legs against each other. Taylor couldn't keep her eyes off my cleavage, nor mine off hers. We had to take breaks from it on and off as we both took turns approaching an accidental release.

“Huh, uh…stop stop. Your thumb on the tip like that is making me twitch, and any more stroking, and I’ll have an accident.”

I laughed, patted her thigh, and sipped my espresso. “Yup, me too. After today and holding off at the masseuse and all of this and, of course, our libido-enhancing drinks might have helped, too. Not to mention, I usually will have finished at least a few times by now.” I looked at my watch. “Several times.” I laughed.

“Really? I never knew you jerked off.”

I rolled my eyes. “C’mon now, Taylor. Don’t tell me you don’t.”

“I do. But you seemed above it.”

“Okay. Let’s compare notes. This is interesting now that we’re getting to know each other better. When did you do it?”

“Before bed.”

“Anytime else?”

“Yeah. Some.”

“Like when?”

“Like before a test.”

“Right. Me too. It helps relax me.”

“I’d never have guessed.”

“Yup. Heck. My libido has always been high, but with the stress of the engineering curriculum, it seemed I needed it more. Or maybe it was just the age we are. In our prime. So how many times a day?”

“I can’t count. A few. You?”

“Okay. You don’t want to say. Let’s tap our legs the most we’ve done it in a day. Ready?”

She nodded, grinning. “Don’t make fun of me.”

“You either.” I laughed and placed my hand on her thigh, ready to tap my finger on it. She put hers on mine.

“Go!”

We both started tapping and laughing. We laughed harder the more we tapped. My eyes popped wide open, as did hers. We stopped.

“Wow. I’d say it was pretty close. I did 12.”

She shrugged. “14.”

“Okay. The minimum.”

We tapped.

“Six?”

She nodded. “Seems we’re the same. That means a day like today is unheard of. We’re both pent up with it. We could slip anytime. Hair triggers.”

“For sure. We’re going dancing next, right?”

She shrugged. “Do we have to?”

“I always wanted to. I wanted to see what it was like for the sexy girls on the dance floor. They looked so great and like they were having such fun.”

“True. They always do. I’d rather go home. If we go dancing, I might have an accident.” She laughed.

“True. Me too.” I looked around. “Well, let's take control of it then, and we can cool down a little by letting go. Wanna?”

“Here?” She looked around nervously.

“Why not? These dresses will absorb it all into the lining easily and not be a problem. They’re washable, too. Then we can relax and go dancing without worrying about shooting it all over the dance floor.”

“Wow. I don’t believe we’re gonna do this.” She looked around. No one would know.

“Okay, sip the espresso with your left hand and use your right one on me, and I’ll do the same for you. The buddy system. Move close.”

We snuggled and laughed.

Soon, we were looking prim and proper with our legs crossed under the table and our packages between our thighs fully rigid beneath our dresses. We sat close to each other. Hands gently in position as we sipped our espressos.

We smiled at each other. Our eyes locked, and we fell into loving gazes as our hands began their caresses. It wasn't long before we felt each other’s cocks pulsing and spewing our releases into our soft and silky linings. Our legs twitched. We let out little whimpers.

We let go and looked around. All was good. I gave Taylor a peck on the lips. “That was heavenly. Thank you.”

“It was, thank you!” She gave me a peck.

“Still feel pretty, or do you want to tear your clothes off?”

“No. It still feels nice. It's even nicer, actually. Finally, I can relax.” She squeezed my hand. “I love you, Avery.” Her eyes spoke of her love.

I gazed into her eyes and squeezed her hand back. “I love you too, Taylor. I love you so much. I always have.”


Girls’ Night

Randall picked us up out front and delivered us to the best club in the area. The club, Taylor, and I would go to chick watch and try to get lucky. Now, we were going with a completely different perspective and would be the girls having all the fun instead of guys looking on enviously.

We stood in line in the chilly breeze, hanging on to each other. Taylor whispered to me. “I’m nervous. What if guys want to dance with us and stuff?”

“I felt that way too. It scared the shit out of me. Why do you think I never came here dressed like a girl? But now we have each other, so it’s cool. We could blow them off if we want to. We can do it, right?”

“Right.”

We made it in, checked our coats, and made our way to the bar hand in hand. I yelled to Taylor over the pounding music in the dim light, with flashes from the mirrored balls and fake smoke wafting around the dance floor. We stood by the bar behind seated patrons, waiting for the bartender to come.

“Hey, ladies, can we buy you a drink?”

We both turned to see guys from school we knew. Our eyes popped wide, and we both turned toward the bar. Taylor whispered. “Bob and Mike from school.”

“I know. I don’t think they recognized us.”

The people next to us seated at the bar left, and the two of them saddled up alongside. They were looking at us. I got my courage up, looked at them, gave them a flat-lipped smile, then turned back to wait for the bartender.

“You can have these seats if you want, girls. We took them so you wouldn’t lose them if you wanted them.”

I nodded. “No thanks. We want to stand. We’re just doing some shots and then going dancing.”

“Right Cool. Let us buy them for you. Okay?”

I shrugged and looked at Taylor, who looked like a deer in the headlights.

We ordered two tequila shots each, with lemon and salt. What the heck? Why not take advantage of the free drinks? We lifted the glasses to them in thanks and shot the first one down. They didn’t seem to recognize us. Phew!

Bob said, “You two look so familiar. Do we know you?”

I shrugged. “It’s a small world with a lot of look-alikes.”

“True. In any case. We definitely would like to get to know you two. You two look fabulous tonight.”

“Thanks!” Bob was a pretty good-looking, regular kind of guy. Tall. Mike was the same. They always seemed decent in class and worked their asses off like the rest of us did. “Chilling from the end of the semester?”

“Right. For sure. It was a tough one. One more to go, and we’re done. You girls?”

“Yeah. Same. It was tough.”

“Was it? Are you two engineers, too?”

“Uh…yeah, we are.”

“Can’t say I remember seeing you around the engineering side of campus. There aren't a lot of girls in engineering. Could you just be saying that to keep us from knowing you?”

Taylor chimed in. “We’re engineers. Trust us.”

“Okay, what is DxDt?”

“Velocity.”

“How about DvDt?”

“Acceleration.”

“Cool. You know how to derive them. Okay. What are your Major Qualifying Projects?”

Taylor was holding her shot glass and standing with one foot on the footrail of the chair in front of her like a sailor. “Detection of internal flaws in refractory batts and Avery’s is quantum computing energy efficiency.”

“Avery? I know an Avery.”

My face flushed. He looked me up and down. “Wow. I always thought you were a feminine guy, not a gorgeous girl. You've been hiding out.”

“Uh… I guess you could say that.”

He looked at Taylor. “You too. So familiar. What’s your name, sweetie?”

“Uh…Taylor.” Her face turned red as a beet.

“Wow. Get away. You’re Taylor Rice! That’s who you are. Holy shit. You are a guy… aren’t you? I have to tell ya, you look a heck of a lot better this way. Mike, this lady is a dude. Isn’t she great?”

Mike grinned and nodded as his eyes roamed Taylor’s legs and breasts and cleavage and hair and face. “Gorgeous. I’d date her.” He smiled at Taylor. “Like to go on a date?”

Taylor rolled her eyes. Mike looked at Avery. “So Avery, are you a girl that’s been hiding, or were you once a guy too?”

“I don’t know if I ever truly was a guy. My birth certificate said so, but I never felt like a guy. Tonight, we tried not hiding for a change.”

“Well, congratulations on making that decision. It suits you both extremely well.”

“Thanks.” I prepped my fist with lemon and salt, and Taylor followed suit. I licked it off, did the shot, and sucked the lemon. I dabbed my lips with a bar napkin. I took Taylor by the hand. “We’re going dancing. See you later.”

“We can dance with you if you want.”

“Uh…” I looked at Taylor. Taylor shrugged. “I guess that would be okay. We never danced with guys before, so go easy on us, okay?”

“Okay.” Bob took Taylor’s hand, and Mike took mine, and they led us to the dance floor. The espresso made me alert and energized while the shots kicked in, and I was energized, yet I was relaxing, losing my inhibitions, and getting into dancing. I started in little steps in my high heels, the hem of my dress caressing my thighs, my breasts tugging and jiggling on my chest, making my cleavage quiver. It was such a contrast to dancing as a guy. The heels and the dress made it so much more delicate and feminine.

Taylor was smiling ear to ear and enjoying it as much as I was. I felt so sexy and alluring, and Mike was enjoying us dancing from the smile in his eyes as they roamed my body and the shadow in his light-colored jeans of what looked like a substantial hard-on. It flattered me to think I was doing that to him. It spoke of my attractiveness. I loved knowing that I looked that good to him. Yet, it scared the heck out of me in another way.

That didn’t stop my little girl from getting stiff and rubbing the tip in the lining while the soft fluff caressed the shaft with each dance step. I was rock hard again. Was it the outfit, or was it because I was staring right at Mike’s hard-on for the last few minutes? Shit! I looked up at his face, and he winked. He caught me looking at it.

Taylor’s partner Bob was in a similar state, and I could see Taylor frequently glancing at Bob’s hard-on. But she was still smiling and having fun, so she didn’t seem too nervous as she swayed her hips and made thrusting motions and looked like a beautiful, horny, sexy young lady as she flipped her hair seductively on and off. I bet she was hard as a rock under her dress, too.

We danced, and the energy built and built and built. I’d have to stop soon or spurt all over the dance floor. When the song ended, I motioned to leave and fanned myself with my long-nailed hand, showing I was hot from dancing, though I was even more hot sexually. I grabbed Taylor’s hand, and the next thing I knew, Bob took her other hand, and Mike took mine, and they led us to a group of four leaving a booth that they slid us into right after the others left.

I nervously busied myself, crossing my legs and adjusting the hem of my limited dress demurely. I fluffed my hair, dug in my purse, checked my lipstick in the reflection of my phone, and reapplied it. I sprayed some perfume on my hair. Meanwhile, Mike watched me, and Bob watched Taylor do the same nervous tasks.

Bob said loud enough for us all to hear, “I think you girls are about perfect again. When will you stop and relax? We want to talk to you. Do you two want another drink?”

We looked at each other like deer in headlights. I nodded. Taylor nodded and said, “Okay, sure. Thanks. Two gin and tonics, please.”

Bob stopped a server and ordered drinks for all of us, then turned back to us. He leaned over the table so we could all hear. “I’d never guess you two had something special under your dresses. How does it feel to go out dressed like this? Does it feel as sexy as you look?”

We both laughed across the table. I nodded. “It does. It’s incredibly sexy. All of it is. Long nails, redone hair, makeup, breasts. Just the sensation of the sheer stockings is incredible, never mind when they're touched.”

Mike was beaming his gorgeous smile. “Mind If I see what they’re like? Mind if I place my hand on your leg for a second to see? Please?”

I shrugged. Seemed like innocent curiosity. Bob also looked at Taylor as if to request permission, his big hand in the air. She nodded tentatively.

Mike’s hand was incredibly soft, smooth, and very large as he gently glided it to my knee, back to my thigh to the edge of my dress, and back to my knee while looking at it. Then he looked at me and continued his caresses. “This is incredibly sexy. I can’t imagine how good this must feel to you when it feels incredible to me.”

I glanced down and could see his hard-on. I looked into his bright blue eyes and could feel his sexual tension. His hand was feeding it into me through my stockinged thigh with each caress. He gave it a little squeeze here and there as well. I leaned back in the booth and rolled my eyes at him. “Does this show how good it feels to me?” I chuckled. I tilted my head back to rest on the back of the booth. Taylor was watching but was also captivated by Bob caressing her leg. She leaned back to enjoy it. My body tingled with delight. I throbbed incessantly under my dress. I swear I had to be oozing with desire. If this was wrong to do, I sure didn’t feel it. I hoped Taylor wasn’t getting jealous.

Our drinks arrived just in time for a much-needed break from the building tension. We all took them and held them up, us ladies with pinkies out, as Mike made a toast. “To get to know each other better.”

We clinked and sipped. Mike and Bob’s hands soon switched the hands that held their drinks to allow their right hands to return to our legs. Mike asked us both. “So, ladies. You don’t have to answer, but if you don’t mind us asking, are you into girls or guys? What kind of sex do you like?”

Taylor and I looked at each other. I laughed and blurted out. “I never had sex with either, so I don’t know. I guess it would make sense to like guys, but who knows? We’re just two girls having fun and exploring our new world. Right, Taylor?”

She nodded. “Right. Typical engineering students without a sex life, right Bob and Mike?”

They laughed. Mike said, “For Sure. I can understand that for sure. My usual date is my palm.” He laughed.

I had to see how Taylor was doing. “Uh…could you gentlemen excuse us for a moment? I think we should use the ladies' room.”

“Sure. As long as you promise to return.” Mike rose, as did Bob, and we stood and smoothed the hem of our dresses, looking at each other.

Mike said again, “Promise you’ll come back?”

I nodded. “Promise.”

Taylor and I walked hand in hand to the ladies’ room. We used the stall and then went to the sinks to wash our hands, touch up our hair and lipstick, and add more perfume to our legs, arms, and hair. Taylor was lost in the mirror.

I put my hand on her shoulder and turned her toward me so I could look into her pretty, made-up eyes. “You okay, sweetie? You’re not angry or jealous, are you?”

“Uh… I’m a mess of emotions right now. I’m kinda jealous, but not, since I know I’m as excited about this as you are. I think.”
“Yeah. Me too. A twinge of jealousy and shock of excitement. Go on.”

“So I know we’re just feeling the same things, and it doesn’t mean we still don’t love each other, right?”

“Right. Of course. We responded like girls respond when handsome, nice men pay attention to them. That’s all.”

“Right. That’s what I tell myself, but I was a guy yesterday, and now I feel like a girl. It’s scary. Seeing Bob all hard for me and having his hand touching me…it’s …it’s…wonderful. It makes me feel so pretty and wanted and alluring and sexy. Is that right? Is that okay? I mean, because of what we are under these dresses and what we are to each other.”

I rubbed her shoulder, looking into her eyes. “Of course, it’s okay, sweetie. It’s who we are now. We have to be who we are. We can’t hide from it for the rest of our lives. And what better guys could we have run into to help us see that? They’re not only completely accepting of us, but we turn them on. They’re passionate about us. We need to pursue this further. We should harvest their passion. If a hand on the leg feels good, imagine making them come for us. They’ll show their passion for us by giving us their passionate release. We can harvest it and take it from them as an incredible, electric, life-giving energy. It's a genuine gift. It’s for our good. Right? Don’t you agree? Am I wrong?”

She shook her head. “No. You’re correct, one hundred percent. I guess I have to get used to being a girl. I never thought I’d have these feelings, but I can’t deny them. Bob touching me is making me so horny for him. I want to make him feel as good as he’s making me. I want to reach my hand out and…”

“Yeah. Me too. Then why don’t we? Why don’t we show the guys a good time? They’ve been super nice, and they’ve been buying us drinks and complimenting us. We should be nice back to them. Right? It’s only proper.”

“Right. It’s a decent and polite thing to do to return a favor with another. But what if it leads to more?”

“We can take it as far as we want to. They’ll respect our wishes.”

“How far do you want to take it, Avery?”

“Oh god. I’m not sure. I mean, I want to squeeze his hard cock for sure. I’d love to make him come.”

“By just jerking him off under the table or something?”

I shrugged my shoulders and tried to gauge what Taylor was thinking. Her saying, ‘just jerking him off,’ made it seem she felt that wasn’t enough. “I mean, I’ve practiced giving head to dildos, but I never did it for real. I do wonder how that might be. I’ve tasted my semen, and it isn't bad. These guys are clean like us. Engineering students don’t have time to sleep around, so that’s cool. You heard what kind of dates they have. Mike said with his palm. Palms are clean. My heart races thinking about it. Oh… my god! Having his cock pulsing in my mouth while I look up at his face. God. I’m bobbing and oozing right now, thinking about it. I might come when he does if I do it.”

Taylor shook her head. “God. Your describing it makes me want it… harvesting their passion for us. It sounds so incredible. That’s exactly what it seems like. I want to harvest their passion. It doesn’t seem the least bit gross at all. It sounds wonderful. I can imagine how wonderful it would be making someone so excited and aroused by me have an orgasm from me. What’s happening to me?”

I rubbed her shoulder. “It’s okay. It’s natural to have these feelings. We’re girls. Get used to it. So what do you say? Want to try it? If we do, I’ll bet we’ll have Bob and Mike as friends forever. Won’t be all bad.”

“But what about us? Does that kill us as a couple?”

I grimaced. “Hell no. We’re forever. So what if we have boys to play with? We’re modern girls. Right?”

“Right. Okay then. I can't believe I’m saying this. Let’s go suck their cocks. Where do we go? What do we do?”

I shrugged. “It’ll come to us… or in our faces.” I laughed, took her hand, and we trotted to the booth, erotically clicking in our heels in tiny steps, our breasts jiggling, our ridiculously hard cocks dancing under our dresses, and guys checking us out as we made our way through the crowd.


Harvest Time

The guys stood as we approached the booth, and we slid in and snuggled with them. I rubbed Mike’s thigh through his jeans, and he happily rubbed mine on my crossed leg. I sipped my drink.

Mike pointed to his fresh drink. “Boy, it sure took you girls a long time to return. We were getting ready to leave. We thought you dumped us.”

I put my head down a bit and looked up with puppy eyes. “Sorry! We girls take a lot of maintenance, and sometimes we have to have girl talk, too. This was one of those times. Don’t worry, though. It worked to your advantage.” I winked.

Taylor grinned and winked at Bob while Bob caressed her leg, and she rubbed his leg. “It sure did.” Her hand slid to his crotch and rubbed his hard cock. “If I were a guy, I’d be thrilled with what we decided to do.”

Bob smiled broadly, placed his hand on Taylor’s, and pressed her hand down as he lifted his hips. “You got me going now. What might that be?” He looked at me and back at Taylor as both men grinned and waited for a response. I was rubbing Mike’s hard cock in his pants and grinning. I licked my lips and sucked my thumb, then bobbed my head on it.

Mike and Bob’s eyes lit up like railroad signals. I felt Mike’s cock throbbing from my display. Bob said, “Really? Wow! How did we get so lucky?” He looked around. “Where? Here? That might get us in trouble.”

“Right. We’re not sure where.”

Mike was rubbing my leg faster and faster and squeezing it, making me crazy. “How about back at the frat? Most of the place is empty because of the break. It’s just us and a few other guys. I’m sure they wouldn’t care. If they could, they’d watch even. It’d be a genuine thrill for them to see. If you girls want more privacy, we can go to our bedrooms, but they might be messy and stinky.”

I looked at Taylor. She shrugged. “Sounds okay. We can figure out where when we get there, depending on what’s going on. Right, Avery?”

“Sure. Now, we have an Uber Black waiting for us. He’s already been paid for the night, so we may as well use it so he can drive us home after. What do you say we meet there?”

Mike nodded. “Sounds great.”

Bob said, “For Sure. See you there. You know which frat, right?”

“Right. I think.”

“Let’s exchange phone numbers if that’s okay, and I can send the contact with our addresses.”

We took our phones out, and Taylor’s and my nails clicked as we exchanged numbers and contacts. “There!” I put my phone in my purse. The guys pounded their drinks, and we all left hand in hand with our men to the door. Randall was parked there, and the guys held our doors for us as we slid in and said goodbye.

Randall looked back at us over the seat. “Where to, ladies?”

I waved my phone at him. “I texted the address to you. It’s a frat about fifteen minutes away. We shouldn’t be staying there too long. Maybe an hour or so. Is that okay?”

“Perfect. Not a problem.”

He played with his phone, then returned it to Apple Car Play. The map began navigating, and he started paying attention to driving.

I slid over and snuggled with Taylor. “Maybe we should practice on each other right now. I need to come, and I’m sure I’ll get hard fast again once we’re there. What do you think?”

“Oh god, yes. Good idea. Just thinking about doing it to the guys has me ready to burst.”

We both maneuvered around until we were able to suck each other’s cocks. It was terrific, but it didn’t last but a few seconds. Our bodies twitched, and we whimpered quietly and spurted into each other’s mouths, Taylor’s cock pulsing away, delivering wonderful gushes of her passionate release. I swallowed it greedily. I couldn’t believe I’d be doing this again in minutes to Mike.

We finished and sat back up, adjusting our dresses and breasts and fixing our hair in our phone reflections. We redid our lipstick. A bit more fresh perfume, and we were ready to harvest. We sat back and snuggled and caressed each other’s legs. It wasn’t long before Randall opened our door. “I’ll be ready when you call or come outside.”

“Thank you so much, Randall. You’re great.”

He tipped his hat. “My pleasure, ladies.”

We clicked our way up the walk and the stairs of the old Victorian mansion. We rang the bell. Mike and Bob opened the door and stood there grinning like Cheshire cats. Mike said, “I think we have the place to ourselves. The other guys left a note saying they were attending a sorority party. Come on in.”

He motioned for us, and they took our coats and hung them up. We followed them into a parlor with a bar. Mike asked, “Drink? Water? Beer? We have a nice fresh keg. It’s creamy and smooth.”

I shrugged. I was still a little buzzed. “Creamy and smooth sounds like what we want right now. Beer will complement that nicely.”

“Nice use of words, Avery.” He chuckled and got us two frosted mugs, and they picked up their mugs from the coffee table. “Want to sit on the couch or at the bar?”

I looked at the long leather couch. “Hmm, the couch looks comfy.” I took a seat, and Taylor took one alongside me. Bob and Mike filled the gaps. The cold of the leather reminded me how available my body was in this dress as it cooled the back of my thighs and some of my cheeks. I began to get hard again from the sensations and knowing what was ahead. Mike caressed my stockinged legs and asked if he could touch my breast. I placed his hand on it and he squeezed and pressed on it, which felt real to both of us.

I undid his zipper and his belt and button and spread his pants out, revealing a big hard cock throbbing in sheer silky bikinis. I pulled aside the bikinis and wrapped my fingers around his hot cock, and stroked it gently, my long nails glinting in the meager light. We embraced and kissed deeply. He broke the kiss. “You even smell incredible. You're so sexy. I hope I don’t come too fast. I want to enjoy this as much as I can.”

“Me too, sweetie. Me too. This is my first time with a man like this. I want to savor it. Try your best to hold off, okay?”

“I’ll try.” I grabbed my beer, chugged it, and slid to my knees onto a pillow. Mike stood up and dropped his pants around his ankles. Taylor and Bob did the same, and soon I had my arms wrapped around Mike’s powerful legs, holding him while I bobbed my head on his long thick cock and looked up into his beautiful eyes, telling me how much he loved this and how beautiful I looked. “Avery, you look so gorgeous like that. So sexy. So pretty and feminine.”

I mumbled a thank you around his cock and wrapped my hand around the bottom where I couldn’t reach with my mouth, and I stroked it and sucked and bobbed and ran my tongue around his shaft. I tugged his shaved globes and rolled them in my other hand, my long, pretty nails glinting in the light.

I moved my hips to and fro as my cock bobbed up and down on its own accord. The energy I felt coming through his cock into my body was incredible, and the look on his face as his hands caressed my hair and his fingers wrapped in it tightly was immensely gratifying and motivated me further. Soon, he gripped my head in both hands, looking into my eyes and thrusting in short thrusts so as not to choke me. I wanted all of it but gagged a couple of times from my zeal and then used my hand to limit my descent on his delicious, cologne-scented electric lollipop.

Bob said softly, his hands in Taylor’s hair, looking down at her. “Oh god, Taylor. That’s incredible, girl.” I glanced to the side to see Taylor flicking the tip of Bob's gigantic cock and rolling his shaved balls in her hand while stroking his cock with her other hand.

Both of us girls were enjoying cocks of real men. Men who were masculine and full-sized. They were nice men we liked and wanted to please immensely.

I was lost in a dream after that as I sucked the energy from that cock into my body and let it fill me with sensual, sexual titillation. I stared up blankly as I mumbled a thank you around Mike’s cock for another compliment from him as he moaned and thrust gently into my tightly held head. I was in some heaven. Mike’s hands became tighter. Taylor was whimpering, and Bob moaned louder as he fucked her face. Taylor was humping in the air, obviously enthralled with her harvesting.

It seemed the sounds and sensations were building to a climax as both of us girls became fervent at reaping our rewards, whimpering sweetly. We needed to harvest them now. The men complied. Mike’s hands gripped me fiercely, and his fingers in my hair threatened to tug it out. I loved his passion for me and how intense this was for him. I was so proud to be able to give this to another person. Especially one so handsome, pleasant, and friendly. I didn't want it to end, but I wanted to get my reward and feel his passion pulsing through his massive, velvety, electric cock into my face, over my circling tongue, and down my hungry throat.

Bob grunted. Mike’s legs went tense, and he held me tight as his cock leaped and jerked in my mouth as it dumped one huge gush after the other into me. My eyes blinked rapidly as I swallowed the first load. Looking deep into his eyes, my eyes now wide open as if in shock, I swallowed the next gush dutifully and managed not to lose a drop. I was overcome with a passion for more and continued to go at it fervently, as if I had become insane. I wanted more, and I needed more.

Taylor was the same. Bob was trying to get her off his cock gently. Mike forced my head off it, and I stared up, smiling at him as he smiled down at me, and applause ensued. My eyes popped wide open, and my head turned. There were four other guys with their cocks out hard and being stroked while they smiled and watched. My jaw dropped.

I looked at Taylor, who had also realized we had company. I shrugged my shoulders and smiled at Taylor. She grinned and wiped a pearly white drop of coming off her chin. We both waved the guys over, took one in each hand, and went back and forth, sucking them in turn. We both got into our fresh meat, ravishing them like some nymphomaniacal women. I was in heaven again and oozing beneath my dress as I worked the substantial cock of a handsome black man with at least a ten-inch long cock that was so wide I thought my jaw would come loose from its attachment to my head. He was gentle and smelled lovely. I’d save this one for last.

I worked the other boy-like guy with the small cock up so much that I harvested him in less than another minute of ministrations. His come was sweet and thick and filled me with his passion for me as he moaned in little boy moans, and I knew this was his first time. I was flattered and proud to have been the girl to give him his first BJ as he thanked me profusely in his little boy voice and tucked it away.

Now I was free to indulge in monster cock like the big fake black dildos I’d seen in the adult shops and played with at home. But this real one was incredible and paled by comparison. I took my time savoring his touch on my head and mumbling thanks around his cock as he gave me compliments. His big black eyes burned into my soul, telling me how gorgeous and sexy I was as I spread my jaw wide and bobbed my head on that bestial cock.

I could hear Taylor finishing her second one and knew she had one more to do. Glancing over, her next guy was about six-foot-five with another massive cock. It wasn’t as big as my guys, but it was very substantial. Taylor got right on it, her mouth wide like a shark consuming a man. We were in control, powerful, wanted, longed for, desired, alluring. We were powerful women, not wimpy guys. We had found our passion.

My man was incredible, and the energy he gave me was equally astounding. My whole body tingled as I impaled my face on his cock and looked deep into his soul. His huge hands wrapped around my skull and held me gently so as not to break me. His deep voice called me baby and gorgeous, and he told me how pretty I looked on his cock and how he’d love to have me for his own if I ever could see fit to honor him.

I had to harvest his passion for me and swallow it now. I took control and made him crazy. So crazy he couldn't hold back if he wanted to. I employed my tongue and lips and sucked and tugged and rolled and stroked to the point he was standing on his toes, and I had to raise myself to reach it while he moaned in his deep baritone voice as he looked into my eyes. My little girl was leaping and oozing, and I couldn’t help but hump into the air and rub the tip into the dress and fluff. My whole body tingled.

He groaned, and his cock jerked around fiercely in my mouth as if trying to escape. Gush after sweet gush flooded my mouth with a firehose of his passion for me. I swallowed diligently.

My little girl began spurting and jerking in my dress, spewing it into the fluff while my body twitched and I humped into the air. I came like a rocket, as if the cocks I harvested had refilled my reservoir of passion.

Distracted by my immense pleasure and whimpering, I popped off momentarily, and it shot into my hair before I captured it again and went wild on it. His eyes were wide and filled with passion for me, which I harvested into my soul. I was the soul eater. I ate men’s souls. I took their energy and consumed it like a vampire.

When he was done, he had to extract me from his lovely cock, and he lifted me like a doll off my feet and hugged me to him, his cologne sweet and powerful. He stroked my hair and peppered my face with kisses. He set me down gently and looked at me lovingly. “The offer is there. I don't care if you have something special beneath your dress.”

How did he know? I looked around. Bob and Mike were seated across the room, watching us. They had to have told the other guys we were here and what we were. Was I angry? Was I happy? I didn’t want to think about it. Or maybe I gave it away myself by humping into the air. Girls don’t hump into the air, you idiot. Who cares? It was great.

We adjusted our dresses and hair and put ourselves together. I could feel some come in my hair, but it made me proud to have it. Mike and Bob came over.

“Well, you sure you have a ride? Thanks for tonight. Maybe we can get together again. Maybe without all the other guys. Of course, you girls must have a lot of guys to pick from, but I know I’d be honored to be your date anytime, anywhere, and do anything you want.” We reached the door.

Bob agreed. “Right. Same here, Taylor.”

I smiled as I stood with my thumb hooked on my purse. “Thanks. We appreciate that. Maybe we can. And yeah, Rolland is waiting.” I looked at my watch. “And we finished just in time, too.”

“Thanks, ladies. It was a great night. We were so honored. Let us pay for your Uber tonight. All the guys chipped in because I’m sure he wasn’t cheap having him for the entire night.”

His fist was full of rolled-up bills with a rubber band around them. He tried to give it to me. “No. No. Thank you, but it’s okay.” I pushed it away.

He tried to give it to Taylor, but she pushed it away. “Oh, no. Thanks, but not needed.”

He looked at us both up and down. “Nonsense.” He stuffed it into my purse. “Thank you. You’ve made everyone very happy tonight. We hope to see you both again.”


The Morning After

We got home, and I went into the bathroom to clean up and get ready for bed. I brushed my teeth, washed my face, removed the makeup, put on a silky, flowy nightgown with built-in gel breast forms, and slid on the matching crop top. I brushed my hair.

I walked into the bedroom, expecting to see Taylor waiting her turn. “Taylor?” I looked downstairs, thinking maybe she had a nightcap. No Taylor. I hoped she hadn’t left. She was planning on staying over.

Back upstairs, I found her in the spare room, sleeping on top of the covers. It was my fault. We had talked about her using the spare room, not knowing we’d end up wanting to sleep together. Or maybe she didn’t. Perhaps she was angry with me for how I corrupted her.

She lay there like an angel on her side, her shapely legs in her heels pulled up, a hand under her pillow, and her hair spread across the satin pillowcase. She looked like a doll. I lightly kissed her forehead, took an afghan from the drawer, and covered her. She groaned and drew it close to her neck, and sighed.

In the morning, I rose before dawn, hoping Taylor hadn’t left. Peeking in on her, she slept peacefully. I went downstairs and quietly cooked some bacon and French toast, made a pot of coffee, and even squeezed some fresh grapefruit juice. I wanted to put her in a good mood in case I was right about her being angry at me. I didn’t want to lose her motivation to stay a girl and stay with me, the evil influence.

I sat in the kitchen, a leg crossed in my high-heeled mules, and sipped my coffee, watching the stairs, waiting for her. She clattered above, still in her high heels, flushed the toilet, descended the stairs carefully and appeared. She wasn’t smiling.

“Morning, sweet girl.”

“Morning.” She looked around and sat at the table.

“You okay?”

She nodded. “Just a bit out of sorts. I'm not used to waking up looking like this. I smell bacon.”

“You do. Let me feed you.” I took our plates from the oven and delivered them to the table. “I made breakfast. I wanted you to feel good and have lots of energy today. We drank a bit last night and used up lots of energy.” I took the juice from the fridge, poured it, poured her a coffee, and put the sugar and cream by it.

I sat, and she took her napkin and placed it daintily with long-nailed fingers on her lap.

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and cut the French toast, then bit a piece of bacon and chewed it, looking at me. “Thanks. This is nice of you.”

I nodded and ate. How should I approach this? Like we had accomplished something incredible last night? We did. But she might not view it like that. Or should I not mention the previous night, even though it was the elephant in the room?

“Uh…” I stammered. “What would you like to do today?”

She shrugged her shoulders, eating and playing with her food, being dainty with her utensils, and dabbing her lips with the napkin like a lady. At least she was in girl mode. She was always proper, but never this feminine. That was a good sign. She looked up. No smile. Expressionless. “I…I uh…”

“Go ahead.”

“Last night was… Well… I don’t feel horny right now.”

“So, what does that mean?”

“I’m always horny with morning wood in the morning. I had none. It’s as if something placated my drive for it. I feel free and alive.”

“That’s good, isn’t it?”

“It is. But I mean, I’m not all horned up and wanting to go looking for sex today.”

“I feel the same. I’m very satisfied, and I didn’t have any wood today either. Maybe that’s a sign that what we did was good for us. Natural. Something we desperately needed.”

She shrugged. “Could be. I never would have guessed sucking four cocks would make me feel this way. I can’t believe I did that.” Her face revealed neither regret nor pride.

“So, do you feel bad about doing it?”

She chuckled. “I did for a minute. But then it all hit me. I remembered how good it was. How proud I was. How natural it was. How rewarding it was….”

“And so? Are you happy you did it, and would you do it again?”

She looked pensive, staring at me. She recrossed her legs under the table and caressed her knee with one hand while sipping her coffee daintily with the other. A grin filled her face. She rolled her eyes. “Oh, my god! In a second. It was the best thing ever. Chasing women was never as much fun as pleasing men.” She laughed and held her belly. “I can't believe it! I’m a fucking cocksucking sissy ass girl!”

I laughed. “So, are you changing your mind about today? Do you want to go find cock?” I laughed.

“Hell no. I’m so satisfied, and I’m loving being feminine and pretty. I want to see what it would be like to be a normal girl, not a Nympho girl. Okay?”

“Sure.”

“I want to wear girls’ jeans, a sweater, and some moderate heels to shop in. I need to buy a wardrobe and stop sharing your clothes.”

“Wonderful! I’m buying.”

“No, no.”

“Yes, yes. The men gave us money last night, remember?”

“Yes, He put it in your purse. How much was it?”

“Six Hundred!”

“Six hundred!? Holy shit! That’s one hundred per guy! Do they think we’re prostitutes now?”

“Who cares? We have plenty to get a wardrobe for you at Salvation Army or Goodwill. And we’ll have leftover, too!”

“Who Cares? The entire engineering department will know after this. It’s bad enough we’ll be dressed as girls all the time with them when they knew we were guys before, but now they’ll think we’re whores too.”

“Don’t look at it that way. Guys would spend that on a date. More than that. It would be two hundred or more just for dinner and drinks for a couple and no guarantee of a kiss, never mind a BJ. They got off cheap.”

She laughed. “True. Well, I hope they were just being nice, and it doesn’t end up we look like whores. That’s all.”

“It’ll be fine. As long as we don’t act like whores, we won’t look like ones.”

“True.” She looked at her watch. “Wow. I got up late. I need to shower and everything. Maybe a little makeup, too.”

“Right. You can go first so you can have some time to pick out jeans, and shoes or boots, and a top. I’ll have to show you how to tuck your man parts so the jeans don’t show them. You’ll have more of a problem with that than I do. Take a new razor to clean up your meager facial hair. I can barely notice it right now, but it might be worth doing for a polished look. You know where my panties and bras are and everything. When you’re done showering, I’ll go next. It won’t take me long, and we can buy everything you need. Okay?”

“Okay!” She was beaming. I was relieved. We were on our way as two young ladies.


Filling the Closet with the Monkey Gone

Taylor wanted to drive, so we walked to her place and got her car. We both wore girls' jeans and sweaters with short puffer coats. Three-inch heel boots completed our look as two regular girls who looked a bit nicer than most girls… in sneakers and sweatpants.

Salvation Army and Goodwill were great after the holidays when everyone cleaned their closets—jeans, tops, miniskirts, knee-length skirts, pantsuits, mini dresses, and even some shoes that looked like new. They were probably donated by the many beginner crossdressers who bought them online, and they didn’t fit. All for a couple to ten bucks for the cutest, prettiest dresses we loved.

Taylor was having a ball shopping. She had never experienced having so many choices and possibilities for pairing things.

“You think this top will go well with the green suede miniskirt? I’d leave it out, so the peplum gave me more hips. The skirt didn’t do that too well.” Taylor held it out, beaming. She glowed with the joy of this.

“For sure. You have green eyes. The green of the flower’s leaves matches the skirt and your eyes perfectly, and you're right about the peplum and hips. Very astute of you.”

We got out of there with lots of money left over. We went to Target and a lingerie shop and found panties, crotchless panties, bras, garter belts, sheer stockings, thigh highs, sheer pantyhose and nightwear, cheap jewelry, perfumes, purses, and accessories.

As Taylor was stuffing the last of our trip into the trunk, She checked her watch. “Quick lunch at Mikey D’s and wash, dry, and put away the clothes? I’ll have to clear out my closets.”

“We can do it at my place. I have the whole spare bedroom and closet we could use, and then we can stay together. You can save on rent. We can sleep together. I was hoping you would last night, but you just passed out.” I laughed.

“Really? Us sleep together?”

“Yes! Please. Stay with me. We’re a couple now. Get rid of your apartment.”

“I’m still in the lease.”

“Sublet. More money for clothes and shoes.”

“Good idea. Okay. To your place. We can move my stuff later and I’ll post it for sublet.” Her eyes were bright as she came close and gave me a peck on the lips. “I’m so excited. This is awesome. I have a girlfriend, and I’m going to live with her. And…. I have all these new exciting clothes to wear! She giggled like a little girl and ran to her door, pushing the fob for us, the horn beeping.”

We were elated as we dragged her stuff in, washed, dried, hung, and placed it all. It all fit, but with no extra space.

“I’ll have to get rid of some things to make room for your guy-clothes.”

“Why? I’ll never wear them again. I like me better now.”

“Good girl!”

I was counting out the remaining cash from our excursion. “Do you believe it? We have three hundred left yet. May I take my girlfriend on a dinner date tonight? No frat or dancing if you don’t want to.”

“Oh my god, Avery. You read my mind. I so want to wear one of my lovely new dresses tonight. I have to admit, I am feeling a bit frisky right now. I want to dress to enhance that. Maybe some new crotchless panties, too.” She moved up close and wrapped her arms around me, pressing her hips forward against me; her hand grabbed my ass. Her other hand went through my hair as I gazed into her gorgeous eyes.

We kissed deeply in that embrace. I grabbed her ass in her jeans and pulled her tight to me. Maybe I could be the girlfriend Taylor wanted me to be after all. She was quite enticing and had a part that any girl would love to have inside of her. Even as feminine as she was now.


Dinner Date With a Fine Finish

We each showered and washed and conditioned our hair. We pampered each other with the masseuse's lotion and ensured every part of us was slick and silky.

This time, when we dressed side by side, there was no awkwardness about our nakedness or having raging hard-ons. We even took turns sucking each other for a while when the opportunity presented itself, like when one of us was slipping into sheer stockings or the other was fastening their bra.

We both wore a different but lovely, floral, almost summery V-neck, cleavage-forward mini dresses with flared hems and crinoline to lift the dress above our raging hardness. Our new fake cashmere bolero sweaters and wool dress coats made us wintery and classy, and when we were ready in our five-inch strappy stilettos, we knew we had to avoid walking in the snow. The valet would have to be our salvation.

We stood before the full-length mirror, each checking, posing, putting perfume on, and ensuring we were impeccable. I got stuck staring at the girl I had become, and my free and throbbing cock in the silky fluff of the lining told me how gorgeous I was.

Taylor touched my arm. “Ready?” She looked at her watch. “My date is about to arrive, and she doesn’t like to be late.”

“You’re right. She can be a real bitch. I know her well.” I laughed. “Besides. It’s my date. I’m the one who initiated it and who has to pamper you tonight. Will I earn getting to first base?” I stood before her, looking into her eyes and moving her hair over her shoulder.

“Oh my my, yes.”

I gave her a peck on the lips. “Wonderful!” She took my hand, and we left. I wondered if she could actually stuff me with her cock, knowing she might think it's gross being in the bottom. I hoped she’d be okay with it. I wanted her to have a home run. I wanted to give her the connection. I wanted it, too.

Taylor wanted to drive, and her car was first in line, anyway. “I love driving in heels and feeling the cold leather seat on my thighs. It’s so darn sexy.” She started the car and looked over.

I crossed my legs, bounced a high-heeled foot, and arranged the hem of my dress about my thighs. “I know. As a young lady, the world is full of little delights, right?” I moved my hand to her lap, found her hardness, wrapped my fingers around it, and squeezed. “Mind If I do this while you drive? I love knowing how hard you are.”

“Not at all. And I think that the blue pill we split is making it even harder than normal. I hope I can pee later.”

“No problem. It will comply, but stay at least mostly hard when you aren’t thinking about or stimulated by things, and it will be extra hard when you’re really thinking about it. The half-pill kinda keeps it at the ready and maximizes the sensations it has, keeping it rigid while walking and sitting and letting it dance under your dress constantly, making you even more desirous. Did you miss not coming multiple times today?” As she drove, I stroked her with the silky fabric of her dress lining and looked at her pretty, happy, face.

“Didn’t miss it a bit. It was lovely simply feeling feminine and pretty and not horny. I still felt incredible. Like on some high. You?”

“I didn’t miss it a bit. It was much better than jerking off multiple times. It's not that my body doesn't want it ingrained in my daily activities, but today, I got to choose instead of having the constant monkey. Maybe last night and today were how life is supposed to be. Full satisfaction and blissful aftermath.”

Taylor’s cock was as rigid as a telephone pole and throbbing in my fist as I squeezed and caressed it gently. She glanced at me, and I gave her a flat smile, nodding. “I think you're right, little girl. I think you’re so right. It was incredibly gratifying, making others feel so good…and very satisfying.”

The valet was more than happy to get an eyeful of us as he opened my door first and then went around to get an eyeful of Taylor and give her the ticket. She put it in her purse and smiled warmly at him. “Thank you, sir.” He was just a young man, but he beamed at being called sir, straightening his stance and standing proud. “Yes, Ma’am. My pleasure.” He was a cute 16 or 17-year-old…. and hard in his pants for her.

We entered to our favorite maître d’, Gerald. His eyes widened as he recognized us, holding the door. “Quick, quick, ladies, don’t get chilled.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Gerald.”

“I have your reservation ready. I was surprised to see you lovely ladies two nights in a row. It’s such an honor. You must have enjoyed it last night.”

Taylor chuckled. “We sure did. We truly got our fill and were incredibly satisfied and rewarded for our efforts.”

Gerald took our coats and hung them. He looked at us both. “Were the seats good for you last night? I can put you in the same booth with Leonard as your server.”

“Perfect,” I said.

We followed him to the semi-private booth by the fire. My ridiculously rigid little girl under my dress bobbing about, the tip being deliciously rubbed by the lining, my hips swaying with each minced step. The added hip sway and delicate, vulnerable walk were more exaggerated by my arousal. My sumptuous cleavage jiggled in the V-neck top invitingly as my breasts tugged with each erotic step. I was a very horny, tingling, vibrating, electric young lady.

Leonard greeted us, and we ordered the same drinks as last night, which we probably didn't need, having taken a blue pill already, but we ordered the libido-enhancing ‘con-cock-shun’ anyway.

We indulged slowly and sensually, tasting, chewing, caressing under the table, tingling all over as we chatted.

“I’m proud of you, Taylor, for quickly accepting who you are. You were very pragmatic about it. Any reservations?” I rubbed her stockinged thigh as I gazed into her beautifully made-up eyes.

The scent of her perfume filled me with a desire to lick it off of her. She shook her pretty head, curls dancing by her face. “Not one reservation or regret. I wondered if it was a dream in the morning, but I didn’t think it was a nightmare. I’ve realized I’m not and never have been a man.” She looked around and then sipped.

“Good. I’m glad you didn’t have to struggle like I did all these years.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I wish I’d have known.”

“Don’t be sorry. It’s my fault for having to get you to join me so I can do it. I should have just done it long ago.”

“Glad to have helped. Never would have known about this wonderful new world if you didn’t look for my help.”

“I know, huh? What a shame that would be. Do you have any goals, aspirations, wants, or needs… now… that you didn’t before?”

“I think I’d like to get implants to be able to have my breasts not fall out. Some hips might not be bad, and if I’m going through that effort and expense, I may as well get some higher cheeks and get the body hair permanently removed, especially the little bits on my face.”

“Good point. We both can do that once we work and have time off and money.”

“True. Now I’m happy we’ll be working where we will, as progressive and accepting as the culture there is.”

“See? Now it matters to you, right? So anything else? Any disappointments?”

She shrugged. “Just miss the fact that I won’t ever be able to have sex with a woman like I thought I could. You know, just little voices from the past. I always wanted to be a manly man. I wanted women to want me and swoon.” She laughed. “Not sure why, though. Societal, I guess, because I thought I was a man. But the thought of penetrating someone and being connected like that is wonderful. I sure couldn’t do it to a guy.”

I rubbed her leg. “I’m not a guy, and I’d like to try that with you. I’ve used toys before. I use the shower attachment to clean it every day. It’s cleaner than any woman would be, even.”

Her eyes popped. “Really? Would you like that? It seems gross to me.”

“Gross for you or me?”

“Both. I mean, sticking it in a bottom?”

“Oh, come on. Grow up, little girl. It’s quite common. Even hetero men get pegged. I don't have a problem with it.” I took her hand. “I want to feel you connected to me… inside of me… as you pulse and squirt and fill me with your seed. I want to be bred. It’s normal for a girl. You should want it too. Don’t you want to make love to your girlfriend? Me?”

“Oh gosh. I never thought of us like that. I don't know why. I should have. I wanted you as my girlfriend, so I should want to. Even if it seems gross.”

“Honey. You’re just hung up on your paradigms. If you hadn't already overcome the bulk of your reservations, you wouldn’t enjoy what you are now. I want you to fuck me. Take me. Breed me. I need to be used and bred like a woman… with it inside me.”

I waited and sipped, gauging her. She was grinning mildly. “Make love to you. It’s really a dream come true. I always wanted to be closer to you. I am now, but I never…well.”

“See?”

She shrugged. “You’re probably right. I mean, it’s us locked together. Me coming inside you. What could be bad about that? It’s not like someone is in my bottom. Eww!” She laughed.

“Right. Now, get your head around that little girl. Unless you’re gonna chop it off, I have dibs on it.”

We indulged but ate light; the rest of our time was fantastic. We were two girls in love, on a date, enjoying each other immensely. I so hoped Taylor wouldn’t change her mind. I needed her.

“Anything else, ladies? Anything that can complete your time with us and provide a nice finish to it?” Leonard smiled, standing erect with his hands behind his back and his hard-on showing as a thick, lifted wrinkle in his pants. I swear it throbbed.

What the heck? I’d give it a shot. “Yes, Leonard. We could use a finish.”

“Espresso? Desert? Port? Cognac, bourbon?”

“Mmm, something more exciting. Something we’d have to work on for a little while. Prod into being, a caress to fruition—something to satisfy young ladies' oral cravings.”

He smiled and looked around, then back at us. “I may be misreading you, so you’d like something to satisfy orally that you’d need to work on.”

“Correct. With a gushing reward for our efforts at the end.” I winked.

He moved foot to foot, grinning further and looking around. His cock was now at full attention under his pants. He moved his hands to place them in front of it. “Uh, that sounds… it sounds like I shouldn’t say what I think it sounds like. But I must say, it’s making me very awkward thinking of it.”

Taylor was giggling like a little girl, recrossing her legs and looking at Leonard up and down seductively. She licked and sucked her thumb, smiling.

Leonard quivered. “Oh, my.”

I motioned to Leonard with my long-nailed fingers. “Please, come closer.” 
He leaned way down from his tall height. “Yes, ma’am.”

I cupped his ear with my hand, placing a hand gently on his shoulder. My hot, breathy little voice said, “If you would be willing, we’d both love to suck your cock and make you come in our mouths. That would be the superlative finish we’d partake in for this dining experience. Can you provide that for us?”

He stood erect and throbbing in his pants. His face was flushed. He looked around nervously. “I tell all my employees to satisfy the customer impeccably, and if this is what you said you would like, who am I to deny it to you when it is within our reach? Right this way, ladies.”

He stood and motioned for us to exit the booth. We slung our purses and followed him through the quiet, classy restaurant. No one was the wiser of what we were doing. All the cheerful people at the happy tables imbibed and dined graciously, and we headed to enjoy our newfound favorite treat. Sucking cock.

The room he led us into was a nicely appointed office. He closed and locked the door behind him, looking nervous and uncertain about what to do. “I hope you don't want to scream or make a scene afterward saying you were forced to do this. That would be horrible. I would never force anyone.”

“Of course, Leonard. Don’t worry.” I looked up in the corner, and a video camera blinked its red light. I walked over to it and looked into it. I looked back at Leonard. “I’m being recorded?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good. Then you’ll have proof if we did something weird like crying wolf, right?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I looked into the camera and said, “Hi, keep this video private, please. We just couldn’t resist sucking Leonard’s cock. He didn’t force us to. We needed to.”

“There. You can keep the video private and use it for your sole pleasure. Okay?”

“Very thoughtful of you. Thank you. Now what?”

We knelt before him on pillows we took from the couch. I looked up at the camera, which had a perfect view of us and Leonard’s cock. I unzipped his zipper, and he helped to undo his belt and button, and I dug the monster out. We indulged.

There was plenty of cologne-scented, shaved cock and balls for both of our mouths and hands, and Leonard was most appreciative, telling us how beautiful we both looked and how good it felt and how much he needed this, and how he loved what we were doing. His big hands caressed our hair and cheeks as we gazed up, showing him our girlish delight, being the cute little cocksuckers that we were.

I could tell Taylor was enjoying this as much as I was, and our hips moved just enough to rub our crotchless-pantied cocks in the lining of the dresses. We savored that thick, long, velvet monument, bringing Leonard to a grunting edge and back… repeatedly until he said, “I’m so sorry, but I need to check on my tables, ladies.”

At that point, we dove in and, in seconds, made him come for us as we came under our dresses, whimpering and swallowing his gushes in turn, his hand resting gently on our heads as we took turns capturing his gushes. Soon, we had our fill, and our ejaculations subsided. We stood, adjusted ourselves as Leonard tucked away, and then held the door for us, smiling. We smiled and nodded. I said, “Thank you for sharing that with us, Leonard. It was amazing and a wonderful finish to the meal.”

“Anytime, ladies. Anytime. Can I bring you something else to the table? Drink? Coffee?”

“How about a port and an espresso?”

“Marvelous. As soon as I catch up with the other tables.”

We went to the lady's room, freshened up, peed, and then returned to the table. It wasn’t long before Leonard delivered two ports in fine crystal and two espressos. He placed them. “Shall I call a ride?”

I shook my head. “No, we’re fine.”

“Anything else?”

We shook our heads.

“Then have a lovely rest of the evening. Your check was on the house. I own the place, and you don’t know how wonderful you made my evening. I feel human again. Thank you both.”

“Wow. Thank you, Leonard.”

“Anytime, ladies. We’ll always have a table available for you two.”

“Thanks.”

Leonard dashed off. We looked at each other and laughed, patting each other’s stockinged legs.


Avery’s Completion

Taylor drove us home. She was still hard, as that's what the blue pill does if you have any sex going on in your mind, and we both were reliving Leonard’s fabulous cock, laughing and chatting about it and how wonderful it was and how grateful he was and how we might always have a place for a free dinner and a marvelous finish.

When we entered the house, I didn’t mess around. I wanted it now. I tugged Taylor by the hand to the bedroom, pulled the covers back to the satin sheets, took some lube, and rubbed my hole with it generously. I lay face down, lifted the hem of my dress, and tucked it up to expose my crotchless-pantied bottom. I lay my head on the side of my arms and lifted my bottom. “From behind first, please. I assume you’re ready?” I wiggled my bottom, smiling up and looking sideways at her. I giggled. “Breed me, my love.”

She moved on her knees, sliding closer and spreading my legs apart as she held her cock and guided it to spread my cheeks, and slid it around to find my hole. 
“There. Right there. Push.”

I watched as best I could as she pressed the tip. “I don’t want to hurt you. It’s not letting me.”

I pressed my bottom back against it. “Press harder. Push until it goes in. Once the tip is in, it’ll go easily. Push.”

She did, and I did, and I gasped as it shot in all at once. “Ungh! God, yes. Breed me, my lover.”

“Holy shit, this is tight. Hot and god, it feels so good.”

“You should be on this end. You’re making me ooze. Fuck me now, like a bitch in heat. Fast and hard. And don’t you come yet!”

Her hands gripped my hips and fucked me silly. My cockette dangled and flailed beneath me, sending pearls shooting off with each thrust. I whimpered and moaned. “Oh god, Taylor, that feels so nice.” Taylor fucked me for what seemed quite a long time as she whimpered and adjusted her grip. She wrapped her hands in my hair and pulled it taut, lifting my head as she held me fast that way as she shoved and beat it into me, making slapping sounds on my ass with her balls. She grunted in a little girl's voice, which sounded odd but intense. I squealed on and off as I was ravaged mercilessly.

“Oh god, Avery. I love you so much, but I can't hold out much longer. Are you close?” Her thrusting slowed.

“I’ve been oozing pearls the whole time, and it's as if I’m having one continuous orgasm but without the spurts. It’s heaven. If I touch it down there, I’ll surely start a sissygasm. If you're close, I want to see your eyes when you come inside me. Let me flip over, honey.”

She pulled out, and I flipped onto my back and lifted my legs. I grabbed her cock and guided her in. She began thrusting like a rabbit, hard and deep, whimpering. She held my thighs glued to the bed, my toes pointed in my high heels, the energy flowing through me, making my legs tense and rigid. My high-heeled feet with pointed toes flailed in the air with each thrust.

I looked down at my cock flailing in the air between us, oozing pearls. I grabbed her ass and set her pace, and looked deeply into her pretty eyes. She was above me, looking down, glancing between my flailing cock and her cock going in and out of me and my eyes.

“Okay, my love. Look into my eyes now. Focus on my eyes so I can see into your soul. You're mine. Breed me. Breed your whore and fill her with your passionate release. I’m ready to come. I want to come with you.”

Her eyes locked on mine. She pounded me mercilessly; my tensed legs and pointed toes flailed in the air, as did my little spewing girl oozing pearls. She whimpered and squeaked and shoved it deep into me and held it there while she whimpered. My body spasmed, and I whimpered; our eyes locked as her cock jerked and pulsed in me, filling me with her seed. As soon as I felt her cock jerk in me the first time, my cockette went wild and snapped and jerked in a fit, spurting creamy ropes between us, landing on my belly and face.

The peripheral sight of that excited Taylor so much that she squealed and pulled out and rammed me over and over, making me gasp and squeal and my body shake until she had juiced every drop of come from both of us.

When it was over, she fell onto me, our breasts crushing between us, our legs gliding against each other as we caught our breath, and she moved slowly inside of my come-filled ass as she softened.

I stroked her hair.

She stopped peppering me with kisses and whispered. “Now, that was one fine finish for our first date.” She peppered my face with more kisses, and we laughed.


An Ultimatum

We woke in the morning satisfied and relaxed and showered together, jerked each other off in it, then dressed in jeans and tops for breakfast and a leisurely, laid-back day.

I had one more thing to do to complete Taylor and get her to where she needed to be as the girl she was now. I was worried she might not only balk, but it might ruin our relationship altogether. But I had to try. She had to be a girl fully. It wouldn’t be right for her to miss what I now knew was essential for any girl to have. It just had to be, even for girls like us.

We were quiet at breakfast. Taylor cooked while I tried to think of how to approach my last task for her. I hoped the response she saw me have from having her in me would be enough for her to want it. That was plan A. I hoped I didn’t have to do plan B as it brought the risk of losing her, which would kill me.

She placed the food on the table and poured coffee and juices. She sat, put her napkin on her lap, and smiled. “That was wonderful last night. I didn't hurt you, did I? You’re so quiet.”

I shook my head and began cutting the French toast. “No. No pain at all. Just the blissful peace of sharing such a beautiful, intimate thing by being able to submit myself to you.” I gave her a flat-lipped smile.

Taylor held a fork of toast and a piece of bacon and tilted her head. “Why do I not think you’re telling me everything, honey?”

I shrugged. “It’s just that it was so incredible; I want you to experience it.”

“Uh… Nothing is going in my bottom. Sorry.” She continued eating.

“But Taylor. You won’t fully be a woman until you’ve experienced having a cock coming inside you. Having it bring you to an orgasm you never would have any other way. Feel the energy as it courses into your soul. You know how you love having a cock coming in your mouth. The connection to the man at the end of it. This is ten times better because of how it stimulates and gives you a response like a woman. You can ride the edge with it, making you ooze continually. It's like a whole-body orgasm… continually. Right through to the body-wrenching sissygasm. It’s not like any other orgasm you've experienced. You have to do it, or you won't be complete. I never had such a wonderful thing happen to me. It’s total submission, and it’s necessary to be who we are completely. It’s part of us. You don’t know what you don’t know. You have to trust me enough to do it.”

She nodded. “Compelling argument. Sounds wonderful. I’ll just let you enjoy it. I got enough pleasure from what I did.”

“But you were being a male again. Your body just did what a male does. You didn't experience having sex as a woman. You did what you always did—the old paradigm. It’s limited, a plain old cock orgasm…regressive behavior. Taking it like a woman is progressive, enlightening behavior when you submit to the power of the man using you like that. I’m so happy you loved fucking me like a whore, but as much as it did for me, it didn't drive you forward to bring you to being who we are. You saw how good it was for me. You need to submit to it. You need to be the receptacle of men’s passionate releases.”

She sipped her coffee, her eyes roaming and reading my face, seeing my intensity and concern.

I begged, whining, “Please. Please let me help you achieve your full glory. You’ve come so far. We’ll go slow. We can use toys to start. You can clean out when you shower, like I do with the attachment, and begin training. It’s easy.”

“Eww! Clean out in the shower? Clean poop out in the shower? Gross! Stop! Never!”

I left it at that. As I looked at her, my eyes filled with tears, thinking of what I had to say next. I had to make it more worthwhile. She didn't care about the pleasure of becoming a woman at all.

I blinked back my tears and wiped my eyes. “You do want to marry me, right?”

Her eyes brightened. Her hand came across the table and squeezed mine. “Oh god, yes. I want to be with you forever. Forever and ever.”

I squeezed her hand back and looked deep into those pretty eyes. “Me too. Forever and ever with you.”

“Let’s get married now.”

I let go of her hand. “No. I can’t. It would be entirely wrong for me to shortchange you like that. You need to be a woman fully first. You need to be able to have the pleasure of submission and stop masquerading as a man still, penetrating and having meager, male cock orgasms.”

She made a face and waved her hands over her body. “Masquerading as a man? Look at me! I’m all girl. I’m getting implants soon. We’re both girls!”

“To the naked eye, yes. But until you've submitted to being bred, impregnated, used as a receptacle, and have the joy that comes with it. You’ll be masquerading, living life as an imitation, never knowing and feeling who you are! You told me to submit to my girl inside, and I did. We agreed to BOTH do it. Now you’re stopping. I can’t let you do that. I won’t marry an imposter! You’re still a man when it comes to sex! You want to stick your dick in things, even wearing a skirt!”

She stood up abruptly, her chair shooting out behind her. “Then fuck it. Fuck it all! Be the perfect woman and have someone else fuck you. You don’t want me. I’m just an imposter. I’ll go back to who I was. It was safe then. No one would stick their dick in my ass. You can have my clothes. I’m glad I didn’t clean out my apartment yet. Have a lovely rest of your vacation. See you around.”

She stormed out of the house, her high-heeled boots clicking on the wood. The door slammed and shook the house. What had I done!?

I broke down and cried, my body wrenching sobs so deep I could hardly breathe. Could I turn her? It would be unconscionable for her to go back to being her mundane male self. She loves being a girl! Right?


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

Barb and Thom

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