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Reconciliation?

It seemed like weeks, but it was just days. Had I ruined my chance to marry my soul mate over my stubborn insistence she not miss what I felt was paramount to becoming fully feminine? I sprayed a puff of her perfume on my wrist and let it bring back our first intimate moment. She’d worn it as a girl when the cultural chains we’d had for so many years were finally broken. My eyes welled up.

I took a deep, choppy breath and busied myself in the house.

The time was bleak winter… After Taylor had used her key to my place to take all the girls’ clothes, I bought her, back to her place while I was out. She left the key on the table with a note. “I couldn’t let her go. Thanks for buying me these things and showing me who I was. Sorry if I hurt your feelings, but I need to be me, too. Right?”

At least she knew she was better as a girl. I just wished I could have her be one all the way. I wondered what she was doing. Would she answer my text now? It had been three days. Winter break was drawing to an end. Why didn’t I see her around?

I called her instead of texting. I hated texting unless it was for simple things that didn’t take a lot to do. I had texted her a million times in the last days. Maybe she’d answer the phone instead.

“Avery! Glad you called.”

“You are? Good to heart that.”

“When I returned to cell service range, my phone blew up with all your texts. I was just thinking about you.”

“You were? Wow! I love hearing that. I hope it was favorable.”

“It was. Seeing your texts scrolling in and dinging over and over like the door on a busy night at the Hambone, I felt bad not letting you know what I was doing. Wanna meet me for a beer? I have something to tell you.”

“Sure! Our usual place?”

“Absolutely. Say 4 o’clock?”

“Done. See you then.”

I was beyond thrilled. Finally, the barrier has fallen. Hopefully, she’s realized I was right. What should I wear? I ran into the closet and flipped through the racks. Our regular meeting place was pretty casual, so fancy dresses were out. I wanted to look sexy for her, though. I needed her to want me…To long for me.

I decided on a basic black leather miniskirt, a baby blue V-neck top, a baby-blue lace bra that showed some of the lace edging, and some knee-high, snug black stiletto boots with sheer black pantyhose with part of the gusset cut out and baby-blue panties. I loved how the baby-blue implied maleness somehow. It was like a sign of where I had come from, yet it all was entirely feminine and seductive.

Makeup: I created a somewhat dramatic nighttime look with swept-back eyeliner and dark shadowing. Glossy, twenty-four-hour lipstick filled out my lips fully and lusciously. I fluffed my curls, put a black leather and bling scrunch on a ponytail at the top, and then sprayed it out for a lifted look. I sprayed on a pheromone perfume and checked myself in the full-length mirror. I was hot. Taylor would never resist me.

I put on my short black leather coat with the fake fur lining and collar and tied it at the waist. Then I slung my purse on my shoulder and hooked a long-nailed thumb on it. My other fingers lay flat, showing off the gleaming long nails against the black leather like an advertisement for dragon nails.

Out I went as the wind blew snow and cold up my miniskirt, making me gasp. I held the fur collar around my neck as my hair flipped about in the wind, the ponytail portion on top tugging on my scalp from the gusts. My boots clicked erotically like a dominatrix at work as she crushed grit on the cement with each minced, vulnerable, yet intimidating step in the five-inch stiletto heels.

The bell on the door of the Hambone signaled my arrival, making heads turn. Guys smiled and took notice. Girls snarled and smirked, huffed, and puffed in a display of their supposed higher standards for themselves when they were just too darn lazy to try to look good and knew they probably never could pull it off as well—the someday soccer moms and old biddies scoffed from their envious jealousy.

I sat at the bar and crossed my stockinged legs, bouncing a high-heeled boot as I hung my purse on the purse hook in front of me, undid my coat, and let it fall on the back of the seat, padding the hardwood for my shoulders and surrounding me with silky black fur.

“Hey, Avery!” The bartender beamed. He always thought I was weird before I went full girl, but now, he thinks I’m something else. He leaned on the bar, and his bright eyes smiled as they flitted about my hair, eyes, and cleavage. “You look hotter every time I see you. Damn, girl!” He stood upright, smiling. “What can I do for you, my lady?”

I laughed. Now that I was me, he was sweet. “I’m meeting Taylor. How about a frosty draught?”

“Coming right up.”

I checked my watch. Taylor should be here any second. She was nothing if not prompt.

My frosty beer arrived, and I took a big refreshing glug. It was a pleasant contrast to the extra warm environment, the heat a welcome draw to bring in clients on a cold winter’s night and sell more cold drinks. Who wants a cold drink when the place you're in is cold? Few places have discovered that you sell more cold drinks when the clients are warm.

I sipped and people-watched. Guys would see me and wink, and their girls would grow snarls, and I’d chuckle.

The door hit the hanging bell and announced an arrival as the cold air rushed across my stockinged thighs. I turned to see, and my face nearly broke as I slid off the barstool and held my arms out. “Taylor!”

I gave her a big hug. She wore her old boy clothes: baggy jeans and a flannel shirt. It was incongruous with her lovely hairdo and makeup and the sweet smell of her perfume. She looked up at me when I leaned her back to look at her. “Hey, shorty! No heels? Do you think you’re a man again?”

Her face flushed, and she slid onto the seat next to me. She ordered a beer, saying nothing. She waited until the beer arrived, then turned to me and held it up. “To my best friend.”

“To my best friend. My girlfriend and love.”

She looked put off by my last additions to her toast. Shit! “So. Glad to see you haven’t gotten rid of your hairdo or nails and are still doing your makeup. But, I see you’re wearing your old clothes. Tighty whities, too?”

She laughed. “No. Panties are much nicer, and I still wear the boobs and have pantyhose on. Some things are just too lovely to resist. I’m just missing my old self a little. Thus, the pants and shirt.

“I see. Trying to justify denying the need to finish the job you started by wearing old guy clothes again, huh? Why?”

“I hadn’t thought of it that way, but…” She sipped. “I’m glad you called. I was gonna call you.”

“Nice. It’s good we both missed each other.”

She nodded. “Yeah. I went home to see Dad.”

“You did?”

She nodded. “It was Christmas. I had to get this off my chest and see what he thought.”

“What did he say?”

“It was awesome. He and my mom loved the new me. They said I should take it all the way before I started the new job… So I’d be stable and fully myself. We scheduled my implants and hair removal over this last semester. I’ll stay home with them afterward and recuperate by doing my limited classwork online. It’s all the soft courses like you have now, too. The easy shit, like the history of art and crap.”

“Right. Wow. That’s awesome.” I sipped, not sure what to say. It was great she was taking it all the way, but why was she slumming in guys' clothes, and when would she want to fully become what she is by being a receiver of men’s passion the way a feminine being like herself should?

“So, have you changed your mind about experiencing the receiver role? Finishing your psychological development into a desirable feminine lady? I mean, if you’re getting surgery to enhance your feminine presentation and allure…” I looked deep into her pretty eyes. Smelled her familiar men’s cologne.

“Avery. I’ll never have someone deposit seed in my bottom. Eww. Sorry. Gross.”

“Really? You’ll miss the best part of the feminine submission. Fully submitting to your feminine nature will complete you like you never knew. Truly, it’s the frosting on the cake.”

“You explained it all before. I know. But that’s not me.”

“So what is you? Are you getting it removed and having a proper woman’s receptacle put in?”

“Oh, hell no. I might need it. I want it. It’s part of who I am.”

“I understand. I’d never want mine gone, either. But…then how are you gonna be complete if you don’t act like a woman and receive a man’s passion or chop it off? So now you’re going to masquerade as a man masquerading as a woman, masquerading as a man?”

She shrugged. “I’m fine this way.” She sipped. “Besides. I saw a girl from high school at home at the local diner. When I told her who I was, she went nuts. We went out twice.”

“Ah…so we’re done. Okay. You found a girl to bang. A real girl. Is she pretty? Sexy? Smart? Rich?”

“Uh, none of the above. As a matter of fact. She dresses like I am now. She enjoys wearing men’s clothes. Smart? Not really. Rich? She can’t hold a job down. She was waitressing at the diner but was only there two weeks and quit the next day after getting paid.”

“I see. Poor thing.”

“Yeah. I feel terrible for her and want to help her.”

“So, are you seeing her again?”

“She said as disgusting as it was, she’d be with me when I got my implants. She wants to get married and have artificial insemination from me so we can have lots of kids real quick.”

“You want kids?”

“Not really.”

“Artificial insemination? You like how she dresses like a guy?”

“Not really. She hates that I dress like a girl, though. Thus, the jeans. She can’t imagine me sticking it in her, looking like a girl, especially after I get boobs. That’s why she wants artificial insemination.”

I shook my head. “Jerking off into a turkey baster to get your wife pregnant. How lovely.” I squinted and tilted my head at her. “Sooo… miss logical engineer with Occam’s razor simplicity and direct solutions…excuse my French, but…why the fuck are you dating her and planning on having children you don’t care to have?”

“Uh… She needs help. Having a family is what humans are supposed to do, right? Reproduce? I’ll have my own kids. Even though I don’t look forward to it, it is normal to do…. right?”

I sipped my beer and shook my head. What has happened to my Taylor? I put my hand on hers on the bar and squeezed it. “What do your parents think about her and this plan?”

“They aren’t thrilled with her, but want me to make my own decisions. They know financially it will be okay.”

“Will it? For how long?”

“For life.”

“Ya think? Try again. Picture this. Now, this girl may be nothing like this, but picture this. A lazy, bitchy girl that has had a crappy life feels the world owes her something. People who look at themselves as victims always do.”

“Right. They’ve had bad luck, and now they think they deserve to have good luck.”

“Right. And you’re her good luck. Does she know of the job you’ll have and the money you’ll make?”

“Oh yeah. The first thing she asked was how I was doing. Did I graduate and as what?”

“Right, and you told her excitedly about it. Of course. It feels good to. Did she ask about your presentation as a girl?”

“Well, she wondered how any guy could do such a thing. She thinks it's gross, but she did say I made a lot better girl than I’d ever make a guy. She recognized that.”

“How nice of her. Okay, so here you are—a ticket to her future. She plays vulnerable and needy, which she is, and plays to your kind heart as someone who can help her. Help her have intelligent children after using a turkey baster to deposit your seed in her and supply plenty of money. Then, when she’s tired of living with the guy who dresses like a girl, like after she has the number of kids she wants you to put through college, she can get divorced and have you pay child support and alimony to her to suck up half of whatever you make while eating bonbons on the couch in your fancy house. Nice end to your life, but think what a good person you were to her. I hope it’ll make you feel like a hero for a long time. I think she might be pretty smart in a sick way.”

Taylor looked dumbfounded. “Uh…I…”

“Yeah.” I nodded, sipped down the rest, and ordered two more beers.

Taylor shook his head. “Why didn’t I realize that?”

I laughed. “I’m not so sure. You aren’t a dumb person. You were caught up in being the hero, earning praise even though you disgusted her. It was a way of showing off your big dick…you know…the man you think you are yet. The man who hasn’t submitted to being a powerful, confident woman.”

Taylor’s head hung low. I rubbed her shoulders. “It’s okay, sweetie. That’s all done now. It’s behind you, now. Right?”

“Of course.”

“Good girl. So, if you want to stick that lovely thing in something nice, tight, and hot…I know a girl who loves you.”

“Her eyes lit up. You’d take me back this way?”

“Of course. Under one condition.”

“Anything.” Her eyes were bright as her hand caressed my stockinged thigh, sending ripples of sensation into me.

“You move back in with me. Stop wearing your boy clothes and be the girl you are. I’ll go with you for the surgeries and meet your folks if you want me to. We can get married before we start our jobs.”

“Awesome! I can’t wait!”

“One more thing. You can’t just get off by stuffing your thing in things. You have to learn to submit to being stuffed. I want you to submit to being the girl you are.”

“Avery!”

“Be a big girl. We’ll go slow. You can take it one day at a time.”

She took a deep breath. Looked around. “I…uh…”

“Okay, marry that load, fill some turkey basters, and pay for her and her kids to have a pleasant life. Admit it. I just saved your sweet ass. It belongs to me now.” I laughed.

She laughed. “You did save my ass. I guess you using it is only right.”

“Honey. I’m not big enough to get it in there. Especially after you have your bottom implants. We’ll use some real men for that for both of us. You’ll see. It’ll all work out. Ready to stop acting like a man and face your fears?”

Taylor looked at me, her head down, her eyes up. Both her hands glided on my silky stockinged legs. “We get married, right?”

“Right. We can both wear wedding dresses. Or…you can fake it for the day as a guy.”


A Mummy

I woke in a daze and saw Avery sitting in a chair in the corner of the room. The room smelled of antiseptic and was glaringly white as my eyes tried to adjust.

Avery came over and placed her hand on my forehead. “It’s all done, little girl. It’s all over. How do you feel?”

“Groggy. Thirsty.”

She held a glass of water for me to sip. I nodded and let my head go back onto the pillow. “My chest and hips and cheeks. God!”

“It hurts?”

“Yes.”

Avery called for the nurse. She administered a sedative and a painkiller. The nurse checked my vital signs and placed a hand on my forehead. “Rest, and you’ll be better when you wake up.”

The next time I came to, it was better. Much more bearable. Bearable enough to get out of bed and look at myself in the mirror. I looked like a mummy all wrapped up. My nether region was hairless, as were my legs and arms. I assumed my face was as well, but it was covered in bandages. I was allowed to go home to my parents’ house with Avery. She drove me and helped me in. My mom and dad set me up, and they seemed to love Avery. The worst was over.


Rebuilt and Rebounded

It wasn’t all that long, and I was back to normal. But what a normal it was. It was incredible. I had cute chipmunk cheeks and raised eyebrows, full, puffy, and pouty lips, substantial, heavy breasts that weren’t too large for my frame, and firm and not saggy to the point I didn’t even need a bra to keep them perky. I wore one anyway, for comfort and support. My hips were shapely but not too large, and I had some back to my butt. Tight skirts and dresses would look fabulous on them. I was the spitting image of a cute, little bimbo slut. Every man’s wet dream. I never dreamed of feeling so feminine and pretty.

I showered while Avery chatted and helped make breakfast downstairs. I decided to wear a lovely summery beige and floral bodycon mini dress and four-inch strappy beige stilettos. Super-tight panties kept my remaining male parts tucked and hidden, even in the tight dress. That was the only underwear I wore—no stockings, and I couldn’t resist not wearing a bra. I was dressed, but practically naked.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror. My nipples were like headlights. I grabbed a light beige bolero sweater that hid the headlights sufficiently. I sprayed on perfume, fluffed my hair, and went downstairs.

Everyone’s eyes were on me, wide and amazed. They all came close and moved around me, checking me out.

“Oh, my goodness. You are the most gorgeous girl ever. I always wanted a girl like you!” My mom kissed my cheek and patted my ass.

“Can I call you princess now, Taylor? It fits perfectly. You're a living doll, princess. Isn’t she a living doll, Avery?” My dad kissed my cheek.

“Thanks, Daddy!”

Avery nodded and kissed my cheek. “She sure is.” She grabbed my ass subtly and laughed. “Time to get back to school.”

My dad said, “Yup. Gotta finish that project so you can make big bucks. Now that you’re complete, you must feel incredible. Are you glad you submitted to your feminine self? Are you whole now?”

I raised an eyebrow and looked at Avery, smiling. “Almost.”

“Almost?” He asked. “Can’t see what else is left.”

“Don’t worry, Dad. Nothing physical. It’s just a little mental block I’m working on with Avery.”

“Oh, good. Avery will fix it. You two were always helping each other through things. I’m so glad you’re getting married to each other. It’s meant to be.”

I nodded, seated at the table, eating my breakfast daintily. “Sure is.”

We ate breakfast and talked about the future. Of course, as engineers, we’d have to play down our feminine allure. My dad made sure we knew that. It wouldn’t work well if all the guys were constantly distracted by us.

As I ate and listened to our happy family, I throbbed in my panties. It was as if I was my own porn. Each movement of my body made me feel my breasts, slick hairless skin, puffy lips and cheeks, and the heft of my sexy bottom. I could tell this would be my challenge. How could I ever diminish my libido when I was a walking porn site myself?

I crossed and recrossed my silky legs, bouncing a foot and catching the swell of my breasts when I looked down at my food. Watching my long, shiny fingernails as they daintily lifted my glass to my thick, luscious, painted lips. I sniffed my perfume and throbbed in my constricting panties. I needed to have a release badly. It had been some time with all the recuperation, and now it was back with a vengeance.


A Touchy Problem

Avery drove as I sat and tried to calm myself sexually. I couldn’t go through life like this. I crossed and recrossed my legs as I massaged my breasts, looking out the window. “Oh god, Avery. This is torture. I have such a sexy body now. It makes me want to release constantly.”

She laughed. “So? Take care of it. You’ll get used to it, eventually. For now… let it rip, girl. Keep getting rid of it as much as you need to. It’ll be good to reestablish your ability to have so many in a day like you used to.”

I laughed. “It might be more than before.”

“Then do it. What are you waiting for?”

I dug in my purse, but there was nothing to shoot it in. I wriggled and tried to get my dress up over my hips and managed that, but then when I tried to untuck from my panties… “Oh shit! Here it comes.” I whimpered and shot it down into my tight panties while my leg twitched, and I heard Avery laughing.

I glanced up at her, having slouched down in my seat.

“You look relieved, Taylor.”

“Oh god, yes. But now I have to take my panties off.”

“Well, do it. Put them in your purse.”

“But I won't be tucked.”

“You can hide it with your purse if we have to get out somewhere.”

“True. I’ll need to pee soon with all our coffee and juice at your parents.”

I relaxed and enjoyed the scenery as we drove on the interstate. Spring was springing. New life. Just like mine. The air smelled sweet despite the occasional fumes of trucks we passed. It wasn’t long before my sensuality and my feminine allure made me hard for myself again. But where would it go now? I had no place left to dump it. I could try putting it in my palm. But a miss would leave a mess on my dress, and I’d have more to hide. A road sign came up. Rest area in 5 miles.

“I need to pee, Avery. Can we stop?”

“Sure.” She looked over at me, my cock hard beneath my dress. “Gotta get that thing soft to do that.”

“I know. Nowhere to shoot it off.”

“Just jerk it and get it ready. I’ll handle it.”

I started jerking it furiously, my long, pretty nails wrapped around it. My breathing got choppy. We passed a tractor-trailer, and he honked his horn as if in celebration as we did. We passed another and got the same honking. “What the heck are they honking at us for? Do we have the trunk open or something?”

Avery laughed. “They can see down into the car. They must have seen you jerking off and approved of it.” She laughed.

“Oh, great.”

We pulled into the rest area, and Avery parked on the backside as far from the bathrooms as possible. Thank God the front side was for truck parking.

As soon as she shut off the engine, she lowered herself down over the console and took me into her mouth. I grabbed her head and fucked her face like a rabbit, dumping my load into her hot mouth as she whimpered and gagged a bit. When I was done, I pushed it down and tugged and wriggled my dress down over it. It began to soften. “Good. I can pee. Sorry about the gagging, Avery.”

“No problem. It didn't make it less enjoyable. Now I’m the one who’s hard and has to pee.” She laughed. “Let’s go in. By the time we get there, mine will be soft again, and hopefully, yours will not re-harden.”

I hated rest stops, but this one was better than most. Or it could have been because we were in the ladies' room instead of the men's room, where pee was on the floor by urinals, and the place stunk. This one smelled clean, at least. I did my duty and hid my secret with my purse on the counter before me as I brushed my hair, did my lipstick, and put on perfume. Compared to the rest of the women, we looked like hookers. We needed to get out of there. I took paper towels and tissues, folded them, and put them in my purse.

We left hand in hand, purse slung in front of me, hiding my lump, passing by truckers, other men who watched us like hawks, and even a couple of guys who rubbed their crotches as they passed us. We needed to get out of there.

Soon, we were back safely in the car. “Thank god!” I said as I sat on the cool leather seat, all the cooler from just wearing the thin fabric of the dress and no panties. It wasn’t long before my sensuality got the best of me again, and I was playing with myself, holding tissues.

“God Taylor. You’re making me so hot watching you do that. You’re so damn sexy.”

“Sorry. Gotta do what I gotta do.”

“No, no. Keep going. But tonight, I’m gonna have some real satisfaction, and you'll watch, okay?”

“Okay. Deal.” It seemed weird she’d want to do what I was doing in front of me rather than us doing it together for each other. Or had she meant something else? I sat there being gentle and cautious not to give myself blisters or irritated skin and played with my breasts and last male appendage over and over. This was a whole new world I needed to learn to navigate.


The Guy Act?

We made it back to school—four hours of driving and eight releases in that time. A purse full of damp paper towels and tissues didn’t stop the monkey from wanting more.

We unpacked and did laundry, restabilized the house, and did a quick grocery shop after I changed into a more forgiving, less sexy, flared hem dress that didn’t show my status so well. I wanted to dress sexy, but I was smart enough not to at that point. I’d save that for later.

Everything was back to normal, and we sipped iced tea on the porch to take a break. “Now what?” I asked

Avery said, “Now, to find my satisfaction tonight.” She played with her phone. I heard the notifications for text messages as she texted back and forth. “Okay. It’s all set up. I didn't think you’d be comfortable being in public like you are, so we’re having Chinese and staying in. We’ll have Mike and Bob over, too.”

“That sounds like a good idea. I know you’ll love sucking them off. When are they coming?”

“In about half an hour. Why don’t you change into something sexy and comfortable? I’ll do the same. Then we can eat and drink and relax with the boys.”

“Nice.”

I found a lovely, casual, black corduroy, flared hem skirt with a split button-up front. With that flared skirt, regular panties would be enough to hold it back and not show. I wore silky sheer pantyhose with part of the gusset cut out for easy access, strappy black patent five-inch stilettos, and a lightweight, snug, pink V-neck top and no bra. I didn’t have to worry about my headlights showing, and it felt good to be so free.

I did my hair and makeup, put on jewelry, and a nipple noose necklace I had bought before the implants for this purpose. They snugged up nicely and gave me a pleasant, erotic sensation on my nipples. Just what I needed, right? What the heck? I was crazy at that point, anyway. Avery knew how crazy my libido was, too, so I was sure I’d be able to stick it in her later and hump her tight bottom like a rabbit, and the thought of it made me even more edgy with anticipation.

Avery came out, and my jaw dropped. She wore six-inch, open-toe, platform high heels, a garter belt, sheer black stockings, a gossamer-thin sheer black chiffon miniskirt, and her gel breast forms with a corseted top that gave her a tiny waist and lovely cleavage. But the most interesting thing was the tiny pink cage she had put her little girl into, which was decorated with soft ribbons and bows, making it even more insignificant and feminine. Her hair and makeup were sultry and sexy. “Hi, sweetie? Do I look like someone who wants to be fucked?”

I stepped over to her, pulled my panties aside, slipped my cock through the opening in the skirt, and slid it under her butt cheeks. “Oh god, yes. May I? Please?”

She turned and slapped my hard-on.

“Ouch!”

“Sorry. I’m waiting for some men. I don't want a girl acting like a man to be humping into me tonight. No offense, but a guy acting like a girl acting like a guy is kinda odd right now. Especially when that’s all she knows to do. It'll be different for me when you learn your new role, make that choice, and become a girl acting like a girl.”

My cock went limp, and I tucked it all away. I was shocked and hurt. My eyes welled up. “Avery!”

“Don't worry. I’ve arranged for you to come over and over tonight. You’ll be able to do it just the way you want.”

The doorbell rang, and Avery trotted off, clicking her way over to it and opening the door to leap up and hug each of them while she said hello to their cocks by rubbing them. “Hello, boys. So glad you could make it.”

“Us too!” Bob smiled at me. “Hey, Taylor. Wow! You look fabulous. How does it feel to be all girl like that?”

“Thanks! Wonderful. Amazing.”

Bob stared at my boobs. He looked into my eyes and held a hand up. “May I?”

“Sure. Why not?”

He grabbed both of my breasts with his hands and massaged them, then rubbed the noosed nipples, making me squirm as I stood there and shifted my weight from one leg to the other. “Oh, god. That feels nice, Bob.”

He moved closer and slid around the back of me. He pressed his hard cock against my bottom. “Oh wow, and this is extremely inviting. I’d love to stuff that tonight.”

“Uh…I…uh…”

Avery spoke up. “She’s not ready for that yet. She’s still learning. That’s why I had you guys make that stop on the way over for her.”

“Ah, yeah. Right. Now, it makes sense. She’s doing the guy act yet. She still thinks she's a top when she's a bottom now. I get it.” He looked at me. “That’s okay, Taylor. We still love you, and you’re still great to look at, even if you still like acting like a guy.” He turned back to Avery. “Let me go get the stuff from the car, and we should eat so it doesn't get cold.”

He ran out while Avery and Mike set the table and put drinks, wine, and beer out. I mixed myself a drink. I didn't know if I was more embarrassed by the comment about the guy act or put off by Avery denying me. I deserved it. I knew she was only doing it for me. So I made the best of it and decided to let her have a good time, and I’d watch and do whatever I could to keep my monkey happy. What the heck could they have stopped for on the way over to go along with my supposed guy act? I had no idea.


Ready for the Right Choice?

We ate Chinese, drank, and loosened up. That helped take the edge off the monkey a little. At least until we cleaned up dishes, and I had to watch as Avery suck Bob and Mike back and forth, and I wasn't allowed to partake. Not doing it didn’t diminish my desire, but it only strengthened it. I wasn’t sure what Avery had in mind for me that would make me want to do what she wanted. She was just torturing me, as far as I could tell.

After a few drinks and Avery getting the guys to the edge and back a few times, she was beyond ready for them. “Oh! Bob, get the thing set up for Taylor so she can enjoy her manliness.”

“Oh yeah, right. Almost forgot about it.” Bob tucked himself away and ran into the other room.

Avery was looking around the room, assessing it somehow. “This might be good right here. One can be at my head and the other between my legs while I’m on my back, and then Taylor can have a good view of what it’s like for a girl. Bob, can you please pull the couch out a little? Taylor’s girlfriend can go on the back for her, and then we can get going.”

I stood there and watched, a bystander, not a participant, as they set up things as if on stage at some play. Bob came out of the other room laughing with… my girlfriend. “I named her Sophie. She looks like a Sophie, don’t you think, Taylor?” He danced her over to me and pressed her against me. “Hang on to her, or she might float away.” He laughed.

Mike and Avery were grinning as she prepared herself on the couch, moving pillows around, and Mike stripped all his clothes off and neatly stacked them on a chair. His fully shaved, firm, but not overly muscled, long body gleamed in the dim light. His vast, hairless manliness floated in the air at half-mast. He was a sight…An image of what a real man looks like. Powerful, shapely, handsome. It made me throb in my panties thinking about when I sucked his gorgeous cock. Why couldn’t I imagine what Avery wanted me to do and engage in it? I felt embarrassed and humiliated as Avery told me what to do next.

She was guiding Mike’s cock into her; her legs held back by his big hands on her thighs while her heels dangled by her ears. “Okay, Taylor. Get your girl warmed up for you. I want you to copy what the men do to me with her. Be the man like they are. Enjoy your masquerade.”

My face was flushed. I looked at the blank expression of the latex blow-up doll. Her mouth was useable as well as between her legs. “I…uh…I can’t, Taylor. C’mon.”

“Now, now. Be a good little man and stuff her like Mike…oh yeah…Mike is doing for me. That’s it, Mike. Faster, harder. Oh, yes.”

Avery’s hands grabbed his hard ass and set his pace. Bob stood naked by her face, jerking his long fat cock, and she tilted her head to take him into her mouth. He grabbed her head with his hands and began thrusting. The image of her being ravished made me jealous that I wasn’t one of them. It also made me envious that Avery had Bob’s cock in her mouth. Why couldn’t I have that? Avery glanced at me. She let Bob’s cock go from her mouth and held it with one hand as she said, “Taylor, get busy, little man.”

“But why can’t I have Bob’s cock in my mouth?”

“Because you want to be a little man, not a girl. Shame on you. Don’t mix things up. Now, make your girl happy…if you can. OR…imagine you’re me, and maybe you will be.” She chortled and slurped back onto Bob’s rod.

This was mean and cruel. I watched the guys. I so wanted to be Mike or Bob. Yet Avery was so blissful. Her cockette in its tiny cage was flailing, and pearls were flying off the tip of the cage with each stroke. Her leg would twitch occasionally, her toes pointed in her high heels. I could tell she was riding the edge and having a continual, rolling orgasm of sorts. Mike was grunting and swinging his hips about, and Bob was fucking her face. Avery was the epitome of titillated.

My girlfriend, Sophie, made little squeaky sounds like a balloon as I pressed myself against her on the back of the couch. What the heck? I grabbed a condom from the side table and put it on. Then I took some lube and squirted it in the rubber doll hole.

I slid my panties aside and slipped my package through the opening of the button-front skirt I wore. I maneuvered the rubber doll and stuffed it. It was surprisingly lovely. It was snug and quite pleasant. Much more pleasant than just a hand. It was almost as good as a mouth. It seemed to have a unique, gelatin-like material in there.

I moved my doll's arms out of the way in front of me and pulled her legs around behind me, then trapped her against the back of the couch while I gazed down at Avery in her bliss, whimpering sweetly, her men sending her to heaven.

Mike looked incredible, his muscles flexing with each thrust like some Roman god/beast mix. His gleaming long cock would slip in and out, playing hide and seek as he locked eyes with Avery like I had done once, penetrating her soul.

Sophie made little rubbery squeaky sounds, which were distracting, yet I timed myself with Mike’s thrusts as I stuffed the tight, warm, slippery thing I was in. I whimpered as I struggled to hold back, yet I probably could have finished and kept going, anyway.

My breasts tugged on my chest, and my noosed nipples rubbed the thin, silky top deliciously. My substantial hips and bottom moved above my high heels, and I delivered my passion in waves of electric current to my new rubber lover, her eyes wide and mouth agape as if in shock at what I was doing to her.

Avery cried out to Mike for him to come inside her. He sped up, and so did I. He stuffed her, and I stuffed my girl, and we both came profusely in our partners. Mike grunted and peppered Avery’s face with kisses, and I whimpered and peppered my Sophie’s face with kisses.

Before I caught my breath and stopped kissing my girl, I heard Avery tell Bob, “That’s it, baby. Make me come. Make me come with that gorgeous, huge cock. I can’t take much more.”

Avery’s body was moving with each deep thrust. Bob had his eyes locked on hers, and he told her how beautiful she was, what a gorgeous girl she was, and how good she felt. Oh, how I wished someone would say such things to me. I imagined being Bob and began thrusting again into sweet Sophie, squeezing her by her deflating bottom, her firmness not as firm as she was earlier. She was still wet and tight and warm and made me feel as if I was penetrating and making a woman feel as good as Bob was.

Soon, Bob was ready, and so was Avery, and I watched closely as the two of them came together, Avery’s cage flying about in its feminine nest of pretty ribbons, shooting strings of pearls between them. Bob’s cock pulsed inside of her, gleaming as he grunted and filled her with his seed.

My body twitched, and my legs tensed as I lifted on my toes in my high heels and pummeled Sophie, shooting my blanks into her, my fluids long since used up by then. She looked at me, shocked, and I pressed my mouth to hers and kissed her deeply, my tongue dancing in her toothless face. I lost track of time, thrusting slowly and continually, and caught my breath with my eyes closed. I caressed Sophie's plastic hair as if it were Avery's.

I was hardening again and thrusting determinedly, kissing Sophie’s gaping mouth, my tongue dancing in it, and I was in some kind of alternate reality when I felt a hand on my shoulder. “Honey… Taylor. It’s time for bed. The men have left. Come to bed with me. Sophie looks to be worn out and losing her will to live. Her arms and legs are deflated.”

I opened my eyes to see Sophie flattening out; her face contorted, shock still showing on it, her bottom stuck like toilet paper on my cock. I pulled my sheathed rod out, and she fell to the floor. “Oh, my god. What have I done?”

“Honey. It’s just a toy.”

“I know. But I used it as if it were you. I fantasized I was Mike and Bob and had sex with a pillow instead.”

Avery laughed. “So sad.”

“I know. I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don't be embarrassed. Be disappointed like me that you didn’t imagine yourself as me. That’s the sad part.”

“I did for a little while. But I mean, I was stuffed in Sophie. It only fit that I’d be the guy in that fantasy.”

“True. Maybe that was my fault. We need to work on it. Do you want to? Do you want to stop masquerading as a man? Do you, the gorgeous, shapely, pretty, and feminine being you are, want to choose to play your role as it should be so you can experience the full extent of being that feminine, lovely creature? What’s your choice, dear?”

“I’d like to make that choice and be done with it. I really would. I wish I could, but I can’t.”

Avery nodded. “Okay. We’ll see what you can and can’t do, and I’ll help you like you helped me. Do you trust me? Do you still want to marry me?”

“Of course I do. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll try my best.”

Avery gave me a peck on the lips, ran her hand through my hair, and smiled. “Okay. I guess that’s good enough for now. Try isn't the verb I wanted to hear, but we’ll get you there. Let’s go to bed, my love.”


Training For A Future

We fell asleep in each other’s arms. I felt silly, but loved and grateful for Avery’s patience and help. My dreams were a cacophony of mixed images and settings, none making sense. I didn’t even have a woodie when I woke, so I quickly went to pee and shower. Taylor wasn’t upstairs and must have been making breakfast. I quickly rinsed off and freshened up, threw on a satin robe and pink fuzzy mules, and ran downstairs.

Avery finished the last of the cooking and placed it in the oven. She turned her head. “Oh, good, you’re here, and it’s all ready. I don't have to keep it warm. Sit and eat.” She unloaded the oven and set things on our plates, poured coffee and juice, placed our daily vitamin cup by each juice, and sat in her girl's jeans and partially unbuttoned blouse, revealing the lace edges of her bra. She looked the epitome of a sweet young lady. I smelled her perfume above the bacon scent.

“You look so sweet and innocent today and smell like a flower.”

“Thanks! I see you rinsed off.”

“I did. I need a full shower and stuff, though, but I had to get the scent of latex off my body. I smelled like Sophie, or at least that’s what I imagined. It felt dirty.”

Avery laughed. “Don't worry, you won't have to look her in the eyes today. She’s in the trash. I deflated her and put her out to pasture.”

“Thanks.”

We dug in. I was famished.

Avery ate daintily, smiling with her lips closed. When she finished chewing, she said, “So, do you remember our talk before bed?”

I opened my eyes wide and nodded as I continued my feeding frenzy.

“Good. Then we’ll start today. Are you still crazy aroused?”

I shook my head and drank some juice. I leaned over and grabbed her hand, looking into her eyes. “NO! I didn’t even have any morning wood today. I must have gotten past that crazy libido. I feel free.”

“Okay. Well, I guess that’s good. We can work with that, too.”

“What? You wanted me to be the writhing nympho? Why?”

“It would help motivate you, but we still can. It just might take a little longer, that’s all.”

“Okay. So… can you share your plan?”

She looked me in the eye intensely and squeezed my hand. “We’ll be training you for your future happiness. You must promise to follow all my instructions, or it might not work. We want it to work, right?”

“Right. I’ll try.”

“No! That was a bad verb choice. No trying. Do as I say.”

“Uh… right. Okay. I’ll do what you say.”

“Good.” She went back to eating.

“So what’s the plan?”

“Finish eating, and I’ll tell you.”

We ate in silence. I was worried about what was to come, and I could tell from Avery’s silence and the look on her face that she was concerned about how I’d take it. We finished and did the dishes.

“Okay, little girl. Let’s go upstairs, and I can fill you in on your tasks.”

She led me by the hand, and we stood by the shower. “See that attachment? This is how it works.” She turned on the water and regulated the flow from the stainless steel tip. “About there is what I usually use. Please don't use it all the way on; it might be too much, and anything less might not do the job. You’ll know it’s working based on how it feels. You’ll sense what’s working. Okay?”

I took it from her, looked at it, and played with the adjustment. “So this uh…goes where?”

“Where do you think? In your nose?”

“Uh…right.”

“So take your poop and then when you shower, do this first and get it out of the way. You’ll be nice and clean, and you’ll see that after you do it the first time, it’s quite nice. You’ll be a nice, clean girl then.”

I shut it off, hung it back up, and tilted my head down and eyes up for maximum pleading ability. “I have to do this?”

“Yes.”

“Today?”

“Yes.”

I nodded. Took a deep breath. Whimpered.

“Oh, for Christ's sake, Taylor. It isn't brain surgery… though right now with your head up your ass as it is… I suppose it could be. You’re just gonna clean your ass out! Fuck! Be brave. It isn't difficult, and it’s not unpleasant. You have to do this, or we can't do anything else. You’ll never get there without this first step. As Mark Twain said, ‘If it's your job to eat a frog, it's best to do it first thing in the morning. And if it's your job to eat two frogs, it's best to eat the biggest one first.’ Eat your damn frog, girl!” She stood there, her eyes ablaze with power.

I nodded sheepishly, removed my robe, and turned on the shower to warm it up. She left.

I did as instructed, and it gave me a cold sweat until I finally had it in and did what it was meant to do. Now I realized Avery did this all the time, and it wasn’t as bad as I had thought. By the time it was done, I felt incredibly clean and fresh down there, which didn't take long. I wanted more and enjoyed it for a while longer, lingering in the strange but pleasant sensation it gave me.

I hung it up, done with it, and was proud of my accomplishment. I washed and conditioned my hair and loofahed my body; no shaving was needed anywhere, and my skin was alive. I washed my breasts and hips, and it gave me a tingle of arousal reflected in my hard-on growing solid and upright once again. I washed it gently and carefully, not wanting to get all wired up and be unable to stop playing with it all day again.

I dried my hair, styled it, and put hairspray on it. I did my makeup lightly for the day and went out to get dressed. Avery was seated in the chair in the corner, reading on her phone. She looked up. “Oh, good. Did you accomplish your objective?”

I smiled ear to ear. “I did! It was great! No problem.”

“Good. Now, do it every day. Okay?”

“For sure. Heck. It’s like brushing your teeth. You feel nice and clean afterward.”

“Right. Good analogy. I’m proud of you. So now you deserve a reward. Kneel on the bed. Forearms down with your face on them and your bottom in the air.”

I did. It wasn’t a second that a wet, cold thing slid into my bottom, and it pulled into me and stopped. I wriggled my bottom. “Is something in there?”

“Yes.” She used a ball to pump it up, then turned it on, and it vibrated silently.

“Oh my. That feels interesting.”

“Good. Sit on the bed.”

I flipped over and sat on the bed. Avery opened my robe and dove onto my cock with her face, looking up at me.

“Oh god, yes. Thank you.” I grabbed her face and thrust into it. Her tongue ran circles around my shaft, and her pretty face was a sight to behold, with my cock going in and out of it. I whimpered and came profusely, her eyes blinking rapidly as she swallowed every drop. When it was done, she shut off the vibration using her phone and took off.

She came back and, with one hand, pressed my rod down. “Think of baseball.”

She looked at me, and I looked away and thought of baseball. I softened in her grip. The next thing I knew, there was a plastic ring going over my cock and balls, and then a cage was pressed onto my cock and pushed down until it was attached to the ring, and a lock was placed on it. I stared at it in the cage. “Shit! Why did you do that?”

“To keep you from playing with it and to motivate you to have your release from penetration only. We’re training you for your bright and happy future as a proper receptacle for passionate energy. Then it can come off after you do.”

“What if my libido comes back like it was?”

“Oh, well. Just more motivation to get a release, right? Being caged, you only have one way to do that.”

“Uh…Oh god.”

“Yup. The keyholder is like a god.” She laughed. “I’m your keyholder.”

She picked her phone back up, and her nails tapped on it. The plug-in me cycled different vibrating patterns silently. She looked at me as she adjusted the intensity. I shuddered, and she backed off. “Don't want too much. Just enough to keep you aroused.” She put her phone away.

“So this is gonna make me let someone put their dick in me?”

“It will. It will make you beg for it.”

“Not sure how. I mean, it feels nice now, but I don’t think it’s gonna convince me to have a guy pump me full of his mess.”

“We’ll see. The sooner you beg for it, the quicker the cage can come off, and you can be a normal girl again. Get dressed.”

“Where are we going?”

“We both have classes yet if you want to go to them. I think it would be good to do so. I want to get a decent grade even if Cs get degrees.”

“Right. Me too. So I have to walk around this way?”

“Yup.”

“This caging is awful. I’m hard in it right now.”

“Good. Hope it stays that way.”

I rolled my eyes. “This is torture.”

Avery undid her pants and dropped her camel-toe panties that covered a very tiny cage. “I have one too. Just like last night. It’s nice to have it be insignificant and useless. It allows us girls to build up our desire to be who we should be to those who can fill us with their passion. It’s another way besides BJs for us to harvest their energy and deposit it deep in our souls like the passion craving vampires we are. The best and most rewarding way as well.” She laughed and pulled up her pants.

“Are you plugged, too?”

“Mine is the type you’ll have tomorrow—a realistic one the size of Mike with a vibrator in it. The tight panties keep it pressed in.”

“Oh, god.” The plug shot off in me and sent a ripple of pleasure through me. My nipples hardened, my cock throbbed in the cage.

“I won't ask if you're ready. You’ll tell me when you are. Okay? Then we can plan something special for you, so let me know early, or the wait might drive you crazy. Okay?”

I nodded meekly.


Classes and Such

I couldn’t wear jeans with the cage, or I had a bump, so I only wore skirts and dresses. It didn't matter because being somewhat aroused continually made me more sensual and wanting to be feminine and pretty. I walked the campus in floral minidresses, wearing a bra to hide my nipples and somewhat minimize my large breasts and keep them from tugging so much on my chest.

We had our regular school days, but they weren’t as intense as they usually were because of the simpleton courses we were taking. It was freeing not to struggle or worry about grades, even though we both always strived for the best grades we could. But in engineering coursework, that approach might yield a C. For these filler courses, it would give us As or Bs at worst without even doing the homework.

I wasn’t doing any begging after the first week, and I could tell Avery was wondering if I ever would. I was proud to be able to be so stubborn.

She sipped her juice, looking at me. “You’re a mystery. I’m surprised you aren’t begging yet.”

I shrugged. She pushed my vitamin cup over to me. “I added some things to our vitamins to up our interests.”

I looked into the vitamin cup. Instead of just a multivitamin, B-complex, and fish oil, there were three more, and they were very large. I picked up the cup and stared at it. Then I looked at her.

“A libido enhancer to increase our libido. Works well. I’ve used it before.” She raised her eyebrows. “A semen tonic to create more output for gushing results and an all-day men’s erectile dysfunction tablet to keep it hard.”

“What? How will we pee?”

“You’ll manage. It’ll keep your cage full and the monkey on your back and give the libido enhancer something to work on while the semen tonic fills the reservoir and tells you it needs a release.”

“Great. Now we’ll be crazy.”

“Yup. There is no holding back now. You'll be begging for it with the help of science and ancient medicine. If not, I’m done.” She looked at her watch. “We have to get to campus soon. Let’s get done here.” She pounded her vitamins, as did I, and we showered and did our routine. I now wore a sizeable, realistic-looking, and feeling, man’s part inside of me that vibrated and sent ripples of desire through me. I couldn't imagine what I would be like with the additional help from the pills. I was readying myself for the inevitable to come soon.

After classes, I met Avery at the Hambone, and we ate and had a couple of drinks. Then, she insisted on going to the frat. We were like two nymphomaniacs as we both devoured every cock in that place, and it made us both even more crazy.

“Okay, Avery. I give up. I surrender. I submit to my feminine nature. I’ve made a choice and need it as soon as possible.”

Avery grabbed me, hugged me tight, and kissed my face. “Thank God! I found my girl! Let’s get married and consummate it properly.”

“We’re getting married right now?”

She squinted. “Not immediately. We have things to do beforehand. People to see, licenses to procure, JP to set up, invitations to be sent, dresses to buy. My god, girl! We’re getting married, not just getting laid.”

“I won’t make it.”

She laughed and put her arm around me as we headed out the door of the frat. “You will, and we’ll both be able to get the most from this wonderful celebration of you losing your virginity and us becoming wives. Don’t worry. I have most of it done, and we’ll do it this weekend.” She stopped us walking and gave me a deep kiss.

My body tingled, the vibrations shot off, and I wriggled my bottom on the shaft within it as she squeezed my butt cheeks and my breasts crushed against her.


Paying it Forward

We’d eaten breakfast and taken our extra sex pills, and I had showered and cleaned out. I washed my hardness in its cage and rinsed it well. Thank goodness I didn’t have to shave it anymore, having to wear this cage constantly. But then again, she’d have to let me out of it, and maybe I could rip one off.

After showering, I took the realistic man part I was falling in love with and stuffed myself with it like a good girl. The only thing was, I couldn't stop stuffing myself with it, and I ended up riding it on the closed toilet seat. I oozed from the cage, and the sensation made me whimper with delight. Just a bit longer, I knew I’d be able to have the fabled sissygasm. My breath was choppy as I watched myself in the mirror and whimpered.

The door slammed open, and my mouth dropped as Avery stood there, her eyes wide with anger. “Stop that now. Sit down on it all the way and stay there.” She waited until I sat all the way down on it. “Stay!”

She ran out and quickly was back in with a pair of snug panties. “Put these on to keep it in like you’re supposed to. You could have had a sissygasm! You’d ruin your wedding night! What is wrong with you!?”

“I’m sorry. I just put it in, and it felt so good, and one insertion led to another and another, and well…Sorry.”

“It’s Okay, princess. I understand completely. I almost did the same thing this morning. It’s only one more day. Tomorrow, we get married, and you lose your virginity, and we consummate our vows.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Now let's get dressed and get to class.”

I was so horny. I now knew what it meant when someone said a girl must have been ovulating. When young women are ovulating, you can tell sometimes if you know the person. They’ll spend more time doing their makeup, and it will show. They might wear shorter skirts than they usually do or higher heels, tighter jeans, and more revealing tops with lifting bras. They almost glow and radiate their sensuality at that point.

Well, Avery and I must have been in the ovulation stage like women because we both did our makeup more dramatically, wore shorter skirts with sheer, silky, shiny pantyhose and higher heels, revealed more cleavage, and wore plenty of perfume.

I checked myself in the full-length mirror, fluffed my hair, tugged my top down under the skirt lower to reveal my cleavage better, and tightened the belt to keep it that way. I wore a sheer bra, and my nipples made shadows of bumps in the snug top. All eyes would be on me walking across campus, and I longed to feel that. I wanted to be the girl they all lusted for.

Avery was just as deep into sensuality as she ran her hands over her body, caressing it as she looked into the mirror. “Ready, girl? I think this is gonna be a great day. My body is so alive. It's as if I have new feminine powers.”

I slung my purse and took her arm. “Ready.” We left the room. “I agree. Everything is brighter, sweeter, more sensual. My skin tingles, my eyesight is more than twenty-twenty, I can hear the tiniest birds chirping outside, my perfume fills me with a rush of desire, and my buddy inside of me makes me realize what I’ve been missing and how much I want a real one.”

“That’s awesome. I knew you'd realize what was missing one day. I can't wait for us to share your first time tomorrow.” She gave me a lipsticked peck on the lips.

We walked, if you could call it walking, with those things in us shooting off vibrations and us oozing in our cages, all hard in them. My breasts tugged on my chest, my hard nipples rubbing the silky sheer fabric of the bra. My hips took on more of a wiggle as I stepped in minced steps, one foot in front of the other, making my man part inside give me whatever pleasure it could in such short motions.

The clouds were white and puffy, and the sky was a unique shade of Disney blue. The air was ridiculously sweet with the scents of spring, and the breeze caressed my silky, stockinged legs and wafted under my skirt, cooling my bottom. It all seemed worth the torture to get to this point when it made me feel like a such a complete and powerful goddess.

We each went to our classes that morning, and I wondered at the little intricacies of the subject matter, as if seeing it from a new perspective. My world had changed.

When our classes were done, we agreed to meet for lunch in the fast food court on campus. We found each other, got some Chinese food and iced tea for lunch, and took a table on the patio.

We started eating. I squeezed Avery’s hand, and she looked up, smiling and chewing. I said, “Amazing morning. My classes were so much better this way. It was as if my view of the world had changed.”

She rolled her eyes. “Me too. I’m like a different person. I’m more powerful, sexual, alert, alive. It’s as if I’ve attained a new level of living. I never took it this far before. I’d have to say it was worth it just for this.”

A little honey-like voice said, “Excuse me. We’re freshmen, and we need to find the nuclear reactor lab. Can you help us?”

Two… guys? Stood there holding trays with food and drinks, looking innocent and sweet.. They were adorable. They both wore mascara, eyeliner, and lip-gloss, and they had girls' jeans and tops with girls' wedge sneakers. They were somewhat petite.

I smiled broadly, leaning forward so they could get a good view of my cleavage and nipples. “Absolutely. Always happy to help a fellow engineering student. Sit and eat with us, and then we can take you there. We’re done with classes for today.” I glanced at Avery; she was just as happy to have them join us. We were like two cougars to them.

They sat happily and put their hands out to us one after the other, introducing themselves. A soft, small hand gripped mine lightly. That sweet little voice said, “I’m Jamie, and this is my friend Cameron.”

We all shook hands, and we told them our names.

I nodded to Cameron. “Love your blouse, Cameron. I love seeing the lace of your bra when the light is just right.”

He blushed and attempted to cover his bra. “Oops. I didn't think it showed. How embarrassing. You girls will probably take us to the wrong place now, since you know what freaks we are.”

“You’re not freaks. We were once like you two.” I winked. Avery nodded and smiled.

Jamie’s eyes opened wide. “Wow! You’re both so perfect.”

Avery squeezed Jamie’s hand and looked into his eyes. “So are you two. You’d make lovely girls if you wanted to.”

They both laughed and looked at each other. “But we’re guys.”

“Don’t be so sure. We used to try to talk ourselves into that, too.” I sipped my tea. “Me especially.” My male insert shot off a vibration, and I recrossed my stockinged legs, took a deep breath, and sat back, pulling my top tight on my breasts. “Thankfully, my dad set me up with the modifications I needed to enhance my transformation.”

“How cool. You’re really lucky.”

“You're gonna be engineers like we are soon. You’ll figure it all out, too. I’m sure you will. You couldn’t have gotten into the program unless you were pretty damn smart.”

“Thanks.” Cameron’s eyes roamed my face and hair and kept going back to my breasts. I finished my plate and pushed it away, grabbed my iced tea in my long-nailed fingers, pushed myself back from the table, and swung my chair out to recross my legs and bounce a foot and caress one leg while I sipped and looked at the sky. They now had a full view of me and I loved the sensation as their eyes roamed my legs and body and I knew their cocks were demanding release from their girl’s jeans.

I looked over at them as I smiled and winked and ran a hand over my breasts lightly. I sucked my straw, then sucked my finger, licking the tip of the nail, and winked. Cameron shuddered, crossed his legs tightly, and bounced a foot in his girl's boots. Jamie wriggled and sipped his iced tea, his eyes flitting between me and Avery, who was also seductively displaying herself.

We had found two very cute femboys that had eyes for us. What the heck will we do with them? I wished I could have a cock in me from one of them, but I doubted either of them had one large enough to reach past my butt cheeks. Being freshmen, they were old enough for us to play with them, even though they had that little femboy innocence. “Are you two eighteen?”

They both nodded quickly. Cameron said, “I know we look younger than that, but we can show you our driver’s licenses.” He scrambled into his man bag, as did Jamie. I touched his hand. “We believe you. Shall we take you to the nuclear reactor lab now?”

“Sure!” They stood up quickly and nearly knocked their chairs over doing so. They were so cute, and we made them so nervous.

I took Cameron’s hand, and Avery took Jamie’s, and we headed down the walk.

I squeezed Cameron’s hand in mine and swung it. “Do you mind if I use the pronouns for girls for you two?”

He looked around. “Do you think that would fly?”

“Well, I didn't know if you were a girl or boy until I looked at your crotch, so yes.”

He laughed. “Okay then. I’d like that.” She looked back at Jamie. “Hear that, Jamie?”

“Yeah. That sounds great!”

I looked back, nodding, and turned forward again. “Okay, ladies. You know you should present as girls fully. You know you want to.”

They both nodded. “True. But we’d be imposters.”

“Here we go again, Avery. Hear that?”

She laughed. “Yup. Good old imposter syndrome. Gets us all. Don’t wait until senior year to be who you are, ladies. Do it now, enjoy it, and become what you want. If it’s not right for you, you’ll know soon enough and can return like I could if I wanted to. I could still go back to that horrible hiding masquerade because I haven’t had implants yet, but as soon as I have the money, I will. I’m all girl, and I know it now. Taylor helped me find that out.”

I was lit as I walked, hard in my cage, breast tugging, minced steps moving my insert as it fired off. “If it weren’t for Avery, I never would have done this. I’m so happy to have had such a good best friend who recognized what I was before I did. Are you two best friends?”

Cameron squeezed my hand. “Holding your hand made me worry about Jamie getting jealous. We’re best friends.”

“I’m sorry. Should I stop, Jamie?”

“Oh no. This is heaven for us both. We love you, girls. You inspire us. We can learn from you.”

Cameron chimed in, “For sure. If we could be friends.”

“Of course we can. I think we already are.”

We reached the nuclear reactor facility. We checked in at the front desk, grabbed student rem badges, and clipped them on. We gave them a tour. In the pump room, the motors hummed, and the gauges all showed green. The reactor was idling, and everything was calm. The building was pretty empty.

Jamie and Cameron were wide-eyed and checking it all out. When they finished, I grabbed a hand of each of them and said, “Well. It’s indeed been a pleasure meeting you, girls. We’ll need to exchange numbers before we leave. I let their hands go.”

Cameron looked deep into my eyes. “So you’ll help us be our feminine best?”

“Of course.”

“May I kiss you on the lips to thank you for taking us here, being our guide, and helping us become girls?”

Jamie was nodding and looking into Avery’s eyes lovingly and longingly. Avery and I both nodded and held our arms out.

The girls came into our arms and embraced us, and we kissed deeply. Cameron’s hand slid up to my breast. “May I?”

“Of course, princess.”

She massaged my breasts with both hands and looked at them as her fingers tweaked my nipples, sending ripples of pleasure through me. I moved foot to foot in my heels and let my hand fall to her crotch. She pressed it against my palm. I rubbed it back. She made a little whimper and kissed me while caressing a breast.

Avery and Jamie were embraced, Jamie’s jeans were undone, and Avery’s hand was in them—Jamie's pink lace panties showing out the top. Avery slid to her knees, took Jamie’s little cock into her lips, looking up at her.

I did the same to Cameron. My lips were pursed tightly to exert pressure on her thin cock as I tugged and rolled her velvety, hairless globes, looking up at her angelic face. I stopped for a moment and used my thumb and forefinger to stroke her cock. “Cameron, have you or Jamie ever touched or sucked each other’s cocks?”

They both shook their heads no.

“I think you should. At least a little to get used to it and know it’s okay.”

Their faces were flushed. I took Jamie’s hand and put it on Cameron’s cockette. Avery took Cameron’s hand and put it on Jamie’s cockette and they began stroking each other, looking into each other’s eyes.

“Good girls. See? Now you’re becoming girls. Is that nice?”

They looked into each other's eyes, nodding furiously. “Oh, god, yes. It's what I always wished for,” Cameron said. “Jamie, can I suck it? Please? Just a little.”

Jamie nodded, her eyes wide open. “Only if I can suck yours after. Don’t make me finish, okay?”

“Okay, sweetie.”

Cameron thoroughly enjoyed sucking Jamie, and Jamie thoroughly enjoyed sucking Cameron. When Cameron had Jamie stop and held back, her cock oozing a drip, she asked. “Can you finish me, Taylor?”

Jamie looked at Avery, and we both got to our knees. We showed off our skills thoroughly and quickly and soon had the sweetest reward from each of the girls as they whimpered and we sucked the cream from those cute, finger sized little cockettes that had no shortage of sweet cream that we struggled to swallow. At the same time, their legs twitched, their little hands gripped our heads, and whimpers fell from their mouths with their joyful releases.

We stood, and they tucked away. Cameron gave me a peck on the lips, and Jamie gave one to Avery. “Thank you sooo much!” Jamie and Cameron squealed in delight.

Cameron said, “Thanks for showing us how to do it right, too. Wow! Your tongue and lips and the vacuum and tugging and looking up. It was all so intense!”

Jamie’s eyes were wide. “OMG!! I never knew it could be so good. I want to go home and practice. Right Cameron?” She grabbed Cameron’s arm and snuggled her.

Cameron laughed. “OMG, girl. Why the heck not? It’s a whole new thing for us to share.” She hugged her close.

Avery smiled at them both. I knew she felt as good as I did for what we had done for them. Avery asked, “So, girls. How would you like to present fully as girls at a special event tomorrow? We sure could use a couple of bridesmaids for our wedding party.”

The two of them covered their mouths and held back their excitement. “Cameron said, Oh god. Could we? We don’t have a bridesmaid dress or boobs or—.”

“We can help with that. Do you have class here right now?”

“Nope. We’re done with classes for today, too. We planned our Fridays that way. Our nuke class isn’t until Monday. We just wanted to know where it was.”

“C’mon, we’ll buy what you need. We girls must remember to pay it forward for other girls like us.” Avery took her by the hand. I took Jamie’s hand, and we left the reactor facility.

We took the girls around to gather all the things they needed. It was as if Avery and I were their older sisters, helping them prepare for prom dates. They had many questions for us, surprising us with their enthusiasm to dive into girlhood.

Cameron’s eyes lit up as Avery tucked the gel breast forms into Cameron’s new bra in the changing room where we tried different combinations of bras and forms to fit them. “O.M.G! These are incredible. Look at my cleavage, and they feel so real and heavy. I love them!”

“Better than the smaller size, sweetie?” Avery asked.

“For sure. These are more powerful and make me feel more confident. I love their heft on my chest.”

Jamie was admiring herself in the mirror. “I think I could go up a size, too.”

The girls wore their bras and forms out of the shop, and we continued shopping. Their hair didn’t need doing since they already had pretty much girl’s cuts with highlighting. Their bodies were smooth and hairless, which was already part of their routine. Nails were needed, and we had them done and pedicures for them.

We bought them cheap jewelry and pageant-style minidresses they went nuts over. They looked like they’d come off a stage in a young girl's beauty pageant with their strappy, five-inch heel stilettos matching their dresses.

Jamie beamed and squealed. Her gleaming long, nailed fingers over her mouth as she twirled in front of the three-way mirror. “I’m a princess! And these high heels are so sexy. I can only take tiny little feminine steps, and they make my hips sway and the dress move about my thighs. I feel so pretty! I wish I had tried this years ago.”

Our reward was their response. It sent so much joy into us as we admired them and fed off their newly found energy and feminity. In their baby-blue, appliqued, layered hem, corseted bodice, and V-neck minidresses with matching shrug tops, their cleavage prominent, and their legs shapely in their ultra high heels.

The last stops were for sheer hosiery and purses and phone cases. As we browsed and went from store to store, they were full of more questions.

Cameron held my hand and swung it as we walked. “So, what is your daily routine like? How does being a girl change your routine? Does it take longer? Is it more fun? Take me through a day from the time you girls get up.”

I looked at Avery. Avery answered it quickly as she and Jamie held hands and walked. Avery gave a quick, short answer that mostly satisfied them, but Jamie had a question.

She tilted her head. “What does clean out mean that you do in the shower?”

“Uh, your bottom. We always clean out our bottoms. Lately we’ve been wearing butt plugs like today we are, but even when we don’t, we clean out. It helps you be cleaner and feels nice, and then you’re ready if you want something to go in there.”

This took them by surprise and elicited some giggles. “A butt plug? Really? And you’re wearing them now?”

I nodded. “Yes. I know it sounds strange, but…”

Avery commented. “I believe you can never fully experience being a girl unless you submit to becoming the receiver of passion rather than the giver. Men give; women are built to receive. A girl needs to receive, and this way, we’re always ready and open to it should we decide to. See?”

They both nodded. Looked at each other hesitantly. Cameron said, “Can we get some plugs, and can you teach us how you do the clean out? We should know this if we’re truly experimenting with being girls. Right, Jamie?”

“Right. Heck. We both enjoyed making each other feel pretty down there. Why wouldn’t we like the other things girls do? Can you help us?”

Avery and I were astounded by how readily they jumped into this. Who were we to hold them back?

“Wow. Okay ladies. You're on. We’ll buy a shower attachment next and get some plugs.”

The girls bristled with excitement. They fully intended to wear their new toys to our wedding as they presented as the adorable, sexy little princesses they were becoming.

We set them up at their place by hooking up and showing them the attachment, and then we left them until we saw them at the wedding celebration. We could tell a new and exciting world was before them now.


Coming up Short

Our wedding day had arrived. Through the efforts of Avery and many others, everything was ready for us to be married. We even had bridesmaids and grooms for us.

The frat was being transformed for the occasion with all hands on deck. Everyone was back from break, and they all chipped in money and time to make this a momentous and very memorable day. We weren't allowed to be there before two-thirty, and the JP was set to arrive at three when the ceremony would be done. Avery and I signed our marriage licenses that morning.

We picked up Cameron and Jamie at their place. They were waiting on the porch and came running down in tiny steps in their high heels and finery, hanging on to each other with smiles ear to ear and giggles in excess.

Avery got out and held the back door for them. “Welcome, ladies. Don’t you two look adorable!”

They climbed in daintily, a rustle of dresses, fluffy hair, and a bouquet of perfume. “Hiiiii!” Jamie said, followed by Cameron. Cameron cried, “Thank you both for making this happen for us! We had such an incredible day and night and day today. We slept together for the first time last night, and being so close and intimate was lovely. We edged each other to build our anticipation for today, and then this morning went out to Salvation Army and Goodwill and bought some regular day wear that was more appropriate for us the way we are now. Thank you!”

I turned in my seat and looked back at them. “Wonderful! Did you happen to do a new morning routine?” She smiled broadly, her eyes wide.

Cameron grabbed her hand over the seat and squeezed it. “We did! And we plugged and wore them as we shopped, and then we took them out before we left. We never realized something in there could be so good. But… we ran into a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“After we took them out, we thought we should try the real thing—however, much to our dismay and deep disappointment, we literally came up short. Neither of us was long enough to keep it in the other. It was so disappointing.” I saw the look on her face in the rearview mirror. She looked like she could cry.

Avery squeezed Cameron’s hand. “Don’t worry, honey. You’ll work it out. I could never get mine into it either, and Taylor could, but it’s so unladylike to thrust like a beast or some animal and have that be the method to satisfy those desires. It’s so not feminine! A girl needs to and wants to be the receiver. It’s just how it is. One of you would always have to masquerade as the man if you could do it. So be happy you couldn’t!”

Cameron stuttered, “But…but… what …how?”

“That’s what men are for. You’ll see. It’s not a big deal when you know your partner and you are committed to each other. Men become useful to fulfill your feminine needs. That’s all.”

They both nodded and looked at each other. She took her hand back from Avery, and it went to Jamie’s face, caressing her cheek. “Do you think we could handle that? Should we?”

Jamie shrugged. She looked out the window. “How else will we be what we know we are now? We have to. I think we can if you do. I’d let you even if you wouldn’t let me. You need to.”

Cameron nodded. “So do you, Jamie. And after having that lovely toy inside for a while, I think it will be something we’ll both genuinely love. To be connected to it like that when the passion is at its peak and being the receivers of men’s passion. To be bred. To be filled with the most extraordinary demonstration of desire for a person. It would complete us. It would be our validation—the ultimate compliment of our womanly allure. We have to.”

Jamie had a stern face. “You’re right. Okay. We’ll both do it. Right?”

“Right.”

Cameron and Jamie held hands and looked at Avery, who was peeking over the seat and nodding her head. “I knew you two girls would figure it all out. There ya go. Now you can have a day like many other hot bridesmaids have had. Enjoy, girls!”

Cameron nodded quickly and enthusiastically. “We should take advantage of that! We’re both reasonably shy, though. Could you introduce us and set the stage to get us started? I don’t want anyone to feel awkward about our intentions or think we’re something we’re not… we still have something special under our dresses, and surprises would be awful for everyone involved.”

“No problem, girls. We’ll introduce our bridesmaids.”


Becoming a Wife

We arrived promptly at 2:30 PM as planned. Bob and Mike quickly noticed and came off the porch in their groom's suits, complete with cummerbund and black tie. They were incredibly handsome. They first opened the doors for our passengers and introduced themselves, then helped us out of the car. They put out both arms for us and escorted the four of us girls on their arms to the front door.

The door opened ever so slowly, then all at once, it opened the rest of the way, and the frat was full of the guys with smiling faces, clean and dressed nicely, yelling congratulations! “Happy wedding day, ladies!”

We stepped inside, and they all surrounded us, waiting for a reply. I stepped forward and waved my arms to them, silencing the chatter. “Gentlemen. Thank you so much for what you’ve done for us on this special day.” I turned and took Jamie and Cameron by the hand. “I’d like to introduce our bridesmaids.”

The two girls smiled nervously and looked a bit sheepish amongst the crowd.

“Please welcome our bridesmaids, Cameron…” I raised her hand like a boxer in the rink. “…And Jamie.” I raised her hand, then put their hands by my side, still holding them. “We met these young ladies yesterday when they were like we were. Uncertain, afraid. We couldn’t let them wait as long as we did to discover ourselves, and being freshmen, we felt we could pay it forward by helping them achieve what we did. This is their first day presenting as the girls they are.”

Faces were shocked. I felt the girls' hands sweating in mine.

“I know it’s hard to believe, isn’t it? They’re the perfect young ladies, but they are ladies… girls. What do you think?”

They all applauded and gave hoots and hollers. I felt the tension run out between Cameron and Jamie as they saw they were welcome and accepted.

I nodded, smiled, dropped their hands, and raised mine to quiet the men. “Thank you. You are truly gentlemen. Now, these girls are bridesmaids. Do you know what’s missing here?” I looked around. “But I think it's not missing. What’s missing from who is standing up front right now… the bridesmaids… is groomsmen to be with the bridesmaids. But… if I’m not mistaken… I see a room of eligible groomsmen willing to make their bridesmaids happy. Happy in the way groomsmen and bridesmaids share in each other and take care of each other. Am I right?”

Hoots, hollers, and the men all moved to meet the girls individually.

The girls were shaking hands and having their hands kissed, and pecks landed on their requested and then offered cheeks, and compliments were showered upon them. It was a heart-warming sight to behold. Cameron and Jamie were overwhelmed by the warmth they had shown.

Bob and Mike took us by the hand and led us to the bar. They poured us martinis from a chilled pitcher. “Thought you two could use a drink before the JP got here. I would have had one in your hands already if you hadn’t done the introduction, but it appears it was well worth it. Those girls are incredible. Freshmen yet, huh? Wow.” Mike’s hand rubbed my shoulder. “Nice wedding Dress, too. Very sexy. And they even match each other. You two look like erotic bride bookends.”

I laughed. “Thanks. They are somewhat fetish-y looking for wedding dresses, but hey! This is the modern world, not Victorian England.” I glanced at Mike’s hard-on in his pants and slid my hand down to rub it for him.

“Right!” He gave me a peck on the lips. Avery and Bob were engaged in a full embrace and a deep kiss, with Avery rubbing his cock in his dress pants. This would be one heck of a wedding day. Jamie and Cameron had finally made it to the bar with their followers. They beamed with the attention.

Soon, the bell rang for the JP. Bob let her in. We chatted while she had a drink, and the ceremony was held in the center of the room.

“…and so I pronounce you wife and wife! You may kiss the bride!”

Hoots and hollers ensued, and confetti was thrown. We lifted our veils and embraced in a deep kiss. My cock was throbbing under my dress, in my crotchless panties and still in its cage, as was Avery’s. We turned to the crowd and raised our wedding-banded hands held together. “Let’s celebrate!”

We paid the JP, and she had one more drink before leaving.

After she left, Avery whispered to Bob, who ran away and came back with large silver bowls with signs to put beside them. The signs had color codes with words to the right. “Short and thin, short and thick, medium and thin, medium and thick, long and thin, long and thick, huge.” Seven different sizes of condoms color-coded. Leave it to the engineers to make sure everyone has the right fit. Nothing worse than a condom that’s too big and falls off or one too tight or short that rips. The consummation celebration was starting in earnest.

We thought we should get things going by kneeling before our grooms and sucking them off. It wasn’t long before Jamie and Cameron similarly indulged, kneeling on soft velvet pillows provided for them like they were for us. When Bob and Mike had given us our rewards so wonderfully, we sat and enjoyed watching the others as we sipped drinks and ate tapas.

Jamie had two handfuls of cock and was going back and forth between them ravenously. Cameron was bent over the arm of a couch being pumped by a big black man while she sucked a little cock of a femboy sitting on the couch whimpering. I believe it was the cute one from before that I had taken care of once. He seemed like another excellent candidate for feminization, and I wondered if Cameron and Jamie might pay things forward with her.

Mike and Bob were soon hard once more. I rubbed Mike’s cock. “Now you and Bob will be our grooms tonight, right?”

“Of course. Avery and I spoke on the phone. We set up some special benches for the occasion because she wanted everyone to have easy access.”

“Well, we should get those out here! Look at poor Cameron all bent over on the arm of the couch and how poorly positioned she was for her handsome black bull. Let the girls use them. Let them lie on their backs and relax.”

“Right. Uh… I thought it was for you two. He looked to Avery.”

Avery shrugged. “I think the girls are doing well. Let them enjoy it. We don’t need so many men. The benches would be nice, though, if there were more.”

“It can be arranged.” Bob shot off and grabbed a guy who wasn’t doing anything, and soon they came back with four padded benches covered in satin about three times as wide as a weight bench and without the bars on the end. Avery exited her barstool and approached Cameron and Jamie, pointing out the benches. The guys they were being fucked by noticed and took them by the hands and helped situate them on the benches.

Soon, they had their legs held back by their stockinged thighs, their cockettes flailing in the breeze between them and their men, eyes locked on their suitors, high heels on feet with pointed toes waving with each thrust as they whimpered with delight and pearls oozed off their little cockettes while their men pummeled them. It was a sight to behold, and I was riveted while watching. Cameron and Jamie both glanced away momentarily and smiled and winked at me. I was gratified to have given them this proof of their femininity and allure as girls.

I took Mike’s cock out of his pants, and Avery took Rob’s out, and we stroked them carefully and gently, savoring their velvet shafts that would soon be inside of us. At the same time, we all watched with intense attention as one after another carefully condomed, handsome guy grunted and pulsed inside the girls, one after another. The girls didn’t seem to be able to get enough, and some men were too short a duration to allow the girls to approach sissygasm. We knew it was coming soon though by the intensity and extent of the girls’ whimpers and their twitching legs along with their ass grabbing, pace setting, hands digging their nails into their men’s hard asses.

When we couldn’t take it anymore, we moved to the other two benches set up for us. Bob and Mike stripped naked, and Avery and I set ourselves in position on the benches with our arms out to our grooms. Soon, they were deep inside of us and thrusting nicely as other men came closer, jerking their cocks and watching us. We both decided to take on some cock snacks while Bob and Mike made use of us. We soon had others waiting in line; some that had already used Cameron or Jamie and were ready again.

The locks on our cages clattered as pearls oozed from the tips. I had taken my breasts out of the top of my wedding dress so they could be free and partaken in by others who quickly did. A cock was in my mouth and there were mouths on each nipple with hands gliding on my stockinged legs, holding them back while Mike gazed down on me and grunted and wagged his hips while thrusting and sending ripples of joy into me from toe to head.

I was tapped into the source of the power of the universe as it radiated through my body, filling me with a feminine energy that titillated every molecule and atom of my body… seemingly made up of only energy. I was having one continuous, whole-body orgasm that never finished itself in any final body-clenching end. I glanced over at my wife next to me on the other bench. Her head was tilted toward me, watching me with a smile. She reached a hand out to me, and we held hands as our bodies moved in time with our lover’s thrusts. A cock appeared before her face and she gobbled it up just in time to capture all of its passionate release. It withdrew, and she smiled at me, a drop oozing down her lips and chin.

I partook in another oral gratification of my own as I heard the whimpers of both Jamie and Cameron as they approached sissygasm. The cock came in my mouth and withdrew. I squeezed Avery’s hand. We looked into each other’s eyes and nodded. I told Mike, and she told Bob to come inside of us now.

They grunted and pounded us mercilessly, our bodies flailing like rag dolls, our cocks in cages oozing juices between us as the locks clattered on them and we heard Jamie and Cameron squeal with delight as they reached the sissygasm. This immediately sent us into sissygasm mode while Bob and Mike’s cocks jerked and spasmed like snakes inside of us and filled us with their uncaptured semen. I could sense it as it lubed and filled my soul. My groom had consummated our wedding with his bride, and my wife had the same from her groom. I lay there dreamlike as Mike and Bob carefully removed themselves from us.

In a moment, a whisper filled my ear. “May I try?”

I nodded, my eyes closed, and offered myself to this ultimate submission that makes one whole. I wanted more. I had more. We all had more.


Waking Up As A Wife

Bob and Mike had carried us to a bedroom and put us to bed. I could hear Cameron and Jamie laughing next door, our door open. Why close it after all that happened last night?

Avery rolled over on her side. Her hand swept the hair from my face and kissed my head. “I love you soo, much, wife. Thank you for marrying me. Thank you for such a fine wedding, wife. How did it feel to lose your virginity? Was I right?”

I nodded. “Oh, god, yes. Thank God we won't get jealous over that. I need that now.”

She chortled. “Of course. How could anyone get jealous when their love feeds her soul what it needs? You know what Bob told me last night?”

“No. What?”

“Well, first off, that cute femboy we had before here? The one we gave the first BJ in his life to?”

“Yeah.”

“She’s gonna have Cameron and Jamie help her become a girl. They’ll be able to pay it forward now.”

“Nice. I’m certain they will. What else?”

“Mike and Bob got offers from the same place we did and will start work there when we do.”

“Wow!”

“I know. A job with benefits, even. How lucky can we get? Maybe we can all rent a house together.”

“Sounds awesome. Our very own houseboys.” I laughed.

We rolled around in a hug, laughing.


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

Barb and Thom

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

Amazon:

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