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CHAPTER 1:

I look like a girl. I've always looked like a girl. That's a fact that wasn't lost on a lot of people growing up as a boy. My mother didn't help in that she kept my hair pretty long as a child and tended to dress me in things that were definitely not overtly masculine. She never sent me to school in a dress but we did shop for a lot of my stuff in the girl's department and my coats always buttoned up on the wrong side and a lot of my tops looked rather feminine.

At home she did put me in dresses sometimes, until my dad found out and put a stop to it. I don't know what her deal was, really. Maybe she just thought it was cute, or maybe she always wanted a daughter, or maybe she just thought she was being progressive by letting me sort of feel my way towards a gender identity.

In any case I went through some different stages in my adolescence. I cut my hair at one point and tried being as butch and masculine as possible, but that didn't go so well. It wasn't just my face that looked feminine, I had a small and slender frame and a high pitched voice that never seemed to want to change. I got pushed around and bullied a lot no matter how long my hair was or what kind of clothing I had on.

My dad might have helped to "make a man" of me but he split when I was about eight and I didn't see much of him after that. I always felt like I was an embarrassing disappointment to him and that made me feel really sad. Looking back on it I'm sure he didn't leave because of me but I carried that guilt around for a long time.

When puberty hit it didn't do much for me. My small penis didn't seem to be getting any bigger and what little hair I had on my body was very fine and silky and hardly noticeable. My voice didn't drop either and I didn't suddenly get taller like some of my classmates.

I did discover sex, but not quite in the way I thought I would. I started noticing the way girls were beginning to fill out and felt envious of their new curves. At one point I even told my mom I wanted a bra, even though I knew I didn't need one, so that I could feel what girls felt like wearing one. She didn't hesitate and bought me both bras and panties. The panties I started wearing all the time because nobody could see them but I liked the way they felt, but the bra I only wore at home. I also stuffed a couple of socks in them to give me a little more feminine look.

I guess that was the real beginning of my crossdressing. I let my hair grow long again and stopped trying to be macho. For a while I adopted a sort of androgynous look and claimed that I was just being arty. I was artistic by nature and enjoyed writing and I had a decent singing voice. I tried to start a band, at one point, with me as the mysterious lead singer, but that never really went anywhere. At least it was a good cover for my ambiguous sexuality because you can get away with anything if you're "into" something like Goth, or Punk, or whatever.

By the time I was in high school I started experimenting with eye makeup and different hairdos. Because I looked so feminine anyway I think I often ended up looking like a girl in drag as a guy.

It was fortunate for me that times had changed enough that the school wasn't going to reprimand me for my funky appearance, and my mom would support whatever crazy thing I was trying next, and I was slightly less likely to get the crap beaten out of me than I probably would have been back in the 50's or something. That didn't mean that I didn't get teased or bullied or pushed around plenty over the years, but it probably could have been a lot worse.

Now when I said I discovered sex I just meant that I knew what it was all about and how the basic mechanics of it worked. I hadn't actually done anything about it and wasn't all that anxious to try. I was such an outsider who didn't seem to really appeal to anyone, which wasn't that unusual because it was probably pretty hard to tell whether I was a boy or a girl if you didn't already know.

So I tried purple spiked hair and wore an earring. Then I got a fake tattoo hoping to look edgy. I once tried wearing a skirt with a suit jacket and a tie but I think I just looked like a Scotsman in a kilt. Probably shouldn't have gone with a plaid skirt.

Then when I graduated from high school and started working at a coffee shop I met Shane Wilcox and my whole world turned pink.


CHAPTER 2:

I had toned down my appearance for work but I still frequently got confused for a girl even with my "Robert" nametag on. Eventually I said fuck it and changed my tag to "Bobbi" and let people think what they would. The girls at work tended to get better tips anyway.

The first time Shane came into the shop and I took his order I could tell that he was studying me, which sort of freaked me out, but he seemed pleasant enough and started hanging out there more often. Sometimes I kind of got the feeling he was hitting on me and wondered whether I should tell him that I wasn't female, but I also sort of liked the attention.

I also sort of got the impression that he might be gay, so maybe he knew I was a guy and thought I was also homosexual because of my effeminate appearance or something. I was really out of my depth dealing with any sort of flirtation so I didn't know what to think or do. When he finally asked me if I wanted to "hang out" sometime I initially turned him down and then changed my mind and accepted. It was a decision that would change my life forever.

"So what's your deal, Bobbi?" Shane asked as we strolled around a neighborhood park one afternoon when I wasn't working.

"What do you mean?" I replied.

"Are you a hipster who likes to go for a neutral look to be cool, or did mommy put you in dresses as a kid and now you're all fucked up and don't know what you are, or are you some other non-binary, gender fluid kind of person?"

"What are you?" I shot back a little defensively.

"Me? I'm a closeted queer. A secret crossdresser. A T-Girl wannabe and an absolutely fabulous little princess in disguise," he said with an exaggerated flourish that made me laugh.

"I guess I'm a guy who looks like a girl and doesn't know exactly what to do about that," I told him once I stopped laughing. "I mean I'm wearing panties now and sometimes I put on a bra and stuff padding in it to fill it out."

"Don't we all, honey, don't we all!"

"And you were right about my mom putting me in a dress sometimes when I was little," I confessed.

"That's where we differ. My mom is super conservative and she caught me once trying on my sister's underwear and she beat the living crap out of me. I think she wanted to kick me out of the house but I was only twelve so she was kind of stuck with me. I go to church a lot to atone for my sins and keep my brassiere collection to myself so that she doesn't give me the boot."

"That must be awful," I said sympathetically.

"Oh, you know, having a secret identity isn't so bad. It's sort of like being a super heroine."

"My mom is the opposite. She's very liberal and I think it scores her Brownie points or something if she raises a gay kid or whatever," I said with a shrug.

"Cool. Then your house should our base of operation."

"And just what did you have in mind for us to be doing?"

"Dressing up. Being pretty girls. Having fun. Getting in trouble."

"What makes you think I want to be a pretty girl?"

"You already are, honey," Shane said with a grin. "And don't tell me you're wearing those panties just for comfort."

I'd never met anyone like Shane before and for the first time in my life I felt like I had a real friend. Someone who might understand me, who wouldn't judge me or look down on me for my appearance. I didn't know shit about being queer or non-binary or any of that stuff but I had always sort of yearned to be pretty. It always seemed like life might have been better when they were dolling out my pretty face to give me a suitably girlish body to go along with it.

The first time Shane came to my house he brought a couple of suitcases along that were filled with female clothing and cosmetics. I had an old playhouse in the backyard that we quickly converted into our "she-shed" and I let Shane store all his girlie crap there. We set about decorating and painting the thing as blatantly feminine as we could make it, which meant a lot of pink everywhere. "Think pink" was actually our motto.

We found a really cool old vanity at a thrift store and set up our makeup table. We also had kind of an antique full-length mirror that was very handy for checking out our various wardrobe selections. We added a plush toy unicorn that we named Sparkles and glitter was appropriate decoration for just about anything.

There was a strict dress code for the she-shed that required dresses, skirts, or just female underwear at all times. No pants or shorts allowed, even if they were actually female clothing. The shed was a shrine to all things feminine.

This was something I had never really tried before, at least not since I was a child and my mother put me in a dress. When I wore a bra I usually just wore it under a t-shirt or some other top but I never went out of my way to look so girlish. I don't know how many hours we spent messing around trying to find the perfect color lip gloss or eye shadow but I loved every minute of it.

I could tell that Shane was a little jealous of my naturally female features since he was a bit bigger and had a deeper voice and had to shave his legs all the time whereas mine were just smooth. The first time it took on a sexual context was when I was changing in front of the mirror and he saw my penis.

"Wow, look at that adorable little dicklet," said Shane as he came over to inspect my prick, which made me suddenly cover up. "It's like a pretty little clitty that just outgrew its hood."

"I don't like to think about that part of my body," I said bashfully.

"Of course you don't, because it's not a pussy, but at least you don't have that much to hide," Shane said cheerfully. "It's a real pain in the ass tucking my dick stick away."

I was so painfully ignorant about sexuality that I usually just tried to change the subject when it came up but Shane was my BFF and I felt like I could talk to him about anything.

"So have you actually ever done it with anyone?" I asked.

"You mean sex? Of course. Haven't you?" he replied.

"Not really," I said softly as I hung my head down.

"Oh, baby girl, we've got to do something about that! A babe like you was meant to be a total heartbreaker. We have got to get you a guy to play with," Shane insisted.

"A guy?"

"Well...sure. Or a girl, I guess, if that's what you're into."

"I don't know what I'm into," I said, almost crying.

"Honey, you must have some idea what floats your boat? What do you think about when you're masturbating?"

"I don't really do that."

"Wow. My mom would love to hear that," Shane said with a chuckle. "She thinks masturbating will send you to hell."

"I guess I'm just not a sexual person," I said with a shrug.

"I'll believe that when I see it. Why don't we watch a little porn and you tell me whether anything you see looks appealing."

I didn't really know anything about porn either, although I had seen regular movies that had nudity and sex scenes in them. Shane had me go get my laptop computer and soon he had navigated to some site that seemed to have all kinds of pornographic clips for free.

"Since we don't know what your kink is let's just sample a few and see what happens," said Shane as he pulled up a video of two girls making out on a couch.

"So what do you think?" Shane asked after a while.

"They're really pretty," I replied.

"Yeah, they are."

"I bet it would be awesome to have boobs like that," I added.

"No doubt. Let's try something else."

Shane brought up another clip, this time of a man and a woman in a bedroom. The girl wasn't quite as pretty as the two on the couch but she had really big tits. The guy looked kind of scary, with a bald head and tattoos. Sort of like a biker or something I thought. The girl went over and got on her knees in front of the guy and pulled his pants down. A really large erect penis popped out and practically hit her in the face.

"Wow...that's really big," I said in almost a whisper.

"Bingo!" Shane chuckled as the girl put the guy's cock in her mouth and started to suck it.


CHAPTER 3:

I'd never seen anything like it and it fascinated me. I got this kind of tingly feeling that seemed to run from the tip of my dick up to my asshole and I realized that I was getting hard. I couldn't figure out how that woman was getting so much of that big thing down her throat but she seemed to be managing quite well.

"Have you ever done that with a guy?" I asked.

"Fuck yeah."

"Was it fun?"

"Fuck yeah."

"I think I'm feeling horny."

"So what's making you horny? The thought of some bimbo sucking your prick or the thought of being the bimbo who's doing the sucking?" asked Shane.

"I'd rather be the girl, but I'd be too scared to put anything that big in my mouth," I admitted a little shyly.

"Well they aren't all that big, believe me."

My little pecker was throbbing as the couple went through a number of different positions. The woman just seemed to be having the best time ever and the man looked so big and strong. At the end he pulled out and ejaculated all over the woman's tummy, which I thought was rather odd, but very exciting to watch.

"The money shot," Shane explained. "It's a porn thing. It's supposed to prove that the guy actually popped or something."

"My panties feel kind of wet," I said.

"Did you cum?"

"I don't think so."

"You'd know if you did. It was probably just pre-cum. Girlies get went panties all the time when they're horny so now you know what it feels like. Do you want me to finish you?" Shane asked casually.

"What?"

"Do you want me to get you off?"

"Oh, wow...how would you do that?"

"Come on, take off those wet panties and stand over here," Shane instructed.

We had just been wearing underwear for our porn viewing party so once I had my panties off that left me in just my padded bra. My dick was definitely hard and a bit sticky around the tip. Suddenly Shane took of his panties and his hard cock popped out. It wasn't huge, like the guy in the video, but it was much larger than mine.

"Now just stand there and I'm going to put my dick between your legs. That way you can pretend it's like in the video and think about the dude with the tattoos while I reach around and jerk you off," said Shane as he got right behind me and slid his prick along my butt crack before pressing it between my legs.

I could feel it nestled under my ball sack and my heart started racing even faster than it had been before. It felt really hard and warm and I closed my eyes and tried to imagine that the video guy was putting it in my pussy.

Shane reached around me and I felt my dicklet being grasped in his hand. It was so exciting I could barely contain myself. Next Shane started moving his cock back and forth between my legs as he stroked me. I felt insanely hot and wicked.

"Oh, my!" I gasped suddenly as I felt my prick sort of tighten up.

Shane quickly stuck a hand over the top of my dick as it began to spasm and ejaculate. It was the most intense thing I had ever felt in my life. Shane had managed to catch most of my cum in the palm of his hand and to my surprise he simply licked it all up when I was through.

"Shame to waste a bunch of yummy cum," he said with a grin.

"It all happened so fast," I said dimly.

Shane assured me that it wasn't surprising at all and that most men didn't last forever like the guys in porn seemed to do. I noticed that Shane was still erect and felt bad about leaving him hanging like that.

"Do you want me to...finish you?" I asked timidly.

"Sure, why not?" Shane replied happily. "Just do the same thing to me that I did to you."

I got up behind Shane and reached around him. My prick had already shrunk back down so there was no way I could stick it between his legs so I just stood there and ran my hand back and forth along his shaft as he had done for me.

"Am I doing it right?" I asked.

"You're doing just fine baby," he replied.

It took quite a bit longer to get Shane off but when he started to cum I tried to capture it in my hand as he had done. Then I just stood there with a fist full of hot jizz, not sure what to do next.

"Let me get you some tissues," said Shane as he headed for the vanity.

"No...I want to taste it," I suddenly blurted out.

"Good for you honey."

Shane had just kind of gulped it all down in one swallow but I sort of stuck my tongue out and lapped up a bit. It was warm and kind of salty. It took a few more licks to get all of it down but I found the experience quite thrilling.

"I'm going to teach you how to be a proper sissy, then we can get some boys and have some real fun," said Shane with a wink.

"Won't they know we're not real girls?"

"Of course they'll know, but there are plenty of guys who like banging sissies like us," Shane assured me. "What guy doesn't want to get his dick sucked or to have a nice tight little ass to shove his cock in?"

"Is that what we'll be doing?"

"Fuck yeah."

Shane's enthusiasm gave me courage. I was so glad to have someone with experience that I could learn from. I had been in the dark about sex for so long, now it appeared that I was going to come into the light at last. A lovely, pink, glowing light.


CHAPTER 4:

Shane had bookmarked a few porn sites on my computer and I started watching videos quite regularly. Now that the genie was out of the bottle I wanted to know everything and try everything. I assumed I was gay, since I was a guy who liked guys, but I didn't really enjoy watching the videos where two men did each other. I really preferred to watch a girl getting nailed and imagine myself in her position.

When the day came for me to try sucking cock for the first time I felt like I was as ready for it as I could be. I had read all the tips I could find online and watched a ton of BJ videos but I was still shaking when Shane whipped out his dick as I got down on my knees in front of him.

My head was full of technique but I sort of forgot about a lot of that once I actually started trying to blow him. I was just so excited to actually be doing it that I think I got pretty carried away with my enthusiasm.

"Wow...you've never done this before?" said Shane as I slobbered and sucked his cock like a crazed whore on crack.

He rested his hand on the back of my head but didn't try to push me onto him. I don't think I would have minded all that much if he had but I was still a little nervous about gagging so I appreciated the gentle touch.

When he started to cum in my mouth I proudly stayed right where I was and swallowed every drop of his jizz. We didn't have room for a bed in the playhouse but we did have some cushions on the floor and afterwards Shane took me over to the cushions and we lay next to each other quite close.

"That was amazing," said Shane. "I thought you'd be like all timid and shy but you were really going for it."

"I guess I've been studying so much I just wanted to do the real thing at last," I replied.

"Well, if you can suck like that your first time out I don't think there's much I can teach you," Shane chuckled. "Maybe I should be taking lessons from you."

"So are we gay or what?" I asked sincerely.

"We're or what," he replied. "You could say that we're gay because we're men who like cock, but we only like it when we're thinking of ourselves as women. That makes us sissy bois. I can't wait until I can afford to get my own place and start taking hormone injections and buy some tits. Then I'll just strap my dick down and be a T-Girl 24/7."

All these terms and concepts were kind of confusing to me. I had been called a "sissy" tons of times in my life but it was always meant as an insult. Shane talked about being one proudly. And I knew that women sometimes got "boob jobs" to make their breasts bigger but I wasn't sure exactly how a man went about buying some tits, or what hormone injections did for you.

I knew I was very naive about a lot of things but I was anxious to learn and explore. I had given my first blow job, which was pretty thrilling, and Shane seemed to think that I had done a really good job of it for a beginner, so I felt like I was on the right track.

A lot of people hate labels and being lumped into specific categories but that was actually something I had always craved. School had always been about cliques and belonging to one group or another like the jocks or the brains or the populars. I never seemed to fit into any particular group, yet I definitely wasn't a normal either.

With Shane I had found a kindred spirit. I don't know that it would have been my idea to make the playhouse so pink and girly, but I sure loved the way it looked now and how I felt whenever I was inside it. Being ultra-feminine was something I had never tried but I was embracing it now wholeheartedly. The world just seemed like a better place when everything was pink and frilly.


CHAPTER 5:

Shane found a place online that sold something called a pocket bra that held silicone breast forms in place quite convincingly. The breast forms looked very natural and even had realistic nipples and when you wore them inside the rather sheer bra it did give the impression of having real boobs. It was so much better than just stuffing socks in a bra and we were both dancing around the playhouse in our underwear like lunatics when they arrived.

I thought back to when I asked my mother to buy me a bra because I was envious of the girls at school who were starting to develop breasts. I was still envious but this was the closest I'd come yet to simulating that appearance that I coveted so much. Shane had gotten me very excited about the idea of getting breast implants someday, but they were really expensive and out of my price range at the moment. This would have to do for the time being.

"Let's get dressed up and go somewhere," Shane suggested.

"Like where?" I asked.

"Anywhere. Who cares. I just want to walk around in public and show off my new titties."

"You mean dress up like a girl?"

"Of course. Haven't you ever done that before?"

"No, never."

"Well it's high time, sweetie," said Shane as he began to poke around in his wardrobe.

I was terrified by the thought of crossdressing in public, but Shane was determined, and the new bras did give me a little bit of confidence. We spent way too much time fussing over what to wear and how to do our hair and applying our makeup but I have to admit that we both did look pretty cute when we were finally ready to hit the town.

I was small and blonde and naturally more feminine than Shane, who was taller and had broader shoulders and jet black hair, but I think we both looked attractive in our own way. Shane actually had a pretty good job working at a company that sold and installed car tires, which seemed like a rather masculine thing, but they probably had no idea that he shaved his legs and liked to dress up as a woman.

We drove around for a bit because I didn't want to be seen by anybody who knew me, especially people I worked with or who frequently came into the coffee shop. I was sexually ambiguous there but seeing me like this would sort of blow my cover completely.

We finally settled on a shopping center that had several outlet shops. We could browse around and look at clothes and shoes and crap and hopefully not call too much attention to ourselves. My legs were a little shaky as I got out of the car and headed for the store but Shane grabbed my hand for support and we walked boldly inside.

I felt like I was walking on the moon or something. It was just a store but I had never been anywhere in public so completely feminized. It made everything feel sort of unreal. I kept thinking that someone was going to catch us and then everyone would point and laugh as we were thrown out of the store. Then I saw some adorable kitten heel pumps and went over to try them on.

Feeling like a girl was so fucking awesome. Why did it have to be like the hardest thing a man could aspire to? Most girls probably took it pretty much for granted. Some of them probably even wished they were boys. I knew that it was probably foolish for me to get so wrapped up in the idea that I would be happier being female, and better to just accept reality and try to live as a man the best I could, but that had never worked out so well for me in the past. For the first time in my life I was discovering the real me and moving in the right direction.

Once I relaxed and started enjoying myself Shane and I had a wonderful afternoon, and I did end up buying those shoes since they were so cute and seriously discounted at that place. We both ended up buying a number of things but I suppose that was only natural. There were so many good bargains to be had that it would have been a shame to come away empty handed.

When we got home we tried on our various purchases and admired our new pocket bras again. The inserts didn't just look good they kind of felt good too because they gave you a little weight up top and had kind of a squishy feeling to them when you squeezed them.

"You want to practice sex some more?" Shane suddenly suggested.

"Sure," I said. "Should I blow you again?"

"I was thinking we might try anal."

"Really?"

"We don't have to if you're not ready for it, but I've got some lube in one of my suitcases if you want to try it."

"Okay, why not?" I said.

I stripped down to just my bra and Shane had me get on my hands and knees on the cushions on the floor. I liked the way that position looked in the videos so I was anxious to try it myself, even if I didn't have a pussy.

Shane took the lube and greased the hell out of my anus. It felt funny to have him sticking his finger up my butt but he was about to stick something much bigger up there so I tried to prepare myself mentally.

"I think you're going to like this, well, eventually at any rate. It's always tricky the first time but you've got to get your boi pussy stretched out so that guys can fuck you that way easily," said Shane as he got up behind me and prepared to stick it in.

"Boi pussy...I like that," I said over my shoulder. "Is it going to hurt?"

"Ah...probably," Shane replied truthfully. "Hopefully not too much. You make sure and tell me if you want me to stop. I'll try to take it in little stages."

With that the tip of his dick started to slide into my ass. Suddenly Shane pulled it back and jumped up.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Better put something down here...just in case," he replied as he tossed an old towel down on the cushions under my crotch.

Then he resumed his position behind me and I once again felt his cock head slowly pressing into my tight little hole. I immediately felt myself getting erect. Now I understood what the towel was for.

Shane took it slow and I didn't find it terribly painful, although it was a really weird sensation and he kept reminding me to relax and breathe deeply. After a while of just sort of poking a bit in and leaving it there he started to move it back and forth more and I realized that I was being fucked for the first time in my life. I was being penetrated by a cock on all fours, just like a real girl might do. And from the porn clips it looked like real girls got fucked in the ass all the time, which made it even better.

"Oh...oh wow...oh...oh..." I moaned.

"Just think how awesome you'll feel when some hot looking guy is bending you over and doing this to you," Shane said softly.

"I like it this way just way," I replied.

Of course I should have realized that Shane was doing this more for my benefit than for his but I was still happy that he was the first one to really fuck me. We were such good friends and he was opening the world to me in so many new and wonderful ways it just felt right to be with him, even if it wasn't the way either one of us would have ideally wanted it to be.

When Shane reached around and took my little prick in his hand I was ready to explode so it didn't take more than a couple of strokes to get me to cum. Instead of cupping his hand on my helmet he just kept stroking as I shot my sticky stuff all over the towel. When I began to cum Shane started ejaculating into my asshole and it was a mind bending experience to be both receiving and expelling jizz at the same moment.

After carefully moving the towel out of the way we lay down together on the cushions and I suddenly grabbed Shane by the neck and started kissing him. I don't know why I did it, but I was feeling very emotional and passionate at that moment. We kissed for quite a while and then just held each other very tightly without saying anything. I guess we really didn't have to. It was one of the nicest, warmest, happiest days of my life.


CHAPTER 6:

Having broken the ice on going out in public we started doing it more and more. It was fun to play dress up in the playhouse but it was good to have somewhere to go after getting dressed up.

Shane knew some guys from somewhere who liked being with sissies and set us up on a double date. I was terrified but also thrilled by the idea of actually going out on a date with someone. I always wondered what that would be like and now I was going to finally find out.

The guys were a lot older than I expected, like probably in their 30's, although I'm not great at guessing people's ages. It was kind of strange dating someone who was probably close to twice my age, but since I had never dated anyone my own age either it really didn't matter all that much. It made them a little intimidating, because they were all grown up and I was still a teenager, but it also made me feel very mature to be in their company.

My date was named Bob and Shane's date was named Kyle. They were kind of average-looking, I thought, but they dressed well and they were very polite, holding doors open for us and waiting for us to sit down first and that sort of thing. It made me feel very ladylike.

After dinner they suggested getting drinks, but Shane and I were both underage so we agreed to go back to Bob's place, which wasn't far from the restaurant, and do our drinking there.

It wasn't the first time I had consumed alcohol, and I had tried weed before, but I was definitely a lightweight in the partying department. Even so I accepted my drink happily, not wanting to seem too immature. Everything was just so adult, like something out of a movie, and I was so pleased with the way the men treated us like women even though they knew the truth.

While we were drinking Bob put his arm around me and kissed me a few times. I liked the smell of his aftershave. I couldn't grow facial hair even if I wanted to, so I always sort of associated shaving with masculinity. When he suggested that we go into his bedroom I knew that we were going to fuck, and I was a little nervous about being with a stranger, but Shane just gave me a wink and nodded her head towards the bedroom door so I got up and followed Bob.

Once inside he closed the door and we sat on the bed. We started making out a little more seriously and he got his hand up under my skirt in into my panties.

"Well, you're a tiny little thing, aren't you?" he said when he grabbed my penis.

"I'm sorry," I said softly.

"Don't be silly, I think it's cute. And you'll just make me feel all the bigger," he said with a grin as he pulled off his pants.

He was wearing boxers underneath and I could see that his erection was straining to get out. My heart started pounding in my chest and I wondered whether I was going to disappoint him. I had so little experience and Bob had probably been around a lot.

"Why don't you take off your skirt?" Bob suggested as he removed his coat and tie and unbuttoned his shirt. "You can take off your top too, if you like, or leave it on if you prefer."

I went ahead and took my top off, revealing my pocket bra and breast forms. I would have killed for real boobs at that moment but Bob seemed impressed by my simulation.

"Very nice. Very sexy," he said as he squeezed one of my breasts. "And such a cute face, too. You're really quite a prize."

We started kissing again and I felt a little more relaxed. Maybe it was the booze kicking in, or maybe the way he praised me, but I felt a very strong desire to satisfy this man any way that I could.

"Can I see your dick?" I asked shyly.

"Of course you can honey," he replied with a grin as he stood up and pulled his shorts off.

His cock was bigger than Shane's, but not as big as the porno cocks I saw all the time in videos. I thought it was nice-looking and certainly very manly.

"You want to suck it?" he asked.

"Sure," I said.

Bob just stood at the foot of the bed and I stayed seated where I was. He got up close to me and I grabbed his prick and started stroking it. It was different stroking Bob's cock because while I loved Shane as a friend I knew I wasn't what Shane was looking for in a sex partner, and even though I had just met Bob he was obviously totally turned on by the idea of banging a sissy boi so it felt like we were both on the same page.

"You know, I was happily married for 8 years and then I went on a business trip to Thailand and got kind of drunk in a bar. This beautiful little creature propositioned me and we went back to my hotel room and I discovered that she was really a lady-boy. She had kind of small titties but a really big dick, and at first I was going to throw her out of my room, but I was fascinated by her cock and couldn't take my eyes off it," said Bob as I gave him head. "There's just something about a pretty girl with a penis that drives me wild so I was totally hooked. It ended up ruining my marriage but a chick without a dick just doesn't do it for me anymore."

To each his own, I thought. I would have gladly given up my dick for a pussy any day of the week, but if this was what he liked so be it. I was just happy for the chance to be having any kind of sex at all.

After I had blown him for a while he had me take my panties off and told me to lie on the bed on my back. He pulled off his shirt so that he was totally naked and then pressed my legs back as far as they could go. He told me to just hold that position while he went over to the dresser and came back with some lube. Then he did basically the same thing that Shane had done and got my anus nice and slippery. He also applied the lube to his prick before he got up between my legs and stuck his cock in my ass.

He didn't go as slow as Shane had done and probably assumed that I took it up the ass all the time. The lube certainly helped, and I had been practicing a bit with a dildo, so he was able to ass fuck me pretty easily.

Here was this older man, who used to have a wife and everything, who went on business trips to exotic places, penetrating me in his bedroom. It was so adult and sexy and I felt so much like a woman. Then it struck me that we were probably both named Robert and I almost started laughing. We had both started out as little boys named Bob but somewhere along the line we had gone in very different directions. Now manly Bob had his dick in girly Bobbi's asshole, and they both seemed to be enjoying themselves very much.

"Man, you are one tight little bitch," Bob grunted. "You make me feel like I'm hung like a horse."

"You're the biggest cock I've ever had," I told him truthfully.

"Then you should get out more honey," he chuckled. "You're so sweet you make my teeth hurt."

It felt wonderful when he began to cum inside me, not that I could feel the physical sensation of it all that much, but just the idea of it drove me wild. I wanted men to cum inside me and wished that I could have a baby someday, but I knew that wasn't possible.

"Now let's get you taken care of before we call it a night, shall we?" said Bob once he had pulled out of my ass.

I assumed he'd jack me off but to my surprise he bent his head down and started sucking my cock. Maybe it wasn't all that surprising since he had said how much he was fascinated by that lady-boy's dick, but it still kind startled me. For one thing I'd never had my cock sucked before, and I certainly never expected it to be sucked by a man.

It didn't take long before I was unloading in his mouth and he swallowed it all down rather effortlessly. I guessed that he probably had a lot more experience giving head than I did, which was a really weird thing to be thinking about.

"Here's a little something for your troubles. Buy yourself something nice," he said as he handed me some money while we were getting dressed.

"Oh, you don't have to do that," I said, feeling a bit embarrassed.

"Go ahead and take it. I know you gals spend a lot of money looking pretty for us guys. It's the least I can do."

Kyle and Shane had obviously finished around the same time as they were just getting dressed as we came back into the living room. Once we had gathered our things we all got back in the car and the guys drove us home. Bob gave me a big kiss before I got out of the car and said that we should do it again sometime. I didn't know if he meant it but it was a nice way to end a very nice evening.


CHAPTER 7:

"Why you little whore!" Shane teased when I told him that Bob had given me money. "You must have really impressed him."

"It's not like that. I told him he didn't have to do it but he insisted," I said defensively.

"I'm just messing with you baby. I've had guys give me money before."

"Really?"

"Sure. It doesn't bother me," Shane said with a shrug.

"Isn't that sort of like prostitution?" I said.

"So what if it is? Men always pay for it, one way or the other. And he paid you afterwards, so you were obviously willing to fuck him without money involved. I wouldn't lose any sleep over it. I'm just jealous that Kyle didn't do the same."

"Did Kyle have a big dick?" I asked.

"Pretty average, but it got the job done," Shane said with a laugh.

"Bob was pretty big. Not huge, but big."

"Do you like big dicks?"

"I think so. I mean I really like the way they look. The funny thing is I think he likes big dicks too."

"Really?" said Shane as he raised an eyebrow.

"Yeah, he gave me head."

"They do that sometimes," Shane chuckled. "It's probably some gay thing where they really want to suck cock but they don't like the idea of doing it with another dude so they do it with someone who looks like a chick. Who knows why people do what they do? Everybody thinks they're supposed to follow some kind of a rule book, but secretly they get off on all kinds of kinky shit."

It was Shane's idea to use a dating app to find other men who were interested in what we had to offer and pretty soon our social calendar was quite full. Of course sometimes we couldn't always arrange for a double date thing but that was okay. I was meeting all kinds of guys and having a total blast. My mom knew I was going out with men and supported the idea wholeheartedly. Poor Shane still had to sneak around all the time but that was about to change.

Shane had met this really rich guy online named Harold Parker, and he had told him about me, and we were both invited to his house to discuss some kind of business arrangement with him. Shane didn't have a lot of details but he said that Parker lived in this big mansion and had a real thing for trans girls of all types. He actually sent a limo to pick us up, which was quite exciting, as I had never been in one before.

When the car pulled up to Parker's house I could see that Shane hadn't been exaggerating. It was pretty incredible and set back on a hillside behind a big iron gate. We were ushered in by a pretty little maid and told to wait in the drawing room.

"What did I tell you? This place is really something, right?" said Shane.

"You can say that again," I replied.

"And everybody who works here is some kind of a tranny," Shane added. "Even the chauffer."

"Really? That's pretty weird."

"Well, hello ladies, I hope I haven't kept you waiting too long," said Harold as he strolled into the room casually attired in just a fancy bathrobe.

"Not at all," said Shane.

"Excellent," said Harold as he came over and kissed Shane's hand. "And this must be your friend Bobbi. I must say you're even more delightful than I anticipated."

"Thank you," I said a little bashfully as he kissed my hand as well.

"Now I suppose you're wondering why I brought you here. Well, I'll come straight to the point. I'm always on the lookout for new talent. Special talent, like the kind you girls have. I enjoy being surrounded by pretty young things, and I especially enjoy helping girls like you reach your ultimate goal."

"Which is?" Shane asked.

"To become women, naturally. I mean, you already are on the inside, which is the most important thing, but I'm sure you dream of having a body that matches your true identity. I can help you with that."

"How?" said Shane.

"I would like to have you come live here and work for me. I'll pay you a very generous salary, in addition to providing everything you might need for your comfort and things to maintain a high standard of beauty, and if you do well with your initial service I'll provide you with state-of-the-art breast enhancement. The finest in the world, really. Not something easily obtainable...but I have my own ways of getting things done. Then you would continue in my employ for another two years, and undergo additional therapy to further enhance your transformation, after which time you will have the opportunity to complete your transition and go back into the world as a fully functional female."

"You mean with a pussy and everything?" I blurted out.

"Yes, absolutely. There's a new process that isn't like anything you've probably ever heard of. It's expensive, but the results are incredible," Harold said as he leaned back in his chair and looked at us closely. "Now I'm sure you're wondering what you have to do to earn this amazing prize. It's really quite simple. You are to do whatever I ask you to do without question or complaint. You will serve me in whatever capacity I deem fit."

"Like what for example?" Shane inquired.

"At the start you'll work primarily in a domestic capacity. Cleaning, serving, helping around the house. That's only for the first three months. Then if you wish to stay on and undergo the breast enhancement treatment you'll serve in a different capacity."

"How different?" I asked.

"You're service will be more sexual in nature. I like to throw parties for my like-minded friends, or perhaps entertain an important guest. I also like to dabble in video production, that sort of thing. Of course you won't be working all the time and you'll be free to go out on your off hours, but I think you'll find that there's a lot here to keep you entertained. Two years will probably go by in the blink of an eye. And then you can start the life you've always dreamed of. Or if you'd rather continue in my service without completing the transition we can always extend your contract. I have several girls here who have been with me for three or four years already and are perfectly happy to forgo the final step. That will be up to you," said Harold with a smile.

"Can we talk this over?" asked Shane.

"Certainly. Let me go arrange for some refreshments," said Harold as he excused himself from the room.

"Wow, is this on the level?" I asked.

"Well, he's sure got the money, and I know he likes chicks with dicks. I'd do it just to move out of my house and live here for a while."

"It does sound exciting," I chimed in. "And I'd kill to get tits."

We talked about it a little more but there wasn't really any doubt in either of our minds. It was worth giving it a shot. If it didn't work out we could always quit. But if it did work out...well...the possibilities were staggering.

"Excellent," said Harold jovially once we had told him of our decision. "Why don't you ladies show me what you can do while we wait for the champagne to be served?"

With that Harold opened his robe and displayed his rather impressive hard on. Shane and I just grinned at each other and got down on the floor by his chair and went to work sucking off our new employer and benefactor. I was so innocent so recently and now I was going to be living in some kind of a strange transgender whorehouse, or whatever it was. I didn't really care because it sounded like fun, and more importantly, it might even lead to the womanhood I desperately longed for.

Shane and I shared a big load of Harold's cum before the three of us drank champagne to celebrate our new arrangement. Then we were off to pack our things and give notice at our old jobs. I had no idea exactly what I was getting myself into but I knew it was going to be pretty wild.


CHAPTER 8:

The first rule of the house was that we always had to think of ourselves, and everyone else who worked there, as female so from now on I will refer to Shane as "she" which is how I always thought of her anyway, even though we were just a couple of boys who liked to dress up as girls.

We were given these incredibly cute maid's uniforms to wear while working which were black and white and had fishnet stockings and a garter belt. We weren't allowed to wear panties with them so that if we bent over we'd flash a peek at what we had down below. I never really pictured myself being a maid but once I put that outfit on I was ready for any domestic task that was thrown my way.

When we were off duty, but still in the house, we were expected to be clad in extremely feminine attire. Lots of pink and polka dots and frills and floral patterns. That was equally true of the nightgowns we wore to bed. Everything was as overtly girlish as it could be and Shane and I were both in sissy heaven as we pranced around in our new clothes.

Things were different once a girl graduated from domestic service and got her boobs. Then the emphasis shifted from girlishness to seductiveness and one had a lot more freedom to choose her own look. Of course we all served at the whim of Harold Parker so if he wanted everybody dressed in school girl's uniforms everybody put them on.

The maid thing wasn't just for show. Shane and I actually did have to do domestic work around the house. We cleaned and helped in the kitchen, although there were professional chefs to do the actual cooking, thank God, and we answered the door or served drinks to Harold's guests, and meals to the T-Girls who ate together before we did. Scrubbing a bathroom floor was kind of a drag but we knew we wouldn't be doing it forever, and we were getting paid ridiculously well, at least as far as I was concerned.

The feminization didn't stop with our wardrobe. We were encouraged to watch what I guess you would call hypnosis videos that were designed to reinforce your femininity. I don't think I was actually ever hypnotized, and I doubt that I needed any reinforcing of that concept, but there were usually lots of pictures of naked men with big cocks so it was usually pretty entertaining.

We also began to get injections on a regular basis, which wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. A nurse (a real one, not someone in a nurse's costume) would shoot us up with their own magical formula of hormones and other things that were supposed to recalibrate our bodies to a more female state. It caused our body fat to be redistributed and we even began to grow something resembling tits. Apparently this was necessary for the ultimate boob job to work and after about a month the results were definitely noticeable. My hips got wider and I started to develop a rather nice booty.

There were a lot of girls in that house, and the servants were definitely lower in the pecking order, but that was okay. We all shared kind of a dormitory space with bunk beds, which made for a lot of camaraderie. Once we were full-busted T-Girls we would get our own room, but I didn't mind the communal thing at all.

Shane and I were local but there were girls from all over, even some foreign ones. Obviously what Harold was offering was very appealing to sissies everywhere and a lot of nights we sat up telling stories about our journey into womanhood. Everybody's was a little different but we all shared some basic truths. There was a genuine and sincere longing to be female that drove us to do almost anything to get there.

Some stories were really sad. One girl, who came from India, had so dishonored her family with her shameful behavior that the male members actually all beat her in public. Thankfully Harold had rescued her and given her this wonderful home. We all had been bullied or made fun of at some point, but some of these girls had been through far worse than anything I had known, especially since my mother had been in favor of my experimentation all along.

It certainly wasn't all serious stuff like that. A lot of times it was more like a big slumber party, or what I always imagined a slumber party would be like. We goofed around and had pillow fights and did each other's nails. And yes, we did fuck sometimes.

It wasn't like a nonstop orgy but occasionally someone might crawl into your bunk with you and you'd spend the night touching each other or something. One night we did have a cock judging contest where the loser had to blow the winner. Of course I lost and was required to suck a girl named Sandy's rather substantial prick while everyone stood around and watched and made rude comments, but there were a lot worse ways you could lose a contest.

Naturally there was an ebb and flow as girls completed their time in service and got promoted and new girls joined the crew. It was always kind of sad when someone moved out of the dorm, but that's what we were all there for so it was just a matter of time until it was our turn.

I was especially pleased to see how happy Shane was. Having lived her whole life with secret desires that she had to hide from her family she was walking on air in that mansion of dreams. We slept together sometimes, but rarely did much more than kiss and cuddle. There was a real bond between us that I don't think anything could ever break.

The shower was another place where we often indulged in a little horseplay. It was an opportunity to flaunt our budding breasts and sexy new curves and it's always nice to shower with a friend.

Harold was right about the house providing our entertainment needs. We had a pool and a sauna and a game room and a movie room and a gym. There really wasn't any need to go out for entertainment, but we did anyway. Since the environment was a little like being in school we always felt off the leash when we were away from the mansion. Of course I also went home to visit my mom sometimes, and we all enjoyed shopping or getting our hair done or our nails or whatever. I tried to be careful with my money so that I would have a bit of a nest egg when the time came to move on, but sometimes something is just so pretty that you absolutely have to have it!

As for Harold himself he was a bit of a mystery to me. He was obviously very rich, but I had absolutely no idea how he made his money. He was a good-looking guy, probably in his 40's, but as I said I'm no great judge of that. When he was home he frequently wore a robe, like he did the time we met him, but he was often gone for long stretches at a time. I did have sex with him a few times while I was in service, but it certainly wasn't a regular thing.

One time I was dusting some furniture and he came up behind me while I was bent over and put his hands on my hips.

"Just keep dusting," he said.

A moment later he opened his robe and put his cock up my ass. I tried to keep working but after a while he was pounding me so hard that I had to grab the table for support. It was his house and we were his girls so he really didn't give a shit if we were right out in the middle of a room where people might see us. I didn't care either. I was just happy to be of use to him. I was getting paid way too much money to just be tidying up his mansion.

"Keep up the good work, Bobbi," he said after he had finished up inside me. "You're doing just fine."

I don't know how much he really noticed my work but I appreciated the compliment. I had been criticized so much in my life that I always really appreciated any little bit of praise I could get, even if I couldn't be sure how sincere it was. I was working really hard and doing my best to fit in and getting quite excited as the day for my breast procedure was getting closer all the time.


CHAPTER 9:

The injections had been administered at the house but we were sent to a medical facility in town for the breast procedure. The first day was mostly preliminary stuff. We actually got to try on this thing that was sort of like a bra with breast forms, like I usually wore, except that it had a transparent band that fastened at the back and no shoulder straps. It wouldn't hold up for regular daily use but it did allow you to "try on" different breast sizes and shapes to see how they would look on your body. I selected sort of a medium size that I thought had nice cleavage but wasn't outlandishly big. Of course I was tempted to go bigger but I was a pretty small girl and even the mediums looked big on my frame.

Now I was a pretty good student most of the time but I had absolutely no idea what this process was all about. I knew that it had something to do with stem cells and skin grafts and involved more injections but how it all was supposed to work I couldn't tell you. I knew that it was an internal process and not an external one, which meant that I would actually "grow" my tits instead of having them inserted into me surgically, but how that was supposed to work I wasn't quite sure. I guessed it was sort of like the way that my body reshaped itself when I started getting those injections but I was assured that my breasts would grow remarkably fast.

After the initial visit I was scheduled for the actual procedure a few days later and given a list of things to do or not do in the meantime. Shane was going through the same process at roughly the same time since we began working together, but I was going in for the actual "operation" first.

This time around it was a little more intimidating because I was in an actual hospital-style room and had tubes stuck in me and machines monitoring my vital signs. Fortunately I was heavily sedated so that when I saw the rather large needles that were about to be stuck in my bosom I didn't totally freak out.

After the initial injections a tube was stuck in each breast and some kind of fluid was slowly pumped into them. I went into kind of a twilight slumber and completely lost track of the time, even if I didn't totally lose consciousness. When it was done the tubes were removed and I finally fell asleep.

When I woke up I felt a little soreness where the tubes had been, but nothing too bad. I was told that everything had gone well and that I should just rest as much as possible and if everything looked good in the morning I'd be able to go home.

I was astonished at how quickly the whole thing had been accomplished and with relatively little discomfort, although I was warned that my breasts would probably be very sensitive for the week or so it would take to grow to full size. Even now I could see that they were a bit fuller than they had been before, which gave me a lot of confidence. If they got anywhere near the size I had picked for myself I would be over the moon with happiness.

Everything was cool the next day so I was sent home along with some medications, if the pain got too bad, and some cream stuff that I was supposed to rub on my breasts each night before I went to bed. I was told that the process should take between 6 and 10 days to complete and that I would see the most noticeable progress after the first couple of days and then things would sort of settle in. I had a follow up appointment to make sure that everything was correct and went home a very excited girl.

I told Shane what to expect and assured it that it wasn't bad at all. My breasts were definitely sore and looked a little red, especially around the insertion points, but I was assured that it was natural and would clear up soon enough.

Shane had opted for a slightly more buxom look and I was sure she would look really hot with a big rack. There was a pretty wide range of bust sizes and shapes around the house as everyone kind of had their own feelings about what sort of tits they wanted to have. The main thing to me was that my breasts were going to be "natural" and not implants. I had loved feeling my little boobs growing over the past couple of months and now they would grow a lot more a lot faster. It wasn't quite like going through puberty as a girl and growing breasts over a period of years but it was as close as I could get to that.

I had moved into my own room, which was exciting, although I had really enjoyed my time living with the other girls in the dorm. It was a perk that came along with my promotion to T-Girl and had obvious practical considerations because I would probably be entertaining men there from time-to-time.

That part of the job I didn't explain to my mother, although I think she pretty much guessed what was going on. Even so she knew I was an adult and free to make my own decisions, and she could see how deliriously happy I was these days, so I think she just tried to accept it, whatever it was that I was doing.

The next couple of days were both thrilling and painful. My breasts grew so fast that I had this constant feeling of sort of being stretched out, like someone was tugging on my boobs. The painkillers they gave me helped a lot and I would have endured far worse to get the results I was getting.

I simply loved my new tits! They didn't look exactly like the sample model that I tried on because this was a semi-organic process and my body had a mind of its own. Now that my boobs were actually part of my body and not a set of fake ones strapped to it I couldn't have been more delighted with how they looked. They were still growing, and still too sore to play with, but I sure spent a lot of time staring at them in the mirror.

When they finally finished sprouting I went back for my follow up and got a clean bill of health. The redness had gone away and the little puncture marks had almost vanished. They were still sensitive to the touch but in a totally different way now. Instead of pain I now felt pleasure when I touched them, especially my nipples.

Shane's procedure had also gone well and she looked fucking amazing. It sort of made me wonder if I shouldn't have gone bigger, but Shane was a big girl and could carry those babies around much easier than I probably could. Those suckers were heavy compared to some socks stuffed in a bra, or even the breast forms I used to wear.

We didn't interact with the other T-Girls much before since we slept in our own quarters and kept pretty busy with our domestic chores, but now that I was one of them I was going to get to know them better. For one thing I had a lot more free time. Instead of regular daily duties there was a daily notice posted that spelled out what our assignments were. A lot of the time you were just on "standby" which basically meant being ready to entertain if called upon.

I was a little surprised to see "video" by my name one morning and wasn't quite sure what that meant or how I was supposed to dress or anything.

"That means you're going to be a porn star, honey," said one of the girls when I inquired about my status. "Just report to the studio and they'll take care of everything."

I had never been in the studio, which was down in the basement, and when I got there I was kind of surprised at how professional everything looked. There were lights and cameras and equipment everywhere and a number of people I had never seen before. I knew there was a stairwell leading down to the basement from the outside so apparently that was how people who didn't live in the house came and went so unnoticed.

The other thing that was surprising was how many men there were. I honestly hadn't seen that many men since I had come to live here, at least not in the house. I had served drinks at a party or greeted guests at the door but they often just disappeared and I never had any real interaction with them.

"You must be Bobbi," said a young man with a clipboard when he spotted me wandering around aimlessly. "I can see why they sent you down here. You're cute as a button."

"Thank you," I replied modestly.

"Is this your first porn shoot?" he asked.

"First shoot of any kind," I replied.

"Well, just try to relax and have fun. Go report to wardrobe. It's right over there," he said pointing to a spot in one corner of the room.

It looked like my new tits were about to become famous.


CHAPTER 10:

I was handed some sexy lingerie to put on and went behind a screen to change. It was pink and white, with stockings and a garter belt with no panties and a very sheer and frilly little nightie that tied in the front. There was no bra with the outfit so my tits were pretty clearly visible under the nightgown.

Then I sat and waited until Harold appeared. He was dressed in khakis and a polo shirt instead of his more familiar robe and I hadn't seen him looking like that very often.

"Well you look lovely," he said as he came over and gave me a little kiss. "Are you all ready to become my newest starlet?"

"I'll do my best, but I don't have any experience," I told him.

"That's all right darling. We just want you to be your adorable self."

When they were finally ready to start I was told to go over and sit on top of the bed that was set up in another corner of the room. It seemed kind of funny to me that in a mansion full of bedrooms they would bother to construct a bedroom set in the basement but I suppose it had something to do with the lighting or something like that.

Harold sat in a chair next to the camera guy and he told me to just smile and relax as they started rolling.

"So why don't you tell us your name honey and a little something about yourself," said Harold.

"Hi...I'm Bobbie, and I'm 19-years-old and um...this is my first video so I'm a little nervous," I said.

"So how do you like your new titties Bobbi?"

"Are you kidding? I love them!"

"Would you like to show them to us?"

"Sure," I said as I unfastened the front of my nightie and opened it up to reveal my boobs.

"My goodness, they're quite lovely, aren't they," said Harold.

"I think so," I said as I gave them a little jiggle.

"Do you like boys, Bobbi?"

"Yeah, I'm crazy about them."

"Good. Are you ready to have some fun?"

"Always," I replied enthusiastically.

Then a really cute guy who went by the name Austin Wood came over to the bed and started fondling my tits. He was buck naked and probably the hottest guy I had ever seen in real life. He seemed to have a really big cock, which wasn't erect yet for some reason. Harold offered a few suggestions but basically we just made out on the bed for a while, which was totally awesome. It was the first time my new tits had gotten some action from a guy and I found the feeling to be sensational.

"Okay, let's set up for the BJ," Harold called out.

The camera was moved to another position and people seemed busy with various tasks and Austin and I just sat on the bed together waiting for further instructions.

"Is this really your first video?" asked Austin.

"Yup," I replied.

"Well, you're doing just fine honey. Don't feel like you have to try and deep throat me or anything, just do whatever you usually do when you're giving head."

When they were ready to start again Austin stretched out on the bed, propped up on some pillows at the headboard. I lay next to him and took his prick in my hand. The camera was now on the side of the bed across from me so they must have had a good shot of my face as I went to work on his yummy pole.

I had to stroke him a bit to get him fully erect, and once I did I was kind of blown away by how impressive his manhood was. His cock was just so beautiful and inviting and I couldn't believe I was actually getting paid to suck it.

I took my time, licking his shaft and flicking my tongue against the head, before I opened up and began to blow him in earnest. As I sucked his dick he reached around and started to finger my asshole. I didn't know if I was going to suck him to completion or whether he was also going to fuck my ass but I was happy to do whatever they wanted me to. Austin was gorgeous and seemed like a really nice guy.

"Uhhhh....those pretty lips look so good wrapped around my big cock," Austin moaned as he fingered me a little harder.

Even though I had no panties on, the way I was lying on the bed basically concealed my penis so I felt even more feminine, especially now that I had tits. I took Austin's advice and didn't try to impress anybody by trying to go balls deep on him. I could do that with a smaller dick but not one as massive as his. At least not yet.

The blowjob seemed to be going on a very long time, not that I was complaining, but I was kind of marveling that a man could last like that. We changed the camera angle a couple of times and Austin just sat there with his big boner waiting for us to go at it again while I rested my jaw.

"Cut," called Harold, eventually. "Let's do the anal."

For this setup they had Austin drape his legs over the foot of the bed while I got on top and squatted down on his cock. It left me looking kind of like a frog with my legs out wide and my knees up.

"Just ride him honey. Not too fast at the start," Harold instructed.

I had never felt so completely stuffed in my life. With each inch of his rod that I slid down on I kept thinking that it had to be the limit I could take, but I kept going and going. Then I just started pushing myself up and down. I wished I was facing Austin so that I could see his face, since he was so darn cute, but I figured this was probably a better view for the camera.

As I rode him faster and faster I could feel my new boobs bouncing and my little dick too. Fortunately it wasn't big enough to block the view of Austin's cock in my asshole, which is what I'm sure they were most interested in seeing.

"Oh, my God...God...oh...oh...oh..." I moaned softly. "It feels so good."

The ass fucking didn't last as long as the BJ but it lasted plenty long enough. I think my legs were more sore than my anus but it was a close race on that count. When it came time for the "money shot" they had me lie on my back while Austin straddled my waist and jacked off all over my boobs. He looked so magnificent towering over me, his big prick in his hand, and his hot jizz leaping out at me like lightning bolts. Then a camera was shoved in my face while I sort of ran my fingers around the little pools of his cum on my tits and my tummy.

"How was your first time?" I heard Harold ask.

"It was incredible! Best fuck I ever had. We can do it again if you want," I replied.

Then that was it, or a "wrap" as they called it. Someone handed me a towel to wipe up the jizz and a bathrobe to wear on my way up to the showers. The clothes I had worn to the shoot were placed in a bag for me.

"I'm taking you to dinner tonight," said Harold. "Wear something nice."


CHAPTER 11:

I was considerably more nervous about going to dinner with Harold Parker than I was about getting fucked in the ass in front of a room full of strangers. I assumed it was a good sign and that if he had been displeased with my performance for some reason that he would have simply chewed me out or something. Maybe this was something he did with all the girls who shot their first video. In any case I felt honored, and flattered, and a bit intimidated.

After finally settling on an elegant but fairly simple dress I was as ready as I could be for my big date with the boss. He was already in the limo when I was sent for and I settled in next to him and tried not to seem too scared. He gave the driver instructions and off we went.

We didn't say much during the trip to the restaurant, which only increased my anxiety and fear that perhaps he was going to fire me or something, but once we were seated and had placed our orders he became very talkative and genial.

"You were really outstanding today, my dear. Did you actually enjoy yourself or was that just for the camera?" he asked.

"No, I loved every minute of it," I assured him. "That was so much fun."

"Do you like pornography?"

"Honestly, I never really saw any until I had graduated from high school, but now I love it. I watch it all the time."

That made him smile.

"It didn't bother you to be doing that in front of all those people?" he asked.

"Not at all. Those lights were pretty bright so I couldn't really see everyone all that well, but I didn't mind doing it in front of an audience, if that's what you meant."

"I think you're going to be very popular. You're so naturally pretty and there's sort of a girl-next-door sweetness about you that's quite appealing," said Harold as he sipped his wine carefully and looked at me closely. "But you don't fuck like a shy girl, which makes you all the more erotic."

"Thank you...I think," I said.

"Relax. I just wanted to get to know you better and find out where your head is at. Each of the girls in my employ is different and unique in their own way. Some are particularly good company at parties while others excel in a more private situation. Some have various kinks or fetishes that are kind of their signature and some never quite fit in at all. And then there are those who are especially good in front of the camera. I'm always excited to find another starlet to add to my little roster of porn queens."

"I'm sure up for it if you want me to do it again," I said happily.

"And you will, my dear, I promise you that."

We chatted very pleasantly through dinner and Harold asked me a lot of questions about when I started crossdressing and how my family felt about it and what my first sexual experiences were like. It was very easy to talk to him, despite my initial anxiety.

"Can I ask you a question now?" I bravely ventured after my second glass of wine.

"Shoot."

"Why do you do it? I mean, I know you're rich and all, but it must cost a fortune to hire all of the these girls and pay for their medical procedures and everything," I pointed out.

"A very good question, and one that my accountants have asked many times," he said with a chuckle. "I suppose it's just my way of living out a fantasy. I've never been one of those people who got terribly excited by the act of accumulating wealth. I was always more interested in what I could do with that money. Obviously I'm extremely attracted to transgender women of various types and I love to share them and show them off and be surrounded my them. It's kind of like my version of the Playboy mansion I guess. It's just that my bunnies all have dicks."

When we got back home I felt very relieved and excited. Harold had obviously been pleased by my work today and wanted me to be in more videos, which sounded like a blast. I had no idea what he did with them or how many people saw them but I didn't care that much. I was being well-compensated for whatever Harold wanted me to do.

"Would you like to spend the night with me?" Harold asked just as I was about to get out of the car.

"Yes, very much," I replied.

"Put on something appropriately sexy and come to my room at eleven," he said.

I felt like the teacher's pet, or something. This was just getting better and better. Harold had fucked me before but it was always just a random thing and usually only a quickie. I loved the thought of actually sharing his bed for a night. It made me feel really wanted and desired.

Once again I agonized over which lingerie to wear but in reality any of the pretty things I had in my wardrobe would probably have been just fine. Harold was very specific when he wanted something special and would probably have just told me what to wear or provided it for me.

I had been to his bedroom to clean it before so I knew where it was and what it looked like but it was quite different being invited there as a guest. I arrived promptly at eleven and knocked on the door. Harold it opened it a minute later and I saw that he was back in his customary robe, which somehow seemed oddly normal since he was in his room getting ready for bed.

"Come in, my dear. My you look wonderful as usual. Frills and lace just suit you," he said as he gave me a quick kiss and led me over to the bed.

"I had a great time at dinner tonight. Thank you so much for that. I don't usually eat at places quite that fancy," I said as I looked at him wondering how this was going to go down exactly.

"The pleasure was all mine," said Harold as he opened his robe and let it fall to the floor.

I had seen him with his robe open a number of times but I had never seen him totally naked like this before. It was sort of strange to see him this exposed, especially when I still had all my clothes on, not that they let too much to the imagination. Then he slowly dropped to his knees and started stroking my dick. I was completely confused but I did get aroused by his touch rather quickly.

"Are you sure you wouldn't rather have me do that to you?" I asked in kind of a hushed whisper.

"We have time for all kinds of things," he replied before my cock disappeared down his throat.


CHAPTER 12:

I always had mixed feelings about having my dick touched. I couldn't help but like the sensation of arousal and the relief of ejaculation but I also wasn't crazy about being reminded of that male appendage. I suppose it shouldn't have shocked me that Harold would be into cocks since he filled his whole house with chicks with dicks like me. I had always just been his fuck puppet before so maybe this was just his way of trying to be nice and show me some affection instead of just using me as his toy.

I didn't last very long. I never did. I suppose that's what made a man like Austin so amazing to me. Once he got hard he held that damn erection all day long, even when we stopped to move the camera around. Even the cum shot was planned so I don't know how long he could have gone if he had been allowed to. That kind of self-control was just amazing.

After Harold swallowed my cum he had me take off all of my clothes and we got in bed together. Then we just started making out under the covers. It was such a nice warm feeling. It kind of reminded me of the way it would be when one of the other girls got in bed with me back in the dorm. It wasn't always about getting anyone off it was just about being close to someone. Even so I could feel how hard he was and figured that he must want relief.

"Don't you want to fuck me?" I asked.

"Of course I do. How do you want it?" he replied.

I rolled over on my back and pulled my legs up as far as I could. Then Harold got between my legs and found my asshole with the tip of his prick. I let out a happy little sigh as I felt him filling me up with his warm manliness. I smiled at him and put my arms around his neck.

"I could tell you that you don't have to do this but that would probably be pretty pointless," said Harold as he began to thrust inside me. "After all the times I've just taken you at my pleasure it probably wouldn't sound very sincere."

"But of course I want to do this," I said as I locked my gaze on his. "I've wanted you inside me all night long."

"Not all day long?" he teased.

"Well, I was kind of busy with someone else, but I thought you looked very sexy in your casual clothes. And very much in charge. You're an amazing man. Why wouldn't I want you to fuck me?"

"Either you're a terrific little liar or the most sincere woman I've ever met," he said with a laugh. "I believe every word that you say."

"I always try to be honest, as long as it doesn't hurt anyone's feelings," I said.

"I think we're going to be very good friends, Bobbi. I really like you."

"And I really like you too," I said as I pulled myself up to kiss him.

It was kind of weird putting my tongue in his mouth knowing that I had ejaculated there not too long ago, but guys kissed me sometimes after I blew them so it was no big deal really. I just wasn't used to having it switched around like this.

It reminded me of a cum shooting contest that two of the girls had in the dorm. They were both pretty well-hung and they got on their backs and bent themselves in two as much as possible so that their cocks were as close to their faces as they could get. Then it was a race to see who could cum in their own mouth the quickest. It was kind of dumb but we did that sort of thing because we could get pretty silly sometimes. I doubted that I could even shoot it up to my tits but thankfully I wasn't a participant in that particular contest.

Of course I never would have guessed that I was flexible enough to get into the position I was in now until I started trying to see how much I could bend. Realistically there didn't seem to be many positions that a woman with a pussy could do that I couldn't, if any. My anus was in the same general location and was often easier to get to than a snatch.

Despite that I still dreamed of having a pussy. Hopefully that would happen in a couple of years and hopefully it would go as well as my boob job had gone. I wasn't ashamed of being a T-Girl, and was actually quite proud to be living here and serving in whatever capacity Harold wanted me to serve. Still, in the end, I'd hopefully have the body I always dreamed of.

At the moment the body I had felt very good. Anal sex had gone from something that I had to get used to, to something I really enjoyed. Basically I just wanted a man to put his cock inside me and cum any way that he could. That was really my greatest joy. That probably sounds kind of dumb but after years of wondering who I was and what I wanted I finally knew. Getting boned probably wouldn't be the be-all and end-all of my life, but I was young and had my whole life ahead of me to discover other things as well.

After Harold came inside me we just kind of cuddled up again and he stroked my hair and said nice things to me as we lay there getting sleepy. I thought about Austin and how hot he was but I really didn't need all that much to be happy. Harold was giving me so much and making my life so exciting. I didn't know if he'd ever invite me back to his bed but I didn't really expect him to. He was making a gesture to me and I appreciated it.


CHAPTER 13:

"So what's it like being a big porn star?" Shane teased as we sat together in the game room one lazy afternoon.

"Come on, I've only done a couple of videos," I reminded her.

"Yeah, but I've heard the girls talking about you. Everybody says how great you are."

"I don't really do anything special. It's not like I'm acting or anything. They tell me how they want me to fuck and I fuck," I said a little defensively.

"Well I think it's great and I can't wait to see your work on screen next week."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Apparently they periodically put some of their clips together and show them in the movie room," Shane explained.

"Oh, gosh, I don't know if I could sit there and watch that with everybody there."

"What are you talking about? You made those videos with people watching you. What's the difference?"

"I don't know. I guess it's just that I don't see myself when I'm doing it. I'd probably be embarrassed seeing myself like that."

"Bullshit. You're going as my date and you're going to have a blast," Shane said firmly. "And how come nobody ever asks me to be in one?"

"I don't know. You'd probably be much better than I am. You've got such a great body," I said sincerely.

"Shit, it's no big thing. I'm totally happy being a whore. It suits me really. I just like getting a guy in a room and totally going to town on his prick. That video stuff sounds like much harder work," Shane said with a laugh.

My second video had been pretty much like the first one but with a different guy. He wasn't as cute as Austin but he was still hot in my estimation. The third video was also similar but instead of fucking a guy they had me fucking one of the girls, a Brazilian bombshell named Alicia who was very curvy and well-hung. We were in stark contrast to each other physically; me with my creamy white complexion and blonde hair, and her looking like a bronzed goddess with a long flowing raven mane. Her big cock and my small one. I suppose that might have been why they paired us up.

I didn't know her very well, partly because I didn't speak Portuguese and she was just learning English, but she and Harold both spoke Spanish so he just directed her that way and then directed me. It made the whole thing seem kind of exotic.

With the two guys I had been with on camera we just sort of had sex but Alicia totally dominated me with her superior size and strength. She pounced on my ass and really started giving it to me hard as I sat up on my knees and she pinned my arms behind my back. Then she shoved my face down on the mattress and held me there by the neck while she continued to drill my butt. She wasn't fooling around either. She just grabbed me and twisted me around however she wanted.

When I sucked her cock I was forced to my knees on the floor while she stood in front of me grabbing my hair and jamming her big stick down my throat. The funny thing was if a guy had done that to me I probably would have gotten off on it more. I was very willing to be submissive to a powerful man, but the idea of one of the girls doing it to me that way made me feel kind of like I was a wimp or something. If this was a wrestling match I definitely lost.

The finish was as aggressive and rough as the rest of the scene. We were on the floor at the foot of the bed and when Alicia was getting ready to pop she shoved my head back so that it was resting on the bed while she straddled me and jacked off all over my face. It went in my hair and my eyes and even up my nose and took forever to clean up but everyone seemed very excited about how the scene had gone so I was pleased, even if it wasn't my favorite shoot so far.

I was also a little jealous because I heard Harold invite Alicia to dinner and started to feel like my fifteen minutes of fame might be running out. Oh, well...it was fun while it lasted I thought.

When the screening night came I was reluctantly there with Shane by my side. The movie room was actually a little theater with a big screen and very comfy red padded chairs lined up like they would be at the cinema. They even had popcorn and snacks with sissy bois in old-fashioned uniforms with short skirts and pillbox hats to serve us. It looked like pretty much everybody was there but I was a little disappointed that Harold was nowhere to be seen. This was all his doing after all. Maybe he was up in the booth where the clips were being projected from I thought.

My scene with Austin was the first clip played so there was no sneaking out the back way. Shane kept me nailed to my seat and I watched in strange fascination as I saw myself on screen talking to the camera, sucking cock, and getting banged in the ass.

"Damn you look good. I want to fuck you right now," Shane whispered in my ear teasingly.

"Shut up," I replied as I poked her in the arm. "You're just horny because Austin is so hot."

"Maybe. But you look really good riding his big dick. Want to sit in my lap?"

It was kind of like I was watching someone else, even though I remembered those days so vividly. Even though it was me on the screen I felt kind of aroused watching myself getting fucked. It made me think of all those times I watched porn and tried to imagine myself being the girl in the video. Now I actually was and it was pretty trippy.

There were all kinds of clips, and it was interesting to see which girls had been in them, and the crowd was pretty raucous and making lots of rude comments. It sort of reminded me of the dorm days in a way.

When the scene I did with Alicia came on I kind of cringed because I was afraid that I was going to look like a helpless ragdoll but as I watched it I became more and more turned on. Alicia was like a gorgeous savage attacking my defenseless little body with wild energy. She slapped my ass and pushed me around and pulled my hair and the whole thing looked hotter than hell.

"Damn girl, I'm surprised you could walk after that pounding," Shane whispered.

"Well maybe you'd rather fuck her now," I joked.

"No, I'd still much rather fuck you. At least I'd know that I wouldn't end up in the emergency room or something."

We didn't end up fucking that night but I did put my hand under Shane's skirt and jacked her off while we watched the next clip. It left her sitting there with a sticky mess in her panties but she didn't seem to mind very much.

Everybody was so nice and congratulated me after the screening was over. I once had dreams of winning applause from an audience by singing in a band, but this was almost better. In any case I had found that little piece of recognition and praise that I was always looking for.


CHAPTER 14:

One fine sunny day I was assigned to video duty but sent out to the pool instead of the studio. Apparently we were going to shoot some kind of a pool party orgy scene or something because there were lots of girls and guys in swimsuits and all of the camera equipment had been hauled upstairs.

I was delighted to see that Shane was among the girls selected for this shoot and very excited to be part of some sort of group sex thing.

"I thought this video stuff was too much work for you," I teased Shane.

"Hey, I just go where they tell me and fuck whoever I'm supposed to fuck," she replied with a grin. "But I must say it's quite an honor to be working with a big star like you. Can I get your autograph?"

"Bitch," I said with a laugh.

The scene started with the girls stretched out on lounge chairs sunbathing while the boys tossed a football around in the pool. Naturally we took off our tops or got naked and rubbed suntan lotion all over our bodies. Then the guys, who were all swimming in the nude, got out of the pool and came over to where we were reclining. That sort of kicked off the sex part.

There were five girls and three guys so there was a lot of mixing and matching going on. Harold just kind of walked around setting up different combinations of people and sex acts. In my first setup a guy kind of straddled me while I was lying on my back on the deck chair. He sort of alternated between titty fucking me and sticking his cock in my mouth, which was kind of a fun new thing to try. It was just so great to have titties that someone could fuck at last.

Shane was sitting on the edge of a chair sucking a girl's dick while she stroked her own, and looked totally hot doing it. I didn't know if we would end up doing anything together in the video but it was fun just knowing that she was there and catching a glimpse of her in action.

It's kind of hard for me to really explain my relationship with Shane. We were obviously the best of friends who loved each other dearly, yet we weren't completely platonic either. We could be very affectionate towards one another without anyone climaxing, but we could also fool around sometimes, like when I gave her a hand job at the video screening.

We had become friends as a result of our mutual interest in all things girly and we both preferred male sex partners. We had both started out as ultra-femme sissies, but strangely enough now that we had boobs Shane seemed to be taking on more of a "butch" image than I would ever have anticipated. I was more deliriously girlish than ever, which was usually played up in my videos, but Shane was getting into leather and had cut her hair short.

That seemed kind of backwards in my mind. She had gone out of her way to get big tits, something that was traditionally a very feminine thing, yet she was developing this kind of "tough girl" swagger that I had never seen before.

I had to admit that it was a very sexy combo with her big boobs and hot cock, and she looked good with shorter hair. Maybe she was just finding herself. I was born effeminate and confused for a girl all the time but Shane had to work harder cosmetically to "pass" as a woman before she had tits and the hormone injections. Perhaps that gave her the confidence to not rely so much on the feminine stereotypes that we had both craved as boys who wanted to be girls.

Harold had said something about each girl kind of having her own specialty or kink or something and I had seen that play out a number of times. I was obviously their pretty little dolly who loved dancing on the end of a dick. Sweet but sexy. The girl next door, if you happened to live near a slut who loved taking it up the ass.

The important thing to me was that Shane seemed really happy in her own skin. She was relaxed and comfortable and enjoyed what she was doing, away from the scorn of her disapproving family.

The "highlight" of the shoot for me was when all the girls lay down in a line along the edge of the pool. Each girl sort of draped themselves over the crotch of the girl in front and gave them head. I was at the back of the line, probably because I didn't have much of a dick to suck so I was told to just stroke myself while I blew the girl in front of me. At the front of the line they stationed a guy on his knees getting his cock sucked by the girl who otherwise would have had her mouth free so it sort of capped off the whole train rather neatly. Every girl had a dick in her mouth and some kind of stimulation for her prick. It was a pretty amusing thing to be part of but I had a feeling it would look really good on camera.

There is something really appealing about an attractive woman with nice tits and a hard prick. I'm no psychologist so I have no idea what it says about someone who feels that way, but it sure seemed like a lot of people shared that view, whether they would ever want to admit it openly or not. Interestingly I didn't have any kind of penis envy. I had clearly had the smallest dick of any girl in the house but I had always taken that as a sign that I wasn't really meant to be manly. Of course it's ridiculous to think that a man has to have a huge rod to be manly, but once I started to embrace my female identity it made me feel better not to be reminded on the thing between my legs all the time. It was so easy to tuck away that I could wear the skimpiest bikini and not show a bulge at all.

It didn't creep me out to touch myself or have someone else touch my dick, although I was kind of knocked off my feet when Harold gave me head, but I wasn't walking around looking to get off all the time or wanting to poke my pole into someone. And so far I had never been used that way in the videos I had done. I think I was just born to bottom, which was great by me because I wanted to be penetrated not do the penetrating.

Later in the day we did some stuff where we were all kind of splashing around in the pool and playing games and getting groped a lot, and then I did end up being with Shane for one sequence, which I guess was kind of the grand finale.

I was on my hands and knees sucking a dude's cock while Shane fucked me in the ass. Us, being the way we were, had a hard time not giggling at the start, but once we got going on the sex it was all business although Shane kept goading me all the time.

"Yeah, you little bitch, you like that don't you? You like having a big fat cock up your tight little asshole and another in your mouth. Suck it slut. Yeah, that's it. Take it like a whore."

When we finally wrapped for the day I punched Shane in the arm and started chasing her around the pool, much to the amusement of those assembled. I tried to push her in the pool but I wasn't strong enough so she pushed me instead. That caused everyone else to jump in, including some of the crew, and we had a real unscripted pool party that was probably as wild as anything we had shot.

Harold ended up taking all five of us girls to dinner and we piled into the limo as one big happy crew. I wondered if we were all going to pile into Harold's bed later but instead we just pulled his cock out in the limo on the way home and gang sucked him dry.

I didn't sleep alone that night as Shane grabbed me on my way back to my room and pulled me into her room instead.

"I'm not done with you yet baby," she said as he pulled me in tight and we began to kiss.


CHAPTER 15:

"What's gotten into you?" I asked with a smile.

"It's what I'm going to get into you that I'm thinking about right now," she replied as she started to strip off my clothes.

I'd never seen her quite like this and wasn't sure whether she was just playing around or trying to get even with me for chasing her around the pool, but I was into it whatever she had in mind.

"You drive me crazy girl. I want to fuck you so bad," said Shane as she practically yanked my boobs out of my bra and began squeezing them.

"Really?" I said in a genuinely surprised voice.

"Of course. God, you don't even know how beautiful you are, do you?"said Shane as she hauled me over in front of a mirror. "Look at you baby. How could I not want to fuck you?"

We stood there for a moment, side-by-side, looking at our reflections. It reminded me of the mirror we had back in the playhouse and how Shane saw my penis for the first time when I was changing in front of it. That kind of started everything.

It seemed like we had both come a long way in a relatively short amount of time. Every new thing I tried was kind of a scary adventure but always led to me trying something else. And Shane was always there leading the way. Teaching me, guiding me, encouraging me. I wouldn't have even known about this place if Shane hadn't found out about it.

My dress was already unzipped and halfway off my body so Shane just pulled it the rest of the way off. Then she got behind me and pulled my panties down too. After that she cupped my breasts in her hand and put her cock in my ass. I bent forward slightly and she began to fuck me as we both looked into the mirror.

I was seeing the new Shane, or a different side of her at any rate. We weren't just messing around this time or experimenting or practicing. I could see the fire in her eyes.

"I love being inside you baby. I love it so much," Shane whispered over my shoulder. "Do you like it?"

"Of course I do," I replied softly.

"Do you love it?"

"Yes."

"Do you love me?" she asked.

"Yes, I've always loved you and I always will. But...I thought we were just friends."

"I don't know what we are baby, but tonight I want to be your lover," she said firmly.

"I want that too. I want that very much."

I didn't know what we were getting ourselves into but there was a piece of the puzzle that had been missing from my otherwise incredibly happy life. I was making good money, I lived in a mansion, I loved making videos and the acclaim I got for doing them, but I yearned for some romance in my life. I thought maybe Harold was falling in love with me but that didn't seem to be the case.

I figured I would do my two years, get my pussy, and go out into the world where I would hopefully meet some nice man who would love me. With so much activity going on at the house, and so much sex all the time, I didn't worry that much about waiting. Maybe Shane had the same feelings too and just didn't want to wait. That made sense. We were such good friends and our bodies had never been off limits to each other before. Why not express our love through our sexuality? If she could fuck me in a video why not fuck me in private where it wasn't staged or scripted or pretend?

After we did it in front of the mirror for a while she pulled out and we both finished getting completely undressed. Shane hopped on the bed first and then pulled me on top of her. We started kissing and caressing each other like mad. I liked boys but pressing our tits together was pretty damn fine I have to admit. We explored each other's breasts quite thoroughly, pinching, sucking, squeezing, and rubbing. Maybe I was more of a lesbian than I thought. It was a lot like lesbian sex except that Shane didn't need a strap on dildo to fuck me.

"I want your cum," I suddenly announced.

"See, I was right. You are a slutty little whore, aren't you?" Shane teased.

"I want to be your slutty little whore tonight," I replied with a wicked grin.

"Then be a good girl and get down there and suck it bitch."

I didn't need to be told twice. I crawled down to her crotch and took her prick in my hand. In porn this was called ATM, for ass to mouth, but the fact that her dick had just been in my butt didn't slow me down for a second, although I did spit on her cock and rubbed it slick first, but I would have done that anyway.

As her prick went into my mouth I thought back to the she-shed again and that first time I gave head. I was a nervous teenage boy with a padded bra and a burning desire to discover my sexuality at last. Shane had seemed impressed by the results despite it being my first time, which had made me very happy. I had sucked a lot of different cocks since then but I don't think I ever enjoyed it quite as much as I did at that moment. Just to show off I took her all the way down and flicked my tongue against her balls.

"Jesus," Shane said appreciatively. "Where did you pick that up?"

I didn't answer because I could feel that she was getting ready to cum. I had gotten pretty good at being able to tell when someone was about to ejaculate. I liked to open my mouth wide and hold the tip of the dick on my outstretched tongue as it began to propel its magic fluid so that's what I did. It wasn't as messy as getting a facial from a distance but it still showed your partner that you were taking their load eagerly.

"Oh, fuck baby, fuck," Shane sort of grunted as the ropes of her jizz began to hop merrily from the tip of her throbbing cock.

I tried to keep eye contact with her but her eyes were kind of half shut and rolling up into her head. She looked so incredibly happy that my heart almost burst with joy. I loved giving pleasure to people, but no one more so than my wonderful Shane.

"Yum," I said as I smacked my lips after swallowing every drop of her cum.

"Get up here baby, I've got to hug you," said Shane.

As happily as I had crawled down to her dick I crawled back up into her embrace. It was a short distance but the view changed considerably. Down below I mostly saw a big fat cock in my mouth, but up here I just saw a hot chick with soft round tits and luscious lips.

"You were always such a BJ queen, right from the start," said Shane.

"I don't know about that, but I think I'm getting better at it," I replied modestly.

"Well you're a champ already in my book. I don't know how much better you could possibly get."

"Do you think of me as a girl?" I asked.

"Of course I do honey. You're the most girly girl I've ever met," Shane replied.

"Do you think of yourself as a girl?"

Shane took a moment before answering. I think the question kind of took her by surprise.

"Well...yeah. But I kind of think of myself as a trans girl. I mean I'm aware of my dick and it doesn't bother me. Sometimes I feel soft and feminine, but I can get hard too."

"I can vouch for that," I said with a laugh.

"Speaking of which, I think I want to lick your clit."

"You don't have to. I'm totally happy right now."

"I want to," Shane said as we basically switched the places we had been in a few minutes ago.

Apparently Shane literally meant that she wanted to lick me because she didn't put her hands on my dick at all. Instead she buried her face between my legs and just used her tongue, primarily on the tip of my little pecker and soon I was hard as a rock and squirming on the bed.

"Wow...that feels awesome baby," I purred softly.

She just continued to lick it like...well...like it was a big clit and soon I was bathing her tongue with my cum. It really did make me feel more like I was getting my pussy licked than getting a blowjob and I thought the sensation was out of this world.

"When you've got your pussy I can do this properly," said Shane as she climbed back up to be next to me.

"Well, this was pretty darn fine. I really felt like I had a pussy."

"You will someday, baby. And it will be just as pretty and pink and sweet as the rest of you."


CHAPTER 16:

Things didn't radically change for us after that night of bliss. We both had our jobs to do at the mansion, and we both still lived in separate rooms, and we tended to spend a lot of our free time together as we always had. We did have sex with each other more often and I guess the biggest change was the way we behaved more like a couple in bed than just two horny friends fooling around. As I said before I think I was born to bottom and that was always the clearly the case whenever Shane and I had sex now. I was always the one to be penetrated and I tended to be the more submissive partner.

In that way we seemed more like a male/female pair than a couple of lesbians, not that I knew anything about lesbian sex other than what I saw in porn. And I didn't really know exactly what kind of sex it was when two T-Girls got it on. It seemed like when a couple of the girls paired up it was a pretty mutual thing with each of them sucking and fucking each other at will. With me it just wasn't that way, and I don't think it's entirely because my penis was smaller than anyone else's. I guess I just seemed like a girl who needed to be kissed and fucked and treated like a girl.

The thing that made me kind of relieved was that neither Shane nor I seemed to be terribly jealous about the fact that we were both screwing our brains out with other people all the time. I had never been in a relationship before so I didn't know what that was supposed to be like but I sort of assumed that once you fell in love with someone you were expected to be faithful and you'd get all freaked out by the thought of someone else touching your partner. Our relationship just wasn't like that. When Shane did a few more videos I loved watching her doing it with other people, male or female. It just made me hot and I couldn't wait for my chance to suck her prick again.

She did one video that did make me feel a little funny. It was a threesome thing with her and a guy and a cis girl. There was a part where that girl was on her back sucking the guy's cock while Shane drilled her pussy. That kind of got to me for some reason. I think I was more jealous of the fact that she had a pussy than the fact that Shane was fucking her. I believed in my womanhood and my femininity but I really wanted my penis to go away and be replaced with a vagina. To finally look at myself in the mirror and see my exterior matching my interior.

Fortunately that day wasn't terribly far off as my time of service was winding down. It would be a bittersweet moment because I loved my life here at the mansion but I desperately longed to finish my transition.


CHAPTER 17:

"You know, I've been thinking about staying on here for a while when my two years is up," Shane said one evening when we were relaxing in bed after a particularly vigorous fucking. "I talked to Harold about it and he sounded cool with the idea."

"You mean stay like you are with a dick and everything?" I asked in surprise.

"Yeah. I mean I kind of like who I am right now and what I'm doing and that's kind of a new concept for me."

"Don't you want a pussy?"

"I'm not so sure anymore. I used to think that's what I wanted more than anything, but I'm pretty comfortable this way," Shane replied.

"Well, you should do whatever makes you happy," I told her as I squeezed her hand.

"And so should you and I know that means going all the way with your transition, and I think that's awesome. I can't wait to see your hot va-jay-jay. Although I imagine you'll be out looking for guys at that point."

"I suppose so," I said a little sadly.

I had just assumed that we would both "graduate" together the same as we had entered into this strange arrangement together. After that I wasn't quite sure what would happen. We had often talked about getting a place and being roommates but it sounded like Shane wasn't planning on moving out of here anytime soon.

I had plenty of money saved up since I didn't really have many expenses and didn't go out all that much since I started living at the mansion. I could certainly afford to get my own apartment and live on my own but that seemed kind of sad and lonely compared to the life I was living now. Of course I would get over that and start making new friends and building a new life but it was kind of a sobering thought having been living such a fun and exciting life for the past couple of years.

Eventually the time came for the procedure and I was sent to the same medical facility as before, which took away a little of the anxiety since I was familiar with the place and some of the people there. Even so this was going to be a much more complicated process than having my boobs enlarged and I was a little scared by the idea of that something might go wrong.

Again I couldn't tell you the details of how this was supposed to work exactly, but I knew that it was a two stage process. First my penis had to basically shrink away and then my new vagina would begin to grow in its place. Like the breast enhancement there was some sort of chemical that produced rapid growth, or in the case of my dick, decline, and I was warned that it would be more painful. Fortunately I would be put to sleep for the worst of it but I would have to stay in the medical facility for the full two weeks it would take for the transformation to work and to undergo evaluation of the process.

When my dick shrunk away it wasn't all that shocking to me but it did leave me feeling something like a Barbie doll. I was basically just smooth down there aside from a slight crease where the vagina would grow and a tube for urinating. I was pretty heavily sedated much of the time and kind of drifted in and out of sleep. It was strange to be neutered and have no sex organs at all but soon I could feel the amazing changes taking place in my body and knew that something was developing down between my legs.

There were stomach cramps and nausea and weird sensations that I have no words for but the medical staff seemed pleased with my progress and assured me that everything was going well. I knew this was nothing compared to what people went through with conventional reassignment surgery but that didn't make it any easier to deal with while it was happening. I just wanted it to be over and to go home, even if it wasn't going to be my home for much longer.

When I finally got to look at my pussy on a video monitor next to my bed things started to brighten up for me. It looked amazing! The old me was gone and the new me was basically complete at last. Things got a little weird when they stuck a fiber optic camera up my snatch but fortunately they were happy with what they saw.

The best part was when they gave me a dildo and told me I should masturbate with it several times a day to make sure that I had the full sexual responsiveness I should have and I passed those tests with flying colors.

I had often tried to think of my dick as a sort of a clit substitute but I had no idea what having a real clitoris would be like, or how much more intense and thrilling it would be to have it stimulated. It wasn't really that much like having a dick because it was way too sensitive to take the same kind of sustained rubbing. And while I wasn't about to abandon anal sex I discovered very quickly that my pussy was considerably more responsive to being stimulated.

My pussy didn't just feel good I thought it looked really good too. So much prettier than that dumb little dick that used to hang down there. It was an absolute miracle of modern science I thought and would hopefully be the future of gender change once it was officially available to everyone.

I can't say for certain the exact moment, or even the day where I fully realized that my dream was to become female. There were times growing up where it seemed like my life would have been easier if I had been born with a girl's anatomy to go along with my overall feminine features and build, but there were also times where I thought the same thing would be true had I just been bigger and more masculine in appearance. It used to be more a question of wanting to look "normal" enough to be accepted as one thing or another.

I suppose I always just assumed that I was stuck the way I was and that there was no point in doing much more than wearing female clothes sometimes just to look and feel better about my appearance but then I met Shane and things started to change.

She showed me that passing for female externally was really just a way of expressing my internal feelings. And when she introduced me to sex that opened up entirely new avenues that I had been completely unaware of before. It drew me deeper and deeper into a sense of belonging to the female gender, long before I had actually had any medical alterations to my body.

By the time I was introduced to Harold's unique proposition there was no doubt in my mind whatsoever that I wanted what he had to offer more than anything in the world. There may not have been a specific day where I consciously made the discovery that I was a woman, regardless of what my body looked like, but that conclusion had obviously been reached before I met Harold and his offer took no great soul searching to accept.

Now it was done. Somehow, some way, my whole DNA had been altered and there was nothing really male about me except the lingering memories of having been told I was supposed to be a boy. Well, those days were gone now and no one would ever mistake me for anything other than the woman I was.


CHAPTER 18:

"Spread your legs," Shane instructed as I lay on my back on the bed.

I opened them wide and gave her a terrific view of my new muff. Shane crawled between my legs to get a closer view.

"Oh, wow...it's beautiful," she said.

"It is kind of nice, isn't it?" I replied, trying to crane my neck to see myself.

"You're always so modest. That's a fantastic pussy and you know it," Shane teased.

"Well are you just going to look at it or are you going to do something with it?" I asked with mock impatience.

"Oh, I'm going to do plenty with it, you horny little bitch, you can count on that."

Shane began to explore my new configuration with her fingers and I felt kind of tingly all over. I knew what it felt like to masturbate, having done it numerous times already, but this was the first time someone else had touched my pussy who wasn't wearing rubber gloves and examining me.

After fingering me she decided to use her tongue and I was given the treat I had been promised when she was licking the tip of my dick.

"Oooo...I think I could learn to like this," I cooed. "Hell, I already do like this."

Shane continued to go down on my snatch quite pleasantly, although I realized that she probably had little if any experience at carpet munching. Like me, for her oral sex usually meant sucking cock, and even when we pretended like my dick was a clit it was still a penis. Now her tongue was beginning to find my clitoris for real and I came very close to climaxing almost immediately.

"God it's so sensitive," I said.

"Too much?" Shane asked.

"No...well...maybe a little. I'm not used to it yet," I replied.

"You will, honey. I want to lick that little pearl until it shines."

Shane kept me right on the edge of an orgasm but wouldn't quite let me take the plunge. It was exquisite torture.

"Fuck me baby. I want your cock so bad," I finally urged, desperate for her to enter me.

"Of course I will honey. Just kiss it fist for good luck," said Shane with a grin as the scooted up so that I could get my lips on her prick.

"Hey, kiss it I said, not suck it," Shane jokingly protested as I instinctively began to blow her. "Now you just lie there like a good little girly and let me fuck your pussy."

Shane got back down between my legs and readjusted them a bit before lining up her cock with my slit. I was so happy that Shane was going to be my first. She had been first at everything and there was no one in the world I would rather have popping my cherry than Shane.

All the dildo use had made it quite easy for her to get inside me, and I was somewhat prepared for the feeling of being filled, but it was still so different having a warm human being penetrate my box like that. A thousand thoughts collided with a million sparklers going off inside me and I moaned very loudly as she began to slowly work her rod back and forth in my wet gash.

"So how do you like it so far?" Shane asked.

"Oh...ah, ah, ah...oh...uh, uh, uh," or something like that I muttered.

"I'll take that as a sign that you like it," Shane laughed.

Sometimes when you think about something or dream about it or obsess over it too much there's no way the reality can live up to the expectations, but this was not one of those times. It was everything I had always imagined and then some. When I started to cum I just seemed to keep going, rising and falling a little, but the pleasure just stayed. It was never like that when I had cum with a penis.

I realized that this was kind of a missing component from my sex life. I got pleasure out of sucking cock or being fucked in the ass but it was more the mental pleasure of making someone else feel good. Getting my rocks off had never been much of a concern to me. Now I could really see what all of the fuss was about.

"Baby, you feel so good in my pussy," I whimpered.

"Oh, yeah...oh, yeah," Shane grunted in response.

I had always assumed that because I loved cock I preferred men, but I loved Shane so much that having her cock inside me was the best thing possible, even if she had big titties bouncing away as she hammered my snatch.

She wasn't really all that butch or masculine, despite the short hair and big dick, but I felt like I usually did when a forceful man was fucking me. She could be pretty and feminine but dominant and aggressive too. It was confusing in a way but it sure seemed to work for us. At least it worked for me since I was never the top with anybody I fucked, but I wondered whether this was messing with Shane's head in some way. We had both entered into this arrangement with Harold in order to get fully transformed into women and now Shane was hanging onto her cock and I hoped it wasn't just because she thought it was the only way that I would love her.

"Oh, honey I'm about to cum," Shane gasped with heavy breathing.

"You don't have to announce it, silly. Just put your big load inside me whenever you're ready," I replied.

"I mean you've finished, right?" said Shane with a grunt.

"Of course. You couldn't tell?" I said with a laugh. "Look at my nipples. They're so hard they could cut glass."

"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Shane growled as her cock began to jerk and spasm inside me.

I guess maybe my nipple joke put her over the top or something, but she was really pumping a lot of jizz into me. I grabbed her tits and squeezed them as she came inside me and then I kind of pulled myself up and started sucking on one of her nipples. When she finished we rolled over on our sides, her cock still imbedded in my pussy.

"Wow...I never sucked on anybody's nipples while they were cumming inside me before," I teased.

"Well feel free to do so anytime you like. It was a pretty wild sensation for me as well," she replied.

"You just fucked my pussy," I said as I stroked her face gently. "You took my virginity...again."

"Not much left of you that I haven't fucked. I guess you're all used up now."

"Worn out old has-been before I'm even old enough to drink."

"Yeah, you certainly do look haggard," Shane joked. "Jesus, I've heard of people glowing but I don't think I've ever actually seen it before now."

"I feel like I'm glowing," I said as I kissed her. "I know I've felt like a woman for a long time but somehow this just sort of puts a bow on it.

"Yeah...a pretty pink bow for my pretty pink girl."


CHAPTER 19:

Say what you will about Harold and his potential motives for running this elaborate transgender cat house but the man was a romantic at heart. I had no idea that Shane had gone to speak to him about the possibility of letting me stay on a while longer, even though I no longer fit the mold of what he had built this place around. So when he came to me with a new proposition I was pretty floored by it.

"Shane tells me that you might be interested in staying," he said.

"She told you that?"

"Yes. I sort of gathered that you two were kind of an item, as we used to say," he replied with a chuckle.

"I'd love to stay, but how would that work? I'm not a sissy or a T-Girl anymore," I pointed out.

"Well I was thinking that we might create a new position for you. Sort of a feminization expert. You could help the new girls learn how to be women. I can't think of anyone more qualified for such a job, and you'd be a very inspiring role model for them to look up to. Of course you could also keep shooting videos, if you wanted to. You have a lot of fans already that might be very happy to see the new you."

"Of course I'd love to keep doing videos. I'll do anything you need me to do...or anyone," I said with a wink.

I obviously couldn't stay in that house forever but at least it gave me more time to really think about my future and what I wanted to do. I had just taken a job right out of high school because I wasn't crazy about the idea of going into another school situation since my previous ones hadn't been too pleasant to deal with but maybe now that my gender situation was clarified I could continue my education without having to worry about how I would fit in.

As far as teaching girls, who had been raised as boys, how to be more feminine that was kind of right up my alley. Of course Shane had taught me so much but the one thing in life that I really excelled at was being super feminine. If I could pass that along to someone else so much the better. I had incredibly fond memories of those days in the playhouse where we would explore our female nature together and I would love to share that same spirit of adventure and discovery.

I loved shooting porn and figured that I would probably be the token cis girl whenever they needed some pussy to spice up a scene, and that was fine with me. I was happy to show off my new equipment if anyone was really interested in seeing it. I had definitely considered continuing on in some sex related work after leaving the mansion, whether it was porn, or nude modeling, or stripping, at least part time to generate some income, and because I loved doing it so much.

And most importantly Shane and I would still be together. I had no idea where that might lead in the long run. Shane might eventually decide to get a pussy of her own and maybe we would become lesbian lovers, or maybe we would both decide that we really wanted a man in our lives. Or maybe she'd keep her cock and we'd have to figure out whether we truly wanted a serious relationship or whether we were just friends with benefits. All that really mattered to me was that we remained friends. Maybe we'd be bride's maids for each other or maybe we'd end up in a same sex marriage. We were both so young and still coming to terms with the major changes that had taken place with our bodies and our lives.

It was funny thinking of myself as some kind of a role model for anybody. To much of the outside world my saga probably made me seem like some kind of degenerate little queer who tampered with nature to achieve unholy results, but in this place I probably was a bit of a success story. I had found peace and happiness and harmony with myself at last...and I could do a smokey eye like nobody's business.

Of course I would tell every aspiring young girly the two words that had served as my inspiration through it all...think pink!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I look at a lot of different kinds of porn (as a horny slut and former pornographer) and I stumbled across a trans site that caught my eye. The girls were just so darn pretty and there is something really erotic about a beautiful woman with nice tits and a hard cock. That was pretty much the jumping off point for this story. I liked the idea of two people from different backgrounds forming a lifelong friendship over their mutual desire to make themselves more feminine, and both kind of doing it in their own way.

It's obviously a fantasy, since this sort of gender changing technology doesn't exist, but it seemed like an interesting concept to have them "earn" their transition by living in a TG version of the Playboy mansion, complete with a bathrobe wearing Hugh Hefner for the 21st Century.

And as far as mottos go "think pink" seems like a pretty good rule to live by.
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