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TRAINING HOUSE

Feminization on the Farm

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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I threw down my bag as I entered my apartment after another long day of picking up garbage. I sighed and went straight to the shower, desperate to remove the nasty odors from my body. If the money weren’t so good, I’d have left the job long ago, but what else could a GED graduate like me do?

I wasn’t about to become a truck driver. I didn’t even drive the garbage truck. I was the guy who hopped off the back and threw the trash into the truck’s receptacle, doing my best to avoid the flying trash juice.

It was a far cry from my dream of pretty dresses, expensive perfume, wigs, and makeup. I longed to become a girl, even for a day, but I had yet to fulfill that dream. Not even at twenty-eight.

A website had recently caught my attention. They advertised an entire three-day weekend of feminization fun. I received a special invitation to the private website on a forum board where I mostly hid in the shadows, only occasionally posting the lone question.

I had spent every evening exploring the website since. The owner was named Mrs. Connie Michaud. She had slick black hair and pale skin, much the opposite of me. I was the shade of roasted espresso beans, but it shimmered like moonlight because I kept my skin moisturized with a coconut butter lotion.

Connie and I had similar eyes, though. They were both dark and shaped like almonds. We’d probably look so beautiful together, only I imagined myself as a woman in the situation. I wanted to dress up and look just as fabulous as her. She was wearing cowgirl outfits in some pictures and business attire in others. In some she just had on summer dresses with no shoes. She looked beautiful no matter what she wore.

I was on the website again after a shower, rubbing lotion into my skin as I browsed through the photos that I’d seen dozens of times by that point. I had an account on the site, using the same name I used on the forum boards. It was probably tracking all the time I spent online.

My suspicions got verified when a message arrived in my inbox. My heartbeat ticked up when I saw the correspondence was from Connie.

Good evening garbage_femme,

I’ve noticed you’ve been spending a lot of time on my website after receiving your invitation. I have a feeling you’d love a weekend on the farm.

Come experience three days in paradise. You won’t regret it!

We offer a money-back guarantee, so there’s really no risk, and I doubt you’ll want even a dime back after the fun you’ll have.

Come join us!

Talk soon,

Connie

I read the message over several times, feeling like I’d landed in an alternate universe. A world where people from hundreds of miles away could read my thoughts. The truth was, I’d been fantasizing about going to Connie’s ranch since the moment I saw her website, but the experience cost half a month’s rent.

It was too much money to give some random internet lady, even if she was one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard as thousands of potential replies churned through my head, but there was only one that really mattered. I couldn’t risk sending money to some sleaze sitting behind a computer screen.

Evening Connie,

Is it possible to pay once I get to the farm? Or after the experience? I only worry that you’re some internet troll trying to steal my money.

Best,

Kareem

My body felt like it could fall into a puddle of water as I waited for a reply. I had to set my computer aside and grab a glass of ice water. I paced the living room, too afraid to glance at my computer, but the fear subsided moments later. I moved my finger over the trackpad, and there it was. Connie had already replied.

Yes, Kareem. You can pay here. I understand your concerns. So, are you interested? I have a spot available this weekend, and I’d love to meet you.

xoxo,

Connie

This weekend? It was so soon, and the ranch was a five-hour drive from my place, but then I remembered all the accumulated personal days I had yet to take. My life was so boring that I’d rather pick up trash than take a vacation. What was wrong with me? Why had I been living so long without realizing my fantasies?

Connie,

Count me in! I’ll be there.

Sincerely,

Kareem

Another message came in a few minutes later with instructions to the farm and a detailed list of items I should bring. The one that stood out to me was a request to pack heels in my shoe size. I swallowed, not knowing how I’d get heels before the trip, but I wasn’t about to show up to the farm empty-handed.

I only had one full day before I needed to leave, so I did something I’d never done before.

I picked up my phone and called my job, telling them I wouldn’t be able to make it back to work until the following Tuesday. I’d need Monday to recover from driving five hours each way.
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It was Thursday morning, and I had everything packed except women’s shoes and clothes in my size. I wished I had time to order everything online, but I didn’t, so I had to suck it up and go to the store.

My palms sweat as I pulled into the parking lot of a strip mall that had every store I’d need. Connie said she had plenty of makeup and wigs and jewelry. She also said she had shoes but couldn’t guarantee she would have my size.

My feet weren’t terribly large since I was on the smaller side. I was five feet and eight inches with tons of junk in the trunk. My arms were thin, slightly defined from all the garbage cans I had to lift.

I swallowed as I entered the first store. It was teeming with people, even though it was a random Thursday morning. I wondered what all the people shopping did for a living. I never had Thursday mornings off for shopping.

“Can I help you with anything?” a salesperson asked.

I shook my head quickly, feeling like I’d made a terrible mistake by coming to this store. My mind went into overdrive as I got closer and closer to the women’s shoes in the back of the store. I didn’t even know my size, which had me silently hyperventilating.

I turned before I got to the shoes and pulled out my phone, using a size-conversion chart online to see what my men’s size was in women’s. It only took a second, and then I went back to the women’s section.

Some of the ladies gave me strange looks. I tried my best to ignore them as the humiliation fired up in me like water coming to a boil. It took a moment for my eyes to focus on the shoes, but I seemed to forget everything about my surroundings when I did. The selection was immense. It was beautiful. They had so many choices in my size, and I honestly wanted to buy the vast majority. A feat my wallet couldn’t handle.

I glossed over every pair of heels several times before picking out three or four. A couple women raised their eyebrows when I glanced in their direction.

“Special gift for my girlfriend,” I said with a smile.

They gushed and said how they wished their boyfriends would shop for them. I nodded, taking my heels and dashing to the register. They believed my lie, but that didn’t dampen the humiliation I felt for buying women’s shoes I knew were mine. They’d be on my feet.

The farm was becoming far too real as I paid the two-hundred dollars my shoes cost. How much money would I spend to make my fantasies come true? I was usually overly cheap, trying to hold onto every penny I could.

“Enjoy,” the cashier said with a wink when she handed me the bags, making my body flush with embarrassment.

“They’re not for me,” I squeaked out and jolted toward the door.

The crazy thing was how much relief I felt once I got outside with the bags in my hand. The shoes were mine now. I’d overcome my greatest fear of buying women’s clothing, and I’d done it in a very public space. I felt invincible, like I’d changed more in the last fifteen minutes than I had in years.

I practically skipped to my car, already feeling a million times more girly. I slid into the backseat, unable to resist my urge to try on the heels. My feet were smooth and lathered with lotion, so they shimmered in the sunlight. I opened the box with the three-inch white stilettos. I slipped them onto my feet, absolutely amazed by how well they fit.

I turned my foot from side to side, staring at it. My foot had never looked more feminine, and I loved it. I didn’t love how the two women from the shoe aisle walked past my car at that very moment, seeing me with the heel on my foot.

“Thought those were for your girlfriend,” one said with a snicker.

“Clearly not. Why can’t men just act manly?”

Even yesterday, I probably would have yelled at those women. I would have told those fake-blonde bitches that I had a big, black dick that could bring them to their knees. They would worship my cock if given the chance. I would bet every pair of my new shoes that neither of their husbands had fucked them in the last month. They were probably too busy paying insane credit-card bills and buying cheap escort services.

With the white heel on my foot, I didn’t care what those women thought. Connie understood me. There were other women who liked femboys too, and I was tired of hiding in the shadows. I was who I was. What was so wrong with that?

I lifted my heel into the air, threw my head back, and laughed.

“Take a picture if you want, ladies. This is my first pair of heels, and I’m loving it!”

They scoffed and said rude comments before continuing to their cars. I had more shopping to do, though. I put my regular shoes back on because I was afraid that I’d fall on my face in heels, and then I went to every clothing store in the strip mall.

I spent far too much money that morning, but I’d never felt freer or more alive in my life as I drove back home with the windows down, singing along to every song I heard on the radio, even if I didn’t really know the words.

Who was there to stop me?

I wasn’t doing anything illegal. I just wanted to be a girl and have a little fun.
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It was Friday. I’d left early in the morning, just before the sun came up, to arrive at Connie’s farm by lunch. I was driving through places I’d never visited, which made me a little nervous, but I had a feeling the destination would change my life.

The GPS told me to turn down a gravel road. I prayed it wouldn’t be a road that led to my murder as I turned left from the state highway onto the gravel road. My car bumped and jumped as I made my way down the path, growing more nervous the closer I got.

It took about ten minutes of driving before I saw a scene like a picture from the website. Connie seemed to have the only house on the gravel path. It stopped in front of her driveway, where there were two luxury cars. I could only imagine there were others in the various garages. She must have owned a thousand acres, and her residence was more palace than country farmhouse.

Connie emerged from the front door. There was a hunky man who followed behind her. He was wearing overalls with nothing on beneath them. At least not from what I could tell. He was bronzed, like he spent all day in the sun.

“Kareem,” Connie said in a sultry voice. She threw out her arms and pulled me close for a hug. Her scent was intoxicating. “I’m so glad you could make it. This is Todd. He’s the property manager.”

Todd put out his hand and gave me a rather firm handshake. He also looked up and down my body. I wondered what his deal was, but I wasn’t gay. Not that Todd wasn’t attractive, but Connie was much more my type.

“Nice to meet you, Kareem.”

“Likewise,” I said to Todd.

“If you need anything, Todd is only a phone call away. His number is on the phone in your bedroom.”

Todd nodded before excusing himself. He went around the house to the garage that was off to the side. Another man came out. They both glanced in my direction, looking at me like they knew secrets I didn’t.

“Follow me, dear. We’re going to have lunch on the terrace.”

“Are there any other guests?”

Connie shook her head as I followed her through the home. It was exquisitely decorated, although it wasn’t at all modern. At least not in the first few rooms. Connie explained that her late husband had decorated the space, so she refused to change it.

When we got to the main area of the house, it looked more like a contemporary magazine spread. Connie had an open concept kitchen and living room, where I assumed she spent most of her time. There was a screened-in porch off the living room that looked out to her vast property.

Trees were all I could see for miles.

“David left all this to me when he died. It’s so much land. It can get a little lonely at times, which is why I started the feminization retreat. I get to know special souls from around the world, and I don’t know, something in my gut told me to invite you.”

The cost I would have to pay seemed minuscule now that I’d met Connie and seen her property first-hand. She could rent out the house as a short-term rental for much more than she was charging me.

“I appreciate the invitation.”

“Let’s go to the porch. Crystal,” Connie hollered.

A woman appeared, as though she were emerging from the shadows. She had straight blonde hair and a thin body. She was tall. Probably six feet, easily. She had big breasts and was wearing a tiny skirt that barely covered her goodies.

“Yes, Connie? How may I be of service?”

“Will you bring our lunch out to the porch?”

“Yes, Mrs. Michaud. I’ll have it right out.”

“You’re a doll. Thank you,” Connie said and smiled at the woman, who was clearly some type of servant.

“How many people work on the farm?”

“I’m not sure of the exact number because Todd handles all of the farm business stuff, but I’d say somewhere between twenty or thirty people. I only associate with a certain understanding few. They’ve all been hand-picked by me, including Todd.”

“Oh,” I said. There was something about Connie’s tone that had my stomach turning with nerves. What had I agreed to by coming to this farm?

Connie led us to the screened-in porch. It was summer, so the air was rather hot, but Connie had fans on the porch to keep the air circulating. Everything about her life was so fancy. Even her outfit. She was wearing a red dress that had clearly been tailored to her body. She had red heels to match and gorgeous diamond jewelry.

“So, when did you become interested in dressing like a woman?”

“Years ago, but I never did anything about it. Not until I went shopping yesterday.”

“Ooh, what did you buy?” Connie asked.

“All the bags are in my trunk.”

Crystal opened the door, carrying a tray. She stepped onto the porch. She was wearing heels that were at least five-inches tall. I didn’t know how she wasn’t falling on her face. She passed out the food. A half sandwich with a tiny salad. It was much less than I normally ate, but maybe it was part of my training to act more like a girl.

“This is a turkey sandwich with cucumbers and tomatoes from the garden. The salad is made with lettuce from the garden as well. The dressing has lemon juice and honey. Do you have any allergies, Kareem?”

“None,” I said.

“Enjoy,” Crystal said. She winked and turned toward the door, but Connie stopped her. “Yes, Mrs. Michaud?”

“Could you please fetch the bags from Kareem’s trunk and park his car in a safe spot?”

“Of course,” she said.

They both stared at me for a moment. “Give Crystal your keys, Kareem.”

I chuckled and apologized before giving Crystal my keys. I worried I’d never see my car again, but why would Connie want to keep me here forever? Connie smiled at me when Crystal finally left the room.

“What do you think of Crystal?”

“She’s pretty,” I said.

“You don’t notice anything special about her?”

I narrowed my eyes a moment, wondering if she had a tattoo or a scar that I missed, but then the pieces clicked together.

“Wait, are you saying? Is she really a—”

“A what, Kareem?”

“A guy?” I asked in a whisper.

“It’s easy to miss, isn’t it?”

I nodded, in shock. Could I look as convincing as Crystal? “Did she do the weekend retreat?”

“Crystal was one of my first guests. We kept in contact after her visit, and she came to work for me when she was down on her luck.”

“That was kind of you,” I said. Connie nodded and took a bite of her sandwich. We ate in silence for a few minutes, and I couldn’t believe I was there on the porch with Connie.

Crystal returned with my car keys. “Here you go,” she said and gave them to me. “I put the bags you brought in your bedroom, and your car is parked in the guest garage.”

I stared at Crystal a long moment, trying to see the man hidden beneath the woman. There was nothing manly about her except for maybe her height, but even that was a wash. Plenty of women were equally as tall.

“Thanks, Crystal.”

“You’re welcome, Kareem. It’s lovely to have you in the house. Hope you enjoy your stay,” she said with a wink.

Connie grinned as Crystal stepped out of the room, clearly impressed with her creation. I wanted to be next. I wanted to pass as a woman and have my dreams come true. Crystal showed it was possible, but then I remembered she’d probably been passing for years. Her mannerisms and her voice and everything else were utterly feminine.

“You want to be like her, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Say it. Say what you want.”

“I want to pass as a girl.”

“Finish your lunch, and we’ll get started.”

My eyes widened, but I’d come here to unleash my inner woman, so I had better swallow whatever fears I was feeling and get on with it. We only had a weekend, which seemed like an impossibly short time to learn how to pass as a woman.
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Connie led me to my room after we finished lunch. It had its own private bathroom and a view of the countryside. I never spent much time out of the city, so the scenery took my breath away each time I saw it.

“Your home is lovely,” I said after Connie gave me a quick tour of the bedroom.

“Thank you. It’s been a work in progress.”

I was too nervous to ask Connie what came next for me, but it was like she could read my mind. She took my hand and led me to the bathroom.

“It doesn’t look like you have too much body hair, but I want you to get rid of every strand of hair you can. There are new razors. Shaving cream. Lotions. Everything you’ll need to feel fresh. We’ll start on the other part of your training when you finish with that.”

I nodded.

“It’s okay, Kareem. You’re in a safe space.”

I nodded again, feeling like a fool for not being able to speak, but it was impossible to find words to express how I felt. It was a mix between terrified and grateful.

“Why don’t you think of a girl name while you’re in there? Start practicing your girl voice?”

My voice wasn’t the deepest, but it also wasn’t feminine. I glanced at the bathroom, too afraid to take the first step. Connie chuckled and grabbed my hand.

“Come on, girl. There’s nothing to fear! You’re in the middle of nowhere! Be yourself. Be the girl I know you are. We only have a few days together, and I want to teach you everything I can.”

I wondered how Connie knew so much about making men pass as women when she pulled me into the bathroom.

“Why do you do this? Was your husband a crossdresser?”

Connie giggled, covering her mouth. “Hardly. David let me put him in heels a few times, but it was never really his thing.”

“Did you have kids before he died?”

“Nope. No kids,” she said with a hint of sadness in her voice. “He never wanted any, even though I asked him to adopt a few times. I’m sure he would have done it had I pressed him. He was always so worried about our age difference and what other parents would think. Too bad.”

I still hadn’t gotten an answer to my question about why Connie helped confused men like me when she grabbed a fresh razor and shaving cream. She opened the faucet, filling the clawfoot bathtub with a few inches of steaming water.

“Have you shaved your body before?” she asked as she ran her fingertips through the water.

I shook my head.

“Why not?” she asked with a giggle. Her easiness made me tense. She was everything I wanted to be as a woman. Gorgeous, upbeat, stylish, and confident. “You need to relax, Kareem. Pretty girls don’t have a care in the world, or at least that’s how they act.”

I bit my lip and nodded.

“Don’t you want to be a pretty girl, Kareem?”

“Yes,” I said in a whisper. My lips felt dry, like they’d crack if I touched them even though I could still feel the lip balm I’d applied after lunch. I kept my lips moisturized twenty-four seven. They were easily one of my best features.

“We’ll talk more about your girl voice and mannerisms in a bit. Don’t forget to moisturize and powder after you shave.” Connie kissed me on the cheek before slipping out of the room. She stopped by the door. “My extension is labeled on the phone. Why don’t you slip into one of those cute outfits you bought and give me a call when you finish?”

“Okay,” I said.

Connie winked and slipped out of the room, leaving me alone. I looked around the ornate bathroom. It was mostly white with gray undertones. It looked incredible, like an extension of a luxury spa, except it was all mine for the weekend. I was already feeling more feminine and fabulous.

There was a mini speaker in one of the drawers. I connected it to my phone and played some of my favorite music as I lathered my legs with the shaving cream. My body hair was light, but I would rid myself of every strand, just as Connie had asked.

I shaved for the next forty-five minutes until I was confident that I’d removed my body hair from every nook and cranny. I turned on the shower portion of the bath and pulled the curtain closed to avoid splattering water onto the floor.

Connie had soaps that smelled feminine and luxurious, like rosewater and mandarin oranges. I washed myself with soap several times over before drying myself with one of the plush towels Connie had. They were much better than what I used at home. The ones I had in my apartment were thin and scratchy, but I’d be buying new towels when I got home.

A lot about my life was going to change, even if I had to keep working that gross job, but I didn’t have to think about that now.

I was on a farm hundreds of miles away from home. I exhaled, relaxing for the first time since I’d arrived. Connie was here to help. She was a friend. Certainly Todd knew about Crystal being a femboy. He probably even knew why I’d come to the farm, but I hadn’t seen even a hint of judgement on his face.

I dropped my towel and lathered my body with the lotion Connie had set on the counter. She had tons more hidden away, but the stuff she gave me felt even better than the coconut body butter I used at home. I took a picture of it to remember. There was no cell phone service, so I couldn’t look up the product, but at least I had the photo on my phone’s memory card.

Crystal had left the bags from my shopping spree in the room. I placed all the different clothes on the bed and pulled out all the boxes of shoes, not knowing where to begin. I’d spent close to five-hundred dollars, but I didn’t care. I had a few grand in savings. Making my dreams come true was worth blowing through some of it.

The white wrap dress was calling my name. I could pair that with the black kitten heels, afraid to wear anything taller in front of Connie since I’d never really walked in heels. I didn’t want to fall on my face.

After deciding on the dress and heels, I grabbed a pair of white panties. They were lacey and offered a glimpse of my manhood, not that I planned to show anyone, even though I would do stuff with Connie in a heartbeat. I’d probably do stuff with Crystal too. She was hot, even if she was a boy. I couldn’t tell.

I hoped I could be as convincing as Crystal.

I slipped the white panties up my legs. I’d tried them on when I got home from shopping, and they fit like a charm, except they looked even sexier now that I was shaved and moisturized. I stood in front of the mirror with a hand on my hip, captivated by my reflection.

Somehow my thick dick fit into the white panties, which looked incredible against my chocolate skin. I slipped on the white dress next, wishing I still had my long dreads. I’d had them when I first started the garbage-truck job, and they were fabulous, but I had to cut them off when they started to stink. It was the most depressing day of my life. They were the one feminine thing I had.

I still looked incredible in the white dress and much more feminine than I would have assumed. Was it the lighting in Connie’s bedroom? Was it her mirror? I glanced around the back to see if the mirror had any technology attached to it, but there was nothing.

The reflection was me.

I looked sexy and womanly, which made me feel much more confident. I grabbed the black kitten heels and stepped out of the bedroom door, ready to take over the world as the newest girly boy on the block.
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“Didn’t I tell you to call?” Connie asked when she stepped into the room. A rock dropped in my stomach. I’d forgotten all about the phone, but Connie didn’t give me a chance to explain. “Well, you clean up nicely, don’t you?”

“I tried,” I said.

Connie frowned, and I couldn’t understand why. I was wearing a dress. The kitten heels. I didn’t have on makeup or anything, but those were steps she’d promised to teach me. If I did my makeup, it’d look terrible, and everyone would know I was just a boy in a dress.

“Take a seat,” Connie said and pointed to the floor.

“What?” I asked. My voice quivered.

“Sit on your knees. Right here,” she said.

I glanced at her, wondering what she might do. Frightened for my life. I’d never had a woman command me to my knees, but I felt compelled to follow Connie’s orders. She was a force of nature. A woman far more confident than most I’d met, if not all.

“Hurry,” she said and snapped her fingers.

I swallowed a breath and dropped to my knees at her feet. Connie lifted her foot and pressed her heel into my back, making me drop to the ground. I tried to get a glimpse up her skirt, only to see shadows.

“I thought I told you to practice your girl voice.”

“Shit,” I said. Connie still had her heel pressing into my back, which was making me surprisingly aroused. I had to ignore the growing stiffness in my panties. Something told me that Connie wouldn’t want me acting like a horny little slut when she was trying to be serious. She was trying to teach me to be the best girl I could be, which was why I’d taken those personal days and drove hundreds of miles to her ranch.

“Excuse me?”

“I forgot,” I forced out. The pressure of her heel into my back made it more difficult to speak.

“You forgot my order? That makes you a bad girl. Do you know what happens to bad girls?”

“No,” I gasped.

Connie didn’t say what happened to bad girls. She laughed and lifted her foot from my back. “Stand up and talk like a girl.”

I stood slowly. I was too afraid to say anything after what Connie had just done to me. If she was capable of that, she was capable of anything, and I didn’t really want to get a spanking as a grown man.

Or did I?

I was honestly so confused as I stood there in Connie’s living room waiting for her next order.

“Do you really want to pass as a girl, Kareem?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“If you want to pass as a girl, then you’d better do as I say. Got it?”

“Yes, Connie! I understand! Give me another chance to do better!”

Connie stepped around until she was standing in my face with her hands on her hips. We were about the same height. She might have been an inch or two shorter, but her confidence gave her another three inches. Her heels were also taller.

“Walk,” she said and snapped her fingers.

I looked at her, confused.

“Strut, bitch! Like you’re on a runway!”

I didn’t move, too afraid to disappoint Connie. I didn’t want to end up on my stomach again with her heel in my back, but I had a feeling she’d do that anyway if I did nothing.

“Move, slut! Bring out that inner diva!”

I swallowed and put my hand on my hip, knowing I had about three milliseconds before Connie would spank my ass for disobedience. I put one foot in front of the other, walking across the room like I was drunk.

Connie screamed at me that I was doing it all wrong. “No, bitch! Like this. Shoulders high. Lean your back slightly. Strut. Strut. Strut,” Connie said as she put one foot in front of the other like a model on the runway at fashion week. She turned, making her hair fly, and went back across the living room. She snapped when she got to the other side.

I clapped, completely in awe.

“Your turn.”

“Can I have some music?” I asked in a weak voice.

Connie grinned. “Sure,” she said before commanding Crystal to put on some runway music. Crystal ran into the room and hit a few buttons on a tablet.

“How’s this?” she asked as electronic music started playing over hidden speakers.

“Good.” I was still nervous about walking, but I couldn’t disappoint Connie. I stood near the kitchen side of the room and took a deep breath. I placed a hand on my hip and started strutting when the beat dropped. The music gave me a tempo to follow. I lost myself in the walk, going back and forth with more drama each time.

“Don’t forget to feel like a girl. Who’s that inner diva? What’s her name?”

I suddenly realized why a girl name was important as I stood on the living-room side of the makeshift runway.

Donna

A voice whispered in my head. I wasn’t sure it was my own, but how could it have been someone else’s?

I walked slower than the beat, feeling Donna surging within me, rising from the ashes like a phoenix.

“I’m Donna, bitches.” I snapped my finger and picked up the pace until I was walking with the beat of the song. I turned at the end and yelled as I turned on my heels. Crystal and Connie cheered. I felt like a different person when I walked back the other way.

Donna had arrived, and she was ready to have some fun.
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“Not so fast, Donna. You still need help with your voice and makeup. A wig wouldn’t hurt either,” said Connie.

It was getting late, but I’d already come so far since arriving at lunch. I couldn’t wait to find out what the next two days had in store.

“Yeah,” said Crystal. They took me to a bedroom that they’d turned into a dressing room. It was like a mini department store. There were shoes, perfumes, dresses, makeup, and so much more. They even had a tiny men’s section, but who would want to wear ugly boy clothes when they had all these treasures?

I nodded, not wanting to fight with Connie. She had my best interests at heart. I trusted her.

Crystal and Connie got to work. Connie did my makeup, explaining every step she took. She had makeup for every shade imaginable and promised to send me home with some. Crystal was busy picking out a wig and talking over Connie to give me tips to help control my voice.

“You’ll have to have that voice in check by tomorrow night,” said Connie. “You’d better take notes.”

There was no way I could write on paper with Connie doing my makeup, but I told her I would. Crystal’s main tip to get started was basically to make my voice as light as possible, but she said most of talking like a girl had to do with attitude and confidence. It took practice, but once the mind became trained to do something, it was hard to switch back.

“You’ll get the hang of it,” Crystal promised as she came over with a wig. It was blonde like hers but even lighter. Crystal had honey-blonde hair, but the wig she was holding looked more platinum.

“That’s cute, but it won’t look right with this dress,” said Connie. “Grab a brown wig. Something with curls.”

Crystal nodded and went to the wall of lifeless heads. She grabbed a brown wig. Connie thanked her and placed it on my head. She’d already finished my makeup, but I had yet to see my face. They were hiding me from myself until they were ready for the final reveal.

“What size shoe are you?” asked Connie.

“Nine and a half in women’s,” I said.

“Perfect,” Connie purred. “Crystal, grab a pair of white stilettos. It’s about time Donna tried walking in real heels. Those kitten heels are nothing.”

Crystal ran across the room and came back with a pair of white pumps.

“How tall are those?” I asked.

“Four inches,” Connie said with a wicked smile. “Nothing you can’t handle.”

I swallowed a breath as Connie took off my kitten heels and replaced them with the four-inch white stilettos. They felt incredible, similar to the strappy white heels I’d bought myself, except these were an inch taller and an inch harder to manage.

“Come on, girl! It’s getting late, and we need sleep for your big weekend!”

“My big weekend?” I asked, afraid about what Connie might have in store. I glanced at Crystal for a clue, but she averted her eyes.

“Yes, girl! Come on, let’s check you out.” Connie hooked her arm around mine and pulled me to my feet, dragging me toward the mirror. I gasped when I saw myself. The woman in the mirror was utterly unrecognizable. I had a light blush on my cheek, but Connie hadn’t used much makeup at all.

“You’re a natural beauty,” she said. “Now, walk!”

Connie slapped my ass. She’d been holding me during the trip across the room, but I was already wobbling without her support. Crystal shouted some words of support. I took a deep breath and strutted. My heels buckled once, but I regained my balance before I fell.

It took a couple tries, but then I was walking like a Diva. I was walking like Donna, and nothing had ever felt better.

The girls clapped and cheered and told me I was well on my way to becoming a passable girl. No praise had warmed my heart as much. I was floating in the clouds the rest of the night.

I went back to my bedroom shortly after that. Connie said she had a lot planned for me and that a good girl needed her beauty rest, so I didn’t mind retiring to my bedroom. I’d gotten up early that morning and started yawning the second Connie closed the door behind her.

She told me she’d be by in the morning to wake me up for breakfast and give me a fresh outfit. I took off my wig, dress, and heels, but I left on the panties.

My dick hardened as I lay in the dark room. I wanted to ignore it, but it became increasingly impossible as it grew thicker and stiffer. I reached into my panties and cupped my hand over my package, moaning as I imagined myself how I’d been in the mirror.

Long hair. A white dress that flowed to my feet and split up my legs, revealing my sexy hairless thighs. I was picturing myself in front of that mirror as I rubbed my stiff cock in the moonlit room.

I bit my lip as the sensations became overwhelming.

I didn’t want to cum but seeing myself all feminized and gorgeous had me feeling horny. I kept rubbing my cock with my hand in my panties, unable to stop myself. Unable to resist a release.

My eyes opened the moment I came. I was in the dark room as stream after stream erupted into my panties, soiling them with my seed. I gasped and panted as my body relaxed, having released the built-up tension.

I got out of bed and pulled off the panties, patting myself dry. I slipped on another pair of panties and stood by the window with a view of the nighttime countryside, so happy I’d come to this farm. It’d been the craziest day of my life, but it was also the most rewarding.

No matter what happened over the next two days, I’d already come this far and conquered my greatest fears.
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A ringing bell jolted me from my sleep. I rubbed my eyes, nearly forgetting that I was on Connie’s farm. Sunlight flooded the room when Connie opened the curtains.

“Rise and shine, darling!”

My mouth was dry, but I still had to use my new voice. Connie was expecting it.

“What time is it?” I asked in the lightest voice I could.

“Much better,” Connie said with an approving smile. She was already dressed to perfection and had filled my room with the scent of her intoxicating perfume. She stepped forward, out of the shadows of the daylight, revealing her gorgeous face.

She was also carrying a pile of clothes and set them on the bed. “It’s half past eight, and you have a full day ahead of you. Why don’t you put these on?”

I glanced down and noticed the outfit. It was a white summer dress with a ribbon to tie the front. There was also a bra with fake breasts sewn into the cups. They had to have been a C-cup at least. There were also thick-heeled boots and a short red wig.

“It’d be my pleasure,” I said in my best girl voice.

“Take your time getting ready. Meet Crystal and me on the porch when you finish.”

I nodded and sat more upright in the bed, leaning forward to pet the clothes. They were incredibly soft to the touch. Connie stared down at me with an approving smile. It was such a weird feeling being with her in that bedroom. I never would have imagined it was even a possibility a few weeks ago.

“Don’t forget to touch up the shaving.”

“I won’t.”

“You’re a gorgeous girl, Donna. Don’t forget it.”

I stared into Connie’s eyes a long moment before nodding, feeling like I’d become a completely different person since arriving at her house less than twenty-four hours ago.

Connie turned and left the room. I climbed out of bed, in nothing except the panties I’d fallen asleep wearing. The soiled pair was still cast off to the side. I ran over to those panties and snatched them up from the floor, embarrassed Connie had seen evidence of my late-night release.

I placed the dirty panties in a plastic bag and buried them deep in my suitcase. My heartbeat was out of control, but then I told myself Connie didn’t care if I touched myself. She seemed like a woman who was in touch with her sexuality, which made me wonder where she was getting sex from now that her husband had died.

Was Todd her boy? Did she fool around with Crystal? Was it the other man I’d seen Todd talking to by the garage? I had yet to learn his name, but he seemed to be part of Connie’s inner circle. I’d seen some other employees roam around the property or drive down the gravel road, but there were some who seemed closer to Connie.

I told myself to calm down and went to the bathroom to run a bath. The country view from the bathroom window was breathtaking. I perched on the edge of the tub and stared at the landscape as I waited for the water to fill a few inches.

It took much less time to shave my body since I’d done most of the hard work yesterday. I wouldn’t ever let my hair grow long again. It was so much easier to do a touchup than start from fresh. I lathered myself with lotion until my skin was shimmering like the morning light. I waited for my skin to dry and added a second coat to avoid any razor bumps.

I left the bathroom with the towel wrapped around my chest and tucked under my shoulders. I picked up the bra, holding it in the air. I’d never gone as far as wearing a bra, but now was the perfect day to try. I never practiced my girly voice much either, but Crystal’s tips gave me an excellent start.

The bra was white, like the dress and panties Connie had left. The boots were a tan suede-like material with clog heels. I fumbled with the bra a moment until I finally got it on correctly, huffing as I made final adjustments on the straps.

I stood in front of the mirror, wearing nothing except the bra. No towel. No panties. My dick got a little plumper as I stared at myself in the white bra, feeling feminine and fabulous. I had to ignore my hardening dick, though. Crystal and Connie were waiting for me on the porch, and an hour had already passed since Connie came to drop off the clothes.

I slipped on the white panties next, and then I put on the summer dress. I stopped to glance at myself in the mirror and couldn’t believe what I found. She was Donna, and she was beautiful. I still looked like myself, but a girl version of myself. The fake breasts really helped sell the look.

There were white socks in the pile that stopped beneath the ankle. I slipped those on and grabbed a bottle of lotion to moisturize my legs a bit more since I’d be showing them all day. I was a lotion addict and not afraid to admit it.

There was a makeup bag on the pile, so I knew Connie wanted me to have it done before I got downstairs, but what if I made myself look like a fool?

Connie had explained what she did with the makeup last night, but I’d forgotten what she said and scrubbed my face clean in the shower after shaving. My phone didn’t have any service, and we were so busy yesterday that I’d forgotten to ask for the wi-fi password.

I picked up the makeup bag and opened it, sitting at the vanity. I pulled out every product. Some I recognized from last night. Others seemed completely foreign. I only used the makeup I remembered how to apply, which wasn’t much at all.

The foundation was first. It was a liquid foundation that matched my skin perfectly. I added a few dots around my face, slowly blending it in until it looked presentable. It hid all those light lines and made my face look like I was in my early twenties again.

I grabbed the purple-tinted lip gloss next and brushed it across my lips. It had a hint of glitter to it, which made my lips sparkle even more. I finished my simple look with mascara. It was all I felt comfortable doing myself. I’d learn, though. I’d spend every evening after work trying different makeup routines.

The last step was the wig. It was a dark red and looked rather sexy with my white summer dress. I loosened the top two ribbons to give myself a little more cleavage. I had become a passable girl when I looked in the mirror. Maybe people would be able to tell until I perfected my voice, but if I kept my mouth shut, nobody would know the difference.

I stared at myself a long moment. Perhaps minutes passed. I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t think of anything except how amazing I looked. I couldn’t feel anything except the pride I had for finally taking this step and experimenting how I’d always wanted.

I slipped on the boots and went downstairs when I remembered that Crystal and Connie were waiting for me on the porch. They had an entire breakfast spread on the table when I got there. It looked like they’d picked through it, but there was plenty left to enjoy.

“Donna!” Connie hollered when I slid open the glass door. “You look stunning. Doesn’t she, Crystal?”

“Marvelous,” she said with a bright smile.

“Thank you,” I said in my softest voice. They pulled out a chair and told me to sit at the table.

“Coffee? Juice?” Crystal asked.

“I’ll have coffee, thank you.”

Crystal passed me a mug and the pitcher with coffee. It was one of those with a closed lid and spout they used at restaurants. This was probably how Connie and Crystal spent most of their mornings, and it was absolutely fabulous.

“Is all this food for us?”

“Todd and John and some of the other workers will pick through it. They usually finish everything off by one or two after the farm work. Don’t worry,” Connie said with a soft smile.

“John? Is that the guy I saw Todd talking to when I arrived?”

“Your voice just gets sexier and sexier.” Connie glanced at Crystal, and they shared a smile. I didn’t know what they’d talked about, but it’d been something mischievous judging by their faces. “I believe that was John. He’s such a kind man.”

“The friendliest,” Crystal said with a giggle.

“Is he your boyfriend?” I asked Crystal.

She shook her head and glanced at Connie across the table.

“Is he yours?” I asked her.

“We don’t use labels here at the farm,” said Connie. “We like to have fun. Enjoy life. What happens, happens. Which reminds me, Donna, we’d like to take a quick blood sample. Just to make sure you don’t have anything.”

“Like an STD test?” I asked, wondering what in the world these ladies had planned.

“Just in case anything happens, we like to be safe.”

I didn’t know what to say. Of course I’d thought about having sex when touching myself last night, but I didn’t think it was a possibility. Not at least until I got back. I didn’t have time to say anything though because a man knocked on the glass door to the porch.

Connie gasped and stood, throwing out her arms. “Right on time, Dr. Gibson. Please, come outside.”

Dr. Gibson smiled and waved at us. “Morning, ladies.”

I felt touched that he saw me as a lady. It was all the validation I needed.

“Sorry, Dr. Gibson. I just sprang this information on my guest here, Donna. Would you mind waiting in the living room a moment?”

“Sure thing,” he said.

“So, feel free to say no, but Dr. Gibson has like an entire lab in his truck. He’s going to run the tests here and let us know that everything is in the clear. What do you say, Donna?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. What other answer was there?

“Very well. Come with me.” Connie led me from the porch and explained how everyone in her circle kept clean and got tested. I didn’t know what kind of operation they had going on this farm, but it was clear they enjoyed having fun behind closed doors. Maybe they were all in some type of proxy sexual relationship with Connie being the sun in their universe.

Having my blood drawn was painless and only took a few minutes from start to finish. Connie stood by my side, holding my hand the entire time. Dr. Gibson was handsome for a man his age. I wondered how he’d ended up making house calls for Connie, but it was clear they had a rapport. She asked about his family and his practice.

“I’ll have the results in a few minutes,” Dr. Gibson said after placing a bandage on the fold of my elbow.

“Come to the porch when you have them.”

“Of course,” he said and stood.

Connie grabbed my hand and led me back outside. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No,” I said.

Crystal was eating a slice of toast with jam when we got outside. I didn’t know how I hadn’t realized it before, but her dress was the same as mine. It had the ribbon tie in the front. It stopped right above the knees.

“We’re matching,” I said with a smile.

“Connie’s idea,” she said.

I looked at Connie. She was stirring her coffee, deliberately ignoring us. It took a minute for my gaze to penetrate her shield.

“What?” Connie asked. “Fine. Sue me. I want Crystal to take you out berry picking in the garden, so we can make a cobbler.”

“Yum,” I said. “What’s so bad about that?”

“Nothing, I guess. Eat up, so you can get picking before the sun is too intense.”

The doctor returned about fifteen minutes later, telling me that I was in the clear. We finished our breakfast and then Crystal and I were out the door carrying our woven baskets, looking like prairie girls.
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“Ew, really? That’s your job?” Crystal asked me after I’d told her what I did for a living. We were in the garden by the blackberry bushes, filling our baskets with the fruit.

“It pays well.”

“No,” she said with a shake of the head. “You have to quit. Find another job.”

I chuckled. “Maybe.” Part of me wanted to quit to have dreads again, but what else would I do? I’d barely made it through high school and loathed the idea of going to college. It seemed like a waste of time and money when I knew I’d just end up dropping out.

“What do you do besides work on the farm?”

“Nothing,” said Crystal. “I used to work as a fast-food manager, but I hated it. The franchise owners were terrible and emotionally abusive. I ended up quitting and asking Connie to take me in about six months after I first visited the farm. She was reluctant, but I convinced her she needed an assistant.”

“Do you like it?”

Crystal looked a me a long moment. “What’s not to like? We’re picking berries in dresses. I finally got to complete my transition when I moved here, and it’s so amazing seeing all the girls like you who come and go from the farm.”

“How many have there been?”

“A few dozen since we started the website, which was about five years ago.”

“I’m happy to have found the farm,” I said. Crystal smiled, and we kept picking berries. I didn’t know if I could live on the farm full time, but there was something magical about the place. Connie had created a sanctuary for boys who wanted to get in touch with their feminine side. I was learning so much about myself. Lessons I’d carry with me for the rest of my life.

We’d been picking berries in silence for a few minutes when we heard a rustling. I glanced over my shoulder and saw nothing. Crystal didn’t seem concerned, so I wrote it off as an animal scurrying through the wildflowers.

The sound hit my ears again a few moments later. I hollered when I turned to find Todd and John standing at the end of the row. I placed my hand on my chest and cursed as I caught my breath.

“You guys scared me. Hey,” I said and waved.

They waved and walked in our direction. I glanced over my shoulder at Crystal. She looked excited and not at all surprised.

“There you are,” she said to Todd and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. He kissed her lightly on the lips.

“You knew they were coming?”

“No, but we all work on the farm and often cross paths.” Crystal giggled like I was being silly.

John stepped forward and put out his hand. “We haven’t officially met. I’m John.”

“Donna,” I said in my girl voice.

“Nice to meet you, Donna.” John let his eyes glide up and down my body, but I didn’t mind. He was rather sexy. John had dirty blonde hair and a hunky build similar to Todd’s. He had freckles on his skin and probably burned more easily than Todd, but I found the way he was looking at me incredibly enticing.

John knew I was a man beneath this costume, but he didn’t seem to mind. Not in the least.

“Tell me about yourself, Donna.”

“What do you want to know?” I asked, feeling heat flood my cheeks.

“What’s your favorite color?”

“Today it’s white,” I said and spun in a circle while holding the hem of my dress.

John chuckled and stepped forward, pulling me into his arms. “You look incredible in white,” he said with his hands on the small of my back, dangerously close to my bottom. I glanced over my shoulder. Todd and Crystal were already making out, falling toward the ground together.

“Focus on me,” John said. He was wearing overalls and unhooked one of the straps, throwing it over his shoulder. The overalls hung slack on his body, turning me on to no end. I wanted to reach into his overalls and touch his ass cheeks. I wanted to spread them and stick my fat, girly dick into his hole.

“I got tested this morning. All clear,” I said.

John smirked. “I find you extremely attractive, Donna. What do you think about me?” John moved his hands lower as he asked the question.

“You’re hot,” I said.

“Yeah?”

I bit my lip and nodded. I’d never been someone to go from zero to sex so quickly, but the tension I felt was unspeakable. I knew I’d forever regret rejecting this hunk of a man in front of me, so I went along with whatever he was doing.

“Have you ever sucked a dick, Donna?”

I shook my head.

“No?” he asked. “Look at Crystal. Don’t you want to be like her?”

I glanced at Crystal. She was on her knees. Todd was standing in front of her with his overalls around his ankles. Crystal had her hand wrapped around the base of Todd’s cock. She was sucking him with her eyes closed, bobbing her head like she had no cares in the world beyond Todd’s cock.

I turned back to John after a wink from Todd made me realize I was staring like a fool.

John had dropped his overalls to his ankles when I turned back to him. His dick was hard and trimmed around the base, looking rather sexy. I wasn’t very passive in the bedroom, but something about being Donna made me want to suck John’s dick like a prairie slut.

John grabbed the base of his cock. “Don’t you want to suck it for me? I haven’t cum in days.”

I didn’t tell John how I’d cum last night while touching myself. Instead, I dropped to my knees in front of him. I wrapped my hand around John’s cock and pumped it a few times as I looked into his eyes. He stared down at me and pushed his fingers into my short, red wig.

I parted my lips and pulled his cock into my mouth, loving how it felt on my tongue. It was heavy. John’s flavor was mild, mostly hints of sweat from working all day on the farm. He wasn’t wearing underwear or anything besides the overalls.

Crystal and I kneeled by the blackberries for the next few minutes slurping their cocks. John held the side of my face and forced my mouth down to the base of his cock. I loved how he made me choke on his member. I was lost in the motions when he pulled my mouth from his manhood.

“Take out your cock. I want to see it,” he said.

I reached up my skirt and moved my panties to the side to reveal my girly cock. It was rock hard and throbbing in my grip. I stroked it as John watched me. He was rubbing his cock too, but I could tell he wanted my dick.

I leaned back to make my dick stand taller. My dress highlighted my cock, and my panties cupped my dick.

“Fuck, that’s sexy.”

“You want to taste my girly dick?” I asked in a slutty purr.

“Yeah,” John said. He dropped to his knees and kissed me passionately for several seconds before encouraging me to stand. I loved seeing John on his knees, looking needy for my dick.

“Open your mouth and take this cock,” I said to John.

He grabbed the back of my legs and moved his lips closer to my feminine extension. I was holding up my dress with one hand, but I used my free hand to move his head more quickly. John moaned as I pushed him into my perfumed womanhood.

“You like that, boy?”

“Yes, Donna. I love it,” he said.

“Open your mouth and take it.” I slapped John’s cheeks with my cock as he parted his lips, and then I shoved my dick into his mouth.

John moaned on my member as it stuffed his mouth. He took it as I thrusted my hips faster, feeling more dominant with each push of the hips. I put my hands into John’s dirty blonde hair and tightened my grip.

“Show me how much you love this girly cock.”

John was beating his dick beneath me, which was stealing his attention away from servicing me. I pulled my cock out of his mouth. John gasped and reached for my member, but I didn’t let him get it.

“What’s wrong?”

“Stop touching your dick until I’m ready to cum.”

“Whatever you say, Donna.” John released his hand from his cock.

“Sit on your hands if you think of touching yourself.”

John nodded and reached for my dick. I let him take it, stepping forward so that he could fit all of me into his mouth. I moaned as my tip hit the back of his throat. He choked on my cock but kept shoving it deeper.

I was getting more sensitive the longer John sucked. He clearly loved sucking dick, and I loved having his mouth around my womanhood. I took over when I was getting close. I held his face and slowly thrusted my hips. John was sitting on his hands and taking it when I glanced down, but I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Cum with me, boy.”

John lifted his bottom to release a hand, wrapping it around his dick. He pumped himself as I used his mouth to tease my dick until my balls tightened to a point I could no longer ignore.

I bent my neck back and hollered out like a slutty girl who was about to cum on video. “Fuck, John. I’m about to—”

I couldn’t finish the sentence before the first strand erupted from my cock. My dick throbbed as I unloaded into John’s mouth, hitting the back of his throat with my seed. John moaned on my dick and swallowed every drop. He was cumming all over himself when I glanced down, and it was perhaps the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.

My girly dick in this boy’s sexy mouth. I watched as we came together, pulling out after I’d given John every drop.

He gasped when my mouth left his dick. I nearly lost my balance, turning to catch myself. Crystal and Todd were lying on the ground naked, holding each other and looking like they’d been watching us. I hadn’t even noticed, and I didn’t care.

I helped John to his feet. We all adjusted our clothes and headed back to the house to shower and change. Connie met us in the kitchen to make cobbler. She didn’t say anything about our trip to the garden, but I had a feeling she knew what happened. The smirk on her face while we baked was too telling.

The evening continued. I was waiting for shenanigans like what’d happened in the garden to start. John and Todd joined us for dinner. There was sexual tension darting around the room as we laughed and drank, but nothing else happened. We watched a movie in the living room after dinner, and then we retired to our bedrooms.

It was a lovely first day as Donna. One for the record books.
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I awoke to another ringing bell. Connie was wearing a robe as she stood over my bed. She hadn’t opened the curtains, so the room was still a bit dark. She placed an extra robe at the end of my bed as I was coming to reality.

“Good morning, gorgeous. I want you to join me in my room for breakfast before our goodbye lunch.”

I frowned, sad that my weekend at the farm was already coming to an end. Connie sat on the edge of the bed. She reached out and cupped her hand around my face.

“Don’t worry, Donna. There’s still plenty to do before you leave.”

“Should I pay you now?”

“You can wire the money to me once you get back home. Don’t worry about that. Freshen up, and then come join me in my room. It’s the door at the end of the hall. There’s a staircase behind that door that leads to my suite. Don’t forget to doll up your face.”

I nodded. Connie kissed me on the forehead before standing to leave the room. I climbed out of bed and opened the curtains. It was a mostly clear day, but the few clouds added life to the scenery. I stepped away from the window and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth and rinse off, touching up my shaving.

I dried and rubbed lotion all over my body. I put on some lingerie before slipping into the robe Connie had left. Makeup was the last step. I rubbed some foundation into my skin and lip gloss over my lips. I added a touch of mascara to lengthen my lashes, and then I was out the door.

My nerves were flying all over the place as I made my way down the hallway. The house seemed quieter than usual, and I couldn’t help but wonder what I might find in Connie’s suite. What did she have planned? What did she have in mind?

I placed my hand on the knob, opening the door slightly. There was a set of stairs. I heard whispers from above followed by laughter. I swallowed as I opened the door wider to climb the stairs. My heart raced as I walked to the top. The voices grew louder.

It was John and Connie.

They were lying on Connie’s bed. Both were wearing robes. They seemed closer than I’d suspected last night when we were snuggled up on the couch watching a movie. Had John spent the night in Connie’s room? Did he tell her what we’d done in the garden? I could only assume he had.

Connie noticed me when I reached the top of the stairs. “There you are, Donna! We’ve been waiting for you!”

“You have?” I asked in a stupidly innocent voice.

Connie nodded and stood from the bed, but her movements were so swift it appeared she’d levitated. Connie walked across the room and grabbed my hand. I watched John for any clues, but his face was impossible to read. He had an innocent smile on his face, as though I hadn’t fucked his mouth the day before.

“Come sit,” Connie said and patted the bed. She had a tray of fruit and tea. She poured me a mug. “I hope you don’t mind English Breakfast tea.”

“It sounds lovely,” I said.

Connie giggled and threw her hair back, letting her robe part. It opened enough to give me a peek of her fiery red lingerie. I’d put on plum colored lingerie I bought during my shopping spree.

“You’ve come so far this weekend, Donna. Hasn’t she, John?”

John licked his lips as he evaluated me. “Yes, she has.”

Connie laughed and shook her head at John. “He’s quite fond of you, Donna. You should have heard him last night telling me all about your morning in the garden.”

I flushed with embarrassment and tried to hide my face behind the mug of tea, but Connie slapped my knee. “Girl, it’s okay. We like to share around here. We might have our favorites, but it’s usually because of our sexual preferences. Isn’t that right, John?”

John glanced at my crotch as he nodded. “That’s right, Connie.”

Connie stood on her knees and opened her robe further. I popped a piece of fruit into my mouth, unsure what to say. Unsure how I could contribute to this conversation without completely embarrassing myself.

I nearly choked on the melon when Connie removed her robe. That was when I saw it. Connie had a dick beneath those panties! I coughed and took a moment to chew the melon before swallowing.

“Everything okay, Donna?”

“I… You…”

“Yes, girl! What did you think?” Connie asked in a fit of laughter. “I’m from Thailand! The land of femboys! David swept me off my feet when I was nineteen, but trust me, he loved the dick. Much like our friend John here. Isn’t that right, baby?”

John reached over and brushed his hand over the outline of Connie’s cock. “Yes, Connie. I love your cock.”

“You love Donna’s cock too, don’t you?”

I hadn’t expected Connie to have a dick. Not even a little bit. I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact when John reached into my robe. His hand pushed against my soft cock. He was rubbing both of us, looking like a man at the beach.

Connie held her gaze on me. I watched her. “John told me you got a little aggressive yesterday in the garden.”

I blushed and glanced at John. He was smiling like a fool as he rubbed our cocks, not even paying attention to our conversation.

“You could say that,” I said.

“John likes it rough.” Connie reached out and grabbed John by the ear, pulling his face close to her red thong. He moaned as she put her hand on the back of his head and pushed it into her crotch. Her dick was getting harder beneath the lingerie as John moved his face against her bulge.

“Take off your robe and his pants. We’re going to use his tight little hole.”

John moaned sounds of pleasure. I removed my robe as I watched Connie pull her cock out the side of her panties. John parted his lips, looking hungry for Connie’s girly cock. I was mesmerized by the sight when John started wagging his ass in my face. I smacked his butt through the sweatpants he was wearing before pulling them down to his knees.

His asshole was tight and hairless and looked moisturized, like he’d gotten ready for this fucking, which only made me want to fuck him more. John lifted his legs so I could pull his sweatpants all the way off. Connie worked on removing his shirt. He had to take his lips off her cock for a second to remove the shirt, but then she shoved her staff right back into his mouth.

I pulled my hardening cock out the side of my panties as I leaned forward, pushing John’s cheeks apart to get a better glimpse of his hole. It tightened and released as I watched it. He moaned on Connie’s cock when I pressed my finger against his opening. He eagerly moved his ass when I licked his hole.

“Fuck, that’s hot. I love a dominant femboy,” Connie said as she watched me lose myself while I ate John’s ass. He tasted like he’d showered right before I got in the room. I loved how dirty he and Connie were. I loved how she’d woken me up to fuck her boy’s ass.

I dug my fingers into John’s cheeks as I held them apart, thrusting my tongue in and out of his sweet taint. He moaned and took it, using most of his attention to suck Connie’s fat cock.

I lifted myself and smacked John’s ass, desperate to fuck him. I wanted to plunge between those muscular cheeks and spread his hole. I wanted to cum deep in his ass.

“Are we using condoms?”

“What do you think?” Connie asked with a laugh. “I’ll be right back.”

John turned and looked at me through hooded eyes as he wrapped his fingers around my dick. He was one dick-hungry slut, and I couldn’t get enough of it. I grinned as I moved John’s hand out of the way to wag my dick. He moaned and parted his lips. I slapped his face with my tip.

“You like this girly dick?” I asked.

“Yes, Donna. I love that girly dick.”

“You want this girly cock in your ass?”

John moved his ass around in the air and nodded, but he’d have to wait until Connie got back. I grabbed the back of his head and shoved my dick into his mouth. He sucked my dick until Connie returned with a bottle of silicone lubricant.

She came over and whispered into my ear. “Let’s take turns fucking him until he cums.”

I grinned and pulled John’s mouth off my dick. “On your hands and knees, boy.”

Connie and I took turns spanking his ass as we stroked our dicks with lubricated hands. John had his ass high and face low, taking whatever we gave him. He was such a hunky little slut, and I found it incredibly sexy.

“Should we fill his hole, Connie?”

“Oh, yes, Donna! We must!”

Connie and I stared at each other a long moment before we leaned close to kiss. Our tongues glided as we kissed. We each hand a hand on John’s ass. Connie broke the kiss first. She grabbed my dick and guided it toward John’s hole.

I loved seeing her hand around my cock. Her nails were painted red to match her lingerie, and they had black swirly designs. Just seeing her feminine hand had me on the edge. It was even more seductive when she wrapped it around her own cock.

“Fuck him, Donna. John has been dying for your big dick.”

“Give it to me, Donna.” John begged. His voice was a weak whisper, like he’d break if I didn’t give him my womanhood.

I shoved my dick into John’s ass. He cried out, but the lube made it slick enough that he could take my thick dick. I pushed my girly rod deep into John’s hole as Connie rubbed my back and encouraged me with dirty whispers.

“That dick looks so hot fucking him.” Connie spread John’s cheeks wider and held them as I sunk deep into his hole. “Fuck him slow while I watch.”

Connie and I watched my dick disappear and emerge from John’s opening. He was moaning like crazy. He gasped each time my dick went deep, but I could tell John loved it.

Connie released his ass and moved around to his front. She grabbed John’s head and forced his mouth around her dick. He moaned as he was getting stuffed from both ends. I reached around to see if he was hard. He was, and he’d also leaked a pool of precum beneath his dick.

I stroked John twice, but then he pushed my hand away. I went back to fucking John hard. I lifted his ass and got to a squatting position behind him. I held his hips as I slammed my girly dick into his hole, fucking him with everything I had. Connie watched and licked her lips.

I dropped to my knees when I was getting too close for comfort. Connie pulled out of John’s mouth and came around to his ass. I slid out of John and watched as Connie pushed into him. I stroked my cock as I watched Connie fuck John.

It was so sexy.

Connie had taken off her bra, and her breasts swayed from side to side as she used every inch of her cock to fuck John.

“Fuck me,” she said and passed me the bottle of lube. “We can cum like this.”

I lathered my cock with more lube, so excited to fuck Connie’s tight ass. She held her dick deep in John as she lifted her ass for me. I rubbed lube all over her hole before grabbing her hips. I pressed my tip against Connie’s hole, and she swallowed my dick before I could even penetrate her.

Connie threw her head back and moaned as she slowly pushed her hole farther along my cock. I scooted back a couple inches to give her the space she needed, and then she was sitting on my entire cock. Connie groaned as she pulled John tighter against her body.

“Fuck,” Connie said. “I don’t know how long I can last.”

“I’m getting close,” I said.

“Me too.” John’s voice was nothing but a broken pant. He’d been ready to cum when I touched his dick, which was at least ten minutes ago.

Connie slowly moved her hips, fucking John with her dick, and fucking herself with mine. Her hole was much tighter than John’s, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I blasted my load deep in her ass.

Connie picked up speed after a few seconds, but I could tell by how she was moaning that she was about to bust.

“Damn, this feels so good.” Connie was talking in a breathy whisper. She sounded like a slut who was having the best sex of her life. She pushed her hands into her silky hair as she kept humping. I slapped her ass.

“That’s right, slut! Ride this girly dick.”

“Oh, fuck.” Connie moaned as she thrusted her hips even faster.

My balls tightened, and I knew that I couldn’t last another second. I grabbed Connie’s soft ass and hollered, pushing my dick deep.

“I’m going to fill this hole.”

Connie bit her lip and moaned. “Fill that hole, bitch. Fuck, I’m about to fill John.”

John moaned. “Fill me up, girl. I need that cum.” We were all moving our hips and moaning like crazy, cumming hard. I was soaking Connie’s walls with my seed, and she was painting John’s with hers. He shot his cum all over the bed, but he had nowhere else to go.

Connie slapped my thigh when she came down, and I slowly pulled out of her, grunting and laughing as I fell to my back. She pulled out of John and did the same. We held each other without a care for the mess we made. We’d simply had too much fun.

***

Lunch came and went much too quickly. I’d had so much fun at Connie’s ranch and never wanted the weekend to end, but at least I’d have the memories and the lessons learned.

We showered together in Connie’s bathroom after climbing out of bed. I packed my bag after that, and then we all had lunch on the screened-in porch. Connie, John, Crystal, Todd, and me.

Todd went and got my car after that. I still had a five-hour drive home, but I couldn’t leave before we got a picture. We stood on the front porch and used a tripod with a timer. I had on foundation, mascara, lip gloss, my fake breasts, heels, a dress, and a wig. Connie had given me some goodies to take.

I’d come to the farm as Kareem, but I was leaving it as Donna.

The picture would prove it.

“We’ll miss you,” Todd said as he threw my suitcase into the trunk. “You’ll have to come back sometime.”

“I’d like that,” I said. My eyes couldn’t help but land on John. I’d made extra-special memories with him.

“Yeah, we’d love to have you back. Don’t be a stranger,” he said with a wink.

Connie pushed on his shoulder, but I could tell she wasn’t jealous. Connie gave me a hug and kissed me on the cheek. Crystal did the same right after her. They each took one of my hands as we stared at each other.

The boys were hot and fun to play with, but the girls would always understand me best. They were the ones who’d made Donna possible.

“Thank you. I never would have been able to do this without your help.”

“Don’t forget what we taught you,” said Crystal.

“Never. These lessons will stay with me for life.”

“Good,” said Connie. “Donna is a force of nature who doesn’t deserve to be shackled down.”

I nodded, feeling like I might cry, which was my cue to leave. We had a big group hug. I wiped my eyes when we parted.

“Donna is not shackled now, and she never will be again!” I snapped my finger and dipped my hip. The girls cheered as I opened my car door. I slid in the driver’s seat and started the engine. “It’s been real, but I got to go, bitches!” I said in my best Donna voice.

“Bye, slut!” the girls said.

I threw my head back and waved out the window as I put the car in drive. I blew everyone a kiss and turned toward the gravel road. I yelled out the window at them that I’d miss them and think about them. The four of them stood on the road waving at me until they were out of sight.

I relaxed, looked forward, and couldn’t wait for the days ahead.


10

Six Months Later

“This suit would look incredible for a wedding. It’s not too overstated,” I said to a client. I still worked as a garbageman, but I’d also picked up a part-time job at a department store. Mostly for the discounts on women’s clothing.

Life was good.

I had a closet full of womanly treasures and a group of people who understood me. Connie put me in touch with some of her former femboy students who lived in the city. We got dressed up and went out some weekends. We’d always compete to see who could get the most phone numbers or the most free drinks from cute boys.

I still wanted dreads one day, but I had plenty of wigs, and I’d rather have fat pockets from a well-paying job than have long hair. Maybe that was absurd, but what could I say?

Donna liked what she liked. She did what she did.

Nobody could stop her.
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