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    I rang the video doorbell and waved to my Uber driver as he pulled away. A voice came through the panel, “Hey, Casey. I’ll be right there. I’m so excited you’ve made it.”  
 
    “Me too! I’m ready for a fun vacation with my old buddy.”  
 
    I heard Skyler laugh and say, “Well, not so sure you’ll still be my old buddy when you see me.”  
 
    “Huh? Why?”  
 
    The door opened. A gorgeous girl stood there, wearing high heels, a denim miniskirt and a pink tank top revealing luscious cleavage. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and gave me a kiss on the lips. “Hi, Casey!” She moved back and held the door. “Come on in.”  
 
    I walked inside and she closed the door. I couldn’t help staring at her. “Uh, Skyler?” I studied all of her.  
 
    She flipped her hair to the side and nodded, smiling with her painted lips. “Yup! I’m your old buddy. What do ya think? I make a pretty hot chick, don’t I?”  
 
    “Wow. I never knew... I mean...” I looked at the front of her skirt. Is it...?”  
 
    “Nah. Couldn’t get rid of that buddy, old buddy.” She laughed. Her hand reached out to my shirt. “Turbulence on the plane?”  
 
    “Yeah, a caramel macchiato. Sticky too.” I looked at the front of my pants. “I pretty much painted myself with it.”  
 
    “Well then, let’s get you cleaned up. You can take a shower and change, and I’ll wash those for you.” She looked around, then out the front door. “Where are your bags?”  
 
    “Lost. The airline staff said they’d deliver them when they found them.”  
 
    She grinned and looked me up and down. “Well, you’re in luck. As I remember, we’re both the same size.”  
 
    “So you still have some of your old clothes around?”  
 
    “Ugh, NO! Why would I want to have guys’ clothes around? Do I look like a guy?”  
 
    “Uh, right.”  
 
    “Come in in and have a drink, and then you can shower, and I’ll take care of getting you some clothes.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I followed her into the kitchen; her heels clicked on the tile floor. She went to the cabinet, made us two martinis, and we sat at the island. She crossed her glossy legs in her sheer stockings and bounced one foot as she held her drink up to me. “To a long overdue reunion of two best friends.”  
 
    I clinked her glass with mine and we sipped. “Mmm. This is very needed after that stressful trip. Thank you.”  
 
    “You’re welcome.”  
 
    “So, when did you know you wanted to do this?”  
 
    “When we were roommates in college. Well, that was when I was certain. Until then I thought I was just a femboy like you, but then... I realized it was more than that.”  
 
    “Femboy? I was never a femboy.”  
 
    “Oh, come on, Casey. You certainly weren’t a macho kind of guy. You still aren’t. I love your earrings, by the way. What are they?”  
 
    I held an earlobe and leaned in to show her one. “They’re black tourmaline.”  
 
    “Very fetching.” Her eyes roamed my face. “And you still have those gorgeous long eyelashes you always had. Are you sure you aren’t wearing mascara?” She leaned in for a closer look, her painted, long-nailed hand rested on my thigh.  
 
    “No mascara. C’mon now.”  
 
    “I think you should use some. I can just imagine how great it’d look and how it would make your eyes pop.”  
 
    “Skyler, stop.” I shook my head and sipped my drink.  
 
    “Well, deny it if you must, but I know you were always a femboy like me, and you still are. You even have the voice of a girl like me.”  
 
    “Whatever.” I downed my drink. “Let me go take that shower. I’m so sticky.”  
 
    “Okay. Just strip and leave your clothes on the floor, and I’ll throw them in on a short wash, and then we can go to dinner. There’s a fresh razor in the cabinet you can use. I know you were like me and didn’t like body hair.”  
 
    I showered, shaved what little hair I had on my body, dried off, dried my hair, wrapped the towel around me and went into the kitchen, where Skyler was reading her phone. “How’s the wash coming?”  
 
    “They’re in the drier. Should be done in a few. Have another drink if you like. You can make me one too. May as well get used to where things are.”  
 
    She put her phone away and smiled at me. I went to where I’d seen her mix the drink before and took out the vodka. Our glasses were on the counter, hers with a tiny bit of lipstick on it.  
 
    I shook our drinks and my towel fell off. “Shit!” I scurried to put it back on.  
 
    Skyler laughed. “Hey! I never knew you had such a nice round bottom.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I carried the drinks over and sat next to her at the island. “I’m having trouble with this. I mean, you look like a real girl and a hot one at that, and here I am in a towel with you looking at my ass.  
 
    She swiveled in her seat so her calf touched mine. She slid it against me. “Your legs are so smooth and pretty. They’d look fabulous in heels. 
 
    “Skyler! Stop. You’re still the old Skyler to me.” I moved my leg away from hers.  
 
    She smirked. “Honey, look at me and tell me I’m the old Skyler. And if you ever say I’m not a girl again, I’ll kick you in the nuts with my high heel.” Her leg touched mine again. I couldn’t get away from it now because mine was pressed against the counter.  
 
    She slid her leg sensually up and down my calf. “Does that feel like a guy’s leg on you, my love?”  
 
    My heart raced. She was arousing me. “Stop it. You’re seducing me.”  
 
    “Oh yeah? Hmm, isn’t that what a girl would do to you? I mean, if a girl had ever wanted you. Had a girlfriend yet, Casey?”  
 
    My face flushed. I looked down at her gorgeous leg in her high heel, still slipping against mine. I shook my head.  
 
    “And I’m seducing you, so what am I, Casey? Besides your best friend ever.”  
 
    I looked into her smiling eyes. She was all girl. Except one thing. Oh god. She’s my old buddy inside that body. “Okay, okay. You’re a girl.”  
 
    “Good boy.” She patted my bare thigh. She looked at her watch. “Your clothes should be done. I’ll be right back.”  
 
    She clattered off down the hallway and came back, talking before I could see her. “Uh, we have a problem, Casey. I’m so sorry.”  
 
    She held up my clothes, which had numerous holes in them. “I guess I used too much bleach. I thought it would help get the stains out.”  
 
    They were shot. “Bleach? On colored clothes? And you must have put a ton in.”  
 
    “I didn’t think it would hurt them.”  
 
    “Right. Now what?” I drank some more vodka, glaring at her.  
 
    She grinned and raised an eyebrow. We’re still the same size.”  
 
    “Right. Let me try a pair of your jeans and maybe a less feminine blouse if you have one.”  
 
    “Uh, I only have dress pants, and they zip on the side or the back. Very fem. Of course for a femboy, that would work.”  
 
    “I’m not a femboy. Don’t want to look like a femboy either.”  
 
    “Well, honey, then you have only one choice.”  
 
    “Cook something from the freezer? Get take-out?”  
 
    “I don’t have any real food. I always eat out. Take-out sucks around here... pizza and crap food. Besides, you could be without clothes for your whole stay if they don’t find your bags.”  
 
    “So what’s the choice?” 
 
    “Well...” She ran her fingers though my hair. I pushed her hand away. “If I style your hair more fem, we can dress you like me, and I can do your makeup, and poof! No one will know you aren’t a girl. It’ll be fun too.”  
 
    “Skyler!”  
 
    She laughed. “Or we could just sit here and drink all week, I guess. I have breakfast food, but that’s about it. You must be ready for some good food, having traveled all day, eating stuff on the run.”  
 
    “I sure am.” My stomach rumbled.  
 
    Skyler laughed. “See? Your stomach speaks.” She held her hand out to me. “C’mon. Let’s go make you as pretty as you should be, my little femboy buddy.”  
 
    I stood up and tightened my towel. “Stop calling me femboy.”  
 
    “Okay, girl.” She laughed and tugged me down the hall. 
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    She took us into the walk-in closet and began sliding clothes around. “Hmm, I think we should dress alike, and I want to go somewhere nice for dinner, and then we can go out after.”  
 
    “I think dinner will be stressful enough.”  
 
    “Oh, relax.” She held a beige chiffon minidress against me. “That color suits your skin.”  
 
    “How about women’s dress pants?”  
 
    “A dress is more comfortable. You’ll see.”  
 
    She put the dress to the side and took out another similar one, but in black. “I’ll wear black.” She put it aside and selected shoes for us and matching purses. She took it all into the bedroom and put the clothes on the bed.  
 
    She took me into the bathroom, painted my toenails a metallic pink, put long, fake, matching painted nails on my fingers, and showed me how to do my hair and makeup. When we were done, lips painted, sculpted cheeks, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow... I stared at myself, dumbfounded.  
 
    “See?” She felt the front of my towel wrapped around me. “You even think you’re sexy, don’t you?”  
 
    “Oh god.”  
 
    She tugged me by the hand into the bedroom, where the clothes, shoes, and purses lay on the bed.  
 
    She went to the drawers and gathered bras, panties, and hosiery and put them on the bed. She opened the package of pantyhose, then took a small pair of scissors and snipped a piece of the crotch out. “To free Willy.” She laughed. She did the second package, then handed them to me.  
 
    She stripped off her clothes, her firm breasts with hard nipples attracting my eye. She sat down and started putting on the sheer, suntan-colored, expensive-looking pantyhose. “Sit and put yours on.” She tugged my towel free. “Don’t be shy.”  
 
    I rolled up one leg on my fingers like she did and slid it up my freshly shaved leg. It felt like heaven. I did my other leg. By the time I had pulled them up to my crotch, my rod was throbbing in the air.  
 
    “See? Same reaction I get from them. They feel so nice, don’t they?”  
 
    My face flushed. I looked around for panties to put over it. I picked up a beige pair and slid them up. “Hey, there’s no crotch in these.” My whole shaved package was poking out of them and was now framed in beige lace.  
 
    “Of course. Don’t worry. It won’t show in that dress. I have the same kind of panties. They make it look pretty, and they hide the cutout in the pantyhose. It feels wonderful being free under the dress and slipping against the satin lining. You’ll see, princess.” She had hers on, framing her hardness the same way. She handed me a bra and showed me how to clasp it in front and turn it around by doing hers.  
 
    I put it on, and she handed me fillers. “Here, these are the silicone breast-forms I used to use before I had implants. Slip them in and then tug your man-meat up on your chest, and you’ll have cleavage.”  
 
    I did as she said, and I sure did. They looked completely real. I was so aroused by all of it, I couldn’t stop bobbing in the air.  
 
    “Sit and put your dress and shoes on.”  
 
    I did. The fabric of the dress slid deliciously up my legs and over my bottom. I put my arms though the straps and zipped the side zipper. I adjusted my breasts in it. It looked perfect. I bobbed under the dress, feeling the tip rubbing against the silky fabric. It was all so incredibly sensual.  
 
    I sat on the bed and slipped a strappy, high-heeled stiletto on and buckled the ankle strap. I did the other and stood. Once I found my center of gravity, I went to the full-length mirror and turned to and fro, taking myself in. I was a perfectly pretty girl. I throbbed looking at myself in the mirror and looked at the front of the dress. Not a sign of it.  
 
    Skyler came over and took my earrings out. “You can wear a prettier pair of mine.” She put in silver dangling ones and placed a silver necklace with a large heart pendant around my neck and clasped it so it rested just within my cleavage. She clasped bracelets on me and slid rings on my fingers. “Look how pretty you are.”  
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror while she sprayed a delectable perfume under my dress, on my legs, and over my hair. She put the perfume, my wallet, phone, and some lipstick and blush in my purse, and handed it to me. I slung it on my shoulder and hung my thumb on it. I took myself in some more. “Wow.”  
 
    “Yeah, wow. See?” She wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a little peck on the lips. Her perfume wafted to my nose. “Girls like kissing girls, ya know.” She looked into my eyes, her eyes smiling. “You’re so pretty.” She kissed me again, this time longer. I couldn’t help myself, and I gave her a deep kiss, our tongues dancing. She pressed her thigh into my crotch and slid herself against my leg. I felt her hardness and pulled away.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “What’s wrong? You were rubbing yourself against me.”  
 
    “So?”  
 
    “I’m a guy and you’re a guy.”  
 
    “We aren’t anymore. Not tonight we aren’t. Tonight we’re two girls and...” she sang out like the Cyndi Lauper song, “...girls just wanna have fun, hun. Oh, girls just wanna have fun.”  
 
    She laughed and pulled away, dancing around the room and singing it again. “Hoo, oh my, made myself dizzy. Ready to go to dinner, Casey girl?”  
 
    I laughed at her. She was still my old buddy who always made me feel good. I went to her and hugged her. “Good to see you, Skyler. I missed you.”  
 
    “Me too.” She took my hand. “Let’s go find some hot guys.”  
 
    “Guys? No way! Just dinner.”  
 
    “Whatever.” 
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    “Reservations for Skyler and Casey?” Skyler asked the maître d’, who looked at his iPad.  
 
    He touched the screen a few times then said, “Right on time. You asked for a leisurely dinner and requested a couch on the patio facing the woods, correct?”  
 
    “Yes,” Skyler said and nodded.  
 
    “Right this way, ladies.” He led us through the restaurant and onto the patio, where our heels clicked with each step, and men and women looked up and smiled at us.  
 
    We took our seats together. I crossed my legs, tugged the hem of my dress down on my thighs, and placed my purse next to me.  
 
    Skyler sniffed the air. “Mmm, I can smell the forest. It smells so fresh.” 
 
    “It does. I love how the trees are so large, and we can see off into the woods and not just into a wall of green. Oh, look, there’s a family of deer.”  
 
    Our waiter came over and we ordered drinks.  
 
    Skyler glided her hand on my stockinged thigh. “How are you doing, Casey?”  
 
    “Fine. It’s very weird, of course. I feel so vulnerable dressed like this, but it’s a nice kind of vulnerable, not a scary one. And your hand feels so exquisite on my leg with these stockings on. It’s so sensual.” I placed my hand on hers on my thigh and squeezed it. “I guess I should say thank you for having me do this. It’s very... intriguing.”  
 
    “Good.”  
 
    “Drinks, ladies.” Our handsome waiter placed them on the end tables for us. “Will you be dining?”  
 
    “Absolutely,” Skyler said, and the waiter handed us menus.  
 
    “We can serve entrees out here, but I can also get you a table if you’d rather. Or we have a variety of tapas that are more suited to eating right here. I’ll be back when you’re ready.”  
 
    Skyler toasted, “To you deepening your experience of being a woman.”  
 
    I clinked and sipped. “Not sure how much deeper I want to go with this, but... to us.” We clinked again and sipped.  
 
    I bounced the foot of my crossed leg, squeezing my hard-on in the satin lining of the dress. It was an entrancing experience. I’d never felt so alive.  
 
    Skyler snickered and smiled. “Makes you horny, doesn’t it? I mean, it’s hard not to feel like that.” She was doing the same thing I was.  
 
    I laughed. “We’re like two adolescent boys wearing their mother’s clothes.”  
 
    Skyler glared. “No. We’re much more like young ladies full of sensuality and amorousness. Two very classy young ladies. Stop insulting me by saying things like that.”  
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.” I kissed her lips lightly and slid my hand on her thigh. “You feel so nice.”  
 
    She slid hers on mine. “So do you. I can’t wait until you’re ready for me to make love to you.”  
 
    “Uh, Skyler, please.”  
 
    “I know what you’re thinking. I did say when you’re ready. We just need to break a few paradigms of yours first.”  
 
    We sat there and enjoyed wine and tapas in the clean fresh breezes from the forest, immersed in the utter sensuality of how we were dressed and looked. I was in love with Skyler. I guess I always had been, but now she seemed so much more powerful, confident, put together. Not to mention, she was stunning to look at.  
 
    “You are truly beautiful this way, Skyler.” I gazed at her lovingly and brushed a hair aside on her forehead.  
 
    She tilted her head. “Thank you. I was hoping you’d feel that way about me. Now we can be free to love each other, rather than just being best friends like we were. Even if your suitcases show up and you go back to being the old you. Would you do that?”  
 
    “Probably. I mean, this isn’t me.”  
 
    “It isn’t? If you made that mistake and went back to masquerading as a guy, would you be okay having me for your girlfriend? Or wife?”  
 
    “Wait, mistake? You think I should do what you did?”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Give me more time. And yes, if I went back to being the old me...” I looked deep into her eyes. “You’d still be my best friend... and I don’t think I could help myself from...” I gazed off into the woods. Her hand massaged my thigh, and she looked at me closely while she waited.  
 
    I turned back to her. 
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    I smiled at Skyler. “So, can we go home after dinner?”  
 
    “Casey! You didn’t finish.” She squeezed my thigh hard. 
 
    “Ouch!”  
 
    “Finish!” 
 
    “Finish what?”  
 
    “Damn you, Casey! Answer my question. If you went back to being the old you, would you have me for a girlfriend or wife?  
 
    I kissed her lips lightly, and she pulled away, glaring at me.  
 
    “Tell me!”  
 
    “Okay. Wife. Will you marry me?”  
 
    Her eyes lit up and she wrapped her arms around me and hugged and kissed me. “Yes, yes, yes, a million times, yes.”  
 
    I laughed. “I never thought I’d be marrying my best friend when I came out to visit him. But he’s become more than a best friend, and I love her even more.” I kissed her deeply on the lips.  
 
    We sat back, and Skyler rested her head on my shoulder. “I love you so much.”  
 
    “I love you too. You made it possible for me to say it to you.”  
 
    We ordered a series of seven tapas along with small pours of wine with each. The pairings they devised for the different dishes were perfect. We followed with absinthe drips and then espressos. By the time we were done, I was refreshed, satisfied, buzzed, alert, and horny as a goat.  
 
    “So, princess,” Sky said, “what’s next? Wouldn’t it be fun for us to go dancing? It’s much more fun in heels and a dress than in our old clothes.” She had a grin and her eyes sparkled. Her hand ran through my hair, her head tilted. “Please? I think you’ll love it.”  
 
    “But—”  
 
    “Don’t worry about guys. They won’t be a problem.”  
 
    “Promise?”  
 
    “Promise. Not a problem at all.”  
 
    “Okay.” I paid the bill while she cleaned up some text messages. All I wanted now was to be with her at home, but I couldn’t deny her the treat of dancing, since she seemed so enthusiastic about it and she promised me men wouldn’t be a problem.  
 
    “There. All caught up on texts.” She grinned like a Cheshire cat. “This is going to be so much fun for us. It’ll open your eyes to a new world of pleasure. Truly enlightening. Something new for you to indulge in—even better than the dinner we just had.”  
 
    She took me by the hand, and we walked out to the valet. I couldn’t imagine dancing would be such an enlightening experience, but evidently Skyler loved it.  
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    I watched her driving as the new girl she was to me. She was even more stunning. She glanced at me, my legs crossed, my hands in my lap. She smiled. “Still hard under that dress, Casey?”  
 
    My face flushed and I nodded.  
 
    “Feel free to wrap it in the lining of the dress and let it slip against it. It feels so nice. Go ahead. It’s okay. I want you to. It’s part of the evening’s newly available pleasures. Do it for me. Be a good girl.”  
 
    I couldn’t resist. It was heavenly. I had to be careful, though.  
 
    She glanced and smiled at me. “That’s a good girl. I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself like you deserve to. It shows me you trust me, and we can both share in the other’s pleasure. I am going to be your wife, after all.”  
 
    The ride went quickly; I held Skyler’s hand while she drove and caressed myself through the dress. When we got there, I was solidly filled with sensuality throughout my body and under my dress.  
 
    We were carded at the door. 120-beats-per-minute music thumped a primal, sexual beat, driving arousal, happiness, sensuality, and amorousness—talk about subliminal influence. Tyler scanned the place as she led me by the hand through the musically impassioned crowd. I was affected by it in my current state probably more than any of them. I throbbed under my dress, and the tip rubbed the silky lining. It was divine.  
 
    She stopped walking, looking around.  
 
    I leaned down to her and spoke into her ear. “I don’t think we’ll get a seat. Wanna go home?”  
 
    “Don’t worry. We’ll find something.”  
 
    She continued to walk toward the back, away from the loud music of the dance floor, the packed tables, and the bar area to a section with curved booths and dimmed lights and candles on the tables.  
 
    Skyler pointed “There. See, we have a seat.” She tugged on my hand. I held her back.  
 
    “Wait. There are two guys there. You said we weren’t going to be with guys.”  
 
    “No, I didn’t. I said they wouldn’t be a problem, and they won’t be. Suck it up, girl, and don’t be such a sissy.” She tugged my hand and led us to the booth.  
 
    “Hi, guys! Mind if we join you? I’m Skyler and this is Casey.”  
 
    I smiled and said hi. They stood, held their hands out and introduced themselves, shaking my hand.  
 
    “Hi, John. Hi, Bill. Nice to meet you both,” I said. They motioned for us to slide into the booth. Shit. We’d be between the two of them.  
 
    I slid into the booth, holding the short hem of my dress under me as I did, and Skyler slid in from the other side. We met in the middle, and the guys slid in beside us.  
 
    “It’s really busy tonight, isn’t it? Glad we got the booth early.”  
 
    “Yes. Perfect timing. I’m glad you found one. Now we have some company, and we don’t have to stand in the crowd getting drinks spilled on us. Right, Casey?”  
 
    My heart raced in my chest as Bill, sitting next to me, leaned in toward us, and his hard thigh pressed against mine. “Uh, yeah, right.” He smiled and nodded as he took me in and said, “It would be a shame for you girls to get drinks splashed on those beautiful dresses. You both look so stunning.” His bright eyes flitted around my face. I wondered if he knew I was a fake.  
 
    I gave him a closed-lipped smile. “Thanks. That’s kind of you to say.”  
 
    The waitress came over and we all ordered drinks.  
 
    His hand pressed on my stockinged thigh, and he looked into my eyes as he said, “Not kind. Truthful. You’re beautiful. So pretty.” He slid his hand up my thigh. I crossed my legs and tucked myself between them. His hand slid on my top leg. “So silky too. Most women don’t even wear stockings. I love them.”  
 
    “Oh, do you? What’s your favorite brand to wear?”  
 
    He laughed and moved himself closer to me, pressing his hips and thigh against mine and said, “Silly girl. I don’t wear them. I love you wearing them, though—they must feel nice to wear.”  
 
    “They do. You should try it.”  
 
    “I would if I wasn’t six foot three. I’d look pretty silly in them, I think. If I could even find any to fit.”  
 
    “True.” I laughed at the thought of it.  
 
    Our drinks showed up. I immediately downed the one she brought and ordered another.  
 
    Bill raised his eyebrows at me and said, “Wow. Thirsty girl. Must be in the mood to party tonight.”  
 
    “Uh, yeah.”  
 
    Skyler, her one hand under the table with John’s, lifted her drink to me. “That’s okay, Casey. Enjoy yourself. We’re on vacation and it’s your birthday.”  
 
    “It is?”  
 
    “Of course.” She looked at each of them. “It’s her birthday in a special, double-secret kind of way.” She winked at me and giggled.  
 
    The guys lifted their drinks to me. “Happy birthday, Casey.”  
 
    Bill’s hand slid on my thigh again and squeezed it. “Gosh, this is great, isn’t it? What a night.”  
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
    “Wanna dance?”  
 
    I looked at Skyler. She nodded quickly with her eyes wide open. “Let’s.”  
 
    The guys let us out of the booth, then they took each of us by the hand and led us though the crowd to the dance floor. We found openings in the middle and began to dance. It was more fun in heels and a dress. I could feel my breasts jiggling and the dress caressing my thighs and my hardness beneath it. The heels made me move much nicer too.  
 
    Bill and John were pretty darn good-looking guys, not like Skyler and I were. I mean, they were handsome men, and I could see they liked us from the hardness in their pants. It was somehow flattering and arousing to see them react like that.  
 
    After we had our fill of dancing, they led us back to our booth. We slid in the same way we’d been before. Skyler spoke softly into my ear. “Having fun?”  
 
    “Not bad. I’m relaxed enough to enjoy it. Just worried Bill or John might find out we’re fakes.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s so easy. They won’t. Just control the situation and don’t let them find out. Men are so easy. You’ll see.”  
 
    I felt Bill’s big hand on my thigh and quickly crossed my legs again, trapping myself between my thighs. I turned to him. “Thanks for the dance. That was fun.”  
 
    “Glad you enjoyed it. I did too. You were so hot to watch. You move so sexily.” His hand squeezed my thigh. He took my hand from my lap and placed it on his crotch, pressing my palm on his hardness. My heart raced. “See how sexy you are?” My eyes burst wide open.  
 
    I could feel how large he was as he pressed his hips up while holding my palm on it. “Don’t look so shocked. I’m sure all guys react like this to you. I’m just giving you a compliment.”  
 
    I couldn’t resist squeezing it through his pants, feeling the thickness and heft of it.  
 
    “That’s it,” he said. “Feel how happy you make me.”  
 
    He took his hand from mine on his lap and slid it on my thigh, trying to press it between my legs. I clenched them tight. “Uh, thanks.” I took my hand from him, waved the waitress over, and ordered another drink. His hand remained in place on my leg, driving me wild with his caresses. I throbbed between my legs and bounced a foot under the table, making myself even more aroused.  
 
    I watched Skyler, who was obviously playing with John beneath the table while she smiled, and they talked like old friends. I looked around the place. No one cared—the tablecloths went almost to the floor, and no one could see. I thought about how exciting it was to feel Bill’s compliment for my allure, and I throbbed some more. It wasn’t bad at all. It was very exciting, actually. But I couldn’t allow him to find out what I was. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Casey?” he asked as his hand glided on my leg.  
 
    “Nothing. Just observing everyone.”  
 
    “Yeah, I like people-watching too. I really like watching you.”  
 
    I turned to look into his eyes—bright smiling eyes above a flash of teeth. His head tilted, and he ran a finger across my forehead, moving some stray hairs. “Love your hair too. Love all of you. Let me make you feel good like you were making me feel good. I owe you.” He slid his hand, trying to get me to open my legs.  
 
    “Uh...that’s okay. Just caress my leg and let me make you feel good. That feels really nice.”  
 
    I put my hand back under the table and squeezed him through his pants. He looked around, then reached under the table, unzipping and opening his pants. He pulled out his whole package and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. “There, now you can get a better grip on it. Your hand is so soft.”  
 
    I smiled nervously at him. My drink came, and I downed half of it, adding to my buzz and helping my heart to slow. I stroked him, looking into his eyes. The music thumped in the background, lubricating my arousal further.  
 
    “Mmm, yes, Casey. That’s so nice.” His hand tried to get between my legs again but couldn’t. I had to get him taken care of, or eventually he’d get between them and find my secret and kill us both.  
 
    I looked over at Skyler. She was gone. I panicked. John smiled and pointed under the table, his arms resting on the back of the booth. I felt a tug on my dress and lifted the tablecloth. Sky was smiling and waved for me to join her. I looked around and slid under. She whispered to me, “The safest bet is to suck him off. Then he’ll stop trying to get between our legs. You can do it.”  
 
    She went between John’s legs and grabbed him, then sucked him up, her head bobbing on it, her hands working it and his shaved globes.  
 
    I took a deep breath and knelt on my napkin, which I’d placed on the floor between Bill’s legs. I reached for his cock and wrapped both hands around it. I stroked it with both hands—gazing at my long, painted nails as my fingers wrapped around his thick, velvety shaft. I couldn’t believe it was me doing that to him, but as I looked at my hands, it looked perfectly natural, like a girl with her boyfriend.  
 
    He touched my head, trying to get me to take it into my mouth. I stared at it and moved closer. I sniffed his cologne. I tentatively licked the tip with my tongue, and he twitched. I tasted a bit of saltiness. I licked it again, running my tongue around the head. 
 
    His hands grabbed my head and pulled me closer. I opened my mouth and tried to engulf the head. My lips spread wide, taking it in while I ran my tongue around it. He moved my head so all of it was in my mouth. I squeezed it and stroked it with both hands and bobbed my head on it.  
 
    It was a strange sensation—him squeezing my head and thrusting lightly through my hands and into my face. The soft, firm, silky skin slid on my tongue and lips while I throbbed under my dress, my tip rubbing the fabric and oozing.  
 
    It impassioned me immensely to be arousing him so much. It was as if my mouth had sexual nerve endings; it felt so good to have him inside it. I immersed myself in the process and multiplied my efforts to maximize his pleasure.  
 
    He responded with little thrusts and a good grip on my head. I could tell he was loving it as much as I was. His fingers wrapped tightly in my hair and held me fast, and then all of a sudden, he stopped thrusting.  
 
    I felt his shaft swell as the first gush made it through my hands and into my mouth. I swallowed it greedily, thrilled at what I had achieved. I ran my tongue around his shaft, and he held it there for me while I swallowed one gush after another. My body tensed and I lifted slightly, pressing the tip of my rigidness against the satin lining of my dress. While he was in his last spurts, I started spurting. I swallowed his last remnants, ran my tongue around his fantastic pole, and he withdrew it from my face.  
 
    I caught my breath beneath the table, realizing what I had just done. I was disgusted with myself. I slid back up, feeling the wet fabric of my dress against my thigh. My face was flushed. I couldn’t look at him. I grabbed my purse and muttered, “I, uh, excuse me. I have to...” I ran off to the ladies’ room.  
 
    Skyler was seated with John when I went past her, and her eyes widened with concern.  
 
    In the bathroom, I took a stall. I wiped off my stockings and dress and flushed the tissue. I went back out, washed my hands, and checked my lipstick and hair in the mirror. My eyes welled up, but I held back the tears.  
 
    Skyler appeared alongside me, her hand on my shoulder. She looked at me in the mirror. “What’s wrong, Casey? What happened?”  
 
    I struggled to unchoke myself so I could talk, my hands waving. I held up a finger and looked at her through my blurry eyes.  
 
    “Are you crying? Please, don’t cry.” She rubbed my shoulder. “Relax and tell me what’s wrong.”  
 
    I nodded. Took deep breaths. I settled down.  
 
    “There. That’s a good girl. Now, tell me what I can do.”  
 
    “Nothing. I uh. I just...”  
 
    “Did you do what I did to John? Did you make Bill feel really, really good?”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Good girl! So what’s wrong?”  
 
    I looked around the empty bathroom and then lifted my hem, showing her my now limp self and the wet spots on my stockings and lining. I lowered the dress again. “I can’t believe I did that. I feel so dirty and freaky. A guy masquerading as a girl. I even got so excited by doing it...I must be gay. I feel like an idiot.”  
 
    “Oh, honey. It’s okay. You don’t need to feel bad. You should feel good. Bill showed you how sexy and exciting you are. You showed yourself how wonderfully good it can be to satisfy a real man that way. It’s all part of you growing up and becoming who you are inside.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Why do you think I want to be like that?”  
 
    “Casey, you’re just like me. We always have been. Stop denying your true self. You’re not a femboy anymore—you’re a girl now. You just need to accept it.”  
 
    “I want to go home. I feel so stupid.”  
 
    “Okay, we will.”  
 
    She took her phone out and texted, then put it back. “Sorry, had to take care of that. Let me pee and we can go.” 
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    In the car, I looked out the window, my legs folded to the side, my hands resting in my lap, the wetness of my dress lining reminding me of what I had done. My mind raced. I had to take care of this, and I had to get back to normal.  
 
    Skyler’s hand slid across and tried to grasp mine on the console. I pulled it away. “I need space.”  
 
    “It’s okay, honey. Just relax. Stop that senseless chatter in your head and relax. Stop listening to that negative self-talk. Don’t be such a sissy.” She gave a little laugh. “Or maybe I should say, relax and be the sissy you are, like the sissy I am. A happy sissy who loves to please real men.”  
 
     “Oh god, Skyler! You have no emotional IQ. Why do you think I’d want to be called a sissy? I’m done with this experiment. Done for good.”  
 
    “Okay, okay. I’m sorry. I really am. I’ll give you time. I love you. We’re going to get married. Right?”  
 
    I looked at her. I couldn’t lose her. “Of course. Man and wife.”  
 
    I looked out the window. “Tomorrow we get me some jeans and a shirt and shoes, and guys’ underwear so I don’t have to be this way until my bags arrive. I need to stabilize.”  
 
    “Okay, honey. I can go out and get them for you if you want.”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    We got home. “You have any smokes? I need a drink too. I have to stop my mind from racing around.”  
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    I mixed a drink while she dug in a drawer and found a pack of Virginia Slims. “Want one?”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    I made a drink for her, and we went out on the patio. We sat together on the wicker couch. I crossed my legs, feeling the silky stockings slip against each other. Skyler handed me the pack of smokes and a lighter. I lit one, looking at my long, painted nails as my fingers held the feminine smoke. I took a deep drag, feeling the rush of nicotine, and I blew out the smoke in rings. “I may have to start smoking again. This feels so good.” I sipped my drink.  
 
    Skyler took the pack from me and lit one. “Mmm, they are wonderful. I’m so glad I can just smoke them now and then. Maybe you’ll be able to too.”  
 
    “I plan on it. Just this one for now.” I took a deep drag. “God, I feel so much better now. Thank you. This drink will calm me too.”  
 
    “Good. See? You just need to adjust a little.”  
 
    I bounced my crossed leg, enjoying the feeling and the breeze as it blew on my legs. “Yeah, I’ll adjust by being the old me.”  
 
    “Casey. Really? Look at you. Bouncing your leg in your heels, loving the feeling of the silky stockings on your legs, holding your cigarette and drink with your pinky out. Most certainly smelling your fragrant perfume on you. There, that now. The way you moved your cigarette to your drink hand so you could flip your hair and feel your earring. This is you and... even not being aroused, it’s you.”  
 
    I took a deep breath, feeling my breasts heave on my chest and seeing the cleavage I had. I looked at the pretty rings on my fingers, loving how my hands looked so nice with them and the painted nails.  
 
    “That’s it. Think about it, honey. I’m right and you know it. Tell me you aren’t more comfortable this way. Look me in the eye and tell me.” Her hand fell to my thigh and she caressed it.  
 
    “Uh, well, maybe this is more comfortable and more pleasant. Maybe it feels nice to be this way.” I looked into her lovely eyes as she gazed lovingly at me, her head tilted. “But... it isn’t me.”  
 
    She smirked. Sipped her drink. Dragged on her smoke and blew out a long stream. She shook her head. “We’ll see. You enjoyed tonight. All you have to do is admit that and admit that you’re really a girl inside, and all your internal conflicts will disappear.” She patted my leg and kissed my lips lightly. “I love you either way.” She slugged down her drink. “Ready to go to sleep? All this stress has made me very tired. You must be too.”  
 
    I emptied my drink and stood. I took her by the hand and she got to her feet. We hugged, her breasts crushing mine. “I am. Let’s go.”  
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    When I woke in the morning, a pair of jeans and a white shirt were laid out on the chair in the bedroom, along with a pair of loafers and some black socks. I showered quickly and put them on, put in my black stud earrings, then went to the kitchen.  
 
    Skyler beamed at me and put her arms out to give me a hug. Her wonderful perfume wafted to my nose. I smelled her fresh hair. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me lightly on the lips, then leaned back and smiled at me. “I see you found the clothes. I found the jeans in my Salvation Army bag. Even though they’re girls’, they don’t look so much like they are, and I thought the blouse and shoes looked more like men’s clothes too. Will they work for you?”  
 
    I laughed. “I guess. Still wearing panties though.”  
 
    “Feeling better this morning?”  
 
    “Much.” I looked in the pan. “Mmm. Thanks for breakfast. That looks delectable.”  
 
    “You’re welcome. Grab some coffee and juice. It’ll be done in a second.”  
 
    I filled a cup and a glass and sat at the table, watching her. She was wearing a denim mini, beige tank top, and some beige, high wedge shoes, looking as gorgeous as ever. She wore a flower in her hair. She was all woman. Not a hint of male in her.  
 
    She placed a plate before me and sat with hers. She smiled and we started eating. She watched me as she chewed then said, “You put your hair in a ponytail.”  
 
    “More male.”  
 
    “You still look like you could be a girl, you know.”  
 
    I held my hand out to her, showing her my fake painted nails. “These definitely make me look like a girl. How do I get them off?”  
 
    “Well, you can soak them or take the chance of wrecking your nails by popping them off.”  
 
    “What do you have to soak them in?”  
 
    “We’d need a bunch of nail polish remover. I have only a little. We could get some, I guess.”  
 
    “Good.”  
 
    We finished eating and I took a smoke from the pack of Virginia Slims in the drawer and took it outside with me. We sat in the sunshine, the fragrance of the lilac bush soothing me. I lit the cigarette.  
 
    “What? Still nervous, honey?”  
 
    “No, just want the pleasure, that’s all.”  
 
    She watched me smoke it as she sipped her coffee. “Shouldn’t you be holding that like a man if you’re going to masquerade as one? And what about how you’re sitting? Maybe you should lower your pinky while sipping your coffee too.”  
 
    “Oh, Skyler.” I tried to adjust my mannerisms. I crossed an ankle on my other knee, pulled in my pinky, adjusted my cigarette. “Better?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Is it? I prefer you the other way, but you’re the one who wants to be macho.” She ran her hands on her silky thighs. “This sun feels so nice on my legs. You should take your pants off and get some sun.”  
 
    “That’s okay.” I watched her lean back and feel the sun on her face. She pulled her skirt up until the bottom of her pink panties showed, exposing more leg to the sun. I throbbed in my panties.  
 
    Her head back on the chair with her eyes closed, Sky said, “So, what do you feel like doing today? We can go to the park, the river walk, go shopping, hang out here, see a movie, go to the museum, go out for a long lunch. Whatever you feel like. What does my big strong man want to do, hmm?” She licked her painted lips, lifted her head, and looked at me.  
 
    “I just want to be with you as myself. That’s all.”  
 
    “We can get some groceries, and you can be a man and do some grilling. We could smoke some ribs, cook some corn, drink iced tea and wine and drinks later.”  
 
    “That sounds nice. I’d love that. A nice leisurely day with my buddy.”  
 
    “Yeah. Okay. Let’s go shopping and then we can come home, and I can get dressed real nice for my boyfriend and our private garden party.”  
 
    “Get dressed, huh?”  
 
    “Yes. I like being dressed sexy and pretty. Especially with you. I wanna look my best.”  
 
    “Am I okay in these clothes then?”  
 
    “Sure, you look very cute. Cute like a girl trying to masquerade as a boy.”  
 
    “Skyler!”  
 
    “Whatever.” She laughed.  
 
    We finished our coffees and went to the store. With my hands in my pockets, I said to the butcher at the meat counter, “I’ll take two racks of the baby backs, please.”  
 
    “Yes, miss.”  
 
    Skyler laughed and jabbed me in the ribs. I gave her a smirk and took the ribs from him. “Thank you.”  
 
    “Anything else, miss?” he asked, smiling at me.  
 
    “No, thanks.”  
 
    We moved on and went to the bakery, where I got the same type of reception. Then at the cash register from a girl. Then buying alcohol and smokes at another shop. By the time we were done, Skyler was happy as hell. “So, pretty girl, I think that guy you bought the bourbon from was pretty hot for you. He was cute too.”  
 
    “Oh, stop it, Skyler. It’s these damn nails.”  
 
    “You had your hands in your pockets, princess. C’mon. I know you get those types of reactions all the time. You have to. It’s how you look with those pretty eyelashes and that soft face. You couldn’t even grow a beard if you wanted to, could you?”  
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “Then why not enjoy being a girl? It’s what you like better.” She lifted the last bag from the cart into the trunk. 
 
    “Let’s go home.”  
 
    I watched her drive, her sexy legs, her breasts rubbing her arm when she turned the wheel. Her pretty, painted nails on the steering wheel. I knew how nice it felt to be her. What is my problem? My problem is I’m a man... Aren’t I?” 
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    We put the groceries away, and I prepared the ribs and the tinfoil packets of mesquite chips to smoke them. I got them started on the grill to smoke all afternoon. We made a salad together and a pitcher of iced tea.  
 
    “I’ll get changed now, okay, Casey?”  
 
    “Sure. I’ll be on the patio.”  
 
    I took another Virginia Slim and an iced tea out and sat down, watching as the smoke began to drift upward from the grill. The smell of the mesquite leant a relaxed, lazy feeling to the day. I looked at my long, painted fingernails as I smoked the cig. They were so sexy and pretty. Then I remember we forgot to get more nail polish remover so I could soak them off. Oh well. No one else would see me today.  
 
    Skyler came out dressed in ultra-high heels, sheer thigh-high stockings; I could just see the lace tops under a short, revealing clubbing dress. She was hard beneath it, and it showed, pressed up against her. I could even make out the shape of the head under the thin fabric. My jaw dropped.  
 
    “How do I look? Is it too obvious for you, me looking like this?” She rubbed herself through the dress with her palm while she licked her lips.  
 
    I shook my head. “Uh, no. I mean, it’s what you are... I mean, you look stunning, erotic, beautiful.”  
 
    She sat next to me and poured herself an iced tea. Her perfume merged with the sweet smell of mesquite. She placed her hand on my thigh and leaned in to give me a gentle peck on the lips. “Good. I’m glad you’re beginning to accept who I am now. Maybe it’ll help you accept who you really are.”  
 
    “I know who I am.”  
 
    “Really?” She sat back, looking me in the eye, and squeezed her breast through the dress. She pinched her nipple. She caressed her stockinged leg. “Ungh, this feels so good. Why don’t you go and get dressed, little girl?”  
 
    I took a deep breath, stood, and field-stripped my smoke, then put the butt in the bushes. I turned to her. “Because I might do things I don’t want to do, like I did with Bill. And then I’ll regret it again.”  
 
    “That’s because you’re letting your old paradigms define who you are. I’ll stop. Sit with me and let’s enjoy this beautiful day.”  
 
    I sat and she leaned her head on my shoulder. I took my hand and placed it on her leg, then slid it. “Caress me, honey,” she murmured. “You know how good it feels to have someone do that.”  
 
    I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her close while I caressed her silky leg. I remembered how good it felt to me to have that done. I remembered the whole experience. Everything about it. I thought about how I made Bill feel, and I throbbed in my panties as I remembered wetting my dress while I swallowed his passion for me.  
 
    Skyler rubbed me through my pants. “See? It’s exciting you, thinking about being a girl last night. Thinking about how good it felt wearing girls’ clothing. That made you think about the excitement you had with Bill. How enamored he was with you. Right? How you loved consuming his passion?” I throbbed in my pants, and she squeezed it tight.  
 
    My face flushed. “Uh...”  
 
    “Admit it. All girls love to do that.”  
 
    “Skyler!” I stood up and moved a new smoke pack into the grill and closed the lid. I turned back to her.  
 
    She pointed to my hard-on in my jeans. “Busted again!” She laughed. “You just like to fight with yourself. Go get dressed. I’ll call Bill and John and invite them over.”  
 
    “What? You have their numbers?”  
 
    “Of course. I’ve known them a long time.”  
 
    “You set me up!”  
 
    “I didn’t want to find you someone unclean, or someone who wouldn’t understand our special parts beneath our dresses. I have several other handsome, understanding friends as well, if Bill didn’t suit you.”  
 
    “I sucked him off to keep him from finding out.”  
 
    “See? It worked. You had to distract him from you. That was your initial motivation. But now you know that they know what we are—and how they love it. We can just call them up and they’d come over.”  
 
    I sat back down next to her. “You deceived me.”  
 
    “Just a little. It worked. You loved it until your old self came back.”  
 
    I held my head in my hands.  
 
    “Don’t be upset, silly. Go change and I’ll invite them over.”  
 
    “No. I don’t want them here right now.”  
 
    “Well, then just go change at least.” 
 
    “No. Want a drink? It’s cocktail hour.”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    I made us drinks. We sat out on the patio enjoying the weather, and Skyler stayed away from the subject. I watched her as she uprooted some weeds and picked a flower, sniffed it, and put it in her hair, walked around in her heels, sat, and caressed her legs. It drove me nuts seeing how good she felt being herself as I sat there in jeans and loafers.  
 
    We ate dinner and drank espressos as the sun set. I caressed her, kissing her, feeling her breasts, her stroking me and rubbing me. She unzipped my pants and took me in her mouth. I watched as she enjoyed pleasing me while looking up in my eyes. I remembered how good it was when I did that to Bill and imagined it again. “Ungh, stop, stop.” I pulled her head off.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “I don’t want to finish. I want to make love to you like a man would.”  
 
    She kissed me deeply on the lips, then stood and took me by the hand. “I can’t wait.” She led me into the bedroom.  
 
    I stripped off my clothes and slid onto the satin sheets where she was lying back on the pillow, smiling up at me, her arms out. I slid between her legs, pushing them back by her thighs. She pulled aside her panties, her rod springing into the air. She reached to the nightstand and lubed my shaft, then guided me toward her.  
 
    I pressed the tip against her as I looked into her eyes. She pushed her hips toward me, and I slid part way in. We both pressed together, and I made it past the gate and into her. She let out a little gasp, as did I.  
 
    “Uh, god, you feel so good.” I stroked her hair.  
 
    I squeezed her breasts and she looked up at me, her heels flailing in the air as I thrusted into her. She said, “Make love to me, honey. Fill me with your passion.”  
 
    I humped her like a rabbit, my breath choppy from the exertion, whimpering with joy, looking into her eyes. I could see her shaft at the edge of my vision, making circles in the air with pearl drops flying off.  
 
    We locked eyes, and Skyler’s went wide. “That’s it. That’s it, baby, don’t stop... I’m almost there,” she whimpered. “Hmm, huh… uh, yes.”  
 
    I couldn’t hold back anymore. I rammed her hard and deep and held it there. I looked down. Skyler was shooting strings of pearls onto her belly and stockings as I swelled and shrank inside her, shooting my love for her into her, our bodies tense, her toes pointed in her heels above her head.  
 
    I collapsed on her bare breasts, and we both struggled to catch our breaths. I kissed her cheeks all over. She stroked my hair. “That was fabulous. You made me feel like a woman. Thank you.”  
 
    I laughed. “It was fantastic. I felt connected to you.”  
 
    “Oh, honey, you should feel what I felt. That was fantastic, and talk about a connection! Having you deep inside me when you release all your passion into me is a feeling beyond compare. You need to experience it.”  
 
    “Huh? No way. That’s gross.”  
 
    “Was it gross for you?”  
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Then why would it be gross?”  
 
    “Having someone in there seems dirty. Besides, I’m a guy.”  
 
    She chortled. “Again, huh? Okay. I know what to do. Don’t worry, your best buddy and wife has it all figured out. We can talk about it tomorrow. Go to sleep, my love. I want to fall into the bliss you just now created for us, in my dreams.” 
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    I woke in the morning, checked the front door for my baggage, which wasn’t there, then showered, put on a silky robe, a pair of Skyler’s flip-flops, and made us breakfast.  
 
    Skyler came out still dressed from the night before and clicked in her heels around the kitchen, making coffee and setting the table. We sat down to eat.  
 
    “Sleep well, my love?” she asked.  
 
    “Very. Like on a cloud.”  
 
    “Me too. Sweet dreams too. You were in girl mode again and loving it. You were being made love to and beside yourself with joy and pleasure. It was beautiful.”  
 
    “Sounds like a nightmare not a dream.”  
 
    “Oh, come now. You know how good it feels to be me. You must wonder how good it feels to be made love to.”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders and gave her a closed-lipped smile while I chewed. I went back to eating.  
 
    “Oh, you. Okay. Today’s gonna be a good day. We’re together.”  
 
    “Right. Together.”  
 
    We finished eating and cleaned up. Skyler wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned back. “You’re so short without heels.” She giggled and kissed my lips quickly a few times. “But so cute.”  
 
    I laughed and slapped her bottom. “Be good.”  
 
    “I am. Now go take a poop, shower, and use the attachment in the shower. You need to see how good it feels to be really clean.” 
 
    “Attachment?”  
 
    “Yeah, the one hanging there. It’s a butt cleaner. Try it. You’ll like it. Just poop first. Trust me. Do your usual routine shaving and all, and then do that.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “If you insist.”  
 
    “I insist. If you do that, I’ll give you a morning treeeeat.” She licked her lips, then made her cheek poke out with her tongue.  
 
    “Mmm, how could I resist that?”  
 
    I showered and did as she asked. It felt good to be so clean. I dried my hair, put on fresh panties and socks and my jean-and-shirt outfit. I went out on the patio, where Skyler was reading the news on her phone, bouncing a heel over her leg, and sipping a mug of coffee. She looked up smiling. “All clean?”  
 
    “Yup. It felt good too.”  
 
    “Good.” She had me come over to her, then unzipped my jeans and lowered them and my panties to my ankles. With her wonderful talents and her gorgeous face, she looked into my eyes and made quick work of emptying me into her mouth. I struggled to keep my knees from buckling when I whimpered. As soon as she was done, I sat down.  
 
    Before I could pull my pants up, she slipped a plastic ring around my balls. 
 
    “Hey, what’s that?”  
 
    “Shut up, stay still, and think of baseball.”  
 
    She slid a plastic hood with a hole in it over my shaft, pressing it down until I shrank and they met. She padlocked the device together. “There. No more playing with that for a while.”  
 
    “Why’re you doing this?”  
 
    “You’ll see. Get on the couch on your knees.”  
 
    “Let me pull my pants up.”  
 
    “No. Crawl up there.”  
 
    I did. Soon I felt a wet, cold something slip between my butt cheeks and then push into my ass.  
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    “Relax.”  
 
    She pumped it up with a bulb, making it swell inside me, then removed the hose. “Okay, stand up.”  
 
    I stood and pulled up my panties and pants and tucked my shirt in. “What do you have up your sleeve? Why are you doing this to me?”  
 
    “It’s training. It’ll break your old paradigms and free you to decide what’s better for you without all your silly prejudices. I’m sorry, but it had to be done so you can see more clearly.”  
 
    I took a deep breath and sat beside her. She took her phone out, tapped it a few times, and the plug inside me hummed silently to life. It gave me pulses of vibration as Skyler looked at me and changed the settings on her phone.  
 
    “Ungh, god.” I grabbed the side of the couch.  
 
    “Good?”  
 
    “Ugh, a little much.” I shuddered in the seat.  
 
    She flicked her fingers on her phone again. “Better?”  
 
    “Good.”  
 
    “Feels nice, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “Weird nice.”  
 
    “Good. Ready to be a girl again?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Follow me.” She led me into the house and into the great room. She had me sit in the recliner. She started laughing wildly. The next thing I knew she had me tied up, with the knots in back of the chair. “There.”  
 
    She turned on the TV and navigated to a web site, then let it run. “Watch this until you’re ready to be a girl like you’re meant to be. I’m gonna shower and change.”  
 
    “No, wait.”  
 
    She left. I watched sissy hypnos, interviews with gorgeous girls like Skyler who told their stories and how they found themselves, more sissy hypnos. I was swelled in my cage and oozing from it into my panties, the plug cycling and sending ripples of pleasure into me.  
 
    Skyler came out, stretching. “Sorry, I figured I’d take a nap, seeing you didn’t want to do anything today.”  
 
    “I didn’t say that.”  
 
    “But you did when you said you wouldn’t be the girl inside. Have you changed your mind?” She sat on my lap and put her arm around me. She smiled, her eyes flitting around my face. “Want to be the pretty girl you are? Or not.”  
 
    I nodded. “I guess I have to.”  
 
    “Don’t you want to? Didn’t the videos help you see better?”  
 
    “The interviews were insightful. The hypnos did make me fill my cage.”  
 
    “Don’t you want to feel fem again? Pretty? Sexy? Confident?”  
 
    I thought about it. It did make me feel that way when I had dressed before. “I guess I do. I did enjoy it.”  
 
    “Good. You will even more once your old beliefs and prejudices are shattered. Don’t worry now, princess—those things are as fragile as porcelain, and they’ll be in pieces soon with your new self rising like a phoenix from the flames.” 
 
    She shut off the TV and untied me. As I did my makeup, hair, eyeshadow, and lipstick, I thought about my beliefs and paradigms. They were no more than a way of looking at things, lenses that colored attitudes and perceptions. Skyler had no such bindings. Maybe I’d be freed too. I changed earrings. I was becoming a pretty girl again instead of a drab boy. I throbbed in my cage; the plug sent ripples through me.  
 
    I slid on silky, sheer, thigh-high stockings and a bra matching my panties, with the gel forms making cleavage. I slid on some high wedge heels, a white denim mini, and a pink tank top. I checked myself in the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me. I filled my purse and went out to Skyler. “Ready.”  
 
    “Good girl! See how nice you look. I bet it feels really nice too.”  
 
    I felt my face flush and nodded sheepishly. “It does. Doesn’t mean it’s right.”  
 
    “Whatever. You make me so amorous seeing you so pretty. Will you do me a favor?” She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties aside. She stroked it as she gazed lovingly in my eyes.  
 
    I couldn’t resist. I knelt in front of her and took her in my mouth, massaged her globes, and stroked her shaft as I watched her eyes gazing down at me.  
 
    This was even better than Bill. I was giving the woman I loved pleasure, and it was giving me just as much. I throbbed and oozed in my cage as the plug cycled. Skyler came lusciously in my mouth as she held my head; her wide-open eyes looked into mine. I swallowed every drop greedily.  
 
    She patted my head. “I’m so proud of you. You enjoyed that, right?” She tucked herself away and helped me to stand.  
 
    “I did love it. I loved seeing your face and giving you that pleasure. It was better than Bill’s was.”  
 
    “Good. Now I know my wife won’t be put off doing that for me like I wouldn’t be for her. One more step to go.”  
 
    “One more step and I can take this cage off?”  
 
    She fixed my hair, wiped a drip off my chin, and had me lick it off her finger. “Right. One more.”  
 
    “Let’s do it.”  
 
    “But honey, I’m not hard anymore. I’d never get it in your sweet bottom right now. Maybe we should find someone who could.”  
 
    “I’ll never do that. No.”  
 
    “We’ll see. The cage doesn’t come off until you do. Your choice. Let’s go for a walk in this beautiful weather, my pretty wife.” She winked and took my hand. 
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    We strolled in the fresh air, hand in hand; people smiled and said hi as we passed by. Each step in my high wedge heels made my breasts tug on my chest and the cage tug on my package. My hips swayed and the plug massaged me deliciously. The sweet scent of the air, the colors of the flowers and greenery, the air on my legs, the sounds of the birds and animals... all of it was so vivid. It was as if I had entered a new way of perceiving reality.  
 
    “Skyler, everything is so... so... much more right now. Every sense seems heightened. Are you like that all the time?”  
 
    “Most. The mundane can take me from it, but just being who I am now and being so much more than I was, it fills the brain with serotonin and all the feel-good drugs our bodies make naturally. So for me, normally, yes, the world is a nicer place, more intense, vivid, pleasant.  
 
    “That’s wild. I never would have imagined.”  
 
    She squeezed my hand, nodded, and smiled at me as we walked. “This is why I knew you had to experience it all. It’s a life-changer.”  
 
    I nodded and we walked and walked and walked. We ate a relaxing, sensual lunch at an outdoor bistro. “Are you ready yet? I’d like to stuff you with something else beside that plug.” She gazed lovingly at me. Squeezed my hand.  
 
    The plug shot off, I wriggled in my seat, bounced a foot, hard in the cage. “Uh, I uh…” I imagined seeing her making love to me. But having her in me? “I...”  
 
    “You’re ready. I know I am. Let’s go home.” 
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    Back at the house, we had a drink and a smoke on the patio while Skyler caressed my legs, and we kissed and hugged on and off. I was so in love with her, and I wanted to be able to have her make love to me. I wanted the connection it would give us. I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. “I’m ready if you are.”  
 
    “Gosh, you make it sound like it’s the electric chair. Good. I’m glad you built up your courage.” She stood and took me by the hand. We walked inside and into the bedroom.  
 
    Skyler pulled back the covers. She deflated my plug and took it out, leaving me feeling empty. “Slip onto the bed, honey.”  
 
    I slid onto the mattress, and she slid between my legs. She pressed my thighs back, guided her hardness toward me and looked into my eyes. She lifted my rigidly filled cage up and out of the way, tugging on it while she pressed herself into me. My hips automatically pressed against her to get it in. I wanted it badly now.  
 
    She looked into my eyes, and her eyes rolled as she penetrated me. I gasped and oozed from my cage. She lay down on me, her lips on my neck, her breasts pressing against mine. She crushed me to her as she thrusted in and out.  
 
    “Ungh, god, Sky.”  
 
    “Okay, baby?”  
 
    “God, yes.”  
 
    She lifted herself to look into my eyes while she held my legs pressed back; my heels flailed in the air above me, my toes pointed. The lock clattered on the cage with each thrust, and her shaft sent a shot of pleasure into me each time, forcing out a drip to go down the side of my cage.  
 
    I put both my hands on her ass and dug my long nails into her, making her go faster and harder. She pounded me over and over, each time making me feel as if I might come at any second. I was riding on the edge, and yet it was as powerful as if I were already coming.  
 
    Her face contorted and she bit her lip, looking into my eyes. “This is it, baby, ready?”  
 
    I nodded quickly and squeezed her ass tight.  
 
    Her voice squeaking with each thrust, she drove into me hard and fast a few times as she looked into my eyes. I began to come in earnest from the cage, pearls flying off it. Then she held it all the way inside me, and I felt her shaft swell and shrink. Her body shuddered and shook. I whimpered from the pleasure as I finished coming through the cage.  
 
    When she was done, she gave one more long thrust into me, then fell onto me, panting. I stroked her hair. “I love you so much. That was heavenly.”  
 
    She breathed in my ear, “I love you too, my wife.”  
 
    We lay there catching our breath until she shrank inside me and popped out. She rolled off me. “Phew, that was fabulous.”  
 
    “It was.”  
 
    “What do you want to do now? Maybe we should give Bill and John a call?” 
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    We took a shower together and redid our hair and makeup and then dressed to go out for dinner. “So, you didn’t answer me, Casey. Do you want me to call Bill and John or maybe some other guys I know for dates tonight? You need to experience real men too. Girls like us are nice, but real men are special as well.”  
 
    “But what about us?”  
 
    “That won’t change us. Those are strictly entertainment relationships. A real man can widen your views. I hate to say it, but before we get married, you need to know if I’ll be enough for you or not. You need to experience a real man.” She slipped her fetishy high heels on and smiled at me as I sat next to her on the bed.  
 
    I slid my second silky stocking up and attached it to the garter belt. “Hmm, I see what you’re saying, but I am so satisfied right now, and I’m loving just being feminine and pretty and limp in my panties. I’d like to celebrate with you tonight and stay away from sexual things so I can see if just being a girl feels good without libido as a factor. Normal life will be more like that, and I need to see if I can live that way being a girl. Right now, it feels nice and relaxing and normal.”  
 
    She kissed my lips gently; she moved my hair aside and kissed my forehead. “You’re right. Do you agree with me, too, though?”  
 
    “You’d risk losing me to a real man?”  
 
    “I’ll always be risking it unless you experience it first. Then you can decide if you want to be with a real man permanently, or if you want to use real men for toys the way I like to, or we just stick with each other and forget everyone else. It’s something you’ll end up deciding sooner or later.”  
 
    I nodded. “Okay. But for now, I’m just a girl without a libido living as a girl. Okay?”  
 
    “Sure, sweetie. Works for me. Let’s just be two pretty girls.” 
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    We had a wonderful dinner. I delighted in being unaroused and just feeling luscious and feminine with my buddy and wife-to-be. We dined delectably, sensually, my brain awash in the feel-good chemicals, my sensuality high but my sexuality low. Oh, yeah, there was some throbbing in my panties, but nothing to make it a primal focus. It was more getting in tune with my entire self—wonderfully pretty, relaxed, and feeling good about myself.  
 
    We went home and relaxed, watched some tube and went to bed. In the morning, we both had our morning wood. Skyler whispered, “Want to be an unaroused woman again?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    She slid around and took me in to her mouth. I slid around and took her into mine. We drained each other and then had breakfast.  
 
    For a few days, every time I was approaching arousal, where I started to feel the libido driving my femininity, Skyler became aware of it, and we resolved it. Sometimes by mouth for each other, sometimes by hand. Other times by making love. Whenever possible, Skyler narrated the event, creating images of Bill in my mind until I released my pent-up libido.  
 
    One time, Skyler was slipping herself into me, looking me in the face, and stroking my shaft between us. “See, right now, Bill would be stretching you further.” She slid it in all the way and began to thrust. “Thrusting into you deeper.” She shoved into me and held it there. “His much larger, harder, stronger body and hands will move your body about, fill you with his strength.” She squeezed my thighs and pressed them back, pounding into me while my shaft spun in circles.  
 
    “You’ll see the pleasure you’re giving him in his eyes. His energy will saturate you as his shaft penetrates your being and your soul.” She thrusted, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “You’ll see his look of love and lust for a beautiful woman—a woman he delights in filling with himself. You’ll serve as his willing receptacle while you long for his release inside you. The release will fill you with his passion as you both...”  
 
    I whimpered, “Oh, god, Sky.” 
 
    She grasped my shaft between us, stroked it quickly and thrusted rapidly. Her eyes went wide. I whimpered and shook as she forced sprays of pearls from me between us. Our bodies tensed while she looked into my eyes; I felt her buried shaft swell and shrink, pumping her passion into me. 
 
    She collapsed on me, her breath hot and fast. “Can you imagine it?”  
 
    “Yes. I can see clearly now.” I stroked her hair, kissed her neck. “God, yes.”  
 
    She leaned up and flashed a smile, her eyes wide. “Good girl. I take that as meaning you want it?”  
 
    “Very, very much.” I hugged her close to me. “I need it but... I don’t want to leave you.”  
 
    “You won’t. I know my buddy—I think. We won’t know until we try. Freedom and fear are like an old married couple. Each of them is willing to die for the other. I’m so happy you’re facing your fears, as am I. Ready to be a lustful girl full of libido?”  
 
    “How can I help it now? Trying to quell our libido has made us get rid of our monkeys a few times a day.” I laughed. Seems I got the exact opposite of what I was trying to do. Oh well, it sure was nice.”  
 
    She laughed and slid off the bed. She took her phone from her purse.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Setting up a date with the boys.” 
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    She left the room and went into the kitchen. I freshened up in the bathroom, looking deep into my eyes and trying to find myself inside me. It was still me. But it wasn’t. I was more. Much more. I smiled as I reapplied my lipstick, fixed my hair, sprayed perfume on. I felt feminine, pretty, confident, lovely, powerful. I was whole, perfect, strong, happy, and harmonious. 
 
    I went into the kitchen. Skyler had mixed us drinks, and she was sitting at the island, legs crossed in her heels, bouncing a foot, holding her martini up to me and smiling broadly. “Come toast, girl.”  
 
    I sat, crossed my legs, lifted the glass by the stem, relishing my pretty, painted, long nails as my fingers held the glass. I smiled at her. “Okay, so tonight?”  
 
    She lowered her drink to the island, as did I. “Oh no, dear. I just spoke to Bill. He’s going to give us a date after he talks to John and so on. He said he’d text me. He’s on a business trip right now.”  
 
    She lifted the glass to me, her eyes wide, her smile broad on her painted lips with flashing white teeth. “To my wife having love made to her by a real man... soon... deeply... and well.” She reached the glass out to me.  
 
    I felt a smile stretching my face. I clinked her glass gently. “Yes, all of that, and to have me come through the process ending up loving you even more than I do now... wife-to-be.” We sipped.  
 
    Her phone received a text. She took it from her purse. Looked at it. Responded and put it away. She had an evil grin on her face. “This is going to be incredible. For both of us. We’re on. Two days from now.”  
 
    “Two days?”  
 
    “Yes. I think that’ll be good because we can build our libido more. Then it’ll be even more special. Right?”  
 
    “If you say so. But we’ve been doing it so frequently. That could be torture.”  
 
    “Sweet, sweet torture.” 
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    We couldn’t even finish our drinks before she instituted the preparatory measures. Skyler was quick to get cages on us both while we were limp, and then we plugged. We took libido-enhancing herbs and supplements. We dressed sensually and dined the same.  
 
    We spent the next two days imagining, planning, finding special outfits. Plugs ran inside us all day. We were totally ready and dying for our event. We shaved and bathed each other. Then we removed our cages and carefully cleaned up our anxious shafts.  
 
    After a big brunch, we did our clean-out routines to complete the preparation for our real men. I couldn’t believe I was going to go through with it, but I was so excited by the thought... I knew this was how I was meant to be. I knew my old self was gone for good.  
 
    We had decided to have the boys over to our house for dinner, and then we could dress much sexier for them. We clattered about the kitchen in our fetishy high stilettos. Skyler turned behind me, and I felt the sweep of the black furry tail she wore so cutely. “Hey, that tickles.”  
 
    “I know. I felt yours do that to me earlier. Aren’t they great? Feels so wild having it in me while it swishes behind me with each step.” She turned and stopped me for a moment, wrapping her arms around my neck. She gazed into my eyes. “This is so nice. You look incredible too.” 
 
    “Thanks. You picked out the matching outfits. I have to admit, they are special. Extra sexy. Love the corset, gartered black stockings, my wonderful cleavage. By the way, I’ve decided that later I’ll do what you did with implants. I want to be perfect like you.” I kissed her lips gently. 
 
    Skyler smiled. “That’s fantastic, honey. You’ll love it.” 
 
    My shaft throbbed and bobbed in the air just thinking about completing my feminization.  
 
    Skyler said, “I see how the thought of having breasts excites you. She gave my shaft a little squeeze. “And I love the way it stands up in your crotchless panties, all decorated and lifted by the black satin ribbons. I especially love the hot pink, twenty-four-hour lipstick on our tips. That really makes them pop. Such a creative girl you are.”  
 
    I grabbed her bobbing shaft, stroked it a few times, wiped the oozing tip with a finger and licked it off. 
 
    “Now, now. No wasting the consumables. That’s for the boys. I can’t take much more stimulation right now either.” She removed my hand.  
 
    “Speaking of the boys, how much can two guys eat? My gosh, we have enough food for an army. All the oysters and crab legs and shrimp and cheese and meats and crackers. Not to mention all the booze and wine. Seems more like a wedding than a party.”  
 
    She laughed as she went back to shucking oysters. Her face reddened; she kept looking down. “Yeah, well, we’ll see. Seemed only right. I wanted my wife’s coming-out party to be something special.”  
 
    I kissed her cheek. “It sure will be.”  
 
    “Yes, it will.” She giggled. The bell rang. “I’ll get it.” She put down the oyster on the tray, wiped her hand on a towel and clattered to the door, her exposed breasts bouncing, the nipple-noose jewelry spinning on them, her painted, decorated shaft leaping with each step. She opened the door and let Bill and John in. She gave them both hugs and kissed them on the lips, and they both admired her decorated hardness.  
 
    John grinned. “Wow! So nice and hard and so pretty in those decorations.” He looked her up and down. “You look fabulous,” 
 
    “Where’s my girl Casey?” Bill asked.  
 
    “C’mon.” Skyler led them into the kitchen. 
 
    I came out from behind the counter and gave Bill a hug and a kiss and did the same for John. They both gave me a couple of strokes as we kissed. I smiled up at Bill. “Thanks for coming.”  
 
    He laughed. “Save that phrase for later, sweetie, when I do that inside you.” He winked. I blushed. My decorated rod leapt up and down. I went back to preparing food. “Booze is on the sideboard in the dining room, boys. Help yourselves while we finish getting things ready.  
 
    John and Bill mixed their drinks, walked around the house a little, then looked out to the patio, sipping. We laid out the plates of food, silverware, and dishes. I walked to the patio door and put my hand on Bill’s shoulder, looking up at him. “Does the patio look okay?”  
 
    “Looks great. Love all the seating. This will be incredible.”  
 
    “Thanks. Skyler insisted we set up plenty of seating options for some reason. Those big outdoor beanbags are incredible. They adjust however you want them.”  
 
    “Nice.”  
 
    The doorbell rang. I looked at Bill. “Who could that be? Could you get it? I wasn’t expecting anyone else.”  
 
    Bill gave me a strange look and walked over to Skyler. He whispered in her ear, and they both looked back at me. Skyler shook her head and said something back to him.  
 
    Bill came over to me and said, “Skyler says you deserve a break. You should go out on the patio, have a smoke, and let me get you a drink so we can spend some time together for a while.”  
 
    I looked to Skyler. She waved me off. “Go on—John will get the door. I think it’s a delivery. You and Bill go onto the patio and have a drink under the tree behind the shed. Relax. Everything's ready now.”  
 
    I shrugged and went out. Bill mixed a drink and joined me. I lit a smoke and relaxed, my legs crossed in their sheer black stockings, my package between them bobbing in the air, the ribbons fluttering in the breeze. I stroked it gently and slowly with my long-nailed fingers, the pink metallic nail polish glinting.  
 
    Bill handed me my drink and sat next to me on the wicker sofa. He placed his hand on my stockinged thigh and gave me a kiss. “I can’t wait to be your first man. When I did that for Skyler, it was incredible.” He lifted his drink to me. “To losing your virginity. I hope I can meet your wildest expectations.”  
 
    I clinked with him. “To filling me long, hard, and well.” I winked.  
 
    I glanced at Bill’s pants. I couldn’t resist that he was already hard for me. I unzipped them, took out his shaved package, and dove onto it. He sat back while I savored his huge, thick, two-fisted velvet flagpole. I throbbed with the feeling he gave me, his firmness between my lips as I ran my tongue around it and stroked it with both hands, and he rested his hand on my head. “That’s wonderful, Casey. You’re so damn good at that.”  
 
    “I slurped off it and looked up at him, smiling. “Thank you. Maybe it’s because yours is so damn good. So big, so silky, so nice.” I went back down on him. Stroked with one hand. Rolled his silky globes around in my other palm. I indulged in him for what seemed forever, lost in the bliss of the experience, wondering how I could ever have thought this would be something gross.  
 
    I heard voices. Must have been John and Skyler coming outside. I bobbed my head on Bill, continuing to indulge. He patted my head. “Uh, Casey.”  
 
    I pushed his hand aside and continued.  
 
    “Uh, Casey. You may want to stop.”  
 
    I shook my head and kept going.  
 
    He leaned back, having given up.  
 
    All of a sudden, there was a ruckus—applause, hoots, and the word “Surprise!” 
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    I lifted my head off Bill’s shaft, my hand still unconsciously stroking it. What I saw made my jaw drop. I wiped my chin and sat up, looking around. There must have been twenty people. Women, men, Skyler with John’s arm around her, all smiling and hooting. I undid myself from Bill and stood up. Skyler clicked over to me and put her arm around my shoulders. She kissed my cheek. “Surprise, sweetie!”  
 
    She carefully knelt on a pillow before me, looked up in my eyes lovingly, grasped my hard shaft and said, “Will you marry me? Now?”  
 
    I lifted her up and gave her a huge hug and kiss. The crowd applauded. I whispered in her ear. “I thought you had too much food.” I laughed.  
 
    She leaned back. “I figured this would be as good a time as any to get married. As you see, I have lots of friends who understand people like us. One of them is a JP.”  
 
    Skyler put an arm around me and spoke to the crowd. “Please, get drinks and get ready for our wedding in a few minutes.” A stunning, graceful, woman came over to us. She was dressed in a short black dress revealing luscious creamy cleavage, high black stilettos on her feet. She lit up with a beautiful smile as she flung her hand out to me. “You must be Casey. I’m Gwen, your JP for the ceremony. She looked down at our exposed packages. “Lovely wedding outfits. So sexy and exciting, like a wedding should be. Love the tails too.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes and then into Skyler’s as she said, “Congratulations for taking this step, girls. I know Skyler has been waiting for this day for a long time. Casey, you’ve turned into everything she wanted, though I know she’d have taken you whatever you decided. I never knew someone so in love as Skyler.”  
 
    Skyler kissed my cheek. “For sure! Let’s get us married.”  
 
    She tugged me by the hand, our heels clattering, our tails swinging behind us, our shafts swinging in front of us. We ran in tiny steps to the center of the patio and faced the fountain, our tails to the crowd. Sky stood tall. She adjusted her hair and checked mine. She took my lipstick from my purse on my shoulder and freshened my lips, then handed me hers to do the same. We sprayed perfume all over us and stood at attention, holding hands. People gathered around us, and Gwen stood facing us. When everyone settled down, she began.  
 
    “We are gathered here to witness the joining of Skyler and Casey in wedded matrimony.”  
 
    Vows were taken, rings placed on fingers, and a strong, deep, embracing kiss ensued, followed by applause. 
 
    We turned to the crowd and held our arms out. I yelled, “Let’s celebrate!”  
 
    We grabbed drinks and mingled with everyone. It was a wonderful day—perfect weather, really nice people, and I loved holding the hand of my wife as we moved about. I was surprised to have some of the women ask if they might suck us for a while as we mingled. They took a pillow and knelt on it, ministered to us for a while, and then some other women would take their places. We had to limit them to a few short minutes and take breaks in order to save ourselves for later, but the edging effect it had on us made us even more amorous and eager for later.  
 
    We ate and partied, and I made some new friends. Then, after coffee, in the bright moonlight and the light of the tiki torches and hanging Chinese lanterns, Skyler and I took our positions on the huge, side-by-side beanbag chairs. Women began to surround us, and Gwen was first to ask me, “May we help with the consummation of the marriage?”  
 
    She slid onto the beanbag with me, lifted her dress, pulled aside her panties, and stroked her lovely shaft.  
 
    “It would be an honor, your honor.” I removed my tail and reached out for her. She guided herself into me and began to thrust. I looked over at Skyler, who winked and smiled as she held onto the shaft of another woman who was working her way toward entry. Skyler leaned back, the girl pressed Sky’s legs back on the beanbag, then slid herself into her. Skyler’s eyes rolled as she embraced her. The woman began thrusting, the short hem of her dress flapping on her bottom.  
 
    I embraced Gwen, smelling her sweet perfume. I placed a hand on her apple bottom and urged her on. She lifted and looked into my eyes as she thrusted, and my shaft spun in circles before me. It didn’t take long for her to clench her body and shove deep as she shuddered and moaned.  
 
    Before she could catch her breath and remove herself, another girl by my face lifted her skirt and tucked it into her waist, pulled her panties aside, and held her shaft between her long-nailed thumb and forefinger as she moved it closer to my mouth. I opened my lips, and she held my head gently as she penetrated my face. I could smell her sweet, floral perfume while I ran my tongue around her silken shaft. She stroked my hair and thrusted.  
 
    I felt Gwen leave me, and she was replaced by another girl like me but smaller and with a much smaller shaft. I glanced at her around the lusciousness in my mouth, and she giggled as she lifted her pink crinoline, tucked it by her waist, then guided her sweet thing into me. She smiled at me; her eyes were bright and gleaming as she began to hump into me as fast as a rabbit, hanging on to my thighs with her tiny hands.  
 
    It didn’t take her long for her to pulse her fluids into me and at the same time, the one in my mouth did as well. I was filled by both of their passions, and at that point, I was dying for release. I looked around, and there were others watching while stroking themselves, and Bill was there with John.  
 
    “Bill, John, please—you’re next for us.”  
 
    There was a cute young man with the tiny girl who had just taken me; she was stroking his shoulder as he finished humping into Skyler, and his body tensed. The tiny girl patted his shoulders, kissed him on the cheek and said, “Good job, Jimmie. You did great.” He nodded shyly and pulled back from Skyler. They left hand in hand, and John went to Skyler.  
 
    Bill was already in front of me and pressing his tip into me. I pushed back with my hips to get it in past the gate, then let out a gasp as he entered me fully. “Oh god, Bill, yes.”  
 
    He smiled down at me, his large hands pinning my thighs to the beanbag, my feet in their heels flailing in the air with each thrust. I grabbed his hard ass and said, “Harder, faster, make me finish. I need it now.”  
 
    He set about cramming himself deep and fast, making my shaft spin in circles, a drip flying off it from time to time as I watched with fascination. His huge thing impaled me and penetrated my soul. I glanced at Skyler in a state of bliss as John did the same to her. I reached for her hand and she looked over, her eyes glazed, her head moving with each thrust, her heels by her head. She blew me a kiss and squeezed my hand.  
 
    Bill was breathing heavily as I looked up into his eyes. I gasped. “I’m so close, Bill.”  
 
    He shoved and grunted and straightened his back as he plunged into me. Our eyes connected. We looked into each other’s souls, his face contorted. He shoved and held it there. I felt his shaft swelling and shrinking as he deposited his passion into the depths of my being, like a river of his energy that filled me from my head to my pointed and twitching toes.  
 
    My body tensed and shuddered, impaled on his drill, my shaft shooting pearly strings onto my belly and stockings as it jerked and shot over and over in the air. 
 
    I felt a pelting of warm liquid on my face and hair and saw the others giving me a tribute.  
 
    I fell back, weakened and exhausted, onto the beanbag and let my arms fall to the side. 
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    I woke in the middle of the night, the moonbeams through the window falling onto our bed, where Bill lay spooning me. John’s arm draped over Skyler, her face toward mine. I moved a hair aside on her forehead. Her eyes opened, and she reached a hand to my head. “I love you so much.”  
 
    “I love you too. Our wedding was fabulous. Thank you.”  
 
    “Thank you.” She closed her eyes, and we both fell asleep. 
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    In the morning, we woke, and Skyler and I made breakfast for Bill and John. Everyone else had left, but the house and patio were all cleaned up, thank goodness. I didn’t want to face having to do that.  
 
    Skyler and I placed breakfast on the table. She said, “Casey, Bill and John are leaving after breakfast. I think we should thank them for last night, don’t you?  
 
    Freshly showered, shaved, and cleaned up, Bill and John sat handsomely, smiling at us as they put food on their plates. Skyler and I slid under the table and got our morning treats from them as they ate.  
 
    After we finished taking our pleasure with them, coaxing out our reward, and when we had all eaten, they left. Skyler and I were alone.  
 
    We cleaned up the kitchen and hugged each other. I leaned back and gazed into her eyes. “Wow. I never expected my wedding to be anything like it was. But it was very special.”  
 
    “Mmm, it was. I’m so happy you liked it. I loved it too.”  
 
    “Now what?”  
 
    “Well, we have a lot to do.”  
 
    “I know. I have to move out here. Of course, I may be able to work remotely from here. I mean, my job can be done from anywhere. My company told me that when they hired me.”  
 
    “Okay then. That takes care of that.”  
 
    “I’ll need to sell my house and everything in it. Get my car.”  
 
    “We could go back together and get it all done. I can take more time off. Then you’ll have a bunch of cash you can use to get the implants and other things you want done. If you still want them, that is.”  
 
    “I do. I never want to be what I was anymore. This is me.”  
 
    Skyler kissed me lightly on the lips. “Yes, it is. It’s what I saw inside you long ago, buddy. Umm, by the way, what do you want to do with your suitcases?”  
 
    “Did they show up?” 
 
    “Uh... well, they arrived while you were showering after you arrived. I, um, hid them in the basement.” She covered her mouth with her hand, tilted her head down and gave me doe eyes.  
 
    “Skyler! How could you?”  
 
    “How could I not? It worked, didn’t it? You just needed a little push, that’s all.”  
 
    I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a big hug. “I love you. Let’s get cleaned up. Last night satisfied me so much. I think it’ll be a while before I have any libido. Even thanking Bill this morning didn’t get me going.”  
 
    “And you don’t want to wear your old clothes in your suitcase?”  
 
    “Heck, no. Those go to Salvation Army. I want to be the pretty, feminine, lovely girl I am and hang with my lovely wife.”  
 
    “Me too, my lovely wife.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 
 
    Barb and Thom 
 
    For more of books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: 
 
    Amazon: 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/ 
 
    There’s also a website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 
 
    http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com  
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